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Introduction 

ONE OF the mmor, but delectable and mnocent, pleasures of 
hfe IS to wander about a well-stocked bookshop, lookmg at tItles, taking 
up a volume here and there, and turnmg over the pages, and the 
pleasure IS enhanced if there IS m the store an assistant sufficiently 
well mformed to tell you somethmg of a book that has excited your 
cunoslty or to ~uggest one that you did not know of on a subject that 
happens to be of mterest to you But this IS a pleasure of wruch the vast 
maJonty of the mhabltants of the Umted States are depnved, for, rela
tlVely to the populatIOn, bookshops, real ones, I mean, are few and far 
between They are clustered for the most part in the great centers of 
populatlOn I myself know a city of now nearly two hundred thou
sand mhabltants m which the one place where you can buy new books 
IS a gift shop, and the stock conSlSts only of the. season's best sellers. The 
mhabltant of a small town must be satIsfied, 1£ at all, With what reprints 
he can buy at rus local drug store 

The need of the publIc IS, however, further supplied by a number of 
orgamzatlOns that have sprung up to sell books by mall to members 
secured by mtenslve advertIsmg These books are cho~en for them by 
Judges often of reputatIOn, but of varymg lIterary tastes, and the pro
pnety of their Judgment IS determined by the number of booh.s returned. 
by customers who do not lIke them and by the mcrease or at least main
tenance of membershIp ThIS IS probably as good a way of bUylng books 
as can be deVised for the large number of persons who are out of reach 
of bookshops and thus seldom have a chance to look at books for them
helves and make their own chOIce, but It IS naturally a hmitIng way~ 
smce you must accept the Judgment of three or four persons upon what 
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will affoarl you pleasure or 1OformatIon, and thell' Judgment 10 tum IS 

inftuenced by the necessIty of select10g books that wIll appeal to the 
average taste and so make It possIble to order them on the huge scale 
that alone makes the undertaking profitable It often happens that a 
very good book In thIS way gets a nationwIde dIffUSIOn, but very good 
books do not grow on every gooseberry bush, and so, smce books must 
be sent to subscnbers at regular intervals, It happens on occaSIOn that 
books of very mdifferent ment are given a dIffUSIOn almost as WIde. • 

I do not undere~tlmate the value of the vanous book clubs that flour
ish in thIS country I have myself profited by their eXistence They have 
done much to spread lIterary culture and have enabled persons anxIOUS 
to keep abreast of current productIOn, but unable, for the reasons I have 
stated, to make their own selectIon, to read books that otherwIse they 
could not so easIly have got I am conv1Oced, lIkeWIse, that those whose 
busmess It IS to choose the books sent out to subscnbers are ahve to their 
peat responsibIlIty, WIth them lIes the gUIdance 10 taste and culture 
of a vast number of theIr fellow CItizens, and I am sure they do their 
best with the matenal they have to deal With wIth10 the hmlts Imposed 
upon them by the neceSSIty of financial profit 

But however good the chOIce may be, It is the Judges' taste that is 
imposed on the reader The reader's opportumty IS small to select books 
that appeal to hiS idIOsyncrasy and personal mterest A challengmg tItle 
or the SIght of a book on a subject that arouses hIS curiOSIty wIll never 
tempt him to purchase it and so perhaps open up to hIm a new realm 
of the spmt I know, of course, that If you do not lIke the books a book 
dub lIends you, they WIll send you anyone you ask for, but then you are 
forced to trust to reVIews or to the publIshers' advertisements m the 
papers A very small expenence WIll teach you that this IS a hazardous 
way of buy10g books. 

I do not forget the publIc lIbranes, many of these, even 10 qUIte small 
towns, are astomshmgly well prOVided, and the IIbranans I for my part 
have come across are knowledgeable and very wlihng to put their 
~ledge at your disposal But books are comfortable thmgs to have 
about a house' k10dly friends who do not reproach you If you neglect 
them, and when you take them up agam are as ready as before to gIve 
JOU what they have to offer of refreshment and diverSIOn. It is very Illce 
to own books That many people thmk so IS shown by the success of a 
Jtte1lt venture Some httle whIle ago, thanks to the happy thought of 
the pubhsher who conceived it and the persistence with which he urged 
it, the chain stores have glVen counter space to books The experiment 
Las proved successful and the enormous number of books that have in 
Gale -,.ear been sold in one cham of stores alone suffiCIently shows that 
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there is in the public at large a healthy desire to possess bookstthat ~ 
be bought at a moderate pnce. It is true that the great majority of these 
books have been works of fictIOn, but there has been also a satIsfactory 
demand for works on matters of current interest and for works of infor
mation 

It IS mamfest that there is in the people of this country a bound
less cunoSlty and an eager desIre to learn Every town m the Umted 
~tates that IS bIg enough to have a five-and-ten-cent store wIll In 

due course have a book department where all and sundry wIll have 
the opportumty, whIch they have never had before, of purchasing for 
a very small sum books, new books, that wIll, accordmg to theIr deSIre, 
afford them recreabon or mstruch<rn Smce m readmg, perhaps more 
than m anythmg else, appetite grows WIth what it feeds on, It may be 
hoped that they WIll dIscover how great may be the delIght of read
ing books, and, as theIr readmg grows more extensIve and theIr taste 
wIdens, learn how much enjoyment may be found m great lIterature, 
and through It acqUIre the breadth of VlSlon, the mdependence of judg
ment, the tolerance and magnammIty that wIll make them worthy 
mhabItants of the world of the future It may be that when the toil 
and trouble of these tImes are matters of hIstory, thIS mnovatlOn wIll 
be looked upon as one of the most Important events of our day It wIll 
have brought lIterature, WIth ItS mfimte posSIbIhtles, withm reach of all, 
and who can tell what consequences may not result from It? 

It IS for the AmerIcan people that I have deVIsed thIS anthology I am 
informed that the sale of books m the cham stores has dImInIshed neIther 
the membershIp of the book clubs nor the takmgs of the regular book
shops The book clubs, and the bookshops to a great extent, depend 
on books publIshed at a much hIgher pnce It looks then as though the 
purchasers of thIS immense number of books are buyers who have seldom 
bought books before, and smce It may be presumed that they have been 
bought to read, the conclusion seems ObVIOUS that a great new body of 
readers has been created, people who had never before acqUIred the 
habIt of buymg books or had the occasion to do so It occurred to me 
that It would be useful to them, and I hoped interestmg, If I could give 
them for theIr gUIdance, as It were, a bird's-eye VIew of lIterary produc
tIOn m England and Amenca durmg the last forty or fifty years. That 
IS what I have trIed to do m thIS volume. It IS Imperfect, partly owmg 
to my own madequacy for the task, smce my reading, except m speCIal 
subjects, has been desultory, and it IS only too probable that I have 
remamed unacquamted WIth certam authors a selectIOn from whose 
works would have made my pIcture more complete, but It 15 Imperfect 
also because my space was severely bmited I WIshed tlus book to be 
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published at so Iowa price that It would strain no one's resources to 
buy it, and the cost of productIon set definite bounds to the quantIty 
of matenal I could Include. 

But because I have made this anthology for the plam people of this 
country, for the woman who go!!s.ipto the store to buy a spool of cotton 
or a cake of soap, for the man who goes in to buy a pound of nails 
or a pot of pamt, I wish no one to thmk that I have on that account 
allowed my chOIce to be qualified by any consideratIOn that what I was 
off~ing these readers mIght be above their heads Far from It With 
the object I had In mInd of glvmg a survey of literary productIon 
during a certam period, I have chosen what seemed to me best and 
most slgmficant I beheve m people and I believe in their taste. 
Some tIme ago in San FranCISco I went to an exhibItIon of French 
pIctures, many of whIch were such as one would have thought could be 
apprecIated only by an Instructed taste It was a Saturday afternoon, 
and the gallenes were crowded largely WIth young working men and 
their WIves or sweethearts from the nelghbonng armament factones 
I could not see that they were repelled or even puzzled by the pictures 
of Cezanne, Van Gogh, PIcasso, MatIsse, Braque, and so on; on the 
contrary, they appeared to be deeply mterested 10 them They stood In 
front of them, eagerly dlscmsIng them, receptIve, and It seemed to me 
anxious to dIscover what there was m them for them I had a nohon 
that those pictures spoke to them m a language they mstmctlVely under
stood. 

It would be mterestmg In thiS connectIOn to know the number 
of people who hsten In on the radIO to senous musIc compared With 
that of those who lIsten to musIc of a lIghter character When I have 
been to popular concerts, It has seemed to me that It was the best musIc 
that chIefly eXCIted the audIence's enthUSiasm, composItIons of mfenor 
merit, which I take It the conductor had put In as a concessIOn to popu
lar taste, were receIved WIth comparatIve coldness I have a notIOn then 
that people are ready to welcome the best when It IS offered to 
them, what they are not prepared to mterest themselves In IS the not 
so good It is the sophIstIcated, the cultured dIlettantes, the fashlOnable 
who are more hkely to lose theIr heads over the second rate; smce some
thing other than deep-felt emotIon IS concerned, they are apt to mIstake 
oddness for ongmalIty and speCIousness for truth But the band wagon 
often topples them over mto a dItch 

I am not so stupId as to mean that all people have such naturally 
good taste that they will always prefer what IS best to what IS of no 
great value After all, we none of us do that, and few of us are so deli
cately constItuted that we can put up With nothmg but the first rate. 
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Most of us can very much ltke things of unequal merit. I knqw f()r in)' 
part I can get a great deal of pleasure out of an opera of Puccini's; but 
It IS a dIfferent sort of pleasure from that whIch I get out of an opera 
of Mozart's There are tImes when I would rather read the stories of 
Conan Doyle than Tolstoi's WaT and Peace. I mean only that there are 
many people 10 thIs country, many mllhons It may be, who are quite 
as capable of enJoYIng great music, great pamtmgs, and great lIterature 
'as those others who have had ampler opportunItIes to form their taste 
and confirm their Judgment So 10 thIs anthology I have made no ~
promIse I would not claIm that all the pIeces m It are great lIterature; 
durmg the last twenty-five hundred years, all the world over, not so 
much of the lIterature that has been produced can truly be called great; 
mdeed, we have been told that It can be got mto a five-foot shelf, and 
thIs IS a nece~sanly mcomplete selectIOn from the wntmg m England 
and Amenca of half a century I do claim, however, that none of these 
pIeces can fali to appeal for one reason or another to a curious and m
teiligent mmd 

I have always felt that readmg should be a pleasure Of course to 
get anythmg out of It you must gIVe It your full attentIon, but to a 
healthy understandmg there IS nothmg dIsagreeable m the actIvity of 
the mtellect It IS however the busme~s of an author to make your 
perusal of hIS work enjoyable. There are wnters who have thmgs to 
say that are mterestmg and useful for us to know, but by some unfortu
nate aCCIdent of nature they cannot say them With grace or elegance, 
so that to read them IS a burden Smce thIS anthology IS deSIgned also 
to persuade people to the habIt of readmg, I have, so far as I honestly 
could, left out wntmg of thiS sort, I wanted to show that good reading 
could very well be pleasant readmg 

I have followed here the plan I adopted a good many years ago in 
The Traveller's LzbTary I am mclmed to thmk It IS not an unsatIsfactory 
one, SlOce III the meantime other anthologIsts have used It too But In 
that volume I had at my dIsposal all tl.e space I wanted so that I wac 
able to mclude three novels which for various reasons mterested me. 
I should have lIked to do thIS agam, for It would have gIven me a betteI 
chance of makmg the survey of the hterature of the perIod more thor. 
ough It could not be done at the pnce For the rest the model is th. 
same It is a selectIon of poems, short stones, and what, for want of au 
equivalent EnglIsh term, I am forced agamst my wIll to call belles-Iettrlls. 

Some of the pIeces are by EnglIsh authors and some by American, but 
I have not sought In any way to dlstmgUlsh them, for I think the tim.c 
has assed when there was an OInt I s eakm of En hsh literature 
a~ American lItera ure, prefer now to speak of it as one, the IItera~ 
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lure of the EnglIsh-speaking peoples. I have arranged my material 
roughly In chronologIcal order, but agaInst the clock, that IS to say, 
I have started with the WrIters of our own day and gone backward 
to those who were wrItmg at the begmnmg of my perIOd ThIs I have 
done because for us who hve now the present IS our more pressmg con
cern. The hterary productIOns of our contemporarIes speak our own 
language and are dressed m the clothes we wear, they use the conven
iences we are accustomed to, the telephone, the motor-car, the radIO; 
the plane, so that when we come to make ourselves acquamted wit!> 
them, It 15 WIth a sense of famiharIty which IS a help to such of us as 
have never acquIred the habIt of readIng Because they deal wIth a hfe 
that IS our hfe they have an Immediate mterest That mdeed IS the one 
advantage we WrIters of today have over our predecessors, for they had 
the first chance at all the best subJects, and all we can do for the most 
part IS by mgenUity to give a new tWist to SItuatIOns that have already 
been WrItten to death Thmk what luck the author had who mvented 
the story of Cmderella, and how fortunate was he to whom It first 
occurred that he could make a movmg tale out of the seductIOn of a 
VIllage malden by a bad rIch man. The most stnking figures that fht 
across the human scene, the ruffian wIth the heart of gold, the bloated 
capItalIst and the VIrtuous workman, the merry WIdow, the Jealous WIfe, 
the deceIVed husband, the spendthrIft, the strong, silent man, have been 
portrayed m every Imagmable guIse; and we, dealmg WIth them, If 
deal we must, only WIth misgIvmg, are forced to turn the best of our 
endeavors to creatures of a sadly colorless compleXIOn And the past 
has another advantage over us the great mass of what IS produced IS 
forgotten and only the best remams, and It IS WIth that that we must 
stand companson We could never support the competition If It were 
not that, WrIting of contemporary hfe, we have somethmg to offer con
temporary readers that even the greatest masters of a b)gone day can
not qUIte gIVe them. For that reason I have felt Justified m makmg most 
of my selections from the composItions of the last twenty years I have 
put the earlIer wnters toward the end of thIS volume because I thought 
I cbuld thus more eaSIly mveigle the reader to read them I thought 
that on commg to them step by step he would dIscover how small an 
adjustment of spmt It needed to find m them, notwithstandmg dIffer
ences of manner and usage, somethmg to hIS purpose, and then, learn
ing to hIS surpnse that even those who wrote m the dark age of the 
nmetles could be entertammg, he might be tempted to go back further 
mIl and see what there was for hIm m the great works that are the 
outstanding glory of our culture 

People will not read the claSSICS because they have got It mto theIr 

XVI 



heads that they are dull They have fonned this impression, 'I think, 
because they have been forced to read them in schools and colleges, and 
the readIng prescribed by scholastIc authOrIties is not as often as It 
should be chosen to persuade the young that great lIterature is good 
to read. It is natural enough that when they arrive at matunty, many 
persons should suppose that there is lIttle in the great works of the past 
that can help them to deal WIth the amaous and harasslOg present But 
a'work becomes a claSSIC only because ~ucceedlOg generatIOns of people, 
ordmary readers lIke you and me, have found delIght in read 109 It. It 
affords that because It appeals to the human emotIons common to all of 
us and treats of the human problems that we are all confronted WIth 

I have lOcluded 10 thIS anthology nothlOg that to my mlOd has not a 
ment of Its own, but to fulfill my lOtentIOn 10 makmg It I have put 10 

some pIeces of which the lIterary ment is small because they seemed to 
me sIgmficant of the tIme at whIch they were WrItten I have had on 
the other hand to leave out some thlOgs that I thought both slgmficant 
and of hterary value SImply because I had no room for them For thIS 
reason I have been oblIged to omIt Joseph Conrad's Youth and RIchard 
WrIght's Fzre and Cloud I WIsh to stress thIS pomt because, after I pub
lished the anthology called Tellers of Tales, I was made aware that 
some of my fellow authors were affronted because I had not mcluded 
any story of theIrs One wrote to me very aCrImomously, pomtIng out 
that hIS stones had appeared in anthologIes for twenty years and the 
fact that I had not thought fit to msert one proved to hIS complete 
satIsfactIOn that I dId not know a good story when I saw It Well, I had 
read the stones of thIS IraSCible author and had recelVed pleasure from 
them, but here agam my space was hmlted, I was makmg a chOlce 
from stones wntten smce the begmmng of the mneteenth century in the 
five countnes that have cultIvated the art to best advantage, and I 
thought that each country should be adequately represented, though 
I thought the stones of thIS particular author good, I could not but 
know that Jack London had done the same sort of thIng, If not better, 
at least before hIm, and so It seemed to me unnecessary to give an ex
ample of hIS work I hope then that no writer WIll be angry WIth me 
If in thIS brIef anthology I have not a~ked hIm for permISSion to prmt 
a pIece of rus It may be that I would have lIked to, but It did not qUite 
fit mto my scheme It IS no reflectIon on his merIt I do not pretend that 
my taste IS perfect, nor do I presume It to be as ImpartIal as that wruch 
a professional cntIc IS m duty bound to have I have my hkes and dis
hkes, and though I am not bhnd to the ment of what I dIslIke, and 
wIll freely admit It, I do not lIke It any the better for that 

Now I have only to tender my thanks to those who have given me 
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generotb help in the preparatlOn of thIs anthology If In any manner 
it adlleves the aIm I had 10 view in mak10g It, a great part of the credIt 
wIll be due to the profitable advIce I have receIved from my fnends 
Glenway Wescott, Ken McCormIck, Donald Elder, and Rebecca Pitts. 

WS.M. 

xviii 



PUBLISHER'S NOTE 

FOLLOWING each group of selectIOns a short lIst of additional books has 
been added for the reader who wants to go further Some of the titles 
hsted are books by the WrIters whose work you have Just sampled. 
SometImes they are books by authors whose work IS m the same vein 
or WrItten m a Similar style Other books have been lIsted not because 
of any SImIlarIty, but because the authors are representatIve of the 
same years or the same localIty, yet are different from those you have 
been readmg A few collectIOns and anthologies have been included in 
these hsts, and some magazmes are named Naturally, not everythmg 
in these anthologies and magazmes IS dIrectly pertment to what you 
have been readmg, but you wIll mually find somethmg that is. As WIth 
the selectIOns themselves, the tItles on the readmg IIst~ have been chosen 
by merIt Each IS among the best of Its kmd, and If anythmg of value 
has been omItted, It IS only because of the lack of space 
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I BJ:GIN with three stones by young writers Until Eudora 
Welty's stones were Issued last year In book form, they were known, 1 
think, only to the readers of the lIterary magazmes, whIch, notwIth
standing an inconsIderable CIrculatIOn, by theIr hospitahtv to new 
talent, have done so much to foster natIve gifts that It IS greatly to be 
deplored that the l!.trel!.l!. of the tlmel!. hal!. forced a number of them to 
dIscontinue pubhcatIOn Eudora Welty has a talent that IS fresh and 
alert There are as good stones m the book a~ "Petnfied Man," but 
none more amUSing 

I found "The VISIt," by Andy Logan, In the 1941 volume of the 
o Henry Pnze Stones It was repnnted from a coJlege magazme. 
It struck me, not only because It seemed to me a weB-composed story, 
but because it deals WIth a pOIgnant sItuatIOn that, owmg to the 
prevalence of dIVorce In thIS country, must be far from uncommon. 
I have not seen it dealt WIth before 

The thIrd of these stones IS a very celebrated one, WIlham Saroyan's 
"The Darmg Young Man on the Flymg Trapeze" Because It IS so 
well known and has without doubt appeared m many anthologIes, 
I read once more all Saroyan's stones on the chance of findmg one 
as good and less famIlIar Saroyan IS an uneven wnter He has the 
spontaneIty and the exuberance, the facIhty and gusto, of the born 
ImprovIsator, but it looks as though WIth him it were a tOSS-up whether 
the story he tells is good or bad He can be excellent, but he can also 
be tnvial That doesn't matter, an author has the rIght to be judged 
by his best work Because, after readmg all rus stones, I stIll thmk 
that "The Darmg Young Man" has ongmahty, emotIOn, conCISlon, 
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and technical dextenty, in fact all the quahties one demands of a 
short story, and I~ besIdes a tragtc commentary on a sIgmficant moment 
in Amencan CIVIlIzatIOn, I have thought well to prmt It here I do 
not really care If you have read It before, It WIll well bear readmg agam. 

Petrified Man 

EUDORA WELTY 

REACH IN my purse and git me a CIgarette WIthout no powder in it 
if you km, Mrs Fletcher, honey," saId Leota to her ten o'clock 
shampoo-and-set customer "I don't hke no perfumed cIgarettes" 

Mrs Fletcher gladly reached over to the lavender shelf under the 
lavender-framed muror, shook a haIr net loose from the clasp of the 
patent-leather bag, and slapped her hand down qUIckly on a powdeo
puff whIch burst out when the purse was opened 

"Why, look at the peanuts, Leota f" saId Mrs Fletcher in her marvel
ingvoice. 

"Honey, them goobers has been in my purse a week If they's been 
in It a day Mrs PIke bought them peanuts" 

"Who's Mrs Pike?" asked Mrs Fletcher, setthng back Hidden In 

thIS den of curlmg flUId and henna packs, separated by a lavender 
swmg door from the other customers, who were bemg gratIfied m 
other booths, she could gIve her cunosity Its freedom She looked ex
pectantly at the black part m Leota's yellow curls as she bent to lIght 
the CIgarette 

"Mrs PIke IS thIS lady from New Orleans," satd Leora, puffing, and 
pressmg mto Mrs Fletcher's scalp WIth strong red-naIled fingers "A 
fnend, not a customer You see, lIke maybe I told you last tIme, me 
and Fred and Sal and Joe all had us a fuss, so Sal and Joe up and 
moved out, so we dIdn't do a thmg but rent out theIr room So we 
rented It to Mrs PIke And Mr PIke" She flIcked an ash mto the basket 
of duty towels "Mrs PIke IS a very deCIded blonde She bought me 
the peanuts" 

"She must be cute," saId Mrs Fletcher 
"Honey, 'cute' am't the word for what she IS I'm tel lIn' you, Mrs 

PIke IS attractIve She has her a good tIme. She's got a sharp eye out, 
Mrs Pike has" 

She dashed the comb through the au, and paused dramatically as 
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a cloud of Mr. Fletcher's hennaed halr floated out of the l!vencler 
teeth lIke a small storm cloud. 

"HaIr fallIn'." 
"Aw, Leota" 
"Vh-huh, commencm' to fall out," said Leota, combing aga1O, and 

iettmg fall another cloud. 
"Is It any dandruff in it?" Mrs Fletcher was frownmg, her halr

liite eyebrows dlvmg down toward her nose, and her wrmkled, beady
lashed eyehds battmg with concentratIon 

"Nope" She combed agam "Just fallm' out." 
"Bet It was that last perm'nent you gave me that dId It," Mrs Fletcher 

saId cruelly "Remember you cooked me fourteen mmutes " 
"You had fourteen mmutes comm' to you," saId Leota with finalIty 
"Bound to be somethm'," persIsted Mrs Fletcher "Dandruff, dand

ruff I couldn't of caught a thmg lIke that from Mr Fletcher, could !"" 
"Well," Leota answered at last, "you know what I heard In here 

yestIddy, one of Thelma's ladles was seWn' over yonder m Thelma's 
booth gittm' a machmeless, and I don't mean to mSlst or insmuate 
or anythmg, Mrs Fletcher, but Thelma's lady Just happ'med to throw 
out-I forgotten what she was talkm' about at the tIme-that you was 
p-r-e-g, and lots of tImes that'll make your haIr do awful funny, fall 
out and God knows what all It Just am't our fault, IS the way I 
look at It" 

There was a pause The women stared at each other In the mIrror. 
"Who was It?" demanded Mrs Fletcher 
"Honey, I really couldn't say," saId Leota "Not that you look it." 
"Where's Thelma? I'll get It out of her," saId Mrs Fletcher 
"Now, honey, I wouldn't go and gIt mad over a httle thmg like 

that," Leota said, combmg hastily, as though to hold Mrs Fletcher 
down by the haIr "I'm sure It was somebody dIdn't mean no harm 
m the world How far gone are you?" 

"JU5t walt," saId Mrs Fletcher, and shneked for Thelma, who 
came 10 and took a drag from Leota's cigarette 

"Thelma, honey, throw your mmd back to yestlddy 1£ you kin," 
saId Leota, drench10g Mrs Fletcher's haIr WIth a thIck flUId and catch
mg the overflow m a cold wet towel at her neck 

"Well, I got my lady half wound for a spIral," said Thelma doubt
fully 

"Tills won't take but a minute," Said Leota. "Who IS It you got 
in there, old Horse Face? Just cast your mmd back and try to re
member who your lady was yestlddy who happ'm to mentIon that my 
customer was pregnant, that's all She's dead to know." 
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TheHna drooped her blood-red bps and looked over Mrs Fletcher's 
head into the mIrror "Why, honey, I ain't got the faintest," she 
breathed. "I really don't recollect the faintest But I'm sure she meant 
no harm I declare, I forgot my hair finally got combed and thought 
it was a stranger behind me." 

"Was it that Mrs Hutchinson?" Mrs Fletcher was tensely polite. 
"Mrs Hutchinson? Oh, Mrs Hutchinson" Thelma batted her eyes 

"Naw, precIOUS, she come on Thursday and dIdn't ev'm mentIon 
your name I doubt Jf she ev'm knows you're on the way" 

"Thelma I" cned Leota staunchly 
"All I know IS, whoever It IS 'II be sorry some day Why, I Just barely 

knew It myself l " cned Mrs Fletcher "Just let her WaIt
'
" 

"Why? What're you gonna do to her?" 
It was a chIld's VOIce, and the women looked down A httle boy 

was makmg tents WIth aluminum wave pInchers on the floor under 
the smk 

"BIlly Boy, han, mustn't bother mce ladles," Leota smiled She 
slapped rum bnghtly and behind her back waved Thelma out of the 
booth "Ain't BIlly Boy a SIght? Only three years old and already Just 
nuts about the beauty-parlor business" 

"I never saw hIm here before," said Mrs Fletcher, ~tIll unmolhfied 
"He ain't been here before, that's how come," saId Leota "He 

belongs to Mrs Pike She got her a Job but It was Fay's MIllinery He 
oughtn't to try on those ladles' hats, they come down over hIS eyes hke 
I don't know what They Just gIt to look ndlculous, that's what, an' 
of course he's gonna put 'em on hats They tole Mrs PIke they dIdn't 
apprecIate mm hangm' around there Here, he couldn't hurt a tmng" 

"WeIl' I don't lIke chIldren that much," saId Mrs Fletcher. 
"WeII I" saId Leota moodily 
"WeII I I'm almost tempted not to have tms one," saId Mrs Fletcher. 

"That Mrs Hutchmson I Just looks straight through you when she sees 
you on the street and then SpItS at you behmd your back" 

"Mr Fletcher would beat you on the head If you dIdn't have It now," 
saId Leota reasonably "After going tms far" 

Mrs Fletcher sat up straight "Mr Fletcher can't do a thing with me " 
"He can't I" Leota winked at herself m the muror 
'No 5lfee, he can't If he so much as raIses hIS vOIce against me, 

he knows good and well I'll have one of my Sick headaches, and then 
I'm Just not fit to hve WIth And Ii I really look that pregnant al
ready--" 

"Well, now, honey, I just want you to know-I habm't told any of 
.ny ladtes and I ain't gOIn' to tell 'em--even that you're 105m' your 
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hair. You Just get you one of those Stork-a-Lure dresses and stop 
worrym'. What people don't know don't hurt nobody, as Mrs Pike says." 

"DId you tell Mrs PIke?" asked Mrs Fletcher sulkily. 
"Well, Mrs Fletcher, look, you am't ever gom' to lay eyes on Mrs 

PIke or her lay eyes on you, so what dlffunce does It make in the long 
run ?" 

• "I knew It'" Mrs Fletcher dehberately nodded her head so as to 
destroy a rmglet Leota was workmg on behind her ear "Mrs PIke!" 

Leota SIghed "I reckon I mIght as well tell you It wasn't any more 
Thelma's lady tole me you was pregnant than a bat." 

"Not Mrs Hutchmson?" 
"Naw, Lord I It was Mrs Pike" 
"Mrs PIke I" Mrs Fletcher could only sputter and let curling fluid 

roll mto her ear "How could Mrs PIke possIbly know I was pregnant 
or otherwise, when she doesn't even know me? The nerve of some 
people'" 

"Well, here's how It was Remember Sunday?" 
"Yes," Said Mrs Fletcher 
"Sunday, Mrs PIke an' me was all by ourself Mr PIke and Fred 

had gone over to Eagle Lake, saym' they was gom' to catch 'em some 
fi~h, but they dIdn't, a course So we was settm' in Mrs Pike's car, 
IS a 1939 Dodge--" 

"1939, eh," saId Mrs Fletcher 
"-An' we was gettm' us a Jax beer apIece-that's the beer that 

Mrs PIke says IS made rIght m NO, so she \\Ion't drink no other kmd. 
So I seen you drIve up to the drugstore an' run m for Just a secont, 
leavin' I reckon Mr Fletcher m the car, an' come runmn' out WIth 
looked hke a perscnptlOn So I says to Mrs PIke, Just to be makm' talk, 
RIght yonder's Mrs Fletcher, and I reckon that's Mr Fletcher-she's 

one of my regular customers,' I says" 
"I had on a figured pnnt," saId Mrs Fktcher tentatIvely. 
"You sure dId," agreed Leota "So Mrs PIke, she gIVe you a good 

look-she\ very observant, a good judge of character, cute as a 
mmute, you know-and she says, 'I bet you another Jax that lady's 
three months on the \\lay'" 

"What gall '" saId Mrs Fletcher "Mrs PIke '" 
"Mrs PIke am't gom' to bIte you," said Leota "Mrs Pike is a lovely 

gxrl, you'd be crazy about her, Mrs Fletcher But she can't SIt still 
a mmute We went to the travelm' freak show yestlddy after work. 
I got through early-nme o'clock In the vacant store next door? 
What, you am't been?" 

"No, ! despIse freaks," declared Mrs Fletcher. 
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"Aw Well, honey, tallon' about bem' pregnant an' all, you ought 
to see those twms m a bottle, you really owe It to yourself." 

"What twins?" asked Mrs Fletcher out of the SIde of her mouth. 
"Well, honey, they got those two twins m a bottle, see~ Born jomed 

plumb together-dead a course" Leota dropped her vOIce mto a soft 
lyrical hum "They was about thIS long-pardon-must of been full 
time, all rIght, wouldn't you say?-an' they had these two heads all' 
two faces an' four arms an' four legs, all kmd of Jomed here. See, thIS 
face looked this-a-way, and the other face looked that-a-way, over 
theIf shoulder, see Kmda pathetIc" 

"Glah '" saId Mrs Fletcher disapprovmgly 
"Well, ugly? Honey, 1 mean to tell you-theIf parents was first 

cousms and all like that BIlly Boy, git me a fresh towel from off Teeny's 
stack-thIs 'n's wrmgm' wet-an' qUIt tIcklm' my ankles With that 
curler I declare' He don't miss nothm'" 

"Me and Mr Fletcher aren't one speck of km, or he could never 
of had me," said Mrs Fletcher placIdly. 

"Of course not'" protested Leota "NeIther is me an' Fred, not 
that we know of Well, honey, what Mrs Pike hked was the pygmIes. 
They've got these pygmIes down there, too, an' Mrs PIke was Just wIld 
about 'em You know, the tee-mmest men m the umverse~ Well honey, 
they can Just rcst back on theIr little bohunkus an' roll around an' 
you can't hardly tell If they're sittm' or standm' That'll give you 
some Idea They're about forty-two years old. Just suppose It was 
your husband'" 

"Well, Mr Fletcher IS five foot mne and one half," said Mrs Fletcher 
qUickly 

"Fred's five foot ten," saId Leota, "but 1 tell hIm he's stIll a shrImp, 
account of I'm so tall" She made a deep wave over Mrs Fletcher's 
other temple WIth the comb "Well, these pygmIes are a kmd of a dark 
brown, Mrs Fletcher Not bad lookin' for what they are, you know." 

"I wouldn't care for them," saId Mrs Fletcher. "What does that 
Mrs Pike see m them?" 

"Aw, 1 don't know," said Leota. "She's Just cute, that's all But 
they got thIS man, thIS petrified man, that ever'thmg ever since he was 
nme years old, when It goes through his digestion, see, somehow Mrs 
Pike says It goes to hiS Jomts and has been turnmg to stone." 

"How awful'" Said Mrs Fletcher. 
"He's forty-two too. That looks like a had age" 
"Who said so, that Mrs PIke? I bet she's forty-two," said Mrs 

fletcher 
"Naw," saId Leota, "Mrs PIke's thirty-three, born m January, an 
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Aquarian. He could move his head-like this A course his h~ad and 
mind ain't a jomt, so to speak, and I guess his stomach ain't, either
not yet anyways But see-Ius food, he eats it, and it goes down, see, 
and then he dIgests it"-Leota rose on her toes for an mstant-"and 
It goes out to hIs jomts and before you can say 'Jack RobInson,' It'S 

stone-pure stone He's turnIng to stone How'd you lIke to be marrIed 
to a guy hke that? All he can do, he can move his head Just a quarter 
01 an Inch A course he looks just ternble" 

"I should thmk he would," saId Mrs Fletcher frostIly. "Mr Fletcher 
takes bending exerCIses every rught of the world. I make hun." 

"All Fred does IS lay around the house lIke a rug. I wouldn't be 
surpnsed If he woke up some day and couldn't move. The petrified 
man Just sat there movmg hIS quarter of an mch though," Said Leota 
remiDIscently 

"DId Mrs Pike lIke the petnfied man om asked Mrs Fletcher. 
"Not as much as she dId the others," saId Leota deprecatingly. 

"And then she lIkes a man to be a good dresser, and all that" 
"Is Mr PIke a good dresser?" asked Mrs Fletcher skeptlcally 
"Oh, well, yeah," saId Leota, "but he's twelve- fourteen years older 

'n her She ast Lady EvangelIne about hIm" 
"Who's Lady EvangelIne?" asked Mrs Fletcher 
"Well, It's thIs mmd reader they got m the freak show," Said Leota 

"Was real good Lady Evangehne is her name, and If I had another 
dollar I wouldn't do a thIng but have my other palm read She had 
what Mrs PIke saId was the 'sIxth mmd' but she had the worst marucure 
I ever saw on a hvmg person " 

"What dId she tell Mrs Pike?" asked Mrs Fletcher. 
"She told her Mr PIke was as true to her as he could be and besides, 

would come mto some money" 
"Humph'" saId Mrs Fletcher "What does he do?" 
"I can't tell," saId Leota, "because he don't work Lady Evangehne 

dIdn't tell me near enough about my nature or anythmg And I 
would like to go back and find out some more about this boy. Used 
to go WIth this boy got marned to thIs gtrl Oh, shoot, that was about 
three and a half years ago, when you was stIll gam' to the Robert 
E Lee Beauty Shop m Jackson He marrIed her for her money. An
other fortune teller tole me that at the tIme. So I'm not in love WIth 
him any more, anyway, besides being married to Fred, but Mrs Pike 
thought, Just for the hell of It, see, to ask Lady Evangeltne was he 
happy" 

"Does Mrs PIke know everything about you already~" asked Mrs 
Fletcher unbehevmgly "Mercy'" 
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"Oh yeah, I tole her ever'thing about ever'th1Og, from now on back 

to I don't know when-to when I first started go1o' out," said Leota 
"So I ast Lady EvangelIne for one of my questIOns, was he happlly 
marned, and she says, Just hke she was glad I ask her; 'Honey,' she 
says, 'naw, he Isn't You WrIte down this day, March 8, 1941,' she 
says, 'and mock It down three years from today him and her won't 
be occupym' the same bed' There It IS, up on the wall With them 
other dates-see, Mrs Fletcher? And she says, 'Chlld, you ought to 
be glad you didn't glt him, because he's so mercenary' So I'm glad 
1 married Fred He sure ain't mercenary, money don't mean a thmg 
to him But 1 sure would lIke to go back and have my other palm read" 

"Did Mrs Pike belIeve m what the fortune teller said?" asked Mrs 
Fletcher 10 a supenor tone of vOIce 

"Lord, yes, she's from New Orleans Ever'body m New OrleanSf 
beheves ever'thmg spooky One of 'em m New Orleam before It was 
raided says to Mrs Pike one summer she was gam' to go from state 
to state and meet some gray-headed men, and, sure enough, she says 
she went on a beautiCian conventIOn up to Chicago " 

"Oh I" srud Mrs Fletcher "Oh, IS Mrs Pike a beautiCian too;'" 
"Sure she IS," protested Leota "She's a beautiCIan I'm gam' to glt 

her in here If I can Before she marrIed But It don't leave you She 
says sure enough, there was three men who was a very large part of 
makmg her tnp what It was, and they all three had gray m theu hair 
and they went m SIX states Got Chnstmas cards from 'em BIlly Boy, 
go see If Thelma's got any dry cotton Look ho"," Mrs Fletcher's 
a-dnppm' " 

"Where did Mrs Pike meet Mr Pike;'" asked Mrs Fletcher pnmly 
"On another trrun," said Leota 
"I met Mr Fletcher, or rather he met me, m a rental hbrary," said 

Mrs Fletcher With dlgmty, as she watched the net come down over 
her head 

"Honey, me an' Fred, we met m a rumble seat eight months ago 
and we was practIcall}, on what you mIght call the way to the altar 
inSIde of a half an hour," said Leota m a guttural VOIce, tmd bIt a 
bobby pm open "Course It don't last Mrs Pike says nothm'Jtke that 
ever lasts" .. 'pw MI 

"Mr Fletcher and myself are as much m love as the day we marned," 
said Mrs Fletcher belhgerently as Leota stuffed cotton IOta her ears. 

"Mrs Pike says It don't last," repeated Leota m a louder vOIce "N~ 
go gIt under the dryer. You can turn yourself on, can't you? I'll be 
back to comb you out Dunn' lunch I prormsed to give Mrs Pike :;L • 

facial. You know-free Her hein' m the busmess, so to speak." ~ 

8 



"I bet she need~ one," said Mrs Fletcher, letting the SWIng dool 
fly back against Leota "Oh, pardon me." 

A week later, on bme for her appointment, Mrs Fletcher sank 
heavIly mto Leota'~ chau after first removmg a drugstore rental book, 
called Ltfe Is LIke That, from the seat She stared m a dIscouraged 
way mto the muror 

f "You can tell It when I'm sittmg down, all nght," she saId 
Leota seemed preoccupIed and stood shakmg out a lavender cloth. 

She began to pm It around Mrs Fletcher's neck m sIlence 
"I saId you sure can tell It when I'm sIttmg straIght on and corning 

at you thIS way," Mrs Fletcher srud 
"Why, honey, naw you can't," saId Leota gloomIly "Why, I'd never 

know If somebody was to come up to me on the street and say, 'Mrs 
Fletcher IS pregnantI' I'd say, 'Heck, she don't look It to me.''' 

"If a certam party hadn't found It out and spread It around, it 
wouldn't be too late even now," saId Mrs Fletcher frosbly, but Leota 
was almost chokmg her WIth the cloth, pmnmg It so tIght, and she 
couldn't speak clearly She paddled her hands m the aIr untIl Leota 
weanly loosened her 

"LIsten, honey, you're Just a vugm compared to Mrs MontJOY," 
Leota was gOIng on, stdl absent-mmded She bent Mrs Fletcher back 
In the chaIr and, SIghIng, tos~ed hqUld from a teacup onto her head 
and dug both hands mto her scalp "You know Mrs Montjoy-her 
husband's that premature-gray-headed fella?" 

"She's.m the TrOjan Garden Club, IS all I know," saId Mrs Fletcher 
"Well, honey," saId Leota, but m a weary VOIce, "she come In here 

not the week before and not the day before she had her baby-she 
come m here the very selfsame day, I mean to tell you ChIld, we 
was all plumb scared to death There ~he was' Come for her shampoo 
an' set Why, Mrs Fletcher, m a hour an' twenty mmutes she was 
laym' up there In the Babbst HospItal WIth a seb'm-pound son It 
was that close a shave I declare, If I hadn't been so bred 1 would 
of drank up a bottle of gm that mght" 

"Wha'; saIl," saId Mrs Fletcher "1 never knew her at all well " 
"See, .~r husband was waltm' outsIde m the car, and her bags was 

all packed an' m the back seat, an' she was all ready, 'cept she wanted 
her shampoo an' set An' havm' one pam nght after another Her 
husband kep' comm' in here, scared-lIke, but couldn't do nothm' WIth 
her a course She yelled bloody murder, too, but she always yelled 
her head off when I give her a perm'nent " 

"She must of been crazy," saId Mrs Fletcher "How dId 5he look?" 
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"Shoot'" S8Jd Leota 
"Well, I can guess," said Mrs Fletcher. "Awful" 
"Just wanted to look pretty whIle she was havm' her baby, is all," 

said Leota amly "Course, we was glad to give the lady what she was 
after-that's our motto--but I bet a hour later she wasn't paym' 
no mmd to them httle end curls I bet she wasn't thmkm' about she 
ought to have on a net It wouldn't of done her no good If she had". 

"No, I don't suppose It would," said Mrs Fletcher 
"Yeah man' She was a-yellIn'. Just hke when I gIVe her her 

perm'nent" 
"Her husband ought to could make her behave Don't It seem that 

way to you?" asked Mrs Fletcher "He ought to put hiS foot down." 
"Ha," said Leota "A lot he could do Maybe some women IS soft" 
"Oh, you mistake me, I don't mean for her to get soft-far from It! 

Women have to stand up for themselves, or there's Just no tellmg. 
But now you take me-I ask Mr Fletcher's adVice now and then, and 
he appreclates It, especially on somethmg Important, hke IS It time far 
a permanent-not that I've told him about the baby He says, 'Why 
dear, go ahead" Just ask their advzce" 

"Huh' If I ever ast Fred's advice we'd be floatm' down the Yazoa 
River on a houseboat or somethm' by thiS tIme," said Leota. "I'm 
sick of Fred I tole him to go over to VIcksburg" 

"Is he gomg?" demanded Mrs Fletcher 
"Sure See, the fortune teller-I went back and had my other palm 

read, SInce we've got to rent the room agm-sald my lover was gom' 
to work m VIcksburg, so I don't know who she could mean, unless she 
meant Fred And Fred am't workm' here-that much 15 so" 

"Is he gomg ta work m VICksburg?" asked Mrs Fletcher "And--" 
"Sure, Lady Evangelme said so Said the future IS gomg to be 

bnghter than the present He don't want to go, but I am't gonna put 
up With nothm' lIke that Lays around the house an' buJls--rlld bull 
-With that good-for-nothm' Mr Pike He says If he goes who'll cook, 
but I says I never get to eat anyway-not meals Billy Boy, take Mrs 
Grover that Saeen Secrets and leg It " 

Mrs Fletcher heard stampmg feet go out the door 
"Is that that Mrs PIke's httle boy here agatn~" she asked, slttmg 

up gmgerly 
"Yeah, that's stIlI hIm" Leota stuck out her tongue 
Mrs Fletcher could hardly beheve her eyes "Well' How's Mrs Pike, 

your attractIve new fnend With the sharp eyes who spreads It around 
town that perfect strangers are pregnant?" she asked m a sweetened 
tone. ~''''n 
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"Oh, M~ PikeY Leota eombed Mrs Fletcher's hair with heavy 
strokes 

"You act hke you're tIred," srud Mrs Fletcher. 
"TIred? Feel lIke It's four o'clock In the afternoon already," saId 

Leota "I aIn't told you the awful luck we had, me and Fred;> It's 
the worst tl-.... .ag you ever heard of Maybe you thInk Mrs PIke's got 
sharp eyes Shoot, there's a hmIt' Well, you know, we rented out our 
room to tms Mr and Mrs PIke from New Orleans when Sal an' Joe 
Fentress got mad at us 'cause they drank up some home-brew we 
had m the closet-Sal an' Joe did So, a week ago Sat'day Mr and 
Mrs PIke moved m Well, I kmda fixed up the room, you know-put 
a sofa pIllow on the couch and pIcked some ragged robInS and put 
in a vase, but they never dId say they appreCIated It. Anyway, then 
I put some old magazInes on the table" 

"I thInk that was lovely," saId Mrs Fletcher 
"Walt So, come mght 'fore last, Fred and thIS Mr PIke, who Fred 

just took up WIth, was back from they saId they was fishm', bem' as 
neIther one of 'em has got a Job to hIS name, and we was all settm' 
around In theIr room So Mrs PIke -vas setun' there, readm' a old 
Startlzng CoMan Tales that was mIne, mmd you, I'd bought It myself, 
and all of a sudden she Jumps'-mto the au-you'd 'a' thought she'd 
set on a spIder-an' says, 'Canfield'-aIn't that SIlly, that's Mr Plke
'Canfield, my God A'mlghty,' she says, 'honey,' she says, 'we're ncb, 
and you won't have to work' Not that he turned one hand anyway 
Well, me and Fred rushes over to her, and Mr PIke, too, and thue 
she sets, poIntm' her finger at a photo In my copy of Startlmg CoMan. 
'See that man?' yells Mrs PIke 'Remember hIm, Canfield?' 'Never 
forget a face,' says Mr PIke 'It's Mr Petne, that we stayed WIth him 
ill the apartment next to ours ill Toulouse Street ill N 0 for SIX 

weeks Mr Petne' 'Well,' says Mrs PIke, lIke she can't hold out one 
secant longer, 'Mr Petne IS wanted for five hunderd dollars cash, for 
rapm' four women In CalIforma, and I know where he IS ' " 

"Mercy'" saId Mrs Fletcher "Where was he?" 
At some tIme Leota had washed her haIr and now she yanked her 

up by the back locks and sat her up. 
"Know where he was?" 
"I certaInly don't," Mrs Fletcher said. Her scalp hurt all over. 
Leota flung a towel around the top of her customer's head "No-

where else but In that freak show' I saw hIm Just a~ plam as Mrs PIke 
He was the petnfied man'" 

"Who would ever have thought that'" cned Mrs Fletcher sym' 
J'Ju,eucally 



"So Mr Pike says, 'Well whatta you know about that,' an' he looks 
leal hard at the photo and whistles And she starts dancin' and singin' 
about theIr good luck. She meant our bad luck I I made a pomt of 
tellm' that fortune teller the next time I saw her. I said, 'LIsten, that 
magazine was laYln' around the house for a month, and there wa~ 
five hunderd dollars in It for somebody An' there was the freak show 
runmn' mght an' day, not t",o steps away from my own beauty parlor, 
WIth Mr Petne Just settm' there waitm'. An' it had to be Mr and MrS 
PIke, almost perfect strangers' .. 

"What gall," saId Mrs Fletcher She was only sIttmg there, wrapped 
In a turban, but she did not mmd. 

"Fortune tellers don't care And Mrs Pike, she goes around actin' 
hke she thmks she was Mrs God," saId Leota "So they're gom' to 
leave tomorrow, Mr and 11rs Pike And In the meantime I got to 
keep that mean, bad httle ole kid here, gettm' under my feet ever' 
minute of the dayan' talkm' back too" 

"Have they gotten the five hundred dollars' reward already?" asked 
Mrs Fletcher 

"Well," saId Leota, "at first Mr Pike didn't want to do anythmg 
about It Can you feature that? SaId he kmda lIked that ole bIrd and 
said he was real ruce to 'em, lent 'em money or some thin' But Mrs 
Pike SImply tole rum he could Just go to hell, and I can see her pomt 
She says, 'You am't worked a hck m SIX months, and here I make 
five hunderd doJlar~ m two seconts, and what thanks do I get for It? 
You go to hell, Canfield,' she says So," Leota went on In a despondent 
VOIce, "they called up the cops and they caught the ole brrd, all nght, 
nght there m the freak show where I saw him WIth my own eyes, 
thmkm' he was petnfied He's the one DId it under hiS real name
Mr Petne Four women In CalIfornia, all m the month of August 
So Mrs Pike gIts five hunderd dollars And my magazme, and nght 
next door to my beauty parlor I cned all mght, but Fred saId It wasn't 
a bit of use and to go to sleep, because the whole thmg was Just a sort 
of comCIdence-you know can't do nothm' about It He says It put 
hIm clean out of the notIOn of gom' to VIcksburg for a few days ull 
we rent out the room agm-no tellm' who we'll glt thiS tIme" 

"But can you Imagme anybody knowmg thIs old man, that's raped 
four women?" perSisted Mrs Fletcher, and she shuddered audIbly 
"DId Mrs PIke speak to hIm when she met rum m the freak show?" 

Leota had begun to comb Mrs Fletcher's harr "I says to her, I says, 
'I dIdn't notIce you falhn' on hiS neck when he was the petnfied man 
-don't tell me you dIdn't recogmze your fine fnend?' And she says, 
'I didn't recogmze hIm WIth that white powder all over rus face. He 
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just looked 'familiar,' Mrs PIke says, 'and lots of people look tamI1Iar • 
But she says that ole petrified man did put her in mind of somebody_ 
She wondered who it was' Kep' her awake, which man she'd ever 
knew It remInded her of. So when she seen the photo, It all come to 
her. Like a flash. Mr Petrie. The way he'd turn his head and look at 
her when she took hIm In hIS breakfast" 

"Took hIm In hIS breakfast'" shrIeked Mrs Fletcher. "Listen~on't 
tell me I'd 'a' felt somethIng" 

"Four women I guess those women dIdn't have the faintest notion 
at the time they'd be worth a hunderd an' twenty-five bucks apIece 
someday to Mrs PIke. We ast her how old the fella was then, an' she 
says he musta had one foot In the grave, at least Can you beat It?" 

"Not really petnfied at all, of course," saId Mrs Fletcher medItatIVely. 
She drew herself up. "I'd 'a' felt somethmg," she SaId proudly 

"Shoot' I dId feel somethm'," said Leota "1 tole Fred when I got 
home I felt so funny I said, 'Fred, that ole petrIfied man sure dId 
leave me WIth a funny feelm" He says, 'Funny-haha or funny
peculiar?' and I says, 'Funny-peculIar'" She pOInted her comb into 
the aIr emphatIcally 

"I'll bet you dId," saId Mrs Fletcher 
They both heard a crackhng nOIse 
Leota screamed, "Billy Boy' What you dom' m my purse?" 
"Aw, I'm Just eatIn' these ole stale peanuts up," saId BIlly Boy 
"You come here to me'" screamed Leota, recklessly flmgmg down 

the comb, whIch scattered a whole ash tray full of bobby pms and 
knocked down a row of Coca-Cola bottles "ThIs IS the last straw'" 

"I caught hIm' I caught rum '" gtggled Mrs Fletcher "I'll hold 111m 
on my lap You bad, bad boy, you' I guess I better learn how to spank 
httle old bad boys," she saId 

Leota's eleven o'clock customer pushed open the ~wmg door upon 
Leota paddlIng rum heartIly WIth the brush, wrule he gave angry but 
behttlmg screams whIch penetrated beyond the booth and filled the 
whole cunous beauty parlor From everywhere ladles began to gather 
round to watch the paddhng BIlly Boy lucked both Leota and Mrs 
Fletcher as hard as he could, Mrs Fletcher WIth her new fixed SmIle 

"There, my httle man'" gasped Leota "You won't be able to set 
down for a week If I knew what I was dom' " 

BIlly Boy stomped through the group of WIld-haIred ladles and went 
out the door, but flung back the words, "If you're so smart, why ain't 
you nch?" 
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The Vistt 

ANDY LOGAN 

"NED'S PEOPLE live there," Said Jane, suddenly !tftIng her hand from 
the wheel and wavIng wIdely at two figures movIng about one of the 
fields they passed "It's a bIg farm I don't know anybody who's got 
more land or who's better thought of around here than Mr. Klelth " 

"Really?" saId Dan. He crooked hIS elbow III the aIr and groped 
about m hIs pocket for cIgarettes "Have one?" 

"Oh no '" She looked at lum qUIckly and turned away He hked 
the look of her hands as they drove. They were small and brown and 
full of strength Funny, he thought, she used to smoke 

"DId you have an mterestmg tIme m Chma?" asked Jane polItely 
You mIght call It that, thought Dan HIS best frIend had had lus 

head blown off And one day when he came home from a walk around 
the block, hIS trouser-cuffs were reddIsh brown around the edges He 
remembered sending the SUIt to the cleaner's 

"Rather Intere~tmg," he said "You're very mce to let me spend 
the mght lIke tlus" 

"Don't be SIlly," saId Jane, slowmg up to let a hen run squawkmg 
to the other SIde of the road "There was no sense In your makmg 
that long trIp down from New York Just for a couple of hours We've 
got loads of room" 

They were qUIet for a whIle, drIving through the autumn sunshme 
past a church and some gray farmhouses and a bIg, raw bnck school 
buddmg whIch Jane proudly called to hiS attentIon. 

"The county's had to work hard for that," she saId "Ned's father 
made speeches, and Ned, too, and we finally got It. It's only been 
finished SInce August" 

Dan had forgotten that there were thmgs hke schools wluch were 
important and whIch people fought for and took prIde In He looked 
back at the ugly bUIldIng WIth its red clay front yard Probably Jane 
belonged to the Parents' ASSOCIatIOn He lmagmed her preSIding at 
meetings' "I thmk Mrs Thatcher IS qwte nght I thmk the thud
grade room needs curtainS very badly" 

"Are the chlldren-- How old are they now, Jane?" 
She glanced at tum briefly, disapproval hovering around her mouth. 
"Margaret was seven In July, Dan, and Hugh wIll be SIX next 

March" 
"Oh" He had thought of them as older He had thought of them, 
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b.e reahzed suddenly, as somewhere between ten and twelve, wIth long 
brown legs and old faces He seemed to have been away so long. 

"You never call them MaggIe and the General any more ;m he 
asked, after a moment. 

"Oh no," saId Jane, "just Hugh and Margaret Ned doesn't care 
much for nIcknames," she added as she turned mto the dnveway. 

The low i:mlk of the house lay awkwardly among the brown autumn 
leaves lIke a thm, sleepmg hound 1 t was an undlstmgwshed old place, 
but Dan saw nothmg pathetIc about It, as he had half-expected "1 
wouldn't be ashamed to pomt It out to anyone," he thought, and he 
had a sudden pIcture of hImself dnvmg along WIth a earful of men 
In top hat~, and saymg casually: "Oh, by the way, that whIte house 
there IS ",here my WIfe and chIldren hve. My former WIfe, I mean," 
he would have to add, and that would be awkward He was glad 
it was only a SIlly Idea. 

After Jane had taken him upstam, and he had set hIS bag and the 
presents for the chIldren on the floor by the bed, and washed hIS 
hands m the diirk bathroom, Dan went out into the garden where hIS 
son and daughter were playmg, and was formally mtroduced to them. 
TheIr clothes were rather mcer now, he suspected, than everyday; 
there was sometlung odd about a lIttle boy playmg around a farm
yard garden in pleated lmen "I'd put you In khalu shorts If you were 
mme," thought Dan, and then stopped suddenly, because it was such 
a strange thmg to say 

After a whIle Jane went back into the house to see about supper, 
and the two children stood there before rum m the late-afternoon 
sun-a httle gIrl wlth bows m her haIr and a trun-nosed boy; and they 
lucked the garden dIrt WIth their shmmg shoes and called hIm "Father," 
but there was no convIctIOn III theIr vOJces 

"Do you go to sGhool~" he asked them pohtely. 
"I do," sald Margaret. "But Hugh's too httle You have to be six" 
He tned to tell them about ChlUa and Spam and Ethiopia, but 

they were too young to be very mterested. They showed rum therr play
house, ostentatIously, and as If It had been suggested beforehand 

"D)d yoq <;ome on a boat?" Margaret wanted to know, and he told 
them about that for a whIle, but soon they were makmg httle bored 
Jabs at each other and quarrelmg sharply. He stood watchmg them 
uncomfortably, lIke a stage father who couldn't remember hts hnes. 

"Are you really our papa?" Hugh asked hIm when the chnner bell 
had rung at last, and they were hurrymg up the walk toward the hous~. 

"Of course," saId Dan, but he had a qUlck, guilty feelmg that he 
was lYing 
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It was just before dmner that Dan met Jane's husband. As he 
climbed up the steps to the back porch he saw Ned and Jane standIng 
there together, talkmg in low VOlces Jane was runmng the dark opal 
nng up and down her finger, and Dan knew she was upset about 
somethmg. NCIi stood besIde her and smiled qUIetly at Dan He was 
10 overalls. Dan saw the way the children were dressed, and how 
careful they had been In the garden about how they played and where 
they sat He remembered them wIp10g off theIr shoes wIth hght fingers 
before commg up to dinner. He understood why Jane's face was 
flushed. She had wanted hIm to see them all at their best, and here 
was Ned m dIrty, manure-green overalls. 

"How do you do," saId Ned "I'm Ned Kieith Glad to have you 
here" There was no embarras~ment In hiS face as he looked at Dan, 
or in hIS large hand as It shook Dan's strongly "Sorry I'm dressed 
tills way, but my pnze mare Just foaled, and I had to see to her" 
Dan saw that the tIP of the man's red nose was peelmg a httle He 
smiled back uneasIly 

The chIldren, who had been standmg shyly in the background, ran 
forward now and threw their arms around Ned, Jerkmg at hiS sleeves 
and grabbmg hiS knees and lookmg up at hIm happIly 

"Is't a bIg colt, Ned;>" 
"Is't black, Ned;>" 
"How soon can I nde It--ever, maybe;>" 
"We'd have come down to see It, Ned, If--" 
"Hugh," saId Jane, "come, let me wash your face" 
Dinner was good, although the hired gIrl served It awkwardly and 

a httle resentfully Dan suspected that on ordinary evemngs she sat 
down to cat WIth the famIly He ate bTl~kly as the others dId, and 
trIed to be 10tellIgent about seed and thresh10g and the breedmg of 
cattle. The children's eyes were big and ""atchful 

Once Jane broke 10 sharply "Let's not talk about farmmg all the 
tIme, Ned" She turned her spoon over and over on the table as she 
spoke She didn't look at either of them 

"0 K , honey" And Ned smacked Hugh's hand lightly as It darted 
out for a second chicken leg "Walt till you're asked, son f You know," 
he said to Dan, "we had more trouble gettmg that chIld to eat for a 
whIle, and then all at once about a year ago he turned hollow to hiS 
toes Awfully funny thing" Ned reached over and pulled the httle 
boy's hair playfully 

"Margaret," said Jane, "please dpn't dunk your bread" 
"But Ned does, Mother" 
"Say," saId Ned, strugglmg up from the t2ble a httle later and 
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stretching his arms in the air. "I'll put the kids to bed now if you two 
have some business you want to talk over. Take him out and show 
hlln your garden, Jane" He grmned at Dan "Here--kiss your dad 
good mght, kIds" 

"Good mght, Dad" 
"Good mght, Dad" 
And they pecked Dan hghtly on the chm 
He felt foolIsh and thwaI ted as he took a walk around the yard WIth 

hIS ex-wIfe She had led mm IOta the livmg room first, and then, 
after a strange look about her, had hurned out through the side door 
mto the garden 

"The yellow roses are beautIful at thiS time of year, don't you 
thmk?" she saId, wavmg her hand toward them in the half-lIght 

He came closer, to see them, and she moved away from him, her 
heels hltmg sharply at the stone walk "We have loads of haby's-breath 
too It's lovely 10 July and August." 

"Jane," saId Dan, "do you ever WrIte any more?" 
"No," she answered He thought of the dIrty old typewriter they 

both had used, and of the table It sat on Jane would kIck the table 
leg whenever she got to the excitmg parts, and that day they sold 
the furmture to a dealer, the fellow had called the little mahogany 
thmg kmdlmg wood and gave them only seventy-five cents for It. 

"I saw Chuck the other day," saId Dan "He and Helen broke up, 
you know, and he's hvmg With a httle PolIsh girl down on the water
front some place" 

"Oh," saId Jane 
"It was Just the same," he wen~ on after a moment, leaning against 

the fence. "The old gang at the table by the wmdow-most of them 
-a few new ones We sat and argued and sang at each other nearly 
all mght-Ju~t hke we used to Molly's a lIttle fatter," he saId, "and 
Joe's gone ovel to another paper. Sal's wntten another novel-but 
they haven't changed much" He crushed out a CIgarette, and watched 
her carefully "The phonograph was whmmg m the corner, and we all 
sat there and sort of shouted over It through the smoke They played 
old ones mostly-'Wmspermg'--" 

"Do you lIke the house~" Jane asked hIm "We've done a lot with it, 
you know It was Just an old rundown cottage In the first place, arid 
we've bUIlt on and pamted I papered a whole bedroom myself." 

"Do you ever get up to New York, Jane?" asked Dan, breakmg m. 
"No." She heSItated. "There's not much tune, you know-I have the 

chIldren and the house, and m the mornmgs I usually work in the 
garden" She looked around her. "And there's church every Sunday, 
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and prayer meeting Wednesday nights. That's fun, you know. Things 
go on at school, and there's a missIonary society that I'm treasurer oC 
wluch means keeping accounts. Lots of things happen all the time-
maybe you wouldn't th10k so" She turned away from him. "Why, 
tomorrow night the first-grade mothers are giving a bazaar at the 
MethodIst Church And next week our Sunday-school class is hav10g 
a big pIC me at the amusement park--" 

Suddenly Jane wasn't talkmg any more. The buzz of the evenmg 
throbbed In Dan's ears. "Oh, It's great fun, you know," she saId, and 
when he turned to look at her, she was crymg qUletly, lcanmg agamst 
the garden fence wIth her hands over her face 

"Hey, you two," called Ned from the other Side of the garden, and 
Ius footsteps squashed down the walk toward them "Look, honey, I 
got dressed up for you I'm not a dirty old farmer any more" HIS hair 
was slicked back now, and a neat blue SUlt hung on hIm loosely 

"Come on," he said, reachmg for Jane's hand, "let's go down and 
take a look at thIS new colt He'll make a fine horse someday." 

In the mornmg Dan took hiS chIldren off for a walk in the woods 
Thmgs were better now-he had gIven them theIr presents at break
fast, and they had those to talk about He sat on a stump and let them 
buIld tunnels around him He studIed their faces and the way they 
played, and tned to remember hImself as a chIld 

"Look at the ants, Marg-should I step on them?" 
"Don't you dare, Hugh' It'll ram sure as anythmg" 
Once durmg the mormng, after Margaret had taken a fall on the 

pme needles, she climbed blmdly mto Dan's lap to be comforted Dan 
sat there for some bme on the sharp stump with his daughter warm 10 
hIS arms, and thought of many tlungs. 

On the way home Hugh suddenly threw his shoulders back and spat 
Widely, for no good reason 

"I wouldn't do that," saId Dan He would, of course, but It seemed 
natural to protest 

"Ned does," said Hugh finnly and finally, and they Voialked on 
It was deCided after some argument that the children might go 

wIth them when Ned drove Dan to the station They were very happy 
about It, and sat waIt10g pabently in the back seat while Dan Said 
good-by to Jane. 

"I'm glad you could come down and see the cluldren," she said 
"I'm glad too," said Dan, lookmg at Ned He heSitated a moment 

"I don't know how long I'll be m New York, but when I come back 
or when they're a little older I'd hke to have them on a viSIt some time." 

18 



"Th,at would be lovely," said Jane vaguely 
"Goqd.by." lie climbed into the car and waved at her "I'll be see· 

mg you," he caIled trItely He wanted to make her meet his eyes, to 
show him the truth. But she had turned and was gOIng qUickly Up the 
front steps 

"There's somethmg I thmk I ought to tell you," said Ned, when they 
were out on the rughway WIth the wmd blow1Og through the w1Odows 
and the children quarreling casually on the back seat. "You know that 
money you send every month for the kids? Well, a couple of years ago, 
when there was a big corn surplus on the market, I borrowed some of 
it" He stopped, waIting 

"I'm glad It came 10 handy," Dan told him 
"Oh, It's all paid back now," said Ned qUIckly. UWzth interest It'll 

be mIghty nIce to have," he added, "when It comes tIme for us to send 
these kIds to college " 

Dan took out a CIgarette and lIt it "Alfalfa," he thought, "I'll bet 
that's alfalfa m that field" 

"DId Jane tell you our news?" Ned asked hIm a little shyly as they 
drove up to the statIon a whIle later 

"No" It was odd-It hadn't struck rum before, but that was It, of 
course 

"We're plannmg on a chIld of our own m the sprmg," saId Ned, he 
clImbed out of the car and beamed WIth proud eyes at the handful of 
people on the platform 

When Dan was on the tram he put hIS bag up nght away so that 
he'd have plenty of hme to wave at the two lIttle figures standmg 
fondly watchmg the bIg wheels and the smoke and the fat engme But 
when he looked out, they were already trottmg away WIth Ned Each 
of them held one of hIS hands, and Margaret's mouth was gomg very 
fast. As Dan watched them Hugh suddenly took a few steps ahead and 
hopped mto the car m front of the others 

Dan sat back m hIS seat and looked about him at the other passengers 
He saw that theIr cool eyes were followmg the lIttle boy and gIrl, and 
wanted suddenly to tell one or two of them that these were hIS chIl
dren Perhaps he could manage it a lIttle later In the meantIme he 
bought a package of mmts and a New rorker from the candy butcher 
and stretched hIS feet comfortably m front of hIm As he spread the 
magazme out III hiS lap he looked down at rus knee, and findmg a rmg 
of brown sand where Margaret's feet had lam agamst him, he brushed 
It carefully clean. 



The Darz'ng Toung Man on the Flying T'lapeze 

WILLIAM SAROYAN 

1. SLEEP 

HORIZONTALLY WAKEFUL amid Universal widths, practicing laughter 
and muth, sabre, the end of all, of Rome and yes of Babylon, clenched 
teeth, remembrance, much warmth volcaniC, the streets of Pans, the 
plams of JerIcho, much ghdmg as of reptIle m abstractIOn, a gallery of 
watercolors, the sea and the fish wIth eyes, symphony, a table m the 
corner of the ElfIe I Tower, Jazz at the opera house, alarm clock and 
the tap-dancing of doom, conversatIon WIth a tree, the river NIle, 
CadIllac coupe to Kansas, the roar of Dostoyevsky, and the dark sun 

Thls earth, the face of one who lIVed, the form wlthout the welght, 
weepmg upon snow, willte muslC, the magnlfied flower tWIce the SIze 
of the Universe, black clouds, the caged panther ~tanng, deathless space, 
Mr Ehot WIth rolled sleeves bakmg bread, Flaubert and Guy de 
Maupassant, a wordless rhyme of early meanmg, Fmlandla, mathe
matIcs hIghly polIshed and shck as a green omon to the teeth, Jerusa
lem, the path to paradox 

The deep song of man, the s1y whisper of someone unseen but vaguely 
known, hurncane m the cornfield, a game of chess, hush the queen, 
the kmg, Karl Franz, black Tltamc, Mr ChaplIn weepmg, Stalm, 
HItler, a multItude of Jews, tomorrow IS Monday, no dancmg m the 
streets 

o sWlft moment of lIfe. It is ended, the earth lS agam now 

II WAKEFULNESS 

He (the hVing) dressed and shaved, gnnnmg at hImself m the mirror 
Very unhandsome, he sald, where IS my tIe? (He had but one) Coffee 
and a gray sky, Paclfic Ocean fog, the drone of a passmg streetcar, 
people gomg to the Clty, tIme agam, the day, prose and poetry He 
moved swiftly down the staIrs to the street and began to walk, thmkmg 
suddenly, It IS only m sleep that we may know that we lwe There only, 
m that lwmg death, do we meet ourselves and the far earth, God and 
the samts, the names of our fathers, the substance of remote moments; 
It IS there that the centu':les merge tn the moment, that the vast becomes 
the tmy, tangIble atom of etermty. 

He walked mto the day as alertly as mIght be, makIng a definite nOIse 
WIth hIS heels, perceIVmg with hIS eyes the superfiCIal truth of streets 
and structures, the lnvial truth of reahty Helplessly rus mmd sang, He 
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flIes through the air with the greatest of ease, the darzng young man 011 
the flYIng trapeze j then laughed wIth all the lTIlght of his being. It was 
really a splendid morrung' gray, cold, and cheerless, a morning for in
ward vigor, ah, Edgar Guest, he saId, how I long for your music. 

In the gutter he saw a coin which proved to be a penny dated [923, 
and placing It m the palm of hiS hand he examined It closely, remem
bering that year and thInking of Lmcoln whose profile was stamped 
upon the com There was almost nothmg a man could do wIth a penny 
I wJll purchase a motorcar, he thought I wIll dress myself In the fashIon 
of a fop, VlSlt the hotel strumpets, dnnk and dme, and then return to 
the qUIet Or I will drop the com mto a slot and weigh myself 

It was good to be poor, and the CommunIsts-but it was dreadful to 
be hungry What appebtes they had, how fond they were of food r 
Empty stomachs He remembered how greatly he needed food Every 
mt'al was bread and coffee and cigarettes, and now he h~d no more 
bread Coffee WIthout bread could never honestly serve as supper, and 
there were no weeds m the park that could be cooked as spInach is 
cooked. 

If the truth were known, he was half starved, and yet there was still 
no end of books he ought to read before he dIed He remembered the 
young ItalIan m a Brooklyn hospital, a small SIck clerk named MollIca, 
who had said desperately, I would lIke to see Cahforrua once before I 
dIe And he thought earnestly, I ought at least to read Hamlet once 
agam; or perhaps Huckleberry Fmn 

It was then that he became thoroughly awake at the thought of 
dymg Now wakefulness was a state m the nature of a sus tamed shock. 
A young man could pensh rather unostentatiously, he thought, and 
already he was very nearly starved Water and prose were fine, they 
filled much morgaruc space, but they were madequate. If there were 
only some work he might do for money, some trIVIal labor m the name 
of commerce If they would only allow hUD to sit at a desk all day and 
add trade figures, subtract and multIply and dIVIde, then perhaps he 
would not dIe He would buy food, all sorts of it untasted delIcaCIes 
[rom Norway, Italy, and France, all manner of beef, lamb, fish, cheese; 
grapes, figs, pears, apples, melons, whIch he would worshIp when he 
had satIsfied hIS hunger. He would place a bunch of red grapes on a 
dIsh beSIde two black figs, a large yellow pear, and a green apple. He 
would hold a cut melon to hIS nostrIls for hours He would buy great 
brown loaves of French bread, vegetables of all sorts, meat; he would 
buy hfe 

From a hIll he saw the CIty standmg majestically in the east, great 
towers, dense Wlth hIs lund, and there he was suddenly outslde of it all, 
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alttlost ~finitely certain that he should never gain adnnttance, almost 
posItive that somehow he had ventured upon the wrong earth, or per
haps mto the wrong age, and now a young man of twenty-two was to be 
permanently ejected from it. This thought was not saddening He saId 
to himself, sometime soon I must wnte An Appllcatwn For PermISSIOn 
To LIVe. He accepted the thought of dymg WIthout pity for himself or 
for man, behevmg that he would at least sleep another mght His rent 
for another day was paid; there was yet another tomorrow And after 
that he might go where other homeless men went He mIght even visit 
the SalvatIOn Army-sing to God and Jesus (unlover of my soul), be 
saved, eat and sleep But he knew that he would not HIS lIfe was a 
private lIfe He dId not wish to destroy this fact Any other alternatIve 
would be better. 

Through the air on the flying trapeze, his mind hummed Amusing 
it was, astoundingly funny. A trapeze to God, or to nothmg, a flymg 
trapeze to some sort of eternity, he prayed objectively for the strength 
to make the flIght WIth grace. 

I have one cent, he saId It is an AmerIcan com In the evening I 
shall polIsh it untIl It glows lIke a sun and I shall ~tudy the words 

He was now walkmg in the CIty Itself, among hvmg men There were 
one or two places to go He saw hIS reflectIOn m the plate-glass wmdows 
of stores and was dlsappomted WIth hl5 appearance He seemed not at 
all as strong as he felt, he seemed, m fact, a trIfle mfirm In every part 
of his body, in hIS neck, hIS shoulders, arms, trunk, and knees. ThIS WIll 
never do, he saId, and WIth an effort he assembled all his disJomted 
parts and became tensely, artIficially erect and solId 

He passed numerous restaurants WIth magmficent dIsciplIne, refusmg 
even to glance into them, and at last reached a bUIldIng, whIch he 
entered He rose in an elevator to the seventh fioor, moved down a hall, 
and, openmg a door, walked into the office of an employment agency 
Already there were two dozen young men In the place, he found a 
corner where he stood waItIng his turn to be mtervlCwed At length he 
was granted thIS great privdege and was questIoned by a thm, scatter
bramed mIss of fifty. 

Now tell me, she saId, what can you do? 
He was embarrassed I can Wflte, he saId pathettcally. 
You mean your penmanshIp is good? Is that It? saId the elderly 

ma.lden 
Well, yes, he replied. But I mean that I can WrIte 
WrIte what? saId the miss, almost WIth anger. 
Prose, he saId sunply. 
There was a pause At last the ladJ saId. 
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Can you use a typewnter? 
Of course, said the young man 
All nght, went on the mISS, we have your address; we wIll get in 

touch WIth )OU There IS nothmg this morrung, nothmg at all 
It was much the same at the other agency, except that he was ques

tIoned by a conceIted young man who closely resembled a pIg From the 
agenCIes he went to the large department stores' there was a good deal 
of pompOSIty, some humIhatIOn on hIS part, and finally the report that 
work was not avaIlable He dId not feel dIspleased, and strangely dId 
not even feel that he was personally mvolved m all the foolIshness He 
was a hvmg young man who was m need of money WIth whIch to go on 
bemg one, and there was no way of gettmg It except by workmg for It, 
and there was no work. It was purely an abstract problem whIch he 
wlbhed for the last time to attempt to solve Now he was pleased that 
the matter was clospd 

He began to perceIve the defiruteness of the course of hIS lIfe Except 
for moments, It had been largely artless, but now at the last mmute he 
was determmed that there should be as httle ImpreclSlon as pOSSIble 

He passed countless stores and restaurants on hIS way to the 
Y M C A, where he helped hImself to paper and 10k and began to 
compose his Appbcatzon For an hour he worked on trus document, 
then suddenly, owmg to the bad aIr m the place and to hunger, he 
became famt He seemed to be sWImmmg away from hunself with great 
strokes, and hurrIedly kft the bUlldmg In the CIVIC Center Park, across 
from the PublIc LIbrary BUlldmg, he drank almost a quart of water 
and felt hImself refreshed An old man was standmg m the center of 
the brick boulevard surrounded by sea guIls, pIgeons, and robms. He 
was takmg handfuls of bread crumbs from a large paper sack and toss
mg them to the bIrds WIth a gallant gesture 

DImly he felt ImpeIled to ask the old man for a portIOn of the crumbs, 
but he dId not aIlow the thought even nearly to reach conSCIOusness, he 
entered the PublIc LIbrary and for an hour read Proust, then, feelIng 
rumself to be sWImmmg away agam, he rushed outdoors. He drank 
more water at the fountam m the park and began the long walk to 
his room 

I'll go and sleep some more, he saId, there IS nothmg else to do He 
knew now that he was much too tired and weak to deceIVe hImself 
about bemg all rIght, and yet hIS mmd seemed somehow sull lIthe and 
alert It, as If It were a separate entIty, persIsted in artIculating unpertl
nent pleasantries about hIS very real phYSIcal suffering He reached rus 
room early In the afternoon and immedIately prepared coffee on the 
small gas range There was no rrulk in the can and the half pound of 
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sugar he had purchased a week before was all gone, he drank a cup 
of the hot black fluid, sittmg on his bed and smiImg. 

From the Y M. C. A he had stolen a dozen sheets of letter paper 
upon which he hoped to complete his document, but now the very 
notion of writmg was unpleasant to him There was nothing to say. He 
began to pohsh the penny he had found in the morrung, and this 
absurd act somehow afforded him great enjoyment No Amencan com 
can be made to shine so bnlllantly as a penny How many penmes 
would he need to go on hving? Wasn't there somethmg more he might 
sel!? He looked about the bare room No HIs watch was gone, also hIs 
books All those fine books; mne of them for eIghty-five cents He felt 
III and ashamed for havmg parted WIth his books His best SUIt he had 
sold for two dollars, but that was all right He didn't mmd at all about 
clothes But the books That was different It made him very angry to 
thmk that there was no respect for men who wrote 

He placed the shmmg penny on the table, looking upon it with the 
delIght of a miser How prettIly It smIles, he ~ald WIthout reading them 
he looked at the words, E Plurzbus Unum One Cent Untted States Of 
America, and turmng the penny over, he saw Lincoln and the words, 
In God We Trust LIberty 1923 How beautIful It IS, he saId 

He became drowsy and felt a ghastly Illness commg over hIS blood, 
a feelmg of nausea and dlsmtegratlOn BeWildered, he stood beSide hIS 
bed, thmkmg that there IS nothzng to do but slrep Already he felt him
self makmg great strIdes through the flUId of the earth, sWImmmg away 
to the begmnmg He fell face down upon the bed, saymg, I ought first 
at least to gIve the com to some child A chIld could buy any number 
of thmg~ WIth a penny 

Then SWIftly, neatly, With the grace of the young man on the trapeze, 
he was gone from Ius body For an eternal moment he was all thmgs at 
once the bird, the fish, the rodent, the reptile, and man An ocean of 
prmt undulated endlessly and darkly before hIm The city burned The 
herded crowd noted The earth CIrcled away, and knowmg that he dId 
so, he turned hl~ lost face to the empty sky and became dreamless, 
unahve, perfect 

A Curtam of Green, b} Eudora Welt} New York Doubleday, Doran 1941 
The Daring Young Man on the FlYing Trapeze, by WIlham Saroyan. New York 

Random House 1934 
The follOWing three magazines have been hospitable to stones by younger and 

more e:cpenmental wnters 
Sou.thern ReView (DlscontInued, but sull on file In most hbranes ) 
Virginia Qu.arterly ReView CharlottesvIlle, Va (In most hbra!'l(,f ) 
Story MagaZine New York 



HERE ARE four letters They were wntten by English people. 
One, the first, IS already famous The other three come from a volume 
entItled War Letters from Brztam I do not thmk anyone can read them 
WIthout emotIOn and no EnglIshman wIthout prIde 

An Airman's Letter to His Mother 

ANONYMOUS 

THOUGH I FEEL no premomtIon at all, events are movIllg rapIdly, and 
I have mstructed that tlus letter be forwarded to you should I faIl to 
return from one of the raIds whIch we shall shortly be called upon to 
undertake. You must hope on for a month, but at the end of that orne 
you must accept the fact that I have handed my task over to the 
extremely capable hands of my comrades of the Royal AIr Force, as 
so many splendId fellows have already done. 

FIrst, It WIll comfort you to know that my role In this war has been 
of the greatest Importance. Our patrols far out over the North Sea 
have helped to keep the trade routes clear for our convoys and supply 
slups, and pn one occasIOn our mformaoon was Instrumental in savmg 
the hves ot the men III a CrIppled hghthouse rehef slup Though it wIll 
be dIfficult for you, you wIll disappomt me If you do not at least try 
to accept the facts dIspaSSIOnately, for I shall have done my duty to the 
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utmost of my abilIty. No man can do more, and no one calhng himself 
a man could do less 

I have always admIred your amazing courage In the face of continual 
lIetbacks, m the way you have glVen me as good an educatlOn and back
ground as anyone in the country, and always kept up appearances 
without ever losmg faith 10 the future My death would not mean that 
your struggle has been in vam Far from It It means that your sacnfice 
IS as great as mme Those who sezve England must expect nothmg from 
her, we debase ourselves If we regard our country as merely a place II' 
which to eat and sleep 

History resounds wIth Illustnous names who have given all, yet theIr 
sacrIfice has resulted m the BrIbsh Empire, where there IS a measure 
of peace, JustIce, and freedom for all, and where a higher standard of 
cIvIlIzatIon has evolved, and IS stIll evolvmg, than anywhere else But 
thiS IS not only concernmg our own land To-day we are faced With the 
greatest orgamzed challenge to ChnstIamty and cIvIlIzatIon that the 
world has ever seen, and I count myself lucky and honoured to be the 
fIght age and fully tramed to throw my full wPlght mto the scale For 
thiS I have to thank you Yet there is more work for you to do The 
home front Will stlll have to stand united for years after the war IS won 
For all that can be saId agamst It, I stIll mamtam that thiS war IS a very 
good thmg; every mdlvldual IS havmg the chance to glVe and dare all 
for hl~ prInCIple lIke the martyrs of old However long tIme may be, 
one thmg can never be altered-I shall have lIved and died an EnglIsh
man Nothing else matters one Jot nor can anythmg ever change It 

You must not gneve for me, for If you really beheve m rehglOn and 
all that It cntaIls that would be hypocnsy I have no fear of death, only 
a queer elatIOn .... I would have It no other v.ay The UnIverse IS so 
vast and so ageless that the hfe of one man can only be Justified by the 
Iheasure of hiS sacrIfice Weare sent to thiS world to acqUlre a person
alIty and a character to take WIth us that can never be taken from us 
Those who Just eat and sleep, prosper and procreate, are no better than 
ammals If all their lIves they are at peace 

I firmly and absolutely beheve that eVil thmgs are sent mto the world 
to try us, they are sent dehberately by our Creator to test our mettle 
because He knows what is good for us The BIble IS full of cases where 
the easy way out has been dIscarded for moral pnnclples 

I count myself fortunate in that I have seen the whole country and 
known men of every callmg But With the final test of war I conslder 
my character fully developed Thus at my early age my earthly miSSIOn 
is already fulfilled and I am prepared to die With Just one regret, and 
one only-that I could not devote myself to makmg your dechning 
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years more happy by being with you; but you will live in peace ano 
freedom and I shall have dIrectly contnbuted to that, so here again 
my life wJ!1 not have been m vam 

ApPENDIX 

The following appeared In the Engltsh edztzon as an Introduction to 
the letter 

ONLY WITH DIFFIDENCE and reverence can the t<'lsk be approached of 
draWIng attentIOn to the letter from a young amnan whIch follows, 
and the feelmg that any comment on It must be Impertment mspires 
a strong wIsh to do no more than draw attentIOn to It-to wnte the 
eqUIvalent of a pOIntmg arrow or a promment headlme m the hope 
of makmg sure, so far as IS pOSSIble, that no reader shall pass over or 
read lIghtly a document that may well become hlstoncal, a claSSIC Yet 
the CIrcumstances In whIch the letter was wntten, as well as the quahty 
of what It has to say, JustIfy an attempt, however clumsy, to brmg them 
out The letter was wntten by a young aIrman to his mother, to whom 
It was only to be delIvered on hIS death It IS a VOIce, as we crudely say, 
from the grave, and Its utter sIncenty-plaIn to all m ItS clean, SImple 
Enghsh-Is that of a man speakIng m secrecy to hIS mother after he 
has gone to face hIS Maker 

The first and most ardent deSIre after readmg It IS that It could be 
read and Inwardly dIgested by our enemIes Our statesmen have saId 
noble thmgs about the Bntish EmpIre and what that EmpIre knows 
Itself to stand for, here IS one, not a statesman speakmg to the world, 
but a fightIng man revealIng hIS thoughts m the hush of the utmost 
mtImacy, and he shows that In hIS secret heart he knows that VISIOn of 
the BritIsh EmpIre to be the true one It wa~ bUilt by sacnfice, It holds 
the present and future of peace, JustIce, and freedom for all, and "not 
only concernmg our own land" Statesmen, agam, have said noble 
thmgs about sacnfice When Mr ChurchIll said to the House of Com
mons, as he had saId to the Government, "I have nothmg to offer bur 
blood, tOIl, tears and sweat," the hearts of all who knew him and knew 
hiS country soared high But to our enemies It may well have seemed 
but brag or bluff There IS no brag nor bluff in a boy's last letter to 
hiS mother-"those who serve England must expect nothmg from her" 
-and, could our enemIes ponder It, they must learn somethmg at last 
of the faIth which they have chosen to challenge 

During the last war, with Juhan Grenfell and Rupert Brooke and 
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others, the fightIng man found his voice in poetry, and a noble voice 
it was. Yet In the sImple prose of thIS letter there is perhaps a wider 
and even a more glorIOUS VlSlon of the fightIng man than theIrs, some
thing even surpaSSIng Wordsworth's Happy Warnor, who, called upon 
to face some awful moment, was "happy as a Lover." That is because 
the wnter saw the fightmg man as a part of a great whole. Just as hIS 
pnde In livmg and dYIng an Engh~hman reached out mto a care for 
the future of all the world, so hls spmtual JOY In domg hIS duty and 
hls "queer elatIon" at the prospect of death dld not shut the rest of 
humaruty out of hIS pnvllege to fight for good agamst eVlI "Per ardua 
ad astra" IS not for aIrmen only For every man and woman the path 
that hes that way, and 

Even that whtch Mlschlef 
meant most harm 

Shall m the happy tnat prove 
most glory 

to each and all who In "thIS UnIverse so vast and ageless" JustIfy then 
llves by the measure of theIr sacnfice 

Three War Letters from Britain 

I. CONDENSED FROM A LETTER BY A TEN-YEAR-OLD ENGLISH Boy 
TO THE New 'York Herald Tnbune 

JULY, 1940 -I am so glad you want us poorer class children as well 
I hope to come to Amenca soon not because I'm scared of the bomb" 
or Old HItler but because 1 want to see the world and to go on a lmer 
and to see the New York World's FaIr 1 hope you lIke boys In Amenca 
I should hke to hve WIth Jolly people near an aerodrome because I'n' 
very keen on aeronautIcs I am 10, have just passed my exams and 
lurve been awarded a speCIal place at the St Alban County School for 
Boys. I hope I shall be able to go to a Secondary School m Amenca 
I have heard your paper quoted by the BntIsh Broadcastmg Corpora
tIon so often so It must be.a very rehable paper 1 shall probably take !t, 
although my Mother IS gomg to send me the Overseas Dauy UZTrOT 

every week I thought you would hke to know my mother says the 
working class at any rate WIll appreciate what you are domg for us 
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II. FROM A SEAMAN OF THE ROYAL NAVY PATROL 

TO BUNDLES FOR BRITAIN 

M.M.D Peacemaker, c/o THAMES BOOM DEFENCE, SHEERNESS, KENT, 
AUGUST, 1940 -Just a few hnes thankmg one of the fnends In America 
for sea boots, stockmgs, mIttens, also pullover, of whIch I am In pos
seSSIon of Also could you Introduce me to one of the lady fnends I am 
28 years old I would hke to thank her personally. Thmgs have been a 
bIt hot at the Thames Estuary thIS last three or four weeks Have seen 
as many as seven Jerrys brought down m one raid here. 

Our slup IS a large fishmg Dnfter In peace tImes. Also I am a fisher
man but I volunteered for the R N Patrol and minesweepers In Jan 
'I am gunner aboard our ship, have had several shots at Jerry, also I 
am m posseSSIOn of l>everal pieces of Gennan planes If one of the young 
lady fnends wIsh to correspond I should only be too glad to send a 
pIece on to her WIth Gennan wntmg on It. 

We are havmg a rough tIme over here but still we Will pull through 
m the end Us Sailor hands are very thankful for the woolens from you 
people as they are needed on the water In the wmter Well must close 
now, hopmg to hear from an Amencan fnend, wlshmg all Amencan 
fnends the best of health and good luck, from an EnglIsh sailor 

III FROM AN ENGLISHMAN TO TIlE New York Tzmes 

LONDON, NOV 13, 1940 -In many ways, I belIeve, the people of thIS 
country are happIer m theIr mmost selves than they have been for many 
years past 

For a very long time we have been feelmg uneasIly that we were 
not what we used to be that we were "soft" through too much luxury, 
and that our clvlhzatlOn was becommg too artlficIaI We felt that there 
was a good deal of truth m what the dictators said when they spoke 
of the enfeeblmg effects of Western democracy and preached that order 
and dISCipline would bnng theIr peoples to the peak of effiCIency 

Also the BntIsh people, bemg thoroughly polItIcally mmded, had 
from MUnIch onward rcahzed that everythmg pomted to a cataclysm, 
and the paCIfists among them had preached defeatIsm as preferable ~o 
the horrors of war 

And then m September, 1939, the BntIl>h people went to war, always 
.... 1lth the gnawmg doubt of their own soundness, and WIth cold appre
hension of the effect of mass aIr raIds, but nevertheless detennIned. 

But now the mass aIr raIds have come-and gone-and we now 
know that the BrItish people are as sound as ever they were, and that 
mass aIr raIds, though ternble, are far less catastrophic than we had 
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imagined NQ wonc1e,... that through all the qesQ1.lcuoJ} and nusery there 
is a note of gnm exhllaratlon ill every one'& JlUnd and a redoubled 
feehng of confidence 

Perhaps the most remarkable thing is that famIliarity has brfd con
tempt The first three weeks of bombmg caused wide disorganization 
of pubbc hfe, but from that time onward the tIde flowed the other way 
untIl now the people have settled down to the presence of death, and 
hfe now goes on, m Its es~entlals, much as usual The people, m short, 
are now veterans-hardened to battle It seems IncredIble, but It is true 

And another thmg I sec that Mr Kennedy, the Amencan Ambassa
dor here, has Just gn.·en an mterview in whIch he says that democracy 
In thIS country IS dead 'One IS at a complete loss to understand how he, 
formed such an OpInIOn True, the people have gIVen the government 
much power-but that IS necessary, and the power they give can be 
taken away But It seems to most people here that the tide is all the 
other way that class dlstmctIOns and exclusIveness are passing away
slowly perhaps, almost Imperceptibly In some ways, but nevertheless 
mexorably 

And that IS to be expected, for the upper classes have made their 
chOIce they have deCided to rely on theIr own people instead of the 
blandIshments of then compeers in the dIctator countnes 

It IS for that reason that what happened m France could never hap
pen here-I would be extremely sorry for any clique of poltttcians and 
nch men who endeavored to sell theIr country to fortIfy theIr own 
pOSItIons For the Bntlsh people are m control It IS they who deCIded 
on war, and they who arc determmed to fight It to the end Any states
man, from ChurchIll downward, who began even to hmt at a compro
mIse peace would be out of power tomorrow-and they know It 

S<r-the war WIll be long and ternble, and we may emerge finanCIally 
cnppled for generatIOns and, perhaps, a poor country where hfe IS 
hard But It Will be worth It 

For thIS IS, In essence, a relIgiOUS war. We fight not to deterrrune how 
our neIghbor shall worshIp God, but how he shall conduct himself 
toward hIS neIghbor, and how he shall $0 govern hImself as to be no 
menace to rus fellows They call It a crusade-It IS WIder than that, 
for many creeds take part 

What are we fightmg for? Well, some WIll say for self-preservatlOn. 
That hardly makes sense, considenng the self-sacnfice We fight agaInst 
what we beheve to be eVIl, and our aIm IS to make the world a better 
place. Detatls we leave unttllater 

War L.tt.rs from Bntam, edited by D1&na Forbes-Robertson and Roger W. 
StraUB, Jr New York Putnam 1941 
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I NOW COME to some verse by poets still youn~, Theit work has 
been greatly praIsed and greatly censured Readers accustomed to poetry 
of another kmd crIed that thIs ~tuff they were asked to read now was 
not poetry at all, they complamed that they could not make head or 
tad of It, but they were surpnsed-and, It may be, puzzled-when they 
returned wIth relIef to the poetry they had cared for to find that It had 
lost somethmg of Its savor 

The commonest charge brought against these poets is that they are 
obscure, and doubtless some of them are unreasonably so, but I think 
none of the poems that immediately follow this note can fail to be 
understood by anyone who wIll read them wIth attention and good 
wIll Of course, you must accustom yourself to their IdIom, but that 
should not be difficult, smce these poets make a point of expressmg 
themselves m the language of ordmary speech They use slang and 
prosaic words They are conversatlOnal And they deal with the material 
of orciInary hfe. Their attitude is very well put by Alalstair MIller 10 

a passage quoted in Louis Untermeyer's Modern BrztlSh Poetry "The 
poet no longer looks out of lus wmdow in the country and, blindmg 
lumself to the raIlway track, sees a beneficent ProvIdence creating the 
pleasures and necessitIes of men he sees electrIC pylons conveymg 
imprisoned power, telegraph WIres defymg dIstance, motor ploughs 
forcmg fertilIty into the sOlI" They are trymg to say something new, 
these poets; they are experimenting, and as IS natural enough, their 
expenments are not always successful. But they are alive. 

I will not go into the technical innovatIons that mark their verse, 
their use, for instance, of assonance and of mternal thyme; for one 
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reason\ because I can speak of such matters wIth no assurance, but 
also because I do not dunk It IS necessary for the lay reader (such as you 
and me) to concern himself with them. The poet uses vanous deVIces 
to create the effect he desires, but it is the effect that matters to us. 
In the same way we look at a picture as a whole and we have no need 
to bother our heads with how the painter has balanced thIS mass wIth 
that and how he has placed a patch of color there to complement a 
patch of color here If, however, you are incl10ed to interest yourselves 
10 the techmcal experIments of modern verse, I can do no better than 
refer you to those two volumes, Modern Amencan Poetry and 
Modern Bntlsh Poetry, 10 which LOUIS Untermeyer, in hIS prefaces 
and 10 the 1OtroductlOns to the several poets, has dIscussed these 
matters WIth succmctness and good sense, and WIth an authOrIty I 
cannot pretend to In thIs anthology I have been able to prmt very 
lIttle verse; I have attempted to do no more than whet your appetIte 
In the two volumes I have mentIOned you wIll find a COpIOUS selectIon 
of modern verse chosen with catholIc taste and sensItIve dlscnm1OatlOn 

Boy with His Hair Cut Short 

MURIEL RUKEYSER 

Sunday shuts down on this twenheth-century evening 
The L passes TWlhght and bulb define 
the brown room, the overstuffed plum sofa, 
the boy, and the gIrl's thIn hands above hIS head 
A neighbor's radiO smgs stocks, news, serenade 

He sits at the table, head down, the young clear neck exposed, 
watchmg the drugstore sign from the tall of rus eye, 
tattoo, neon, untIl the eye blears, wrule rus 
solicitous tall sister, simple in blue, bend10g 
behind hIm, cuts hIS haIr WIth her cheap shears. 

The arrow's electric red always reaches its mark, 
successful neon' He coughs, Impressed by that precision. 
His child's forehead, forever protected by hIS cap, 
is bleached against the lamplIght as he turn's head 
and steadIes to let the snippets drop. 
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Erasing the faIlure of weeks with level fingen, 
she sleeks the fine hair, combing: "Y ou'lliook fine tomorrow! 
You'll surely find sometlung; they can't keep turning you down; 
the finest gentleman's not so trIm as you!" Smiling, he raises 
the adolescent forehead wrinkhng ironic now. 

He sees his decent SUit laid out, new-pressed, 
his carfare on the shelf. He lets his head fall, meetmg 
her earnest hopeless look, seeing the sharp blades splIttmg, 
the darkened room, the lmpenonal SIgn, her mabon, 
the blue vem, bright on her temple, pItIfully beatmg. 

The Express 

STEPHEN SPENDER 

After the first powerful plam mamfesto 
The black statement of pistons, WIthout more fuss 
But ghdmg lIke a queen, she leaves the station 
WIthout bowmg and WIth restramed unconcern 
She pa5ses the houses whIch humbly crowd outside, 
The gasworks and at last the heavy pagt.! 
Of death, pnnted by gravestones m the cemetery. 
Beyond the town there hes the open country 
Where, gathermg speed, she acqUIres mystery, 
The lummous self-possessIOn of slups on ocean 
It IS now she begms to smg-at first qmte low, 
Then loud, and at last WIth a Jazzy madness
The song of her whistle screammg at curves, 
Of deafemng tunnels, brakes, mnumerable bolts 
And always lIght, aenal underneath, 
Goes the elate metre of her wheels 
Steammg through metal landscape on her hnes 
She plunges new eras of Wild happmess 
Where speed throws up strange shapes, broad curves 
And parallels clean hke the steel of guns. 
At last, further. than Edinburgh or Rome, 
Beyond the crest of the world, she reaches night 
Where only a low streamlIne brightness 
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, Of phosphorus o~ the t0~ hills is white. " 
Ah, ~ a, comet ~q\l~ &une, she m,oves entranced 
Wrapt In her music no l.>in:\ so~ ~o~ nor bough 
Breaking With honey blJQs, sp~ fj!ver e~\Wl. 

In Railway Halls 

STEPHEN SPENDER 

In railway halls, on pavements near the traffic, 
They beg, their eyes made bIg by empty starIng 
And only measunng Time, hke the blank clock. 

No, I shall weave no tracery of pen-ornament 
To make them bIrds upon my smging-tree' 
Time merely drIves these hves whIch do not live 
As odes push rotten stuff along the shore. 

-There is no consolatIOn, no, none 
In the curving beauty of that lme 
Traced on our graphs through hIstOry, where the oppressor 
Starves and depnves the poor. 

Pamt here no draped despairs, no sadderung clouds 
Where the soul rests, proclaims eterruty 
But let the wrong cry out as raw as wounds 
Tills Time forgets and never heals, fal less transcends. 

What I Expected 

STEPHEN SPENDER 

What I expected was 
Thunder, fightmg, 
Long struggles with men 
And chmbmg 
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After continual straining 
I should grow strong; 
Then the rocks would shake 
And I should rest long 

What I had not foreseen 
Was the gradual day 
Weakemng the WIll 
LeakIng the brightness away, 
The lack of good to touch 
The fadIng of body and soul 
LIke smoke before wmd 
Corrupt, unsubstantIal 

The wearing of Time, 
And the watchIng of cripples pass 
WIth hmbs shaped like questIOns 
In theIr odd tWIst, 
The pulverous grIef 
MeltIng the bones with pity, 
The SIck fallIng from earth
These, I could not foresee. 

For I had expected always 
Some brIghtness to hold m trust, 
Some final mnocence 
To save from dust, 
That, hangmg sohd, 
Would dangle through all 
Like the created poem 
Or the dazzlmg crystal. 

Birmingham 

LOUIS MACNEICE 

Smoke from the tram-gulf hId by hoardmgs blunders upward, the 
brakes of cars 

Pipe as the poheeman pIvotIng round raises his flat hand, bars 
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, 
With his figure of a monolith Pharaoh the queue of fidgety machines 
(Chromium dogs on the bonnet, faces behind the triplex screens) 
Behind him the streets run away between the proud glass of shops 
Cubical scent-bottles artificial legs arctic foxes and electric mops 
But beyond this center the slumward vista thins hke a dIagram. 
There, unvisited, are Vulcan's forges who doesn't care a t1Oker's damn. 

Splayed outwards through the suburbs houses, houses for rest 
Seducingly rigged by the bUIlder, half-tImbered houses wIth lIps pressed 
So tightly and eyes star10g at the traffic through bleary haws 
And only a Six-lOCh gnp of the racing earth in theIr concrete claws, 
In these houses men as 10 a dream pursue the Platomc Forms 
With WIreless and cairn terriers and gadgets approXImat1Og to the fickle 

norms 
And endeavor to find God and score one over the neighbor 
By climbing tentatively upward on Jerry-bwlt beauty and sweated 

labor. 

The lunch hour the shops empty, shopgirls' faces relax 
DIaphanous as green glass empty as old almanac:s 
As Incoherent with ticketed gewgaws tIered behmd theIr heads 
As the Burne-Jones wmdows In St Phthp's broken by crawlmg leads 
Insipid color, patches of emotion, Saturday thnlls--
(ThIs theater IS sprayed WIth "June") -the gutter take our old play

bIlls, 
Next week-end it is likely in the heart's funfarr we shall pull 
Strong enough on the handle to get back our money, or at any rate It IS 

possible. 

On shining lines the trams hke vast sarcophagi move 
Into the sky, plum after sunset, merging to duck's egg, barred With 

mauve 
Zeppelin clouds, and pentecost-like the cars' headlIghts bud 
Out from sideroads and the traffic signals, creme-de-menthe or bull's 

blood, 
Tell one to stop, the engine gently breathing, or to go on 
To where lIke black pIpes of organs in the frayed and fad10g zone 
Of the West the factory chImneys on sullen sentry wIll all mght Wait 
To call, in the harsh morning, sleep-stupid faces through the dally gate 
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Tempt Me No More 
CECIL DAY·LEWIS 

Tempt me no more; for I 
Have known the lIghtning's hour. 
The poet's mward pnde, 
The certamty of power. 

Bayonets are closmg round. 
I shrink, yet I must wring 
A hvmg from despair 
And out of steel a song 

Though song, though breath be short, 
I'll share not the dlsgrace 
Of those that ran away 
Or never left the base 

Comrades, my tongue can speak 
No comfortable words, 
Calls to a forlorn hope 
GIve work and not rewards. 

Oh keep the Sickle sharp 
And follow stilI the plow' 
Others may reap, though some 
See not the wmter through. 

Father who endest all, 
PIty our broken sleep; 
For we lie down with tears 
And waken but to weep 

And if our blood alone 
WIll melt this iron earth, 
Take It. It IS well spent 
Easing a savior's bIrth. 
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Look, Stranger, at This Island Now 

w, R. AUDEN 

Look, stranger, at dus Islapd now 
The leapmg hgh~ for your dehght dlScovers, 
Stand stable here 
And silent be, 
That through the channels of the ear 
May wander hke a fIver 
The swaymg sound of the sea 

Here at the small field's ending pause 
Where the chalk wall falls to the foam, and its tall ledges 
Oppose the pluck 
And knock of the tide, 
And the shmgle scrambles after the suck. 
ing surf, and the gull lodges 
A moment on Its sheer SIde 

Far off lIke floating seeds the ShIpS 
DIverge on urgent voluntary errands; 
And the full VIew 
Indeed may enter 
And move In memory as now these clouds do, 
That pass the harbour mIrror 
And all the summer through the water saunter 

A Shilling Life Will Give You All the Facts 

w. H. AUDEN 

A shilling lIfe will give you all the facts' 
How Father beat hIm, how he ran away, 
What were the struggles of his youth, what acts 
Made hIm the greatest figure of his day: 
Of how he fought, fished, hunted, worked all night, 
Though gIddy, chmbed new moun tams , named a sea: 
Some of the last researchers even wnte 
Love made him weep his pints hke you and me. 
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With all his honours on, he sighed for on~ 
Who, say astonished critics, lived at horne; 
Did little jobs about the house with skIll 
And nothing else, could whIstle; would SIt stIll 
Or potter round the garden, answered some 
Of Ius long marvellous letters but kept none. 

As I Walked Out One Evening 

W H AUDEN 

As I walked out one evemng, 
Walkmg down BrIstol Street, 

The crowds upon the pavement 
Were fields of harvest wheat. 

And down by the bnmming nver 
I heard a lover sing 

Under an arch of the raIlway 
"Love has ho ending. 

I'll love you, dear, I'll love you 
T1Il Chma and Afnca meet 

And the nvet Jumps over the mountain 
And the salmon smg m the street. 

I'll love you tIll the ocean 
Is folded and hung up to dry 

And the seven stars go squawkmg 
LIke geese about the sky. 

The years shall run like rabbits 
For m my arms I hold 

The Flow~r of the Ages 
And the first love of the wCltld:' 

But all the clocks in the city 
Began to whirr and chiIM' 

"0 let tH>t Tune deceive you, 
You cannot conquer 'rime. 

39 



In the burrows of the Nightmare 
Where Justice naked is, 

Time watches from the shadow 
And coughs when you would kiss. 

In headaches and in worry 
Vaguely hfe leaks away, 

And TIDle wIll have his fancy 
To-morrow or to-day. 

Into many a green valley 
Dnfts the appallmg snow, 

TIme breaks the threaded dances 
And the dIver's bnlliant bow. 

o plunge your hands m water, 
Plunge them in up to the wrist; 

Stare, stare in the basm 
And wonder what you've missed. 

The glacier knocks 10 the cupboard, 
The desert sighs in the bed, 

And the crack in the tea-cup opens 
A lane to the land of the dead 

Where the beggars raffle the banknotes 
And the Giant is enchantmg to Jack, 

And the Lily-whIte Boy IS a Roarer 
And Jill goes down on her back. 

o look, look in the muror, 
o look in your dIstress, 

Life remams a bless10g 
Although you cannot bless 

o stand, stand at the window 
As the tears scald and start 

You shall love your crooked neighbour 
With your crooked heart" 

It was late, late 10 the evening, 
The lovers they were gone, 

The clocks had ceased their chiming 
And the deep river ran on. 
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No Doubt Left. Enough Deceiving 

JAMES AGEE 

No doubt left. Enough deceIving. 
Now I know you do not love 
Now you know I do not love. 
Now we know we do not love. 
No more doubt No more deceiving. 

Yet there IS pity in us for each other 
And better bmes are almost fresh as true. 
The dog returns And the man to hiS mother. 
And tides And you to me And I to you 
And we are cowardly kInd the cruelest way, 
FeelIng the clIff unmorsel from our heels 
And knOWIng balance gone, we smIle, and stay 
A lIttle, whIrlIng our arms lIke desperate wheels. 
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N ow I mVIte you to read a group of short stories by authors 
whose reputatIon IS already establIshed There IS no need for me to 
deal wIth them one by one, for It IS not my busmess to praIse the 
wnters who figure 10 thIS volume, If I dId not th10k that theIr contrI
butIons were good, I should not lOsert them, but only to make here 
and there a few observatIons that may help you to enJoy them 

I have heard John Stembeck's "The GIft" condernned for sentI
mentahty, and sentImentalIty has a meamng thet IS deprecIatory It 
descrIbes an excess of feelmg, superficIal and mawkIsh, that is indulged 
for Its own sake If to regard the yearnmgs, the eagerness, the devobon, 
the raptures of a chIld wIth humor and tenderness is sentImental, then, 
I suppose, "The GIft" must be charged wIth sentimentahty For my 
part, I should have saId It was human and k1Odly. 

I have placed next to thIS "The Erne from the Coast," by T. O. 
Beachcroft, because I thought it would mterest you to see how an 
Enghsh author has treated a sImIlar subject It too has for Its hero a 
small boy and it depicts a chdd's mind wIth a smdlOg sympathy not 
less attractive But I have chosen thIS story for another reason also 
Many Amencans who go to England and see its green fields behlOd 
their trim hedges, its Kenbsh orchards, Its httle patches of wheat, 
thlOk the countrysIde, so neat, urbane and tIdy, IS lIke a garden, they 
may be surpnsed to dIscover that there are parts of the Island, WIth 
WIld moorland and barren mountains, where the farmer must wring 
hIS lIvelIhood from a SOlI that IS harsh and ungrateful, and where, in 
that small area surrounded by the sea, he may lIve a lIfe as desolate 
as was that led by the first settlers on the frontier. 



As a relief to these two stones that deal wIth nIce little boys, I have 
gIVen "Maria," by Elizabeth Bowen, which deals WIth a demon of a 
gIrl Ehzabeth Bowen has written a number of stones that are much 
admired by those who admIre them for thelf dehcacy, atmosphere 
and subtlety She has wntten none that IS more amusmg than "Maria .. 
Smce she is probably the most distmgUlshed novelist of her sex now 
writing in England, I may mentIOn the name of her best novel, Death 
of the Heart. It IS very good, I thmk It would have been even better 
if she had not allowed her vigorous Imh talent to be vItlated by the 
untoward authonty of Henry James 

Among the many good stones Erskine Caldwell has written I have 
chosen "The People vs Abe Lathan, Colored" because I thought that 
in such a survey as thIS I should have a story that dealt WIth colored 
people, I should have hked to include also hIS "Man and Woman," 
a very affectmg story of the poor wmtes in the South 

"NIght Club," by Kathanne Brush, has appeared, I beheve, in many 
anthologtes, but I have no heSItatIOn m prmtmg It here, for it is not 
only a good, bnlhantly told story, It has reference to a cunous epIsode 
'n ,;he SOCial rustory of the Umted States and so has a documentary 
value that gtves It a permanent interest 

I complete thIS sectIOn with three stories by Englishmen, H E. Bates, 
John Colher, and H A Manhood The short story IS not an art that 
has flOUrIShed In Bntam, but whether tms is because breVIty, pomt 
and form are not qualIties that are natural to EnglIsh wnters of fiction, 
or whether because the outlet has not been suffiCIently favorable to 
encourage good wnters to employ their gtfts in this medium, I do 
not know The fact remams that durmg the last fifty years many more 
good stories have been wntten by American CItIzens than by British 
subjects General Booth asked why the deVIl should have alI the best 
tunes and promptly took such as he wanted and made hymns of them. 
English authors have left the best stones to the "tee" wnters. When 
they did wnte stones, the powerful influence of Henry James and theIr 
admiratIOn for Chekov urged them to wnte in the mlnor key, and in 
theIr effort not to be melodramatIc they succeeded but too often only 
m bemg namby-pamby The authors whose work I now present to you 
are VIgorous, ongmal and bold. 



The Gift 

JOHN STEINBECK 

AT DAYBREAK Billy Buck emerged from the bunkhouse and stood for 
fl moment on the porch lookmg up at the sky He was a broad, bandy. 
legged httle man With a walrus mustache, with square hands, puffed 
and muscled on the palms. HIS eyes were a contemplatIVe, watery grey 
and the hair whIch protruded from under hiS Stetson hat was spIky and 
weathered BIlly was stIll stuffing his shIrt into his blue Jeans as he stood 
on the porch He unbuckled hIS belt and tIghtened It agaIn The belt 
showed, by the worn shInY places opposite each hole, the gradual in
crease of BIlly's mIddle over a penod of years. When he had seen to the 
weather, BIlly cleared each nostnl by holdmg Its mate closed With hIS 
forefinger and blowmg fiercely. Then he walked down to the barn, 
rubbmg hiS hands together. He curned and brushed two saddle horses 
in the stalls, talkmg qUIetly to them all the time, and he had hardly 
finished when the Iron tnangle started rmgmg at the ranch house 
BIlly stuck' the brush and currycomb together and laId them on the 
l'alI, and went up to breakfast. His actIon had been so delIberate and 
vet so wasteless of tIme that he came to the house whIle Mrs Tlfhn 
was stili ringIng the trIangle She nodded her grey head to hIm and 
WIthdrew mto the kitchen BIlly Buck sat down on the steps, became 
be was a cow-hand, and It wouldn't be fittIng that he should go first 
into the dmmg-room He heard Mr Tlflm m the house, stampmg h.s 
(eet mto hiS boots 

The hIgh ]anglmg note of the tnangle put the boy Jody in motion 
He was only a lIttle DOY, ten years old, WIth hair lIke dusty yellow 
grass and wIth shy pohte grey eyes, and WIth a mouth that worked 
when he thought The triangle picked him up out of sleep It didn't 
accur to rum to dIsobey the harsh note He never had no one he 
knew ever had He brushed the tangled haIr out of his eyes and 
skinned his mghtgown off In a moment he was dressed-blue cham
bray shIrt and overalls It was late in the summer, so of course there 
were no shoes to bother WIth In the kitchen he waited untIl hIS 
mother got from in front of the smk and went back to the stove. 
Then he washed hImself and brushed back hIS wet haIr WIth hI! 
fingers HIS mother turned sharply on rum as he left the SInk Jod) 
looked shyly away. 

"I've got to cut your hair before long," hIS mother saId. "Break. 
fast's on the table Go on in, so BIlly can come." 
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Jody sat at the long table wluch was covered with whIte oilcloth 
washed through to the fabnc in some places. The fned eggs lay in 
rows on their platter. Jody took three eggs on lus plate and followed 
wIth three thick slIces of CrISp bacon. He carefully scraped a spot of 
blood from one of the egg yolks. 

BIlly Buck clumped In "That won't hurt you," BIlly explained. 
"That's only a sIgn the rooster leaves" 

Jody's tall stern father came m then and Jody knew from the noise 
on the floor that he was weanng boots, but he looked under the table 
anyway, to make sure HIS father turned off the 011 lamp over the 
table, for plenty of mornIng lIght now came through the wmdows 

Jody dId not ask where hIS father and BIlly Buck were rIdIng that 
day, but he WIshed he might go along HIS father was a diSCIplInarian. 
Jody obeyed hun In everythmg WIthout questIOns of any kInd Now, 
Carl Tlfun sat down and reached for the egg platter 

"Got the cows ready to go, BIlly';)" he asked 
"In the lower corral," BIlly saId. "I could Just as well take them 

in alone" 
"Sure you could But a man needs company BesIdes your throat 

gets pretty dry" Carl TIfhn was JovIal thIS mornIng 
Jody's mother put her head In the door. "What time do you think 

to be back, Carl ';)" 
"I can't tell I've got to see some men in SalInas MIght be gone tin 

dark" 
The eggs and coffee and big biSCUIts disappeared rapIdly Jody fol

lowed the two men out of the house He watched them mount theIr 
horses and dnve SIX old mIlk COWS out of the corral and start over 
the hIll toward SalInas. They were going to sell the old cows to the 
butcher. 

When they had dIsappeared over the crown of the ndge Jody walked 
up the hIll In back of the house. The dogs trotted around the house 
corner hunchIng then shoulders and grinning hornbly WIth pleasure. 
Jody patted theIr heads-Doubletree Mutt WIth the bIg duck taIl and 
yellow eyes, and Smasher, the shepherd, who had kIlled a coyote and 
lost an ear In domg It Smasher's one good ear stood up higher than 
a COllIe'S ear should BIlly Buck saId that always happened. After the 
frenZIed greetmg the dogs lowered theIr noses to the ground in a 
business-lIke way and went ahead, looking back now and then to make 
sure that the boy was comIng They walked up through the chicken 
yard and saw the quaIl eating WIth the cruckens. Smasher chased the 
chIckens a httle to keep m practIce In case there should ever be sheep 
to herd. Jody continued on through the large vegetable patch where 
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the green corn was higher than lus head The cow-pumpkins werf. 
green and small yet He went on to the sagebrush lme where the cold 
'prmg ran out of Its pipe and fell into a round wooden tub. He leaned 
over and drank close to the green mossy wood where the water tasted 
best Then he turned and looked back on the ranch, on the low, whIte
washed house gIrded WIth red geramums, and on the long bunkhouse 
by the cypress tree where Billy Buck hved alone Jody could see the 
great black kettle under the C} press tree That ""as where the pIgS 
were scalded The sun was commg over the ndge now, glarmg on the 
whttewash of the houses and barns, makmg the ""et grass blaze softly 
Behmd hIm, m the tall sagebrush, the bIrds were scampermg on the 
ground, makmg a great nOIse among the dry leaves, the sqUIrrels piped 
shnlly on the Side-hills lady looked along at the farm bUIldmgs He 
felt an uncertamty 10 the air, a feeling of change and of loss and of 
the gam of new and unfamIliar thmgs Over the hIllSide two bIg black 
buzzards saIled low to the ground and theIr shado\'.'5 slipped smoothly 
and qUIckly ahead of them. Some ammal had dIed m the vIcmlty 
Jody knew It It might be a cow or It mIght be the remams of a rabbit 
The buzzards overlooked nothmg Jody hated them as all decent thmgs 
hate them, but they could not be hurt because they made away With 
carnon. 
\ After a whIle the boy ~auntered down hIll agam The dogs had long 
ago gIven hIm up and gone mto the brush to do thIngs In theu own 
way Back through the vegetable garden he went, and he paused for 
a moment to smash a green muskmelon WIth hiS heel, but he was not 
happy about It It was a bad thmg to do, he knew perfectly well He 
kIcked dIrt over the rumed melon to conceal It 

Back at the house hIS mother bent over hiS rough hands, Inspectmg 
his fingers and nails It dId httle good to start him clean to ~chool for 
too many tlungs could happen on the way She SIghed over the black 
cracks on hIS fingers, and then gave hIm hIS books and hiS lunch and 
started hIm on the mIle walk to school She notIced that hiS mouth 
\>Vas workmg a good deal thIS mormng 

Jody started hIS Journey He filled hIS pockets WIth httle pIeces of 
whIte quartz that lay m the road, and every so often he took a shot at 
a bIrd or at some rabbIt that had stayed sunmng Itself m the road too 
long At the crossroads over the bndge he met two fnends and the 
three of them walJ...ed to school together, makmg ndlculous stndes and 
bemg rather SIlly. School had Just opened two weeks before. There was 
Itlll a spmt of revolt among the pupIls 

It was four o'clock m the afternoon when Jody topped the hIll and 
looked down on the ranch agam He looked for the saddle horses, but 
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the corral was empty. His father was not back yet He went slowly, 
then, toward the afternoon chores. At the ranch house, he found Ius 
mother sIttmg on the porch, mendmg socks 

"There's two doughnuts m the kItchen for you," she saId. Jody slId 
to the kitchen, and returned wIth half of one of the doughnuts already 
eaten and hIs mouth full HIS mother asked hIm what he had learned 
In school that day, but she dIdn't lIsten to hIS doughnut-muffled answer. 
She Interrupted, "Jody, tomght see you fill the wood-box clear full 
Last mght you crossed the stIcks and It wasn't only about half full. 
Lay the stIcks flat tomght. And Jody, some of the hens are hldmg eggs, 
or else the dogs are eatIng them Look about In the grass and see If you 
can find any nests" 

Jody, still eatmg, went out and did his chores He saw the quad come 
down to eat WIth the chickens when he threw out the gram For some 
reason his father was proud to have them come He never allowed any 
shootmg near the house for fear the quaIl mIght go away 

When the wood-box was full, Jody took hIS twenty-two nfle up to 
the cold spring at the brush hne. He drank again and then aImed the 
gun at all manner of things, at rocks, at bIrds on the WIng, at the big 
black pIg kettle under the cypress tree, but he didn't shoot for he had 
no cartndges and wouldn't have untIl he was twelve If hIS father had 
seen hIm aIm the nfle In the duection of the house he would have put 
the cartridges off another year J ody remembered thIS and did not pomt 
the nfle down the hIll agam Two years was enough to walt for car
trIdges Nearly all of hIS father's presents were gIven WIth rescrvations 
whIch hampered theIr value somewhat It was good dlsclplme 

The supper waited untIl dark for hiS father to return When at last 
he came m WIth Billy Buck, Jody could smell the dE'hclOUS brandy on 
theIr breaths In\A.ardly he reJOIced, for hiS father sometImes talked to 
hIm when he smelled of brandy, sometImes even told thmgs he had 
done m the WIld days when he was a boy 

After supper, Jody sat by the fireplace and hiS shy pohte eyes sought 
the room corners, and he Waited for hiS father to tell what It was he 
contamed, for Jody knew he had news of some sort But he was dIS
appointed. HIS father pomted a stern finger at hIm 

"You'd better go to bed, Jody. I'm going to need you in the morn
ing" 

That wasn't so bad J ody lIked to do the things he had to do as long 
as they weren't routme thmgs He looked at the floor and his mouth 
worked out a questIon before he spoke It. "What are we gOIng to do 
in the mormng, kIll a pig?" he asked softly. 

"Never you mmd You better get to bed." 
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When the door was closed behind him, Jody heard his father and 
BIlly Buck chucklmg and he knew it was a joke of some kind. And 
later, when he lay In bed, trying to make words out of the munnurs 
in the other room, he heard his father protest, "But, Ruth, I didn't 
give much for him" 

J ody heard the hoot-owls huntIng mice down by the barn, and he 
heard a fruit tree 11mb tap-tappmg agamst the house. A cow was 
lowmg when he went to sleep 

When the tnangle sounded in the morning, J ody dressed more 
qUickly even than usual In the kitchen, wrule he washed his face and 
combed back his hair, his mother addressed him irrItably "Don't you 
go out untIl you get a good breakfast m you .. 

He went mto the dmmg-room and sat at the long white table He 
took a steammg hotcake from the platter, arranged two fned eggs on 
it, covered them wIth another hotcake and squashed the whole thmg 
With his fork 

HIS father and Billy Buck came in. Jody knew from the ~ound on 
the floor that both of them were wearmg flat-heeled shoes, but he 
peered under the table to make sure HIs father turned off the all 
lamp, for the day had arrIved, and he looked stern and dlsciphnary, 
but Billy Buck didn't look at Jody at all He avoIded the shy question
ing eyes of the boy and soaked a whole piece of toast In hIs coffee 

Carl Tdlm said crossly, "You come With us after breakfast'" 
J ody had trouble wIth his food then, for he felt a kmd of doom In 

the air After BIlly had tIlted his saucer and dramed the coffee wruch 
had slopped mto it, and had wiped his hands on his Jeans, the two 
men stood up from the table and went out into the morning hght to
gether, and Jody respectfully followed a httle behmd them He trIed 
to keep his mmd {rom running ahead, tried to keep it absolutely 
motionless 

HIS mother called, "Carl' Don't you let it keep him from school" 
They marched past the cypress, where a smgletree hung from a 

limb to butcher the pigs on, and past the black iron kettle, so It was not 
a pig killmg The sun shone over the hilI and threw long, dark shadows 
of the trees and bUildings. They crossed a stubble-field to shortcut to 
the barn Jody's {ather unhooked the door and they went in They had 
been walkmg toward the sun on the way down The bam was black 
as night in contrast and wann from the hay and from the beasts Jody's 
father moved over toward the one box stall "Come here'" he ordered. 
Jody could begin to see things now. He looked into the box stall and 
then stepped back qUickly. 



A red pony colt was lookmg at hun out of the stall. Its tense ears 
were forward and a 11ght of dIsobedIence was in its eyes Its coat was 
rough and duck as an airedale's fur and its mane was long and tangled. 
Jody's throat collapsed In on itself and cut his breath short. 

"He needs a good currying," hIS father said, "and if I ever hear of 
you not feedmg hIm or leaving his stall dIrty, I'll sell him off in a 
mInute" 

J ody couldn't bear to look at the pony's eyes any more. He gazed 
down at hIS hands for a moment, and he asked very shyly, "Mme?" 
No one answered him He put hIS hand out toward the pony Its grey 
nose came close, smffing loudly, and then the lIps drew back and the 
strong teeth closed on Jody's fingers The pony shook Its head up and 
down and seemed to laugh wIth amusement J ody regarded his bruised 
fingers "Well," he saId with pride-"WeII, I guess he can bite all 
rIght" The two men laughed, somewhat In rehef Carl TIffin went 
out of the barn and walked up a side-hl'li to be by hImself, for he was 
embarrassed, but BIlly Buck stayed. It was eaSIer to talk to BIlly Buck 
Jody asked agam-"Mine?" 

BIlly became professIOnal in tone. "Sure' That is, if you look out for 
him and break hIm rIght. I'll show you how He's Just a colt. You can't 
nde hIm for some time." 

Jody put out hIS bruised hand again, and this tIme the red pony let 
hIS nose be rubbed "I ought to have a carrot," Jody saId "Where'd we 
get hIm, BIlly?" 

"Bought hIm at a sheriff's auction," BIlly explamed "A show went 
broke In Salmas and had debts The sherIff was sellmg off their stuff." 

The pony stretched out his nose and shook the forelock from his wild 
eyes Jody stroked the nose a httle. He saId softly, "There isn't a
saddle?" 

BIlly Buck laughed "I'd forgot. Come along" 
In the harness room he hfted down a lIttle saddle of red morocco 

leather. "It's just a show saddle," BIlly Buck saId disparagmgly. "It 
isn't practical for the brush, but It was cheap at the sale" 

Jody couldn't trust himself to look at the saddle eIther, and he 
couldn't speak at all He brushed the shmmg red leather with his 
fingertips, and after a long time he saId, "It'll look pretty on !urn 
though" He thought of the grandest and prettiest dungs he knew. 
"If he hasn't a name already, I think I'll call hIm Gabllan Mountains," 
he saId 

Billy Buck knew how he felt. "It's a pretty long name. Why don't 
;.rou Just call hIm GabIlan? That means hawk. That would be a fine 
nam/! for hun." BIlly felt glad. "If you wIll collect tail half, I mIght be 
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able to make a haIr rope for you sometIme. You could use it for a 
hackamore " 

Jody wanted to go back to the box stall. "Could I lead him to school, 
do you think-to show the kids?" 

But BIlly shook his head "He's not even halter-broke yet We had a 
bme gettmg him here Had to almost drag him You better be startmg 
for school though" 

"I'll bring the kids to see him here this afternoon," Jody ~'1id 

Six boys came over the hill half an hour early that afternoon, run
ning hard, their heads down, their forearms workmg, theIr breath 
~hIstImg. They swept by the house and cut across the stubble-field to 
the barn And then they stood self-conscIOusly before the pony, and 
then they looked at Jody with eyes in whIch there was a new admlra
bon and a new respect Before today J ody had been a boy, dressed in 
overalls and a blue shlrt-qmher than most, even suspected of bemg 
a little cowardly And now he was different Out of a thousand cen
tunes they drew the anCIent admIratIOn of the footman for the horse
man. They knew mstmctlvely that a man on a horse IS spmtually as 
well as phYSIcally bIgger than a man on foot They knew that Jody had 
been miraculously lifted out of equality with them, and had been 
placed over them GabIlan put hIS head out of the stall and smffed 
them 

"Why'n't you ride him?" the boys cned "Why'n't you braid hiS tail 
with ribbons lIke III the faIr?" "When you gomg to ride hIm?" 

Jody's courage was up He too felt the supenorIty of the horseman. 
"He's not old enough. Nobody can nde him for a long tIme I'm gomg 
to tram hIm on the long halter BIlly Buck IS gomg to show me how" 

"Well, can't we even lead rum around a lIttle?" 
"He isn't even halter-broke," Jody saId He wanted to be completely 

alone when he took the pony out the first tIme "Come and see the 
saddle." 

They were speechless at the red morocco saddle, completely shocked 
out of comment "It Isn't much use 10 the brush," Jadyexplamed "It'll 
look pretty on him though Maybe I'll nde bareback when I go mto the 
brush" 

"How you going to rope a cow WIthout a saddle hom?" 
"Maybe I'll get another saddle for every day My father mIght want 

me to help hIm WIth the stock." He let them feel the red saddle, and 
showed them the brass cham throat-latch on the bndle and the big 
brass buttons at each temple where the headstall and brow band 
crossed. The whole thing was too wonderful. They had to go away 
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after a little whIle, and each Ooy, in his mind, searched among his pos
sessions for a bnbe worthy of offering in return for a ride on the red 
pony when the tIme should come. 

Jody was glad when they had gone. He took brush and currycomb 
from the wall, took down the barrier of the box stall and stepped 
cautiously in The pony's eyes glIttered, and he edged around mto 
klckmg posItion. But Jody touched hIm on the shoulder and rubbed 
hIS rugh arched neck as he had always seen BIlly Buck do, and he 
crooned, "So-o-o Boy," m a deep vOIce The pony gradually relaxed 
rus tenseness J ody curned and brushed untIl a pIle of dead haIr lay 
10 the stall and untIl the pony's coat had taken on a deep red srune. 
Each tIme he fimshed he thought It mIght have been done better He 
braIded the malO mto a dozen httle pIgtaIls, and he braIded the fore
lock, and then he undId them and brushed the haIr out straIght again. 

Jody dId not hear hIS mother enter the bam She was angry when she 
came, but when she looked m at the pony and at Jody workmg over 
hun, she felt a cunous pnde nse up 10 her "Have you forgot the 
wood-box?" she asked gently "It's not far off from dark and there's 
not a stIck of wood 10 the house, and the chIckens aren't fed" 

Jody quickly put up hIS tools "I forgot, ma'am" 
"Well, after thIS do your chores first Then you won't forget. I expect 

you'll forget lots of thmgs now If I don't keep an ey(; on you" 
"Can I have carrots from the garden for hIm, ma'am?" 
She had to thmk about that "Oh-I guess so, If you only take the 

bIg tough ones" 
"Carrots keep the coat good," he saId, and agam she felt the CUrIOUS 

rush of pnde 

Jody never WaIted for the tnangle to get hIm out of bed after the 
commg of the pony It became hIS habIt to creep out of bed even before 
hIS mother was awake, to slIp mto hIS clothes and to go qUIetly down 
to the bam to see GabIlan In the grey qUIet mommgs when the land 
and the brush and the houses and the trees were sIlver-gray and black 
hke a photograph negative, he stole toward the bam, past the sleepmg 
stones and the sleepmg cypress tree. The turkeys, roostmg in the tree 
out of coyotes' reach, clIcked drowsily. The fields glowed WIth a grey 
frost-lIke lIght and 10 the dew the tracks of rabbIts and of field mIce 
stood out sharply. The good dogs came stiffly out of theIr lIttle houses, 
hackles up and deep growls m theIr throats. Then they caught Jody's 
sc;ent, and theIr stIff taIls rose up and waved a greetIng-Doubletree 
Mutt with the bIg thIck tall, and Smasher, the mClpIent shepherd
then went lazIly back to their warm beds. 
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It was a strange time and a mysterious journey, to Jody-an exten
sion of a dream. When he first had the pony he liked to torture himself 
during the trip by thinking Gabilan would not be in his stall, and 
worse, would never have been there And he had other dehcious little 
self-mduced pams. He thought how the rats had gnawed ragged holes 
in the red saddle, and how the mIce had nIbbled Gabtlan's tail unttl 
it was stringy and thm. He usually ran the last lIttle way to the barn 
He unlatched the rusty hasp of the barn door and stepped in, and no 
matter how qUIetly he opened the door, Gabtlan was always loolang 
at him over the barner of the box stall and GabIlan whmnIed softly 
and stamped hIS front foot, and his eyes had bIg sparks of red fire m 
them hke oakwood embers 

Sometimes, If the work horses were to be used that day, Jody found 
BIlly Buck 10 the barn harnessmg and currying. BIlly stood WIth hIm 
and looked long at Gabllan and he told Jody a great many thmgs about 
horses. He explamed that they were terrIbly afraId for theIr feet, so 
that one must make a practIce of hftmg the legs and pattmg the 
hooves and ankles to remove theIr terror He told J ody how horses love 
conversatton. He must talk to the pony all the tIme, and tell hIm the 
reasons for everythmg BIlly wasn't sure a horse could understand 
everything that was saId to hIm, but It was ImpossIble to say how much 
was understood A horse never kicked up a fuss If some one he hked 
explamed thmgs to hIm BIlly could glVe examples, too He had known, 
for mstance, a horse nearly dead beat WIth fattgue to perk up when told 
it was only a httle farther to rus destInatton And he had known a horse 
paralyzed WIth frIght to come out of It when hIS nder told hIm what 
It was that was fnghtenmg hIm WhIle he talked m the mornings, BIlly 
Buck cut twenty or thIrty straws mto neat three-mch lengths and stuck 
them mto his hatband Then during the whole day, If he wanted to 
pick rus teeth or merely to chew on somethmg, he had only to reach 
up for one of them 

Jody lIstened carefully, for he knew and the whole country knew 
that BIlly Buck was a fine hand WIth horses. BIlly's own horse was a 
stringy cayuse WIth a hammer head, but he nearly always won the first 
prizes at the stock trIals BIlly could rope a steer, take a double half
hItch about the horn WIth hIS nata, and dIsmount, and hIS horse would 
play the steer as an angler plays a fish, keeping a tight rope untt! the 
~teer was down or beaten. 

Every mornIng, after Jody had curried and brushed the pony, he 
let down the barner of the stall, and Gabtlan thrust past rum and 
raced down the barn and into the corral. Around and around he gal
loped, and sometimes he jumped forward and landed on stiff legs. 
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He stood qwvenng, stIff ears forward, eyes rollIng so that the whites 
showed, pretendmg to be frightened At last he walked snorting to the 
water-trough and bUrIed his nose 10 the water up to the nostrils. Jody 
was proud then, for he knew that was the way to Judge a horse Poor 
horses only touched their hps to the water, but a fine spuited beast put 
hiS whole nose and mouth under, and only left room to breathe. 

Then Jody stood and watched the pony, and he saw thmgs he had 
never notlced about any other horse, the sleek, shdmg flank muscles and 
the cords of the buttocks, which flexed like a closmg fist, and the shine 
the sun put on the red coat Havmg seen horses all hiS hfe, Jody had 
never looked at them very closely before But now he noticed the 
movmg ears which gave expressIOn and even mflectlOn of expressIOn to 
the face The pony talked wIth rus ears You could tell exactly how he 
felt about everythmg by the way hiS ears pomted Sometimes they were 
stiff and uprIght and sometimes lax and saggmg They went back when 
he was angry or fearful, and forward when he was aru..lOus and curious 
and pleased, and theIr exact position indIcated which emotIon he had. 

Billy Buck kept hIS word In the early fall the training began First 
there was the halter-breakmg, and that was the hardest because it was 
the first thmg J ody held a carrot and coaxed and promIsed and pulled 
on the rope The pony set hIS feet lIke a burro when he felt the stram 
But before long he learned Jody walked all over the ranch leadmg him. 
Gradually he took to droppmg the rope until the pony followed hun 
unled wherever he went 

And then came the trainmg on the long halter That was slower 
work Jody stood 10 the mIddle of a CIrcle, holdmg the long halter. 
He clucked With hiS tongue and the pony started to walk m a big Circle, 
held III by the long rope He clucked agam to make the pony trot, and 
agam to make hIm gallop Around and around GabIlan went thunder-
109 and enJoymg It Immensely Then he called, "Whoa," and the pony 
stopped It was not long untIl Gabilan was perfect at It But in many 
ways he was a bad pony He bIt Jody In the pants and stomped on 
Jody's feet. Now and then hIS ears went back and he aimed a tre
mendous kick at the boy Every tIme he did one of these bad things, 
Gabilan settled back and seemed to laugh to himself 

BIlly Buck worked at the hair rope 10 the evenmgs before the fire
place Jody collected taIl half 10 a bag, and he sat and watched BIlly 
slowly constructmg the rope, tWlstmg a few hairs to make a string and 
roll 109 two strIngs together for a cord, and then braid 109 a number of 
cords to make the rope Billy folled the fimshed rope on the floor under 
rus foot to make it round and hard. 

The long halter work rapidly approached perfectIOn Jody's father, 
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watching the pony stop and start and trot and gallop, was a httle 
bothered by it. 

"He's gettmg to be almost a tnck pony," he complamed. "I don't 
like trick horses. It takes all the--<l!gruty out of a horse to make him 
do tricks. Why, a tnck horse IS kind of hke an actor-no dignIty, no 
character of his own" And hIS father saId, "I guess you better be get
tmg hIm used to the saddle pretty soon " 

Jody rushed for the harness-room For some tIme he had been ndmg 
the saddle on a sawhorse He changed the stIrrup length over and 
over, and could never get it Just nght SometImes, mounted on the 
sawhorse in the harness-room, with collars and hames and tugs hung 
all about hIm, Jody rode out beyond the room He earned hIS nfle 
across the pommel He saw the fields go flymg by, and he heard the 
beat of the gallopmg hoofs. 

It was a tIcklIsh Job, saddlmg the pony the first tIme GabIlan 
hunched and reared and threw the saddle off before the cmch could 
be tIghtened It had to be replaced agam and agam untIl at last the 
pony let It stay And the cmchmg was dIfficult, too Day by day Jody 
tIghtened the gIrth a httle more untIl at last the pony dIdn't mmd the 
saddle at all 

Then there was the brIdle BIlly explamed how to use a stIck of 
hconce for a bIt untIl GabIlan was used to havmg somethmg m hIS 
mouth BIlly explamed, "Of cour5e we could force-break hIm to 
everythmg, but he wouldn't be as good a horse If we dId He'd always 
be a htde bIt afraId, and he wouldn't mmd becau,e he wanted to" 

The first tIme the pony wore the bndle he whIpped hIS head about 
and worked hIS tongue agamst the bIt untIl the blood oozed from the 
corners of hIS mouth He tned to rub the headstall off on the manger 
HIS ears pIvoted about and hIS eyes turned red with fear and WIth 
general rambunctIousness Jody reJOIced, for he knew that only a 
mean-souled horse does not re~ent trammg 

And Jody trembled when he thought of the time when he would 
first SIt in the saddle The pony would probably throw rum off. There 
was no dISgrace III that The dIsgrace would come If he dId not get 
rIght up and mount agam Sometnnes he dreamed that he lay in the 
dirt and CrIed and couldn't make hImself mount agam. The shame of 
the dream lasted untIl the mtddle of the day 

Gabtlan was growmg fast Already he had lost the long-leggeciness 
of the colt, hIs mane was gettIng longer and blacker. Under the constant 
currying and brushing his coat lay as smooth and gleammg as orange-

54 



red lacquer Jody OIled the hoofs and kept them carefully trimmed SO 
they would not crack. 

The halr rope was nearly fimshed Jody's father gave him an old pair 
of spurs and bent In the sIde bars and cut down the strap and took up 
the chamlets untIl they fitted And then one day Carl Tlflm saId; 

"The pony's growmg faster than I thought I guess you can ride him 
by ThanksgIvIng Thmk you can stIck on?" 

"I don't know," Jody saId shyly Thanksglvmg was only three weeks 
off He hoped It wouldn't ram, for ram would spot the red saddle 

GabIlan knew and lIked Jody by now He mckered when Jody came 
across the stubble-field, and m the pasture he came runnmg when his 
master whIstled for hIm There was always a carrot for him every time. 

BIlly Buck gave hIm ndmg mstructlOns over and over "Now when 
you get up there, Just grab tight wIth your knees and keep your hands 
away from the saddle, and If you get throwed, don't let that stop you. 
No matter how good a man IS, there's always some horse can pItch 
hIm You Just clImb up agam before he gets to feelmg smart about it. 
Pretty soon, he 'Won't throw you no more, and pretty soon he can't 
throw you no more That's the way to do It" 

"I hope It don't ram before," Jody saId 
"Why not? Don't want to get throwed in the mud?" 
That was partly It, and also he was afraId that In the flurry of 

buckmg Gabllan mIght slIp and fall on hIm and break hIS leg or his 
hlP He had seen that happen to men before, had seen how they 
wnthed on the ground hke squashed bugs, and he wa~ afraid of It. 

He practIced on the sawhorse how he would hold the reins m hIS left 
hand and a hat In hIS nght hand If he kept hIS hands thus busy, he 
couldn't grab the horn If he felt hImself gomg off He dIdn't lIke to 
thInk of what would happen If he dId grab the horn Perhaps his 
father and Billy Buck would never speak to hIm agam, they would be 
so ashamed The news would get about and rus mother would be 
ashamed too And In the school yard-It was too awful to wntemplate. 

He began puttmg hIS weIght m a stIrrup when GabIlan was saddled, 
but he dtdn't throw hIS leg over the pony's back That was forbIddeu 
untIl ThanksgIVIng 

Every afternoon he put the red saddle on the pony and CInched it 
tIght The pony was learnIng already to fill hIS stomach out unnaturally 
large whIle the cmchmg was gomg on, and then to let It down when 
the straps were fixed Somenmes Jody led hIm up to the brush hne and 
let hIm drInk from the round green tub, and sometImes he led him up 
through the stubble-field to the hilltop from whIch It was possible to see 
the wrute town of SalInas and the geometnc fields of the great valley, 
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and the oak trees chpped by the sheep Now and then they broke 
through the brush and came to lIttle cleared circles so hedged in that 
the wm:ld was gone and only the sky and the cIrcle of brush were left 
from the old hfe GabIlan hked these trips and showed it by keeping 
his head very high and by qUlvenng lus nostrIls wIth interest. When 
the two came back from an expedItIon they smelled of the sweet sage 
they had forced through 

Time dragged on toward Thanksgiving, but winter came fast. The 
douds swept down and hung all day over the land and brushed the 
hllltops, and the wmds blew shrIlly at mght All day the dry oak leaves 
drifted down from the trees untIl they covered the ground, and yet the 
trees were unchanged 

Jody had wIshed It mIght not rain before Thanksglvmg, but it did. 
The brown earth turned dark and the trees glIstened The cut ends of 
the stubble turned black wIth mIldew; the haystacks grayed from 
exposure to the damp, and on the roofs the moss, whIch had been all 
summer as gray as hzards, turned a brIllIant yellow-green DUrIng the 
week of ram, Jody kept the pony m the box stall out of the dampness, 
except for a httle tIme after school when he took hIm out for exerCIse 
and to drmk at the water-trough III the upper corral Not once dId 
Gabllan get wet 

The wet weather contmued untIl httle new grass appeared Jody 
walked to school dressed m a slIcker and short rubber boots. At length 
uae morning the sun came out bnghtly Jody, at hiS work m the box 
stall,. saJd to BIlly Buck, "Maybe I'll leave GabIlan m the corral when 
I go to school today" 

"Be good for hIm to be out m the sun," BIlly assured hIm "No anImal 
hkes to be cooped up too long Your father and me are gomg back on 
the hill to clean the leaves out of the sprmg" BIlly nodded and pIcked 
his teeth WIth one of hIS httle straws 

"If the ram comes, though-" Jody suggested 
"Not lIkely to ram today She's ramed herself out" BIlly pulled up 

his sleeves and snapped hIS arm bands. "If it comes on to ram-why a 
little rain don't hurt a horse" 

"Well, If It does come on to rain, you put hIm m, wIll you, BIlly? 
I'm scared he mlght get cold so I couldn't nde hlm when the tIme 
comes." 

"Oh sure' I'll watch out for hIm If we get back m hme. But it won't 
Din today." 

And so Jody, when he went to school left Gabilan standmg ant III 
the corral. 



Bdly Buck wasn't wrong about many thmgs. He couldn't be. But be 
was wrong about the weather that day, for a little after noon the clouds 
pushed over the hills and the rain began to pour down. Jody heard it 
start on the schoolhouse roof. He considered holdiRg up one finger for 
permtssion to go to the outhouse and, once outside, running for home 
to put the pony m PUDIshment would be prompt both at school and 
at home He gave It up and took ease from BIlly's assurance that rain 
couldn't hurt a horse When school was finally out, he hurried home 
thlOUgh the dark ram. The banks at the sIdes of the road spouted 
lIttle Jets of muddy water. The raIn slanted and swirled under a cold 
and gusty wmd Jody dog-trotted home, sloppmg through the gravelly 
mud of the road 

From the top of the ndge he could see Gabilan standmg nuserabIy 
10 the corral The red coat was almost black, and streaked wIth water. 
He stood head down wIth hIS rump to the rain and wmd Jodyarrived 
runnmg and threw open the barn door and led the wet pony in by his 
forelock Then he found a gunny sack and rubbed the soaked hair and 
rubbed the legs and ankles Gabilan stood patiently, but he trembled 
m gusts lIke the wmd 

When he had dned the pony as well as he could, ]ody went up to 
the house and brought hot water down to the barn and soaked the grain 
m It GabIlan was not very hungry He DIbbled at the hot mash, but he 
was not very much 10terested in It, and he still shIvered now and then. 
A httle steam rose from hIS damp back 

It was almost dark when BIlly Buck and Carl Tdhn came home.. 
"When the ram started we put up at Ben Herche's place, and the rain 
never let up all afternoon," Carl Tdlm explamed Jody looked re
proachfully at BIlly Buck and BIlly felt guilty 

"You saId It wouldn't ram," Jody accused hIm 
Bllly looked away "It's hard to tell, thIs time of year," he said, but 

hIS excuse was lame He had no right to be fallIble, aRd he knew it. 
"The pony got wet, got soaked through" 
"DId you dry hIm off;>" 
"I rubbed hIm wIth a sack and I gave him hot grain" 
BIlly nodded in agreement 
"Do you thmk he'll take cold, BIlly;>" 
"A httle rain never hurt anythmg," BIlly assured hIm 
Jody's father Jomed the conversation then and lectured the boy a 

lIttle "A horse," he said, "isn't any lap-dog kind of trung" Carl TifliB 
hated weakness and SIckness, and he held a violent contempt for help
lessness. 

Jody's mother put a platter of steaks on the table and boilel, 
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potatoes and boded squash, which clouded the room WIth their steam. 
They sat down to eat. Carl TIffin stIll grumbled about weakness put 
into animals and men by too much coddhng. 

Billy Buck felt ~ad about his mistake. "Did you blanket hun?" he 
asked 

"No I couldn't find any blanket. I laId some sacks over his back." 
"We'll go down and cover hIm up after we eat, then" BIlly felt 

better about it then When Jody's father had gone in to the fire and 
his mother was washmg dIshes, BIlly found and hghted a lantern. He 
and J ody walked through the mud to the barn The barn was dark 
and warm and sweet The horses shll munched theIr evening hay "You 
hold the lantern I" BIlly ordered And he felt the pony's legs and tested 
the heat of the flanks He put his cheek agamst the pony's grey muzzle 
and then he rolled up the eyelIds to look at the eyeballs and he hfted 
the bps to see the gums. and he put hiS fingers InSIde the ears "He 
don't seem so chIpper," BIlly saId "I'll gIve hIm a rub-down" 

Then BIlly found a sack and rubbed the pony's legs vJOlently and he 
rubbed the chest and the WIthers Gabilan was strangely spirItless Hr 
submItted patIently to the rubbmg At last BIlly brought an old cotton 
comforter from the saddle-room, and threw It over the pony's back 
and tIed It at neck and chest WIth strmg. 

"Now he'll be all rIght 10 the mormng," Billy saId 

lody's mother looked up when he got back to the house. "You're 
late up from bed," she said She held hIS chm m her hard hand and 
brushed the tangled hair out of hIS eyes and she saId, "Don't worry 
about the pony He'll be all rIght BIlly's as good as any horse doctor 10 

the country" 
Jody hadn't known she could see his worry He pulled gently away 

from her and knelt down in front of the fireplace untll It burned hIS 
.nomach He scorched hlInself through and then went 10 to bed, 
but It was a hard thmg to go to sleep He awakened after what 
seemed a long tIme The room was dark but there was a greyness In 

the wmdow bke that which precedes the dawn He got up and found 
hiS overalls and searched for the legs, and then the clock m the other 
room struck two He laId hIS clothes down and got back mto bed It was 
broad daylight when he awakened agam For the first tIme he had 
slept through the ringmg of the trIangle He leaped up, flung on hiS 
,clothes and went out of the door stIll buttonmg hIS shIrt HIS mother 
looked after him for a moment and then went qUIetly back to her work 
Her eyes were broodmg and kmd Now and then her mouth snuled a 
little but Without changmg her eyes at all. 
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Jody ran on toward the barn. Halfway there he heard the sound he 
dreaded, the hollow raspmg cough of a horse He broke into a sprint 
then. In the barn he found BIlly Buck with the pony. Blily was rubbmg 
its legs with lus strong thIck hands. He looked up and smIled gaUY. "He 
just took a httle cold," BIlly saId. "We'll have rum out of It 10 a couple 
of days" 

Jody looked at the pony's face. The .eyes were half closed and the 
lids thIck and dry In the eye corners a crust of hard mucus stuck 
Gabllan's ears hung loosely SIdeways and hIS head was low Jody put 
out hIS hand, but the pony dId not move close to It He coughed agam 
and hIS whole body constricted WIth the effort A httle stream of tbm 
flUId ran from hIS nostrIls 

Jody looked back at BIlly Buck "He's awful sIck, BIlly" 
"Just a httle cold, hke I saId," BIlly mSIsted "You go get some 

breakfast and then go back to school I'll take care of hIm" 
"But you mIght have to do somethmg else You mIght leave hIm" 
"No, I won't I won't leave hIm at all Tomorrow's Saturday Then 

you can stay wIth hIm all day" BIlly had faIled agam, and he felt 
badly about It He had to cure the pony now. 

J ody walked up to the house and took hIS place lIstlessly at the table 
The eggs and bacon were cold and greasy, but he dIdn't notIce it He 
ate rus usual amount He dIdn't even ask to stay home from school 
HIS mother pushed hIS haIr back when she took hIS plate "BIlly'II take 
care of the pony," she assured him 

He moped through the whole day at school He couldn't answer any 
questions nor read any words He couldn't even tell anyone the pony 
was SIck, for that mIght make hIm sicker And when school was finally 
out he started home m dread He walked slowly and let the other boys 
leave hIm He WIshed he mIght contmue walkmg and never arrIve at 
the ranch 

BIlly was In the barn, as he had promI~ed, and the pony was worse 
HIS eyes were almost closed now, and hIS breath wlustled shrIlly past 
an obstruction in rus nose A film covered that part of the eyes that was 
vlSlble at all It was doubtful whether the pony could see any more. 
Now and then he snorted, to clear lus nose, and by the actIOn seemed 
to plug It tighter. Jody looked dispuitedly at the pony's coat. The hair 
lay rough and unkempt and seemed to have lost all of ItS old luster BIlly 
stood qUIetly beSIde the stall. Jody hated to ask, but he had to know 

"BIlly, IS he-i& he going to get well;'" 
Bdly put his fingers between the bars under the pony's jaw and felt 

about. "Feel here," he SaId and he guided Jody's fingers to a large lump 
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under the jaw. "When that gets bigger, I'll open It up and then he'll 
get better" 

Jody looked qUickly away, for he had heard about that lump. "What 
is It the matter With him?" 

Billy didn't want to answer, but he had to. He couldn't be wrong 
three times "Strangles," he saId shortly, "but don't you worry about 
that. I'll pull hIm out of It. I've seen them get well when they were 
worse than Gabtlan is. I'm gomg to steam him now Y ClU can help." 

"Yes," Jody said miserably. He followed Billy mto the gram room 
and watched him make the steammg bag ready It was a long canvas 
nose bag WIth straps to go over a horse's ears BIlly filled It one-tlurd 
full of bran and then he added a couple of handfuls of dned hops On 
top of the dry substance he poured a htde carbohc aCld and a lIttle 
turpentme. "I'll be miXIng It all up whde you run to the house for a 
kettle of bOIlmg water," BIlly said 

When Jody came back WIth the steaming kettle, Blily buckled the 
straps over Gabllan's head and fitted the bag tightly around hiS nose 
Then through a httle hole m the SIde of the bag he poured the bOIhng 
water on the mixture The pony started away as a cloud of strong 
steam rose up, but then the soothmg fumes crept through hiS nose and 
into IDs lungs, and the sharp steam began to clear out the nasal 
passages He breathed loudly. HIS legs trembled in an ague, and hiS 
eyes closed agamst the bitIng cloud. Billy poured m more water and 
kept the steam nsmg for fifteen nnnutes At last he set down the kettle 
and took the bag from Gabllan's nose The pony looked better He 
breathed freely, and hIS eyes were open Wider than they had been 

"See how good It makes him feel," Billy said "Now we'll wrap him 
up in the blanket agam Maybe he'll be nearly well by mormng" 

"I'll stay With him tomght," Jody suggested 
"No. Don't you do It I'll bnng my blankets down here and put 

them m the hay You can stay tomorrow and steam rum If he needs it" 
The evenmg was fallmg when they went to the house for their 

supper Jody didn't even realIze that some one else had fed the 
thickens and filled the wood-box He walked up past the house to the 
dark brush lme and took a drmk of water from the tub The sprmg 
water was so cold that It stung hiS mouth and drove a shiver through 
hlID The sky above the htlls was sttll hght He saw a hawk flymg so 
high that it caught the sun on Its breast and shone hke a spark. Two 
blackbirds were dnvmg hIm down the sky, ghttermg as they attacked 
their enemy. In the west, the clouds were moving m to rain again. 

Jody's father didn't speak at all wlule the family ate supper, but 
after BIlly Buck had taken his blankets and gone to sleep In the barn, 
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Carl TiffIn buIlt a high fire In the fireplace and told stories. He told 
about the wild man who ran naked through the country and had a tail 
and ears lIke a horse, and he told about the rabbIt-cats of Mora Cojo 
that hopped mto the trees for bIrds He revived the famous Maxwell 
brothers who found a vein of gold and hid the traces of It so carefully 
that they could never find it agam 

Jody sat WIth hIS chm in hIS hands, his mouth worked nervously, 
and rus father gradually became aware that he wasn't hstemng very 
can'fully "Isn't that funny?" he asked 

Jody laughed pohtely and saId, "Yes, sir." HIS father was angry 
and hurt, then He dIdn't ten any more stones After a whIle, Jody 
took a lantern and went down to the barn BIlly Buck was asleep m 
the hay, and, except that hIS breath rasped a httle III hIS lungs, the 
pony seemed to be much better Jody stayed a httle whIle, runnmg hIS 
fingers over the red rough coat, and then he tool.. up the lantern and 
went back to the house When he was III bcd, hIS mother came mto 
the room 

"Have }OU enough covers on? It's gettmg wmter" 
"Yes, ma'am" 
"Well, get some rest tomght" She heSItated to go out, stood un

certamly "The pony WIll be all nght," she said 

Jody was tIred He went to sleep qUIckly and dIdn't awaken until 
dawn The tnangle sounded, and BIlly Buch. came up from the barn 
before Jody could get out of the house 

"How IS he?" Jody demanded 
BIlly always wolfed hIS breakfast "Pretty good I'm gomg to open 

that lump thIS mormng Then he'll be better maybe" 
After breakfast, Billy got out hIS best kmfe, one WIth a needle pomt 

He whetted the shmmg blade a long tIme on a lIttle carborundum 
stone He trIed the pomt and the blade agam and agam on hIS 
callused thumb-ball, and at last he tned It on hIS upper hp 

On the way to the barn, Jody notIced how the young grass was up 
and how the stubble was meltIng day by day mto the new green crop 
of volunteer. It was a cold sunny mormng 

As soon as he saw the pony, Jody knew he was worse HIS eyes were 
closed and sealed shut WIth drIed mucus HIS head hung so low that hIs 
nose almost touched the straw of hIS bed. There was a httle groan in 
each breath, a deep-seated, patIent groan 

BIlly lIfted the weak head and made a qUIck slash WIth the kmfe. 
Jody saw the yellow pus run out He held up the head whIle Billy 
swabbed out the wound WIth weak carbolIc aCId salve 
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"Now he'll feel better," Billy assured hIDl. "That yellow pOlson ~ 
what makes hun slCk." 

Jody looked unbeheving at BIlly Buck "He's awful SIck." 
BIlly thought a long tune what to say. He nearly to~sed off a careless 

assurance, but he saved lumself m tIDle "Yes, he's pretty sIck," he saId 
at last. "I've seen worse ones get well. If he doesn't get pneumorua, 
we'll pull hIm through You stay wIth him. If he gets worse, you can 
come and get me." 

For a long tIme after BIlly went away, Jody stood beSIde the pony, 
strolung lum behmd the ears. The pony dIdn't flIp hIS head the way 
he had done when hc was well The groanmg m hIS breathmg was 
becommg more hollow. 

Doubletree Mutt looked mto the barn, hIS bIg taIl wavmg provoca
tively, and Jody was so mcensed at lus health that he found a hard 
black clod on the floor and delIberately threw It Doubletree Mutt 
went yelpmg away to nurse a brwsed paw 

In the mIddle of the mornmg, BIlly Buck came back and made 
another steam bag Jody watched to see whether the pony Improved 
thIS tIme as he had before. HIS breathmg eased a httle, but he dId not 
ralse hIs head 

The Sacurday dragged on Late m the afternoon Jody went to the 
house and brought hIS beddmg down and made up a place to sleep in 
the hay. He dIdn't ask permISSIOn He knew from the way hIS mother 
looked at hIm that she would let hIm do almost anythmg That mght 
he left a lantern burmng on a WIre over the box stall BIlly had told 
him tl" rub the pony's legs every httle whIle 

At rune o'clock the wmd sprang up and howled around the barn. 
And in spIte of hIS worry, Jody grew sleepy He got mto hIS blankets 
and went to sleep, but the breathy groans of the pony sounded In hIS 
dreams And In hIS sleep he heard a crashmg nOlse whIch went on and 
on untIl It awakened hIm. The wmd was rushmg through the barn. 
He sprang up and looked down the lane of stalls The barn door had 
blown open, and the pony"' as gone. 

He caught the lantcrn and ran outSIde mto the gale, and he saw 
Gabilan weakly shamblmg away mto the darkness, head down, legs 
workmg slowly and mechamcally. When Jody ran up and caught lum 
by the forelock, he allowed lumself to be led back and put mto lus stall 
HIS groans were louder, and a fierce wlustlmg came from lus nose 
Jody dIdn't sleep any more then. The hissing of the pony's breath grew 
louder and sharper. 

He was glad when Billy Buck came in at dawn. BIlly looked tor a 
time at the pony as though he had never seen hun before. He felt the 
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ears and flanks. "Jody," he saId, "I've got to do somethIng you won't 
want to see You run up to the house for a while" 
, Jody grabbed him fiercely by the forearm. "You're not going to 

shoot hIm?" 
Billy patted rus hand "No I'm gomg to open a httle hole in his wind

pipe so he can breathe HIS nose IS filled up When he gets well, we'll 
put a httle brass button m the hole for him to breathe through" 

Jody couldn't have gone away If he had wanted to It was awful to 
~ee the red hide cut, but Infimtely more terrIble to know It was bemg 
cut and not to see It "I'll stay rIght here," he said bitterly. "You sure 
J ou got to ?" 

"Yes I'm sure If you stay, you can hold hIS head If it doesn't make 
you slck, that IS" 

The fine kmfe came out agam and was whetted agam Just as care
fully as It had been the first time Jody held the pony's head up and the 
throat taut, while BIlly felt up and down for the nght place Jody 
sobbed once as the bnght kmfe pomt dI~appeared mto the throat The 
pony plunged weakly away and then stood still, trembhng vlOlently. 
The blood ran thIckly out and up the kmfe and across BIlly's hand and 
mto lus shirtsleeve The sure square hand sawed out a round hole m the 
flesh, and the breath came burstmg out of the hole, throwmg a fine 
spray of blood W lth the rush at oxygen, the pony took a sudden 
strength He lashed out with hiS hmd feet and tned to rear, but Jody 
held rus head down whIle Billy mopped the new wound WIth carbolIc 
salve It was a good Job The blood stopped flowmg and the air puffed 
out the hole and sucked It In regularly with a httle bubblmg noise. 

The ram brought m by the mght wmd began to fall on the barn roof. 
Then the tnangle rang for breakfast. "You go up and eat whIle I walt," 
BIlly saId "We've got to keep thiS hole from pluggmg up" 

Jody walked slowly out of the barn He was too dispIrited to tell 
Bdly how the barn door had blown open and let the pony out He 
emerged into the wet grey mormng and sloshed up to the house, takmg 
a perverse pleasure m splaslung through all the puddles HIS mother 
fed hIm and put dry clothes on She dIdn't question him She seemed 
to know he couldn't answer questIOns But when he was ready to go 
back to the barn she brought him a pan of steamIng meal. "GIVe him 
thIS," she Said. 

But Jody did not take the pan. He said, "He won't eat anythmg," 
and ran out of the house At the barn, BIlly showed rum how to fix a 
ball of cotton on a stick, WIth which to swab out the breathIng hole 
when It became clogged WIth mucus 

]ody's father walked into the barn and stood With them in front of 
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the stall. At length he turned to the boy. "Hadn't you better come with 
me? I'm going to drive over the hIll .. J ody shook hIS head "You better 
come on, out of thIS," rus father insisted. 

BIlly turned on him angrily. "Let him alone. It's his pony, iso't It?" 
Carl Tlfhn walked away wIthout saying another word. HIS feehngs 

were badly hurt. 
All mom1Og J ody kept the wound open and the air passing 10 and 

out freely At noon the pony lay wearily down on his Side and stretched 
his nose out 

Billy came back "If you're going to stay WIth him torught, you 
better take a httle nap," he saId. Jody went absently out of the barn. 
The sky had cleared to a hard thm blue Everywhere the birds were 
busy WIth worms that had come to the damp surface of the ground 

Jody walked to the brush Ime and sat on the edge of the mossy tub 
He looked down at the house and at the old bunkhouse and at the 
dark cypress tree The place was famihar, but cUrIously changed It 
wasn't Itself any more, but a frame for tlungs that were happemng 
A cold wmd blew out of the east now, sIgmfymg that the ram was over 
for a httle whIle. At his feet Jody could see the httle arms of new 
weeds spreadmg out over the ground In the mud about the SprIng 
were thousands of quail tracks 

Doubletree Mutt came Sideways and embarrassed up through the 
vegetable patch, and Jody, remembermg how he had thrown the clod, 
put hiS arm about the dog's neck and kissed hun on hiS Wide black nose 
Doubletree Mutt sat stIll, as though he knew some solemn thmg ""as 
happemng HIS big tall slapped the ground gravely Jody pulled a 
swollen trck out of Mutt's neck and popped It dead between hIS thumb
naIls It was a nasty tlung He washed hiS hands m the cold spnng 
water. 

Except for the steady SWIsh of the wmd, the farm was very qUlet. 
Jody knew hiS mother wouldn't mmd If he dIdn't go m to eat rus lunch. 
After a httle whIle he went.slowly back to the bam Mutt crept IOta 
his own httle house and whined softly to hImself for a long trme 

BIlly Buck stood up from the box and surrendered the cotton swab 
The pony stdllay on hIS SIde and the wound m rus throat bellowsed 10 

and out. When Jody saw how dry and dead the haIr looked, he knew 
at last that there was no hope for the pony He had seen the dead hair 
before on dogs and on cows, and It was a sure sign He ~at heavily on 
the box and let down the barner of the box stall. For a long tIme he 
kept lus eyes on the movmg wound, and at"last he dozed, and the 
.titernoon passed qUlckly Just before dark hiS mother brought a deep 
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dish of stew and left it for hun and went away. Jody ate a little of It, 
and, when it was dark, he set the lantern on the floor by the pony~s head 
so he could watch the wound and keep It open And he dozed agaIn 
unnl the night chIll awakened hIm The wmd was bloWIng fiercely, 
bringing the north cold wIth It Jody brought a blanket from his bed in 
the hay and wrapped hImself m It Gabilan's breathmg was qUIet at 
last, the hole m hIS throat moved gently The owls flew through the 
hayloft, shnekmg and lookmg for mIce Jody put his hands down on 
hIS head and slept In hIS sleep he was aware that the WInd had 
increased He heard It slammmg about the barn. 

It was dayhght when he awakened The barn door had swung open 
The pony was gone He sprang up and ran out Into the mormng lIght 

The pony's tracks were plam enough, draggmg through the frosthke 
dew on the young grass, tIred tracks WIth httle hnes between them 
where the hoofs had dragged They headed for the brush lme halfway 
up the ridge J ody broke Into a run and followed them The sun shone 
on the sharp whIte quartz that stuck through the ground here and 
there As he followed the plam traIl, a shadow cut across in front of 
hIm He looked up and saw a hIgh CIrcle of black buzzards, and the 
slowly revolvmg circle dropped lower and lower. The solemn birds 
soon dIsappeared over the ndge Jody ran faster then, forced on by 
pamc and rage The trail entered the brush at last and followed a 
wmdmg route among the tall sage bushes 

At the top of the ndge Jody was wmded He paused, puffing noisIly. 
The blood pounded In his ears Then he saw what he was lookmg for. 
Below, in one of the httle clearings in the brush, lay the red pony In 
the dIstance, Jody could see the legs movmg slowly and convulSIVely 
And in a CIrcle around hIm stood the buzzards, waitmg for the moment 
of death they know so well 

J ody leaped forward and plunged down the hill. The wet ground 
muffled rus steps and the brush hId him. When he arrived, It was all 
over The first buzzard sat on the pony's head and Its beak had just rIsen 
dnppmg WIth dark eye flUId Jody plunged mto the CIrcle hke a cat 
The black brotherhood arose In a cloud, but the big one on the pony's 
head wa:: too late As It hopped along to take off, Jody caught Its WIng 
tip and pulled it down It was nearly as big as he was The free wmg 
crashed into his face with the force of a club, but he hung on The 
claws fastened on his leg and the wing elbows battered hIS head on 
eIther SIde. Jody groped blmdly with hIS free hand His fingers found 
the neck of the strugghag bird The red eyes looked into his face, calm 
and fearless and fierce; the naked head turned from side to SIde Then 
the beak opened and vomited astream of putrefied flUId Jody brought 
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up his knee and fell on the great bird. He held the neck to the groU1l(j 
with one hand while his other found a piece of sharp whIte quartz ThE 
first blow broke the beak sideways and black blood spurted from the 
twisted, leathery mouth comers. He struck again and missed. The red 
fearless eyes stIll looked at him, impersonal and unafraId and de
tached He struck agaIn and agaIn, untIl the buzzard lay dead, untIl 
its head was a red pulp He was still beatIng the dead bIrd when BIlly 
Buck pulled rum off and held him tIghtly to calm hIs shakIng 

Carl Tlflm WIped the blood from the boy's face WIth a red bandar:.a 
Jody was hmp and qUIet now HIs father moved the buzzard with 
hIS toe "Jody," he explamed, "the buzzard dIdn't kIll the pony. Don't 
you know that?" 

"I know it," Jody saId weanly 
It was BIlly Buck who was angry Hc had lIfted Jody m hIS arms, and 

had turned to carry hIm home But he turned back on Carl TIfhn 
" 'Course he knows It," BIlly saId fUrIously, "Jesus ChrIst' man, can" 
you see how he'd feel about It?" 

The Erne from the Coast 

T 0 BEACHCROFT 

I 

'WHERE'S HARRY?' Mr Thorburn came out of the back of the farm
house .He stood m the rruddle of the well-kept farmyard 'Here, Harry I' 
he ~houted 'HI, Harry!' 

He stood leanmg on a stIck and holdmg a letter m hIS hand, as he 
looked round the farmyard 

Mr. Thorburn was a red-faced, powerful man, he wore knee breeche~ 
and black leather gaIters HIS face and well-fleshed body tok! you at a 
glance that Thorburn's Farm ha,4 not done too badly durmg the 
twenty years of hI.,'! married hfe 

Harry, a faIr-haired boy, came runnmg across the yard 
'Harry,' saId the farmer to his son, 'here's a letter come for old 

MIchael. It WIll be about tlus VISIt he's to pay to rus SIck brother. NIce 
tIme of year for t1us to happen, I must say. You'd better take the letter 
to rum at once.' 
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'Where to?' saId Harry. 
'He's up on the hIll, of course,' said the fanner 'In hIS hut, or with 

the sheep somewhere Your own brams could have told you that. Can't 
you ever use them? Go on, now' 

'RIght,' saId Harry He turned to go 
'Don't take all day,' saId hIS father. 
Mr Thorburn stood lookmg after hIS son He leaned heavIly on the 

thorn stIck whIch he always earned Harry went through the gate m 
the low gray wall whIch ran round one SIde of the yard, where there 
were no bUlldmg, DIrectly he left the farmyard, he began to chmb 
Thorburn's Fann was at the end of a valley Green fields lay m front 
of It, and a WIde road sloped gently down to the vIllage a mIle away; 
behmd, the hIll soared up, and hIgh on the ndge of the hIlI was 
MIchael's hut, three mIles off, and climbmg all the way 

Harry was thIrteen, very yellow-haIred and blue-eyed He was a slIp 
of a boy It seemed unhkcly that he (.QuId ever grow mto such a stolId, 
heavy man as hIS father Mr Thorburn was every pound flf fourteen 
,tone, as the men on the farm could have told you the day he broke hIS 
leg and they had to carry hIm back to the farmhouse on a hurdle 

Harry started off far too fast, takmg the lower slopes almost at a run. 
His body was loose m Its movements, and coltish, and by the tIme the 
real work began he was already brmg However, the AprIl day was 
fresh and ramy, and the cold of It kept hIm gomg Gray gusts and 
showers swept over the hIllSide, and between them, WIth changmg 
light, came famt gleams of sunshme, so that the shadows of the clouds 
raced along the hilI be~lde him Presently he cleared the gorse and 
heather, and came out on to the open hillSide, whIch was bare except 
for short, tuswck}' grass HIS home began to look far off beneath hIm. 
He could see hiS mother walkmg down towards the Village With one of 
the dogs, and the baker's cart commg up from the Village towards her. 
The fields were brown and green round the farmhouse, and the bwld
mgs were gray, With low stone walls. 

He stopped several tImes to look back on the small distant fann 
It took him well over an hour to reach the small hut where MIchael 
hved by day and slept dunng most mghts throughout the lambmg 
season He was not m hiS hut, but after a few mmutes' search Harry 
found him MIchael was sIttmg WIthout movement, watclung the sheep 
and talkmg to hIS gray and whIte dog. He had a sack across lus 
shoulders, which made lum look rather hke a rock WIth gray hchen on 
It He looked up at Harry without movmg. 

'It's a hildy wlldy day,' he saId, 'but there'll be a glent of sunsheen 
cyet.' 



Harry handed MIchael the letter. MIchael looked 'at it, and opened 
it very slowly, and spread the crackling paper out on rus knee with 
brown hands. Harry watched him for some minutes as he studied the 
letter in sIlence 

'Letter'I! be aboot my brother,' said Michael at length 'I'm to goa 
and see hIm.' He handed the letter to Harry. 'Read It, Harry,' he SaId 
Harry read the letter to hIm tWIce 

'Tell thy dad,' saId MIchael, 'I'll be doon at farm i' the morn 
Happen I'll be away three days And tell hIm new lamb was born last 
neet, but it's sIckly' 

They looked at the small whIte bundle that lay on the grass besIde 
its mother, hardly movmg , 

, 'T'll pIck up,' saId MIchael He slowly stood and looked round at 
the dIstance 

MIchael had rather long haIr, It was between gray and white in 
.;:olor, and It blew m the wmd It was about the hue of an old sheep's 
skull that has lam out on the bare mountain MIchael's clothes and 
face and hair made Harry feel that he had slowly faded out on the 
hIllside. He was all the color of ram on the stones and last year's 
bracken 

'It'll make a change,' said Michael, 'gomg off and sleepmg m a bed' 
'Good-bye,' saId Harry 'You'll be down at the fann tomorrow, then)' 
'Aw reet,' SaId MIchael 
'Aw reet,' said Harry 
Harry went slowly back to the farm The ram had cleared off, and 

the evening was "Sunny, with a watery I1ght, by the tIme he was home. 
MIchael had been rIght. Harry gave hIS father the message, and told 
hIm about the lamb 

'It's a funny thmg,' said Harry, 'that old MIChael can't even read' 
'Don't you be so smart,' saId Mr. Thorburn 'MIchael knows a thmg 

or two you don't You don't want to go muckermg about with an old 
fellow lIke Michael-best shepherd I've ever known' 

Harry went away feelmg somewhat abashed Lately it seemed his 
father was always down on hIm, tellmg hIm he showed no SIgn of 
sense, telhng hIm he ought to grow up a bit, telhng hIm he was more 
like seven than thIrteen 

He went to the kItchen. ThiS was a big stone-fioored room WIth a 
huge plam table, where the whole household and several of the farm 
hands could SIt down to dmner or tea at the same tIme HIS mother 
and his aunt trom the vlllage were still Iingermg over their teacups, 
but there was no one else ill the room except a small tortoise-shell cat, 
which was pacmg round them asking for mIlk in a loud vOIce. The 

68 



yellow evemng lIght filled the room HIs mother gave rum tea and ham 
and bread and butter, and he ate it 10 sIlence, plaY10g WIth the cat 2.S 

he dId so. 

II 

Next morn1Og at mne o'clock there was a loud rap wIth a stlck at the 
kItchen door, and there by the pump, wIth the hens runmng round hIS 

legs, stood MIchael 
'Good mornmg, Mrs Thorburn,' he saId 'Is Measter about?' 
'Come on m wIth you,' saId Mrs Thorburn, 'and have a good hot 

cup 0' tea Have you eaten thIS mormng?' 
MIchael clar*ed mto the kItchen, hIS hobnaIls stnkmg the flags, 

and he sat down at one end of the table 
'Aye,' he saJd, 'I've eaten, MISS us I had a good thoom-bit when I 

rose up, but a cup of tea would be welcome' 
As he drank the tea, Mr. Thorburn came in, brmgmg Harry With 

hIm Michael, thought Harry, always looked rather strange when he 
was down in the VIllage or in the farmhouse, rather as a pIle of bracken 
or an armful of leaves would look If It were emptIed out onto the parlor 
floor 

MIchael talked to Mr Thorburn about the sheep, about the new 
lamb, about young Bob, hIS nephew, who was commg over from 
another farm to look after the sheep whIle he was away 

'Tell en to watch new lamb,' saId Michael, 'It'S creachy I've put en 
in my little hut, and owd sheep IS lookmg roun' t' doorway.' 

After hIS cup of tea MIchael shook hands all round Then he set off 
down to the VIllage, where he was gomg to fall In WIth a hft 

Soon after he had gone, Bob arnved at the farm He was a tall 
young man WIth a freckled face, and red haIr, bIg-boned and very 
gentle m hIS VOIce and movements He lIstened to all Mr. Thorburn's 
Instructions and then set out for the shepherd's hut 

However, It seemed that Mr Thorburn's luck with rus shepherds was 
dead out For the next evemng, Just as it was turnIng dark, Bah walked 
Into the farmhouse kItchen HIS face was tense WIth pam, and he was 
nursing hiS left arm WIth hIS nght hand. Harry saw the ugly dIstorted 
shape and swellIng at the wrIst Bob had fallen and broken the wnst 
<,arlIer in the day, and by evenIng the pam had dnven rum back. 

'I'm sorry, Mr. Thorburn,' he kept on saying 'I'm a bIg fule ' 
The sheep had to be left for that rught. Next mornmg It was again 

a cold, windy day, and clouds the color of gunmetal raced over th~ 
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hill. The sun broke through fitfully, filhng the valIey with a steel-blue 
light in which the green grass looked vivid. Mr. Thorburn decided to 
send Harry out to the shepherd's hut for the day and DIght 

'Happen old Mlchael will be back some time tomorrow,' he said. 
'You can look to the sheep, Harry, and see to that SIck lamb for us. 
It's a good chance to make yourself useful.' 

Harry nodded. 
'You can feed the lamb Bob said it dIdn't seem to suck enough, and 

you can let me know if anythmg else happens And you can keep an 
eye on the other lambs and see they don't get over the edges There's 
no need to fold them at mght, Just let the dog round them up and see 
the flock is near the hut' 

'There's blankets and everythmg in the hut, Harry,' said Mrs. Thor
burn, 'and a spmt lamp to make tea You can't come to harm.' 

Harry set off up the hIlI and began to chmb Out on the hilltop It 
was very lonely, and the wmd was loud and gusty, WIth sudden snatches 
of rain The sheep kept near the wooden hut most of the time, It was 
bullt in the lee of the ndge, and the best shelter ",as to be found near 
It Harry looked after the SIck lamb and brewed himself tea He had 
Tassie, the gray and whIte ~heepdog, for company TIme dId not hang 
heavy. When evening came he rounded up the sheep and counted 
them, and, true to adVIce that MIchael had gIven hIm, he slept 111 hl~ 

boots as a true shepherd docs, warmly wrapped up m the rugs 
He ",as awakened as soon as It wa~ lIght by the dog barkmg He 

went out m the gray dawn hght, and found a rustle and agltatlOn 
among the sheep Tassle ran to him and back towards the sheep The 
~heep were startmg up alert, and showed a tendency to scatter Harry 
looked round, wondermg what the trouble was Then he saw A bIrd 
was hovering over the flock, and it wa~ thIS that had attracted the 
sheep's attentIOn But what bIrd was It? It hovered lIke a hawk, soarmg 
on outstretched wmgs; yet It was much too big for a hawk As the 
bIrd came nearer Harry was astonished at ItS size Once or twice It 
approached and then went soarmg and floatmg away agam It was 
larger than any bIrd he had ever seen before-browmsh In color, with 
a gray head and a hawk's beak. 

Suddenly the bIrd began to drop as a hawk drops A knot of sheep 
dashed apart Tassle rushed towards the bIrd, hIS head down and hiS 
tall streamIng out behmd him Harry followed ThiS must be an eagle, 
he thought He saw It, lookmg larger stIll now It was on the glOund, 
standIng With outstretched wmgs over a lamb 

Tassle attacked, snarlmg m rage The eagle rose at him. It struck at 
him with Its feet and a flurry of beatmg wmgs. The dog was thrown 
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back. He retreated slowly, snarling savagely as he went, rus taIl between 
his legs He was frightened now, and uncertain what to do 

The eagle turned back to the lamb, took It 1D its talons agam, and 
began to nse. It could not move qwckly near the ground, and Harry 
came up WIth It At once the eagle put the lamb on a rock and turned 
on hIm He saw Its talons driving towards hIS face, claws and spurs of 
steel-a stroke could tear your eyes out He put up lus arms m fear, 
and he felt the rush of wmgs round hIS face. WIth lus arm above rus 
head he sank on one knee 

When he looked up agam, the eagle was hack on the lamb It began 
to fly WIth long slow wmgbeats At first It scarcely rose, and flew WIth 
the lamb almost on the ground. 

Harry ran, throwmg a stone He shouted Tassie gave chase, snap
ping at the eagle as It went But the eagle was workmg towards a 
chasm, a sheer drop m the hIllSIde where no one could follow it In 
another moment It was floatmg in the air, clear and away Then It 
rose hIgher, and headed towards the coast, whIch was a few nnles away 
over the hIlI 

Harry stood and watched It tIll It was out of SIght When It was gone, 
he turned and walked slowly back to the hut There was not a sound 
to be heard now except the sudden rushes of wmd The hIllSIde was 
bare and coverless except for the scattered black rocks TassIe walked 
beSIde hIm The dog was very subdued and hardly glanced to rIght or 
left 

It took some tIme to round the sheep up, or to find, at least, where 
the varIOUS parts of the flock had scattered themselves The Sick lamb 
and ItS mother had been enclosed all thIS tIme m a small fold near the 
hut The ewe was stIlI ternfied 

An hour later Harry ~et off down the mountam SIde to the farm. 
Tassie looked after him doubtfully He ran several tImes after lum, but 
Harry sent hIm back to the hut 

It was the mIddle of the mornmg when Harry came back to the 
farmyard agam HIS father was standmg in the middle of the yard, 
leamng on hIS stIck, and gIvmg advice to one of hIS cowmen He broke 
off when he saw Harry come m through the gate, and walk towards 
him across the farmyard 

'Well,' he saId, 'anythmg wrong, Harry? I ~hought you were gomg 
to stay tIll MIchael came back.' 

'We've lost a lamb,' said Harry, breathlessly 'It's been carned off 
by an eagle It must have been an eagle.' 

'An eagle?' said Mr. Thorburn He gave a laugh whIch mocked 
Harry. 'Why dIdn't you stop it?' 



'I tried,' said Harry. 'But I . . .' 
Mr. Thorburn was in a bad mood. He had sold some heifers the day 

before at a chsappomtmg pnce. He had had that morning a letter from 
the builders about repaIrs to some of the farm buildings, and there was 
work to be done whIch he could hardly afford He was worried about 
Michael's absence He felt as if the world were bearing down on hIm. 
and he had too many burdens to support 

He suddenly shouted at Harry, and hIs red face turned darker red. 
'That's a he I' he saId. 'There's been no eagle here m my hfetime. 

What's happened? Go on-tell me' 
Harry stood before hIm. He looked at his father, but saId nothmg 
'You've lost that lamb,' said Thorburn 'Let It fall down a hole or 

sometlung Any chIld from the VIllage could have watched those sheep 
for a day Then you're frightened, and come back here and he to me • 

Harry stIll saId nothmg 
'Come here,' saId Thorburn suddenly He caught him by the am' 

and turned him round 'I'll teach you not to lie to me,' he saId He 
raised hiS stick and hit Harry as hard as he could; then agam and again 

'It's true,' began Harry, and then cried out With pam at the blows 
At the third or fourth blow he wrenched himself away Thorburn 

let him go Harry walked away as fast as he could, through the gate 
and out of the yard WIthout lookmg round 

'Next tIme It WIll be a real beatmg,' hIS father shouted after hIm 
'Bnng the eagle back, and then I'll beheve you' 

III 

As soon as Harry was through the gate, he turned behind one of the 
barns where he was out of sight from the yard He stood tremblmg and 
clenching lus fists He found there were tears on hIS face, and he forced 
himself not to cry The blows hurt, yet they did not hurt very senously 
He would never have cried for that But It had been done in front of 
anot]ler man The other man had looked on, and he and his father had 
been laughmg as he had almost run away Harry clenched his fists, even 
now they were stIll talkmg about him 

He began to walk and then run up the hIllside towards the hut. 
When he reached it, he was exhausted He flung hImself on the mattress 
and punched it again and again and clenched his teeth. 

The day passed and nobody came from the farm He began to feel 
better, and presently a new Idea struck him, and With it a new hope 
He prayed now that old Michael would not return today; that he 
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would be able to spend another rught alone in the hut; and that the 
eagle would come back next moming and attack the sheep agrun, and 
give him one more chance 

Harry went out and scanned the gray sky, and then knelt down on 
the grass and prayed for the eagle to come. Tassie, the gray and white 
~heepdog, looked at hIm questIOningly. Soon it was gettmg dark, and 
he walked about the hIll and rounded up the sheep He counted the 
flock, and all was well Then he looked round for a weapon There 
was no gun m the hut, but he found a thIck stave tipped wIth metal, part 
of some broken tool that had been thrown aSIde He pOIsed the stave 10 

hIS hand and swung It, It was Just a good weIght to hIt wIth He would 
have to go straIght at the eagle wIthout hesltabon and break its skull 
After thmkmg about thIS for some bme, he made hImself tea, and ate 
some bread and butter and cold meat. 

Down at the farm Mr. Thorburn 10 the evenmg told hIS wife what 
had happened He was qUIte sure there had been no eagle Mrs. Thor
burn dId not say much, but she saId It was an extraordmary thIng for 
Harry to have saId She told her husband that he ought not to have 
beaten the boy, but should have found out what the trouble really was. 

'But I dare say there is no great harm done,' she ended, phIl
osophIcally 

Harry spent a restless mght He slept and lay awake by turns, but, 
sleepmg or wakIng, he was tortured by the same Images He saw aU the 
events of the day before He saw how the eagle had first appeared above 
hIm, how It had attacked, how it had dnven oft TaSSIe and then hIm 
He remembered hIS fear, and he planned agam Just how he could 
attack the eagle when it came back. Then he thought of hImself gomg 
down to .... ards the farm and he saw agam the scene .... Ith hIS father 

AU mght long he saw these pIctures and other scenes from hIS hfe. 
In every one of them he had made some mIstake, he had made hImself 
look ndlculous, and grown men had laughed at hIm He had faIled in 
strength or 10 common sense, he was always disappomtIng himself and 
hIS father. He was too young for his age He was stIll a baby 

So the mght passed Early 10 the morning he heard Tassle barkIng. 
He jumped up, fully clothed, and ran outsIde the hut. The cold aIr 

made rum sruver, but he saw at once that rus prayer had been an
swered There was the eagle, above him, and already dropping down 
towards the sheep It floated, poised on huge wings. The flock stood 
nervously huddled. Suddenly, as before, the attacker plunged towards 
them They scattered, runmng in every directIOn The eagle followed, 
and swooped on one weakly running lamb At once it tried to rise again, 
bu· 1ts heavy wingbeats took it along the earth. Near the ground it 
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seemed cumbersome and awkward Tassie was after It lIke a flash i 
Harry seized his weapon, the stave tipped with iron, and followed. 
When Tassie caught up with the eagle It turned and faced hun, stand· 
ing over the lamb 

Harry, as he ran, could see blood staining the white wool of the 
lamb's body; the eagle's wings were half spread out over it, and moving 
slowly. The huge bIrd was grayish-brown WIth a whIte head and tall 
The beak was yellow, and the leg~ yellow and scaly 

It lowered its head, and WIth a fierce movement threatened Tassie, 
then, as the dog approached, it began to rock and stamp from foot to 
foot in a menaCIng dance, then It opened Its beak and gave Its fierce, 
yelping cry. Tassle hung back, his ears flattened agaInst his hf'ad, 
snarlIng, creepmg by inches towards the eagle; he was fnghtened, but 
he was brave Then he ran in to attack. 

The eagle left the Iamb. WIth a lunging spring it aImed heavIly at 
Tassie It Just cleared the ground and beat about TaSSle with Its wmgs, 
hovenng over hIm. Tassie flattened out his body to the earth and turned 
his head upwards WIth snappmg jaws. But the eagle was over hIm and 
on rum, Its talons plunged mto rus side, and a plercmg scream rang out 
The eagle struck deliberately at the dog's skull three times; the beak's 
point hammered on hIS head, stnkmg downwards and Sideways. TassIe 
lay limp on the ground, and, where his head had been, a red mIxture of 
blood and brams flowed on the grass. When Harry took hIS eyes away 
from the blood, the eagle was standing on the lamb agaIn 

Harry approached the eagle slowly, step by step. He grIpped rus 
stick firmly as he came The eagle put Its head down It rocked on Its 
feet as if preparmg to leap Behmd the ternfic beak, sharp as metal, wa~ 
a shallow head, flat and broad as a snake's, glarmg with lIght yellow 
un-animal eyes. The head and neck made weavmg movements towards 
hun. 

At a pace or two from the eagle Harry stood stIll In a second he 
would make a rush. He could break the eagle's skull, he told rumself, 
with one good blow; then he could avenge Tassle and stand up to hIS 
father. 

But he w3.lted too long. The eagle tried to rise, and with its heavy 
sweepmg beats was beglnning to gam speed along the ground Harry 
ran, stumbhng over the uneven ground, among boulders and out
croppmgs of rock, trymg to stnke at the eagle as he went But as soon 
as the eagle was in the aIr It was no longer heavy and clumsy There was 
a sudden rush of wings and buffeting about his head as the eagle turned 
to drive him off. For a second he saw the talons sharp as metal, backed 
by the metal strength of the legs, striking at rus face He put up his 
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arm. At once it was seared with a red-hot pain, and he could see the 
blood rush out. 

He stepped back, and back again. The eagle, after tlus one fierce 
:woop at him, went round in a wlde, low circle, and returned to the 
lamb. Harry saw that ills coat sleeve was in nbbons, and that blood 
was runrung off the ends of ills fingers and fallmg to the ground. 

He stood pantmg, the wind blew across the empty hIgh ground. The 
sheep had varushed from sIght Tassle lay dead near by, and he was 
utterly alone on the rulls There was nobody to watch what he dId. The 
eagle mIght hurt him, but It could not Jeer at hIm He attacked It 
agam, but already the eagle wlth lts heavy wingbeats had cleared the 
ground, trus tIme It took the lamb with It. Harry saw that It meant to 
fly, as It had flown yesterday, to an edge, and then out mto the free 
aIr over the chasm, and over the valley far below. 

Harry gave cha~e, stumblmg over the broken ground and between 
the boulders-stnkmg at the eagle as he went, tr}'mg to beat It down 

Ibefore It could escape The eagle was hampered by his attack, and 
suddenly It swooped onto a projectIOn of rock and turned agam to 
dnve him off Harry was now m a bad pOSItIOn The eagle stood on a 
rock at the height of hIS own shoulders, With the lamb beside It It 
struck at rus chest WIth Its talons, beatmg its wmgs as it dId so. HarT}' 
felt clothes and flesh bemg torn, buffetmg blows began about hIS head; 
but he kept close to the eagle and struck at It again He did not want 
SImply to fnghten It away, but to kdln. The eagle fought at first simply 
to dnve Harry off, then, as he continued. to attack, it became ferocious. 

Harry saw hIS only chance was to keep close to the eagle and beat it 
down, but already It was at the height of his face. It struck at him from 
above, dnvmg ItS steel claws at hIm, beatmg its wmgs about him. He 
was dazed by the buffetmg which went on and on all round him, then 
WIth an agomzmg stab he felt the claws seIZe and pierce his shoulder 
and neck. He struck upwards desperately and bbndly. As the eagle 
drove its beak at hIS head, rus stIck Just turned the blow aside The 
beak struck a glancmg blow off the stick, and tore away hIS eyebrow. 

Harry found that something was blmdIng hIm, and he felt a new 
sickemng fear that already one of rus eyes was gone. The outspread 
beatIng wings and weight of the eagle dragged him about, and he 
nearly lost hIS footing He had forgotten, now, that he was provmg 
anythmg to rus father, he was fighting for his eyes. Three times he 
fended off the hammer stroke of the beak, and at these close quarters 
the blows of hIS club found their mark. He caught the eagle'S head each 
time, and the bud was half stunned. 

Harry, reelmg and staggermg, felt the grip of the claws gradually 
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loosen, and almost unbeliP,.ably the tioay of his enemy sagged, half 
fluttenng to the ground. With a I1,ldden spurt of new strength, Harry 
attacked, and rained blows on the bm:l's skull. 'the eagle struggled, and 
he followed, beating it down among the rocks. At last the eagle's 
movements stopped. He saw its skull was broken, and that it Jay dead. 

He stood for many minutes pantmg and unmoving, filled wIth a 
tremendous eXCltement; then he sat on a boulder. The fight had taken 
hIm near a steep edge a long way from the body of T assie. 

HIS wounds began to ache and burn. The sky and the horizon spun 
round hIm, but he forced himself to be firm and collected After a while 
he stooped down and hoisted the eagle onto hiS shoulder. The wmgs 
dropped loosely down in front and berund. He set off towards the farm 

IV 

When he reached hIS home, the low gray walls, the ploughed fields, 
md the green pasture fields were swimmmg before hIS eyes in a dizzy 
pattern. It was stIll the early part of the mornmg, but there was plent} 
of hfe in the farmyard, as usual Some cows were bemg dnven out. One 
of the carthorses was standmg harnessed to a heavy wagon. Harry's 
father was talkmg to the carter and lookmg at the horse's leg 

When they saw Harry come towards them they waIted, unmoving 
They could hardly see at first who or what It was. Harry came up and 
dropped the bIrd at his father's feet. HIS coat was gone His shirt hung 
m bloodstamed rags about him, one arm was caked m blood, hIS nght 
eyebrow hung in a loose flap, With the blood stIll oozmg sbcktly down 
hIS cheek 

'Good God!' said Thorburn, catchmg him by the arm as he reeled. 
He led the boy into the kitchen. There they gave rum a glass of 

brandy and sponged hIm WIth warm water There was a deep long 
wound m hIS left forearm. HIS chest was crisscrossed WIth cuts. The 
flesh was torn away from hIS neck where the talons had sunk in. 

Presently the doctor came. Harry's wounds began to hurt lIke fire, 
but he talked excitedly. He was happIer than he had ever been in his 
hfe. Everybody on the farm came m to see rum and to see the eagle's 
body. 

All day hIS father hung about him, looking into the kitchen every 
half hour. He saId very httle, but asked Harry several times how he 
felt. 'Are you aw reet?' he kept saymg. Once he took a cup of tea from 
hIS WIfe and carned it across the kItchen in order tl) gIve it to Harry 
WIth his own hands. 



Later in the day old Mi.d~",came b~, and Harry told him the 
whole story. Michael ~~e bird "Over. He said it was an erne, a 
white-tailed sea eagle f~1ilie coast. He measured the wing span, and 
it was seven and a half feet. Michael had seen two or three when he 
was a boy-always near the coast-but this one, he said, was easily the 
largest. 

Three days later Mr. Thorburn took Harry, still stiff and bandaged, 
down to the Village inn. There he set him before a blazmg fire all the 
evenmg, and in the presence of men from every cottage and farm 
Thorbur'l praised his son. He bought hIm a glass of beer and made 
Harry tell the story of his fight to everyone. 

As he told It, Thorburn sat by him, .hearing the story himself each 
time, making certam that Harry missed nothing about hIS struggle. 
Afterwards every man drank Harry's health, and clapped Thorburn on 
the back and told hIm he ought to be proud of hIS son. 

Later, in the SIlent darkness, they walked back to the farm agam, 
and neither of them could find anything to say. Harry wondered if hIS 
father mIght not refer to the beatmg and apologize Thorburn moved 
round the house, rakmg out fires and lockmg up. Then he picked up 
the lamp and, holdmg it above his head, led the way upstaIrs. 

'Good mght, Harry,' said his father at last, as he took him to his 
bedroom door 'Are you aw reet?' 

HIS father held the lamp up and looked mto Harry's face. As the 
lamplIght fell on It, he nodded He saId nothmg more 

'Aye,' Said Harry, as he turned mto rus bedroom door, 'I'm aw reet.' 

Marta 

ELIZABETH BOWEN 

"WE HAVE GIRLS of our own, you see," Mrs Dosely said, smiling 
warmly. 

That seemed to settle It Maria's aunt Lady Rlmlade relaxed at last 
in Mrs. Dosely's armchaIr, and, glancmg round once more at the 
Rectory drawing-roam's fluttery whIte curtains, alert-looking photo
graphs, and silver cornets spuming out pink sweet-pea, consigned 
Maria to these pleasant influences 

"Then t.'lat Will be dehghtful." she sai~ in that blandlv r.on?usive 
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tone in wruch she declared open so many bazaars "Thursday next, 
then, Mrs. Dosely, about tea-time?" 

"That will be delightful." 
"It is most kmd," Lady Rimlade concluded. 
Maria could not agree with them She sat scowhng under her hat· 

brim, tymg her gloves into knots. EVIdently, she thought, I am bemg 
paid for 

Maria thought a good deal about money; she had no patience with 
other people's affectations about it, for she enjoyed bemg a nch httle 
gIrl She was only sorry not to know how much they consIdered her 
worth, having been sent out to walk in the garden whIle her aunt had 
just a short chat, dear, With the Rector's wife. The first phase of the 
chat, about her own character, she had been able to follow perfectly 
as she wound her way m and out of some crescent-shaped lobeha beds 
under the drawmg-room wmdow. But Just as the two VOices changed
one gomg unconcerned, one very, very dIffident-Mrs Dosely ap
proached the Window and, with an air of Immense unconSCIOusness, 
shut It. Mana was baulked. 

Maria was at one of those comfortable schools where everytrung 
is attended to. She was (as she had Just heard her Aunt Ena explammg 
to Mn Dosely) a motherless girl, senSItIve, sometImes ddEcult, deeply 
reserved At school they took all thIS, WIth her ~hght tendency to 
curvature and her dislIke of all puddmgs, mto lovmg consIderatIOn. She 
was havmg her character "done" for her-later on, when she came 
out, would be tIme for her harr and compleXIOn In addItIon to thI~, 
she learnt sWlmmmg, dancmg, some French, the more mnocent aspects 
of history, and noblesse oblzge It was a really nIce school All the same, 
when Mana came home for the hohdav5, they could not do enough to 
console her for bemg a motherless gIrl ",ho had been sent away 

Then, late last summer tenn, WIth inconceIVable selfishness, her 
Uncle PhilIp fell III and, in fact, nearly dIed Aunt Ena had wntten 
less often and vel)' distractedly, and when Mana came home she was 
told, With complete disregard for her motherlessness, that her uncle 
and aunt would be starting at onee for a cruise, and that she was "to 
be arranged for" 

ThIS was not so easy All the relations and all the famIly friends (who 
declared when Sir PhIlip was III they'd do anything In the world), 
wrote back their deep disappointment at bemg unable to have Mana 
just now, though there was nothing, had trungs been otherwISe, that 
they would have enjoyed more One to his farm m fact, SaId Mr. Mac
Robert, the VIcar, when he was consulted, another to hIS merchandIse. 
Then. he suggested rus neIghbours, a Mr. and Mrs Dosely, of Malton 
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Peele. He came over to preach in Lent; Llldy Rhnlade had met him; he 
seemed such a mce man, frank, cheerful, and earnest She was exceed
mgly motherly, everyone saId, and sometImes took In IndIan children 
to make ends meet The Doselys would be suitable, Maria's aunt felt 
at once. When Mana raged, she drew down urbane pInk eyelIds and 
said she dId wlsh Maria would not be rude. So she drove Mana and 
the two lIttle gnffons over the next afternoon to call upon Mrs Dosely. 
If Mrs. Dosely really seemed sympathetIc, she thought she mIght leave 
the two httle dogs WIth her too. 

"And Mrs. Dosely has gIrlS of her own, she tells me," said Lady 
Rimlade on the way home "I 3hould not wonder if you made qUIte 
friends WIth them. 1 should not wonder If It was they who had done 
the flowers I thought the flower~ were done very nicely; I notIced 
them. Of cou.rse, 1 do not care myself for small SIlver vases lIke that, 
shaped lIke cornets, but I thought the effect In the Rectory drawing
room very cheerful and homelIke" 

Mana took up the word skIlfully. "I suppose no one," she said, "who 
has not been In my posItIon can be expected to realise what It feels 
hke to have no home" 

"Oh, Mana darlmg " 
"I can't tell you what 1 thmk of this place yOU'le sending me to," 

saId Mana "1 bounced on the bed In that attIc they're gJvmg me and 
It'S hke lfon 1 suppose you realise that rectones are always full of 
dIseases? Of course, I shall make the best of It, Aunt Ena I shouldn't 
lIke you to feel I'd complamed But of course you don't reahse a bIt, 
do you, what I may be exposed to? So often carelessness about a girl 
at my age Ju~t rUIn<; her lIfe" 

Aunt Ena SaId nothmg, she settled herself a lIttle further down in 
the rugs and lowered her eyelIds as though a strong wind were blOWIng 

That evenmg, on her way down to shut up the chickens, Mrs Dosely 
carne upon Mr Hammond, the curate, rollIng the cTlcket-pltch m the 
Rectory field He was mdefatIgable, and, though more HIgh Church 
than they cared for, had outdoor tastes He c;].me in to meah with them 
regularly, "as an arrangement," because his present landlady could 
not cook and a young man needs to be built up, and her gJrls were stIll 
so young that no one could pOSSIbly call Mrs. Dosely desIgnmg So she 
felt ~he ought to tell hIm 

"We shall be one more now in the house," she saId, "tIll the end of 
the holidays Lady RImladc's lIttle mece Maria-about fifteen-is com
ing to us whIle her uncle and aunt are away" 

"Jolly," saId Mr. Hammond sombrely, hatmg girls. 
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-We shall be a party, shan't we?" 
"The more the merrier, 1 daresay,'" said Mr. Hammond. He was a 

tall young man with a jaw, rather saturnIne, he never said much, but 
Mrs. Dosely expected family hie was good for him. "Let 'em all corne," 
saId Mr. Hammond, and went on rollmg Mrs Dosely, with a tin bowl 
under one arm and a basket hooked all the other, stood at the edge of 
the pItch and watched rum. 

"She seemed a dear httle thing-not pretty, but such a serious little 
face, full of character. An only child, you see I said to her when they 
were going away that I expected she and DIlly and Dons would soon 
be inseparable, and her face qwte lIt up She has no mother; it seem:> 
so sad" 

"I never had a mother," said Mr. Hammond, tugging the rolIet 
grimly. 

"Oh, I do know. But for a young girl I do think it still sadder ..•• 
I thought Lady Rimlade charmmg, so unaffected I saId to her that 
we all lIved qwte sImply here, and that if Mana came we should 
treat her as one of ourselves, and she said that was Just what Mana 
would love .•.• In age, you see, Mana comes just between DIlly 
and Doris." 

She broke off; she couldn't help thmking how three years hence 
Maria mIght well be having a commg-out dance Then she lmagmed 
herself tellIng her friend Mrs Brotherhood "It's terrIble, I never 
seem to see anytrung of my girls nowadays. They seem always to be 
over at Lady RImlade's." 

"We must make the poor child feel at home here," ~he told Mr. 
Hammond bnghtly. 

The Doselys were accustomed to making the best of Anglo-Indian 
children, so they continued to be opomlSoc about Mana "One mu~t 
make allowance for character," had become the watchword of trus 
warm-hearted household, through whIch passed a constant stream of 
curates wIth tendencies, servants with tempers, unrealIsed lady vlSltors, 
and yellow-faced children with no morale. Mana was forbeanngly 
swamped by the family, she felt as though she were trymg to box an 
eIderdown. Doris and DIlly had indelIbly creased cheeks they kept 
on smiling and smilIng. Maria couldn't deCIde how best to be rude to 
them; they taxed her resourcefulness. She could not know Dilly had 
thought, "Her face is lIke a sIck monkey's," or that Dons, who went 
to one of those sensible schools, decided as soon that a gul m a dlamond 
bracelet was shocking bad form. Dilly had repented at once of her 
unkind thought (though she had not resisted noting it In her dwy), 
and Doris had simply said· "What a pretty bangle. Aren't you afraid 
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of iosiI'g It;l" Mr Dosely thought Maria 8trikin~-looking (she had a 
pale, square-Jawed htde face, wIth a straight fnnge cut above scowling 
brows), stnkmg but dIsagreeable-here he gave a kmd of cough in rus 
thoughts and, learung forward, asked Mar4=1 if she were a Grrl Guide. 

Maria said she hated the sIght of GIrl Guides, and Mr. Dosely 
laughed heartily and said that thIS was a pIty, because, if so, she must 
hate the ,~Ight of DOrIS and DIlly. The supper-table rocked with merri
ment. Shivermg m her red crepe frock (it was a ramy August evening, 
the room was fireless, a wmdow stood open, and outside the trees 
streamed coldly), Maria looked across at the unmoved Mr. Ham
mond, square-faced, set and concentrated over his helping of macaroni 
cheese He was not amused Mana had always thought curates gtg
gled, she despised curates because they giggled, but was furIous with 
Mr Hammond for not gIgglmg at all She studIed hIm for some time, 
a.nd, as he dId not look up, at last said "Are you a Jesuit;!" 

Mr Hammond (who had been thinkIng about the cncket-pitch) 
started vIOlent!}', hIs ears went cnmson, he sucked in one last streamer 
of macarOnI "No," he said, "I am not a Jesuit. Why;!" 

"Oh, nothIng," saId Mana "I Just wondered. As a matter of fact, 
I don't know what JesUlts are" 

Nobody felt qUite comfortable It was a most unfortunate thing, in 
view of the nature of Mr Hammond's tendenCIes, for poor httle Maria, 
m innocence, to have said Mr Hammond's tendenCIes were so marked, 
and, knowing how marked the Doselys thought rus tendenCIes were, 
he was touchy Mrs Dosely saId she expected Mana must be very fond 
of dogs Mana replIed that she did not care for any dogs but Alsatians. 
Mrs. Dosely was glad to be able to ask Mr Hammond If It were not 
he who had told her that he had a COUSIn who bred Alsatians. Mr. 
Hammond said that this was the case. "But unfortunately," he added, 
lookmg across at Mana, "I dislIke Alsatians intensely." 

Mana now realIsed with gratificatIOn that she had incurred the 
hatred of Mr Hammond ThIS was not bad for one everung. She 
sWIshed her plateful of macarOnI round with her fork, then put the 
fork down pOIntedly. UndisguIsed wholesomeness was, in food as in 
personahtIes, repellent to Mana. "ThiS IS the last supper but three
no, but two," she saId to herself, "that I shall eat at thiS Rectory." 

It had all seemed so simple, It seemed so simple still, yet five nights 
afterwards found her going to bed once again in what Mrs Dosely 
called the httle whIte nest that we keep for our girl fnends Really, If 
one came to look at It one way, the Doselys were an experience for 
Maria, who had never till now found anybody who could stand her 
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when she didn't mean to be stood. French maids, governesses, highly 
paid, almost bnbed into service, had melted awa}. There was some
thlOg marvellously, memorably un-wmnmg about Mana. . • . Yet here 
she stll1 was She had wnttltn twice to her aunt that she couldn't sleep 
and couldn't eat here, and feared she must be unwell, and Lady Rim
lade wrote back advismg her to have a htde talk about all thiS With 
Mrs. Dosely. Mrs. Dosely, Lady Rlmlade pomted out, was motherly 
Maria told Mrs. Dose1y she was afraid she was unhappy and couldn't 
be well. Mrs Dosely exclaimed at the pity thiS was, but at all costs
Mana would see ?-Lady Rlmlade must not be worned She had so 
expressly asked not to be worned at all 

"And she's so ktnd," srud Mrs Dosely, pattmg Mana's hand 
Mana Simply thought, "ThiS woman is mad" She said With a wan 

smIle that she was sorry, but havmg her hand patted gave her plos and 
needles But rudeness to Mrs Dosely was lIke droppmg a pat of butter 
on to a hot plate-It slld and melted away. 

In fact, all tlus last week Mana's sole consolation had been Mr. 
Hammond Her pleasure m Mr Hammond was so mtense that three 
days after her commg he told Mrs. Dosely he didn't thlOk he'd come 
in for meals any more, thank you, as his landlady had by now learned 
to cook. Even so, Mana had managed to see qUite a lot of rum She 
rode round the VIllage after hIm, about ten yard\ behmd, on Dons's 
bicycle, she was there when he offered a prayer WIth the Mothers' 
UOlon, she never forgot to come out when he was at work on the 
cncket-pltch ("Don't you seem to get rather hot?" she would ask him 
feehngly, as he mopped mSlde hiS collar "Or are you really not as hot 
as you seem?"), and, havmg discovered that at SIX every evenlOg he 
tugged a bell, then read Evensong In the church to two ladles, she came 
in alone every evenmg and sat m the front pew, lookmg up at him 
She led the responses, waIting courteously for Mr. Hammond when 
he lost hIS place. 

But to-mght Mana came briskly, mysteriously up to the httle whIte 
nest, lockmg the door for fear Mrs. Dosely mIght come m to kISS her 
good mght She could now agree that mUSIC was inspmng. For they 
had taken her to the Choral Society's gala, and the effect It had had 
on Mana's Ideas was stupendous Half way through a rondo called 
"Off to the HIlls" It had occurred to her that when she got clear of the 
Rectory she would go off to SWitzerland, stay m a Palace Hotel, and 
do a httle clImbing She would take, she thought, a hospital nurse, m 
case she hurt herself clImbmg, and an Alsatian to bother the Visiton 
in the hotel She had glowed-but towards the end of ((Hey, nonny, 
nonny" a finer and far mQre constructive idea came along, eclIpsing the 
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other She clapped her handkerchief to her mouth and, conveying to 
watchful Dilly that she might easily be sick at any moment, qUItted the 
school-house hUrrIedly Safe in her white nest, she put her candlesnck 
down WIth a bump, got her notepaper out, and, sweepmg her hair
brushes off the dressing-table, sat down at it to wnte thus 

"DEAREST AUNT ENA,-Tou must wonder why I have not written 
for so long The fact is, all else has been swept from my mind by one 
great expenence I hardly know how to put zt all mto words. The fact 
tS I love a Mr Hammond, who IS the curate here, and am loved by 
hzm, we are engaged really and hope to be marned qutte shortly He 
zs a faSCinating man, extremely Hzgh Church, he has no money but 1 
am quzte content to lwe wzth hzm as a poor man's wzfe as I shall havl' 
to do zf you and Uncle Phzlzp are angry, though you may be sorry when 
1 brzng my little children to your door to see you. If you do not gwe 
your consent we shall elope but I am sure, dear Aunt Ena, that you 
WIll sympathIse WIth your lIttle mece zn her great happzness All I be
seech zs that you Will not take me away from the Rectory, I do not 
thznk I could lwe wzthout seeing Wilfred every day-or every mght 
rather, as we meet m the churchyard and SIt on a grave wzth our arms 
round each other In the moonlIght. The Doselys do not know as I felt 
zt was my duty to tell you first, but 1 expect the VIllage people may have 
notIced as unfortunately there zs a nght of way through the churchyard 
but we cannot think of anywhere else to szt Is zt not curIOus to thznk 
how true It was when I saId at the tzme when you sent me to the Rec
tory, that you dzd not realise what you might be exposzng me to But 
now 1 am so thankful that you did expose me, as I have found my great 
happzness here, and am so truly happy'zn a good man's love. Good-bye, 
I must stop now as'the moon has nsen and I am Just gozng out to meet 
WIlfred 

"Tour lovzng, full-hearted bttle nzece 
"MARIA" 

Mana, pleased on the whole with this letter, copied it out tWIce, 
addressed the neater copy WIth a flounsh, and went to bed. The muslm 
fnIls of the nest moved gently on the mght aIr, the moon rose beammg 
over the churchyard and the pale evemng-pnmroses frmgmg the 
garden path No daughter of Mrs Dosely's could have srmled more 
tt'ndcrly m the dark or fallen asleep more innocently 

Mr Hammond had no calendar in his rooms' he was sent so many 
at Chnstmas that he threw them all away and was left WIth none, so 
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he ticked off the days mentally. Three weeks and six long days had stili 
to elapse before the end of Maria's visit. He remained shut up in hit 
rooms for mornings together, to the neglect of the pansh, and was 
supposed to be writing a book on Cardmal Newman Postcards of 
arch white kittens steppmg through rosy wreaths arnved for rum daily, 
once he had come m to find a cauliflower labelled "From an admirer" 
on his slttmg-room table Mrs Hlggms, the landlady, saId the admirer 
must have come 10 by the wmdow, as she had admItted no one, so 
recently Mr. Hammond hved WIth his WIndow hasped This mommg, 
the Saturday after the Choral SOCIety's gala, as he sat humped over hIS 
table wntmg rus sermon, a shadow blotted the lower WIndow-panes 
Maria, obSCUrIng what hght there was 10 the room WIth her body, could 
see In only WIth dIfficulty, her nose appeared white and flattened, she 
rolled her eyes ferOCIously round the gloom Then she began tryIng to 
push the window up 

"Go away'" shouted Mr. Hammond, wavIng hIS arms explOSively, 
as at a cat. 

"You must let me in, I have something awful to tell you," shouted 
Mana, lIps close to the pane He dIdn't, so she went round to the front 
door and was admItted by Mrs. HIggInS With sue ceremony Mrs HIg
gInS, beamIng, ushered In the httle lady from the Rectory who had 
come, she saId, With an urgent message from Mrs Dosely 

Mana came in, her scarlet beret upped up, wlth the jaunty and 
gallant rur of some young lady mtriguIng for Bonny Pnnce Charhe. 

"Are we alone?" she saId loudly, then waIted for Mrs HiggInS to 
shut the door. "I thought of writmg to you," she contmued, "but your 
coldness to me lately led me to thmk that was hopeless" She hooked 
her heels on hiS fender and stood rockmg backwards and forwards 
"Mr. Hammond, I warn you you must leave Malton Peele at once" 

"I Wish you would," saId Mr. Hammond, who, seated, looked past 
her left ear with a calm concentration of loathIng 

"I daresay I may," Said Maria, "but I don't want you to be mvolved 
in my downfall You have your future to thInk of, you may be a blshop, 
I am only a woman. You see, the fact IS, Mr Hammond, from the 
way we have been going about together, many people thmk we must 
be engaged. I don't want to embarrass you, Mr. Hammond" 

Mr. Hammond was not embarrassed. "I always have thought YOll 

a horrid httle gtrl, but I never knew you were qwte so silly," he said. 
"We've been indiscreet I don't know what my uncle WIll say I only 

hope you won't be compelled to marry me " 
"Get off that fender," said Mr. Hammond; "you're rwning it. 
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Well then, stay there; I want to look at you. I must say you're some
thing quite new." 

"Yes, aren't I?" said Maria complacently. 
"Yes. Any other ugly, mSlgmficant-lookmg little gIrls I've known did 

somethmg to redeem themselves from absolute unattractIveness by being 
pleasant, say, or a lIttle helpful, or sometimes they were well bred, or 
had good table-manners, or were clever and amusmg to talk to. If it 
were not for the consideratIon of the Doselys for your unfortunate 
aunt-who lS, I understand from Mr Dosely, so stupld as to be almost 
mentally deficient-they would keep you-smce they really have guar
anteed to keep you-m some kind of shed or loose-box at the bottom 
of the yard ... I don't want to speak in anger," went on Mr Ham
mond, "I hope I'm not angry, I'm slmply sorry for you. I always knew 
the Doselys took in Anglo-Indian chIldren, but If I'd known they dealt 
m cases of your sort, I doubt If I'd have ever come to 
Malton Peele-- Shut up, you little hell-cat 1 I'll teach you to pull 
my halr--" 

She was on top of him all at once, tweaking his hair with science 
"You beastly Bolshevlk'" exclaimed Maria, tugging He caught her 

wnsts and held them "Oh 1 Shut u~you hurt me, you beastly bully, 
you 1 Oh 1 how could you hurt a gIrl I" She kIcked at hiS shin, weeping 
"1-1 only came," she saId, "because 1 was sorry for you 1 needn't 
have come And then you go and start beatmg me up hke tlu~-
Ow'" 

"It's your only hope," said Mr Hammond WIth a vehement, grave, 
but very detached expreSSIOn, tWIstmg her wnst round further. "Yes, 
go on, yell-I'm not hurtmg you You may be Jolly thankful 1 am a 
curate .. As a matter of fact, 1 got sacked from my prep school 
for bullymg ... Odd how these thmgs come back " 

They scufHed Maria yelped sharply and bIt hIS wnst "Ha, you 
would, would you? ... Oh, yes, 1 know you're a little girl-and a 
Jolly nasty one The only reason I've ever seen why one wasn't sup
posed to knock lIttle gIrls about is that they're generally supposed to 
be mcer-pleasanter-prettler-than httle boys." He parTled a klck 
and held her at arms' length by her wrists. They glared at each other, 
both CTlmson with mdignation. 

"And you supposed to be a curate!" 
"And you supposed to be a lady, you little parasite 1 This'll teach 

vou-- Oh I" said Mr. Hammond, Sighing luxuriously, "how pleased 
!.he Doselys would be if they knew l " 

"Big brute 1 You great hulking brute I" 
"If you'd been my little sister," said Mr. Hammond, regretful, "this 
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would have happened before. But by this time, of course, you wouldn't 
be nearly so nasty. . . . I should chivvy you round the garden and 
send you up a tree every day." 

US oClalzst!" 
"Well, get along now." Mr. Hammond let go of her wrists. "You 

can't go out of the door WIth a face hke that; if you don't want a 
crowd you'd better go through the window ..•. Now you run home 
and sruvel to Mrs. Dosely." 

"Thzs wlll undo your career," Mana saId, nursmg wrists balefully 
"I shall have It put 10 the papers' 'Baronet's nrece tortured by demon 
curate.' That wIll undo your career for you, Mr Hammond ) 

"I know, I know, but It'& worth It'" Mr Hammond exclaImed exalt
edly. He was twenty-four, and mtensely meant what he saId He pushed 
up the wmdow. "Now get out," he stonned, "or I'll certamly kIck 
you through It" 

"You are in a kind of a way lIke a brother to me, aren't you?" 
remarked Mana, lmgermg on the SIll. 

"I am not Get out'" 
"But oh, Mr. Hammond, I came here to make a COnfe&SIOn I dIdn't 

expect VIOlence, as no one's attacked me before But I forgive you 
hecause It was nghteous anger. I'm afraId we are rather compromIsed 
You must read this I posted one just the same to Aunt Ena three 
days ago" 

Mana handed over the copy of her letter 
"I may be depraved and ugly and bad, but you must admIt, Mr 

Hammond, I'm not stupid" She watched hnn read 

Half an hour later Mr. Hammond, lIke a set of walkmg fire-Irons, 
with Mana, lImp as a rag, approached the Rectory Mana lucc!lpped 
and ruccupped, she'd found Mr. Hammond had no sense of humour 
at all She was afraId he was full of vamty "You mIserable httle har," 
he'd saId qUite dIstantly, as though to a slug, and here she was belllg 
posItlvely bundled along. If there'd been a scruff to her neck he would 
have grasped It Mana had really enjoyed bemg bullIed, but she did 
hate bemg despIsed. Now they were both gomg mto the study to have 
yet another scene WIth Mr. and Mrs Dosely. She was bIlled, it ap
peared, for yet another confessIOn, and she had been so much shaken 
about that her technique faltered and she couldn't thmk where to 
begm. She wondered in a dIm way what was gomg to happen next, and 
whether U nele Pluhp would be commg to find Mr. Hammond WIth a 
horsewrup 

Mr. Hammond was all jaw, he wore a really dIsagreeable expres-
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s1on. Doris Dosely, up in the drawing-room window, gazed with awe 
for a moment, then dlSappeared. 

"Doris'" yelled Mr Hammond. "Where is your father? Maria has 
something to tell lum " 

"Dunno," saId Doris, and reappeared in the door "But here's a tele
gram for Mana-mother has opened It somethmg about a letter." 

"It would be," saId Mr Hammond. "GIve it me here" 
"I can't, I won't," srud Mana, backIng away from the telegram. 

Mr Hammond, gnttmg his teeth auwbly, receIved the paper from 
Dons 

"Your letter blown from my hand overboard," he read out, "after 
had read first sentence wzld wtth anxuty please repeat contents by 
telegram your Uncle Phzlzp wzshes you Jom us MarJeziles Wednesday 
am wrztmg Dosel)'s Aunt Ena " 

"How hIghly strung poor Lady Rimlade must be," saId Dons kindly. 
"She IS a better aunt than many people deserve," saId Mr. Ham

mond 
"I thmk I may feel dull on that dreary old crUIse after the SlSterly, 

brotherly famIly hfe I've had here," saId Mana wIstfully 

The People vs. Abe Lathan, Colored 

ERSKINE CALDWELL 

UNCLE ABE was shuckmg corn in the cnb when Luther Bohck came 
down from the hig "hIte house on the hIll and told hIm to pdck up 
hIS household goods and move off the farm Uncle Abe had grown a 
httle deaf and he dId not hear what Luther saId the first time 

"These old ears of mme IS bothermg me agam, Mr Luther," Uncle 
Abe saId. "I Just can't seem to hear as good as I used to" 

Luther looked at the Negro and scowled Uncle Abe had got up and 
was standmg m the cnb door where he could hear better. 

"I saId, I want you and your family to pack up your furnIture and 
anythmg else that really belongs to you, and move off." 

Uncle Abe reached out and clutched at the cnb door for support. 
"Move off?" Uncle Abe srud. 
He looked into lus landlord's face unbelievmgly 
"Mr. Luther, you don't mean that, does you?" Uncle Abe asked, lus 

VOIce shaking. "You must be jo.lung, ain't yo~ Mr. Luther?" 
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"You heard me right, even if you do pretend to be half deaf," Luther 
saId angnly, turnmg around and walkmg several steps "1 want you off 
the place by the end of the week I'll give you that much time if you 
don't try to make any trouble. And when you pack up your things, take 
care you don't pick up anything that belongs to me. Or I'll have the 
law on you." 

Uncle Abe grew weak so quickly that he barely managed to keep 
from falling. He turned a lIttle and slid down the side of the door ano 
sat on the cnb floor. Luther looked around to see what he was doing 

"I'm past SIxty," Uncle Abe said slowly, "but me and my famIly 
works hard for you, Mr. Luther. We work as hard as anybody on your 
whole place You know that's true, Mr. Luther I've hved here, work· 
ing for you, and your daddy before you, for all of forty years 1 never 
mentioned to you about the shares, no matter how bIg the crop was 
that I raised for you I've never asked much, Just enough to eat and a 
few clothes, that's all. I raised up a houseful of chddren to help work, 
and none of them ever made any trouble for you, dId they, Mr 
Luther?" 

Luther waved hIS arm impatiently, IndIcating that he wanted the 
Negro to stop arguIng. He shook hIS head, showmg that he dId not 
want to hsten to anything Uncle Abe had to say 

"That's all true enough," Luther saId, "but I've got to get nd of half 
the tenants on my place. I can't afford to keep eIght or ten old people 
hke you here any longer All of you WIll have to move off and go 
somewhere else." 

"Am't you gomg to farm this year, and raIse cotton, Mr Luther?" 
Uncle Abe asked "I can still work as good and hard as anybody else 
It may take me a lIttle longer sometImes, but I get the work done Am't 
I shuckIng thIS corn to feed the mules as good as anybody else could 
do?" 

"1 haven't got tIme to stand here and argue wIth you," Luther said 
nervously. "My mmd IS made up, and that's all there IS to It Now, 
you go on home as soon as you fimsh feedmg the mules and start pack· 
mg the thmgs that belong to you lIke 1 told you" 

Luther turned away and started walkIng down the path towards the 
barn When he got as far as the barnyard gate, he turned around and 
looked back Uncle Abe had followed lum 

"Where can me and my famIly move to, Mr Luther?" Uncle Abe 
said. "The boys is bIg enough to take care ot themselves. But me and 
my WIfe has grown old. You know how hard It IS for an old colored 
man hke me to go out and find a house and land to work on shares 
It don't cost you much to keep us, and me and my boys raise as much 
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cotton as anybody else. The last time I mentioned the shares has been 
a long way in the past, thirty years or more. I'm just content to work 
hke I do and get some rations and a few clothes. You know that's true, 
Mr. Luther. I've lIved in my httle shanty over there for all of forty 
years, and it's the only home I've got. Mr. Luther, me and my wife is 
both old now, and I can't hIre out to work by the day, because I don't 
have the strength any more. But I can still grow cotton as good as any 
other colored man in the country." 

Luther opened the barnyard gate and walked through it He shook 
hIS head as though he was not even gomg to listen any longer. He 
turned his back on Uncle Abe and walked away. 

Uncle Abe dId not know what to sayar do after that. When he saw 
Luther walk away, he became shaky all over He clutched at the gate 
for somethmg to hold on to 

"I just can't move away, Mr. Luther," he saId desperately. "I just 
can't do that ThIS 15 the only place I've got to hve in the world. I just 
can't move off, Mr Luther." 

Luther walked out of sIght around the corner of the barn. He did 
not hear Uncle Abe after that. 

The next day, at a httle after two o'clock in the afternoon, a truck 
drove up to the door of the three-room house where Uncle Abe, Ius 
WIfe, and their three grown sons hved Uncle Abe and hIS wife were 
sItting by the fire trymg to keep warm in the wmter cold. They were 
the only ones at home then 

Uncle Abe heard the truck drIve up and stop, but he sat where he 
was, thmkmg It was his oldest boy, Henry, who drove a truck some
times for Luther Bohck. 

After several mmutes had passed, somebody knocked on the door, 
and hIS WIfe got up rIght away and went to see who It was. 

There were two strange whIte men on the porch when she opened 
the door They dId not say anythmg at first, but looked inside the 
room to see who was there Still not saying anythmg, they came mside 
and walked to the fireplace where Uncle Abe sat hunched over the 
hearth 

"Are you Abe Lathan?" one of the men, the oldest, asked 
"Yes, SIr, I'm Abe Lathan," he answered, wondermg who they were, 

because he had never seen them before. "Why do you want to know 
that?" 

The man took a brIght metal dIsk out of his pocket and held it m 
the palm of hIs hand before Uncle Abe's eyes 

"I'm servmg a paper and a warrant on you," ht" SaId. "One is an 
eviction. and the other IS for threatening to do bodlly harm." 
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He unfolded the eviction notice and handed it to Uncle Abe. The 
Negro shook his head bewilderedly, looking first at the paper and 
finally up at the two strange white men. 

"I'm a deputy," the older man said, "and I've come for two things
to eVIct you from this house and to put you under arrest." 

"What does that mean~v1Ct"''' Uncle Abe asked. 
The two men looked around the room for a moment Uncle Abe's 

wIfe had come up behmd rus chair and put tremblmg hands on his 
shoulder. 

"We are going to move your furniture out of thIS house and carry 
it off the property of Luther Bohck. Then, beSIdes that, we're going 
to take you down to the county jad. Now, come on and hurry up, 
both of you." 

Uncle Abe got up, and he and his wife stood on the hearth not 
knowmg what to do. 

The two men began gathering up the furniture and carrymg it out 
of the house. They took the beds, tables, chaIrS, and everythmg else 
in the three rooms except the cook-stove, wruch belonged to Luthel 
Bobck. When they got all the thmgs outSIde, they began pIlmg them 
into the truck. 

Uncle Abe went outSIde in front of the house as qUickly as he could 
"WhIte folks, please don't do that," he begged "Jmt walt a mmute 

while I go find Mr. Luther. He'll set thmgs straIght Mr. Luther is my 
landlord, and he won't let you take all my furnIture away hke thIS. 
Please, SIr, Just wait whIle I go find hIm" 

The two men looked at each other 
"Luther BolIck IS the one who SIgned these papers," the deputy SaId. 

shakmg hIS head "He was the one who got these court orders to carry 
off the furnIture and put you in JaIl. It wouldn't do )'OU a bIt of good 
to try to find hIm now" 

"Put me m JaI!?" Uncle Abe said. "What dId he say to do that for?" 
"For threatenIng bodIly harm," the deputy saId "That's for threaten

ing to kIll him HIttmg hIm WIth a stIck or shootmg rum WIth a pistol" 
The men threw the rest of the household goods mto the truck and 

told Uncle Abe and rus WIfe to clImb m the back When they made 
no effort to get in, the deputy pushed them to the rear and prodded 
them unttl they chmbed into the truck. 

Wrule the younger man drove the truck, the deputy stood beSIde 
them m the body so they could not escape They drove out the lane, 
past the other tenant houses, and then down the long road that went 
over the hIll through Luther Bobck's land to the publIc hIghway They 
Vas&ed the bIg whIte house where he lIved, but he was not Wlthm sight . 
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"1 never threatened to harm Mr. Luther," Uncle Abe protested "1 
never did a thmg hke that in my whole life. I never said a mean thmg 
about him either Mr Luther IS my boss, and I've worked for him evel 
since 1 was twenty years old. Yesterday he said he wanted me to move 
uff hIs farm, and all I did was say that I thought he ought to let me 
stay I won't have much longer to hve, noway I told him I dIdn't want 
to move off That's all I saId to Mr Luther I am't never said I wa~ 
gomg to try to kIll hIm Mr Luther knows that as well as I do You 
ask Mr Luther If that ain't so " 

They had left Luther Bohck's farm, and had turned down the rugh
way towards the county seat, eleven mIles away 

"For forty years I has hved here and worked for Mr Luther," Uncle 
Abe saId, "and I am't never saId a mean thing to hIS face or behrnd 
hIS back m all that tIme He furmshes me wIth ratIons for me and 
my famIly, and a few clothes, ['lld me and my famIly raise cotton for 
him, and I been domg that ever smce 1 was twenty years old I moved 
here and started workmg on shares for his daddy first, and then when 
he died, I kept nght on hke I have up to now. Mr. Luther knows I ha, 
worked hard and never answered him back, and only asked for ratIom 
and a few clothes all thIS hme You ask Mr. Luther" 

The deputy lIstened to all that Uncle Abe saId, but he dId not say 
anythmg himself He felt sorry for the old Negro and hiS Wife, but 
there was nothmg he could do about it Luther Bohck had dnven to 
the courthouse early that mornmg and secured the papers for eVIctIOn 
and arrest It was hiS Job to serve the papers and execute the court 
orders But even If It ",as hIS Job, he could not keep from feelmg sorI) 
for the Negroes He dIdn't thmk that Luther Bobek ought to thro\'; 
them off hIS farm Just became they had grown old 

When they got witlun Sight of town, the deputy told the dnver to 
"Stop He drew the truck up beside the hIghway when they reached the 
first row of homes There were fifteen or eighteen Negro houses on 
both SIdes of the road 

After they had stopped, the two whIte men began unloadmg the 
fUj mture and stackIng It beside the road When It was all out of the 
truck, the deputy told Uncle Abe's Wife to get out Uncle Abe started 
to get out, too, but the deput'j told him to stay where he was. They 
drove of!. agam, leavmg Uncle Abe's WIfe standmg m a dazed state 
of mmd besIde the furmture 

"What yOU gomg to do ",Ith me now?" Uncle Abe asked, lookmg 
back at hIs WIfe and furmture m the dIstance. 

"Take you to the county Jail and lock you up," the deputy sald 
"What's my Wife gomg to do?" he asked. 
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"The people in OM of those houses will probably take her in,)) 
"How long is you going to keep me in jaIl locked up?" 
"Until your case comes up for trial." 
They drove through the dusty streets of the town, around the court

~ouse square, and stopped in front of a brIck buddmg WIth iron bars 
across the WIndows. 

"Here's where we get out," the deputy saId. 
Uncle Abe was almost too weak to walk by that tIme, but he man

aged to move along the path to the door. Another whIte man opened 
the door and told him to walk straIght down the hall untIl he was 
told to stop 

Just before noon Saturday, Uncle Abe's oldest son, Henry, stood in 
Ramsey Clark's office, hat In hand The lawyer looked at the Negxo 
and frowned He chewed hiS penClI for a whIle, then swung around In 
hIS chaIr and looked out the WIndow mto the courthouse square. Pres
ently he turned arol.md and looked at Uncle Abe's son. 

"I don't want the case," he saId "I don't want to touch it." 
The boy stared at hIm helplessly It was the thIrd lawyer he had 

gone to see that mornmg, and all of them had refused to take hIS 
father's case. 

"There's no money in it," Ramsey Clark said, still frowning. "I'd 
never get a dime out of you mggers If I took thIS case. And, besides, 
I don't want to represent any more mggers at court Better lawyers 
than me have been rumed that way. I don't want to get the reputatIon 
of being a 'mgger lawyer.' " 

Henry shIfted the weIght of his body from one foot to the other and 
bIt hIS lIps He dId not know what to say. He stood In the mIddle of the 
room trymg to thmk of a way to get help for hIS father 

"My father never saId he was gomg to kIll Mr Luther," Henry pro
tested "He's always been on fnendly terms with Mr Luther. None 
or us ever gave Mr Luther trouble Anybody WIll tell you that All 
the other tenants on Mr. Luther's place will tell you my father has 
always stood up for Mr. Luther. He never said he was going to try 
to hurt Mr Luther" 

The lawyer waved for him to stop He had heard dl he wanted to 
listen to. 

"I told you 1 wouldn't touch the case," he saId angrily, snatchmg 
up some papers and slamming them down on hIS desk. "I don't want 
to go into court and waste my tllYle argumg a case that won't make 
any dlfference one way or the other, anyway. It's a good thing for you 
niggers to get a turn on the 'gang every once in a wlule. It doesntt make 
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any clitfclence whether Abe Lathan threatened Mr. Bolick, or whether 
he didn't threaten him Abe Lathan said he wasn't going to move oft' 
the fann, dIdn't he? Well, that's enough to convict hIm 10 court. When 
the case comes up for trial, that's all the judge will want to hear. He'll 
be sent to the 'gang qwcker than a flea can hop No lawyer IS going 
to spend a lot of bme preparing a case when he knows how it's going 
to end. If there was money m it, It might be different. But you roggers 
don't have a thin dime to pay me with No, I don't want the case. I 
wouldn't touch it With a ten-foot pole II 

Henry backed out of Ramsey Clark's office and went to the jail. He 
secured permlSSlOn to see hiS father for five minutes. 

Uncle Abe was Sitting on hIS bunk in the cage lookmg through the 
bars when Henry entered. The jailer came and stood behmd rum at the 
cage door 

"Did you see a lawyer and tell him I never said nothmg hke that 
to Mr Luther?" Uncle Abe asked the first thmg 

Henry looked at hiS father, but It was difficult for him to answer He 
shook hiS head, droppmg hiS gaze untll he could see only the floor 

"You done tned, didn't you, Henry?" Uncle Abe asked 
Henry nodded 
"But when you told the lawyers how I am't never said a mean thing 

about Mr Luther, or hIS daddy before hIm, In all my whole hfe, didn't 
they say they was gOIng to help me get out of pIP" 

Henry shook hIS head 
"What dId the lawyers say, Henry? When you told them how re

spectful I've always been to Mr Luther, and how I've always worked 
hard for hIm all my hfe, and never mentIoned the shares, didn't they 
say they would help me then?" 

Henry looked at Ins father, moving hiS head SIdeways in order to 
see him between the bars of the cage He had to swallow hard several 
times before he could speak at all 

"I've already been to see three lawyers" he said finally "All three 
of them said they couldn't do nothmg about It, and to Just go ahead 
and let It come up for tnal They said there wasn't nothIng they could 
do, because the Judge would give you a term on the 'gang, anyway." 

He stopped for a moment, lookmg down at hIS father's feet through 
the bars 

"If you want me to, I'll go see if I can try to find some other lawyers 
to take the case. But It won't do much good They Just won't do any
thing" 

Uncle Abe sat down on his bunk and looked at the floor He could 
not understand why none of the lawyers would help rum. Presently 
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he looked up through the bars at his son. HIs eyes were fast fillin~ 
Wlth tears that he could not control 

"Why did the lawyers say the Judge would give me a term on the 
'gang, anyway, Henry?" he asked. 

Henry gripped the bars, thinking about all the years he had se('n 
hIS father and mother workIng in the cotton fields for Luther BolIch 
and beIng paId in rations, a few clothes, and a house to lIve In, and 
nothmg more. 

"Why dId they say that for, Henry?" his father InsIsted 
"1 reckon because we IS Just colored folks," Henry saId at last "I 

don't know why else they would say thmgs lIke that" 
The Jailer moved up behmd Henry, proddmg rum wIth hIS stIck 

Henry walked down the hall between the rows of cages towards the 
door that led to the street He dId not look back 

Night Club 

KATHARINE BRUSH 

PROMPTLY at quarter of ten P M Mrs Brady dcscended the steps of 
the Elevated She purchascd from the newsdcaler m the cubbyhole 
beneath them a ne\.t month's magazIne and a tomorrow mornIng's 
paper and, WIth these tucked under one plump arm, ~he walked She 
\\-dlked two blocks north on SIXth Avenue, turned and went west But 
not far west W cstward half a block only, to the place where the gay 
green awrung marked "Club Fran~aIS" paInts a strIpe of shade across 
the glImmerIng SIdewalk Undcr tills awnmg Mr~ Brady halted brIefly, 
to remark to the SIx-foot doorman that It looked lIke ram and to awaIt 
hIS performancc of hIS profeSSiOnal duty When the small green door 
yawned open, ~he SIghed deeply and plodded In. 

The foyer was a blackness, an auless velvet blackness lIke the mSIde 
of a Jeweler's box Four drum-shaped lamps of golden SIlk suspended 
from the ceilmg gave it lIght (a very lIttle) and formed the Jewels 
gold signets, those, or cuff-Imks for a gIant At the far end of the foyer 
there were black staIrs, famtly dusty, ripplIng upward toward an amber 
radtance Mrs Brady approached and ponderously mounted the stairs, 
clmgmg WIth one fist to the mangy velvet rope that raIled their edge 

From the top, MISS Lena Levm obselVed the ascent MISS Levm was 
!.he checkroom gxrl She had dark-at-the-roots blonde haii and slender 
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hips upon which, in moments of leisure, she wore her hands, like 
buckles of ivory loosely attached 

This was a moment of leIsure Miss LevIn waIted behmd her counter. 
Row upon row of hooks, empty as yet, and seemmg to beckon-wee 
curved fingers of non-waited belund her. 

"Late," saId MIss Levm, "agru.n." 
"Go wan!" saId Mrs Brady. "It's only ten to ten Whew' Them 

stazrs'" 
She leaned heavlly, sIdeways, against MIss Levm's counter, and, 

applymg one palm to the regIOn of her heart, appeared at once to listen 
and to count. "Feel'" she cned then ill a pleased vOIce 

MIss Levm obediently felt 
"Them staIrs," contInued Mrs. Brady darkly, "WIth my bad heart, 

wIll be the death of me Whew' Well, deane" What's the news?" 
"You got a paper," MISS LevIll langUIdly remmded her 
"Yeah I" agreed Mrs Brady wIth sudden vehemence "I got a paper!" 

She slapped It upon the counter "An' a lot of time I'll get to read roy 
paper, won't I now? On a Saturday mght I" She moaned "Other mghts 
IS bad enough, dear knows-but Saturday mghtsl How I dread 'em! 
Every Saturday mght I say to my daughter, I say, 'Geraldme, I can't,' 
I say, 'I can't go through It agam, an' that's all there IS to It,' I say. 'I'll 
qUIt" I ~ay An' I will, tool" added Mrs Brady firmly, If mdefimtely 

Ml.'>s Levm, m defense of Saturday mgh~, mumbled some vague 
somethmg about tIps 

"TIPS I" Mrs Brady hIssed It She almost spat it Plamly money wa! 
nothmg, nothmg at all, to thIS lady. "I Just WIsh," saId Mrs Brady, and 
glared at MISS Levm, "I just WIsh you had to spend one Saturday rught, 
Just one, III that dre~smg room I Bem' pu~hed an' stepped on and near 
knocked down by that gang of hUSSIes, an' them orderm' an' bossm' 
you 'round !Ike you was black, an' usm' your thmgs an' then saym' 
they're sorry, they got no change, they'll be back Yeah I They never 
come back I" 

"There's Mr Costello," whIspered Ml~S Levin through lips that, hke 
a ventnloqUIst's, scarcely stIrred 

"An' as I was saym'," Mrs Brady said at once brightly, "I got to 
leave you Ten to ten, tIme I was on the Job" 

She smIrked at MISS Levm, nodded, and rIght-about-faced There, 
mdeed, Mr Costello was. Mr BIlly Costello, manager, proprIetor, mon
arch of all he surveyed. From the doorway of the bIg room where the 
lIttle tables herded III a rmg around the waxen floor, he surveyed Mrs. 
Brady, and m such a way that Mrs Brady, momentarIly forgetting her 
bad heart, walked fast, scurrIed faster, almost ran 
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The door of her domain was set politely in an alcove, beyond silken 
curtains looped up at the sides. Mrs. Brady reached it breathless, shoul
dered It open, and groped for the electnc switch Lights sprang up, 
a brIght white blaze, intolerable for an instant to the eyes, like sun on 
snow. Blinkmg, Mrs Brady shut the door. 

The room was a spotless, white-tiled place, half beauty shop, half 
dressmg-room. Along one wall stood washstands, sturdy triplets in a 
rOw, With pale-green lIquid soap in glass balloons afloat above them . 

. gainst the opposite wall there was a couch A third wall backed an 
elongated glass-topped dressmg table; and over the dressing table and 
over the washstands long rectangular sheets of mirror reflected lIghts, 
doors, glossy tiles, lIghts multlphed ... 

Mrs. Brady moved across this glItter lIke a thick dark cloud in a 
hurry At the dressmg table she came to a halt, and upon it she laid 
her newspaper, her magazine, and her purse--a black purse worn gray 
With much clutching She divested herself of a rusty black coat and a 
hat of the mushroom persuasIOn, and hung both up in a corner cup
board which she opened by means of one of a qUlte preposterous bunch 
of keys. From a nook in the cupboard she took down a lace-edged hand
kerchief With long streamers She untied the streamers and tied them 
again around her chunky black alpaca waist The handkerchief became 
an apron's baby cousm 

Mrs Brady relocked the cupboard door, fumbled her key-ring over, 
and unlocked a capacIOUS drawer of the dressmg table She spread a 
fresh towel on the plate-glass top, m the geometrical center, and upon 
the towel she arranged With care a processIOn of thmgs fished from the 
drawer Thmgs for the haIr. Things for the compleXIOn Thmgs for the 
eyes, the lashes, the brows, the hps, and the finger naIls Thmgs m boxes 
and thmgs m Jars and thmgs in tubes and tlDS Also an ash tray, 
matches, pms, a tilly sewmg kit, a paIr of sCissors. Last of all, a hand
prInted Sign, a nudgtng sort of Sign 

NOTICE' 

THESE ARTICLES, PLACED HERE FOR YOUR CONVENIENCE, ARE THE 

PROPERTY OF THE MAID 

And directly beneath the sign, propping it up against the looking-glass, 
a china saucer, m which Mrs Brady now slyly laid decoy money. two 
quarters and two dimes, in four-leaf-clover formation 

'\nother drawer of the dressmg table }'lelded a nottle of bromo
seltzer, a bottle of aromatic spIrits of ammonia, a tin of sodium blcar-
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bonate, and a teaspoon. These were Imed up on a shelf above the 
couch. 

Mrs Brady was now ready for anything. And (from the grim, thm 
pucker of her mouth) expectmg it. 

MUSIC came to her ears Rather, the beat of music, muffled, rhythmic, 
remote Umpa-um, umpa-um, umpa-um-umm--Mr. "Fiddle" Baer 
and his band, hard at work on the first fox-trot of the nIght It was teas
ing, foot-tappmg mUSIC, but the large solemn feet of Mrs Brady were 
stIll She sat on the couch and opened her newspaper, and for some 
moments she read umnterruptedly, with special attentIon to the mur· 
ders, the dIVorces, the breaches of promise, the funmes. 

Then the door swung mward, admittmg a blast of Mr. FIddle Baer's 
best, a whIff of perfume, and a girl. 

Mrs Brady put her paper a\\'ay. 
The gIrl was petIte and darkly beautIful, wrapped in fur and mounted 

on tall Jeweled heels She entered hummmg the rag-tzme song the 
orchestra was playmg, and whIle she stood near the dreSSIng table, 
stnppmg off her gloves, ~he continued to hum It softly to herself 

"Gh, I know my baby loves me 
I can tell my baby loves me JJ 

Here the dark lIttle gIrl got the left glove off, and Mrs. Brady 
glImpsed a platmum weddmg rmg 

<~ 'Gause there a,n't no maybe 
In my baby's 
Eyes JJ 

The right glove came off The dark lIttle gul sat down in one of 
the chairs that faced the dreSSIng table She doffed her wrap, castmg It 
carelessly over the chair back It had a cloth-of-gold lInIng, and the 
name of a Pans house was embrOldered m curlIcues on the label. Mrs 
Brady hovered sohcltously near 

The dark httle girl, shU hummmg, looked over the articles, "placed 
here for your convenIence," and picked up the sCissors HaVIng cut off 
a very small hangnaIl With the air of one performmg a penlous major 
operatJon, she selZed and used the manicure buffer, and after that the 
eyebrow pencil Mrs Brady's mind, hopefully ca1culatmg the tip, 
jumped and jumped again hke a tll:-meter. 

"Gh, 1 know my baby loves me--' 

The dark little girl apphed powder and hpstlck belongmg to herself. 
She examined the result searchmgly in the mrrror and sat bat'k, satl'-
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tied. She cast some silver Klmk' Klink! into Mrs Brady's saucer, and 
half rose. Then, remembenng sometlung, she settled down again. 

The ensuing thIrty seconds were spent by her in pullIng off her 
platmum weddmg rmg, tymg it in a comer of a lace handkerchief, and 
tucking the handkercruef down the bodIce of her tIght white velvet 
gown. 

"There I" she saId 
She swooped up her wrap and trotted toward the door, jeweled 

heels mernly twmklmg 

« 'Cause there am't no maybe--" 

The door fell shut 
Almost Instantly It opened again, and another girl came m. A blonde, 

thIS She was pretty In a round-eyed, dolI-lIke way, but Mrs Brady, 
regarding her, mentally grabbed the spmts of ammoma bottle For 
~he looked ternbly III The round eyes were dull, the pretty SIlly lIttle 
face ",as drawn The thin hands, pickIng at the fastemngs of a specIous 
beaded bag, trembled and tWItched 

Mrs Brady cleared her throat "Can I do something for you, mIss?" 
EVIdently the blonde gIrl had belIeved herself alone m the dreSSing 

room She started VIolently and glanced up, pamc In her eyes Pamc, 
and something else Something very hke murderous hate-but for an 
Instant only, so that Mrs Brady, whose perceptIons were never qmck, 
mIssed It altogether 

"A glass of water?" suggested Mrs. Brady 
"No," saId the gIrl, "no" She had one hand In the beaded bag now 

Mrs Brady could see It mOVing, causmg the bag to sqmrm lIke a lIve 
trung, and the fnnge to shIver "Yes I" she cned abruptly "A glass of 
water-please-you get It for me" 

She dropped on to the couch Mrs Brady scurfled to the water cooler 
In the corner, pressed the SpIgOt WIth a determIned thumb Water 
trIckled out thmly Mrs Brady pressed harder, and scowled, and 
thought, "Somethmg's wrong WIth thIS thing I mustn't forget, next 
tIme I see Mr Costello---" 

When agaIn she faced her patIent, the patIent was SIttIng erect. She 
was thrusting her clenched hand back mto the beaded bag agam 

She took only a SIp of the water, but It seemed to help her qUIte 
mIraculously Almost at once color came to her cheeks, hfe to her 
eyes She grew young agaIn-as young as she was She smiled up at 
Mrs Brady 

"Well''' she exclaImed. "What do you know about that l " She shook 
her honey-colored head "I can't imagine what came over me." 



"Are you better now?" mquU'ed Mrs. Brady. 
"Yes. Oh, yes. I'm better now. You see," said the blonde girl con

fidentially, "we were at the theater, my boy frIend and I, and It was 
hot and stuffy-I guess that must have been the trouble" 

She paused, and the ghost of her recent di~tress crossed her face. 
"God! I thought that last act never would end'" she saId 

WhIle she attended to her haIr and complexIOn, she chattered gayly 
to Mrs. Brady, chattered on wIth scarcely a stop for breath, and 
laughed much She saId, among other thmgs, that she and her "boy 
fnend" had not known one another very long, but that she was 
"ga-ga" about him "He IS about me, too," she confessed "He thmks 
I'm grand" 

She fell stlent then, and in the lookmg-glass her eyes were shadowed, 
haunted But Mrs Brady, from where she stood, could not see the 
lookmg-gla~s, and half a mmute later the blonde girl laughed and 
began agam When she went out she seemed to dance out on ltttle 
wmged feet, and Mrs Brady, sIghmg, thought It must be mce to be 
young and happy lIke that 

The next arnvals were two A tall, extremely smart young woman 
in black chiffon entered first, and held the door open for her com
pamon, and the Instant the door was shut, she said, as though It had 
been on the tIp of her tongue for hours, "Amy, what under the sun 
happened~JJ 

Amy, who was brown-eyed, brown-bobbed-halred, and patently an
noyed about somethmg, crossed to the dressmg table and flopped into 
a chaIr before she made reply 

"Nothmg," she said weanly then 
"That's nonsense'" snorted the other "Tell me Was it somethmg she 

said;> She's a tactless ass, of course. Always was" 
"No, not anything she saId. It was--" Amy bit her IIp "All right' 

I'll tell you Before we left your apartment I Just happened to notice 
that Tom had disappeared So I went to look for rnm-I wanted to ask 
hIm if he'd remembered to tell the maid where we were gomg
Skippy's subject to croup, you know, and we always leave word. Well, 
so I went into the kItchen, thInkmg Tom might be there mixing cock
tails-and there he was-and there she was 1" 

The full red mouth of the other young woman pursed Itself slIghtly 
Her arched brows hfted "Well?" 

Her matter-of-factness appeared to infuriate Amy. "He was klsszng 
her'" she flung out. 

"Wen;1II said the other again. She chuckled softly and patted Amy's 
shoulder, as If It were the shoulder of a child "You're surely not gomg 

99 



to let that spoil your whole evening'" Amy dear! Kissing may once 
have been senous and significant-but it isn't nowadays. Nowadays, 
it's like shaking hands. It means nothing." 

But Amy was not consoled. "I hate her'" she cried desperately. "Red
headed thzng' Calhng me 'darlIng' and 'honey,' and s-sendmg me hand
kerchiefs for C-Christmas-and then sneaking off behind closed doors 
and k-kissing my h-h-husband--" 

At this point Amy broke down, but she recovered herself sufficiently 
to add with venom, "I'd hke to slap her!" 

"Oh, oh, oh," smiled the tall young woman, "I wouldn't do that!" 
Amy wiped her eyes with what might well have been one of the 

Chnstmas handkercluefs, and confronted her fnend "Well, what 
would you do, Vera? If you were P" 

"I'd forget It," saId Vera, "and have a good tIme I'd kiss somebody 
myself. You've no idea how much better you'd feel'" 

"I don't do--" Amy began mdignantly, but as the door behmd 
her opened and a thIrd young woman-red-headed, earrmged, ex
qUlSlte-hlted in, she changed her tone "Oh, hello'" she called sweetly, 
beammg at the newcomer VIa the mIrror. "We were wondermg what 
had become of you , .. 

The red-headed gIrl, smIlmg eaSIly back, dropped her CIgarette on 
the floor and crushed It out WIth a SlIver-shod toe. "Tom and I were 
talkmg to FIddle Baer," she explamed "He's gomg to play 'Clap Yo' 
Hands' next, because It'S my favonte Lend me a comb, wIll you?" 

"There's a comb there," said Vera, mdlcatmg Mrs Brady's business 
comb 

"But imagme usmg It'" murmured the red-headed gIrl "Amy, dar
lIng, haven't you one?" 

Amy produced a tmy comb from her rhmestone purse. "Don't forget 
to bnng It when you come," she saId, and stood up "I'm gomg on out, 
I want to tell Tom sometlung." She went 

The red-headed young woman and the tall black-chIffon one were 
alone, except for Mrs. Brady. The red-headed one beaded her mcredIble 
lashes The tall one, the one called Vera, sat watclung her Presently she 
said, "Sylvia, look here" And SylVIa looked Anybody, addressed in 
that tone, would have. 

"There is one tlung," Vera went on quietly, holdmg the other's eyes, 
"that I want understood. And that is, <Hands off" Do you hear me?" 

"I don't know what you mean" 
"You do know what I mean!" 
The red-headed girl shrugged her shoulders. "Amy told you she saw 

us, I suppose." 
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"Precisely. And," went on Vera, gathenng up her possessions and 
nsmg, "as I s3.ld before, you're to keep away" Her eyes blazed sudden 
wlute-hot rage "Because, as you very well know, he belongs to me," 
she saId, and departed, slammmg the door 

Between eleven o'clock and one Mrs. Brady was very busy mdeed. 
Never for more than a moment during those two hours ",as the dressing 
room empty. Often It was Jammed. full to overflowing wIth curled 
cropped heads, wIth IVOry arms and shoulders, wIth sIlk and lace and 
cfuifon, wIth legs. The door flapped in and back, in and back The 
murors caught and held-and lost-a hundred dIfferent faces Powder 
veiled the dressing table with a thm whIte dust, CIgarette stubs, scarlet 
at the tJp£, choked the ash-receIVer DImes and quarters clattered mto 
Mrs. Brady's saucer-and were transferred to Mrs Brady's purse The 
ongInal seventy cents remamed That much, and no more, would Mrs 
Brady gamble on the mtegnty of womankmd 

She earned her money She threaded needles and took stitches. She 
powdered the backs of necks She supplIed towels for soapy, dnppmg 
hands She removed a speck from a teary blue eye and pounded the 
heel on a slIpper. She curled the stragglmg ends of a black bob and a 
gray bob, pmned a velvet flower on a lIthe round waIst, rmxed three 
doses of bICarbonate of soda, took charge of a shed pmk-satm girdle, 
collected, on hands and knees~ several dozen fake pearls that had wept 
from a broken strIng 

She served chorus gIrlS and school gIrlS, gay young matrons and 
gayer young mistresses, a lady who had divorced four husbands, and 
a lady who had pOIsoned one, the secret (more or less) sweetheart of a 
Most DIstmgUlshed Name, and the Brains of a bootleg gang ... She 
saw thmgs She saw a yellow check, with the ink hardly dry She saw 
four tmy bruises, such as fingers mIght make, on an arm. She saw a 
girl stnke another girl, not playfully She saw a bundle of letters some 
man WIshed he had not wntten, safe and deep in a brocaded handbag 

About midnight the door flew open and at once was pushed shut, and 
a gray-eyed, lovely child stood backed agamst It, her palms flattened on 
the panels at her sldes, the draperies of her whtte chiffon gown setthng 
hghtly to rest around her. 

There were already five damsels of varying ages in the dressmg room 
The latest arrival marked their presence WIth a flick of her eyes and, 
standing just where she was, she called peremptonly, "MaId!" 

Mrs. Brady, standmg just where she was, said, "Yes, miss?" 
"Please come here," said the gtrl 
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Mrs. Brady, as slowly as she dared, did so. 
The gtrllowered her vOIce to a tense half-wlusper. "Listen 1 Is there 

any way I can get out of here except through this door I carne in?" 
Mrs Brady stared at her stupidly 
"Any wmdow?" persisted the girl. "Or anythmg?" 
Here they were mterrupted by the exodus of two of the damsels-of

varymg-ages Mrs Brady opened the door for them-and in ~o dumg 
caught a ghmpse of a man who waited m the hall outside, a debonair, 
old-young man wIth a gtrl's furry wrap hung over hIS arm, and hIS hat 
in hiS hand 

The door clicked The gray-eyed gIrl moved out from the wall, 
agamst which she had flattened herself-for all the world lIke one elud
ing purSUIt m a cmema 

"What about that wmdow?" she demanded, pomtmg 
"That's all the farther It opens," saId Mrs Brady 
"Oh I And It'S the only one--Isn't It?" 
"It IS " 
"Damn," said the gIrl "Then there's no way out~" 
"No way but the door," said :Mrs Brady testily 
The gullooked at the door She seemed to 1001.. through the door, 

and to despise and to fear what she saw Then she looked at Mrs. 
Brady "Well," she said, "then I s'pose the only thmg for me to do IS 
to stay m here" 

She stayed Mmutes ticked by Jazz clOoned dIstantly, stopped, struck 
up agam Other girls came and went StIll the gray-eyed girl sat on thl 
couch, WIth her back to the wall and her shapely legs crossed, smokmg 
cigarettes, one from the stub of another 

After a long whIle she saId, "Maid I" 
"Yes, miss?" 
"P~ek out that door, Will you, and see If there's anyone standmg 

there" 
Mrs Brady peeked, and reported that there was There was a gentle

man With a lIttle bit of a black mustache standmg there The same 
gentleman, m fact, who was standmg there "Just aiter you came m " 

"Oh, Lord," Sighed the gray-eyed girl "Well I can't stay here 
all nzght, that's one sure thmg" 

She slId off the couch, and went lIstlessly to the dressmg table. There 
she occupied herself for a mmute or two Suddenly, Without a word, 
she darted out 

Thirty seconds later Mrs. Brady was elated to find two crumpled 
one-dollar bills lymg m her saucer Her joy, however, dIed a premature 
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death For she made an almost simultaneous second discovery. A sad
denmg one. Above all, a puzzling one. 

"Now what for," marveled Mrs. Brady, "did she want to walk off 
WIth them sczssors~" 

ThIs at twelve twenty-five 
At twelve thIrty a quartette of eXCIted young things burst m, babblmg 

madly All of them had then evemng wraps WIth them, all talked at 
once One of them, a Dresden chma gIrl WIth a heart-shaped face, was 
the center of attractlOn Around her the rest fluttered lIke monstrous 
butterflIes; to her they addres5ed their shrIll exclamatory CrIes 

"Babe," they called her 
Mrs Brady heard snatches "Not III thIS state unless .. "Well, you 

can III Maryland, JImmy says" "Oh, there must be some place nearer 
than " "Isn't thIS marvelous?" "When dId it happen, Babe? When 
dId you decIde?" 

"Just now," the gIrl WIth the heart-shaped face sang softly, "when 
we were dancing" 

The babble resumed, "But lIsten, Babe, what'll your mother and 
father ?" "Oh, never mmd, let's hurry" "Shall we be warm enough 
WIth just the~e thm wraps, do you thmk? Babe, wIll you be warm 
enough? Sure?" 

Powder flew and httle pocket combs marched through brIght mar
cels Flushed checks were pam ted pmker shll. 

"My pearls," saId Babe, "are old And my dress and my slIppers are 
new Now, let's see-what can I borrow~" 

A lace handkerchief, a diamond bar pin, a pan of earnngs were prof
fered She chose the bar pm, and ItS owner unpmned It proudly, gladly 

"I've got blue garters '" exclaImed a shrIll lIttle gIrl m a sIlver dress. 
"GIve me one, then," directed Babe "I'll trade WIth you .... There' 

That fixes that" 
More babblmg, "Hurry' Hurry up'" .. "Listen, are you sure we'll 

be warm enough? Because we can stop at my house, there's nobody 
home" "GIve me that puff, Babe, 1'11 powder your back" "And Just 
to thmk a week ago you'd never even met each other'" "Oh, hurry up, 
let's get started I" "I'm ready" "So'm I" "Ready, Babe? You look 
adorable" "Come on, everybody" 

They were gone agam, and the dressmg room seemed twice as still 
and vacant as before 

A mmute of grace, during whIch Mrs. Brady WIped the spilled pow
der away with a damp gray rag Then the door Jumped open agam 
Two evening gowns appeared and made for the dressmg table in a bee 
line SlIm tubular gowns they were, one green, one palest yellow Yel. 
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It>W haIr went with the green gown, brown hair with the yellow. The 
green-gowned, yellow-haired girl wore gardenias on her left shoulder. 
four of them, and a flaslung bracelet on each fragile wrist. The other 
girl looked less prosperous, still, you would rather have looked at her 

Both ignored Mrs. Brady's cosmetic dIsplay as utterly as they ignored 
Mrs. Brady, producing full field equipment of theIr own 

"Well," saId the girl With gardenIas, rouging energetically, "how do 
you hke rum?" 

"Oh-h-all nght " 
"Meanmg, 'Not any,' hmm? I suspected as much'" The girl with 

gardenias turned m her chaIr and scanned her compamon's profile WIth 
dIsapproval "See here, Manlee," she drawled, "are you gomg to be a 
damn fool all your hfe?" 

"He's fat," said Manlee dreamily. "Fat, and-greasy, sort of. I mean, 
greasy m his mmd Don't you know what I mean;'" 

"I know one thmg," declared the other "I know Who He Is' And If 
I were you, that's all I'd need to know Under the cIrcumstances" 

The last three words, stressed meanmgly, affected the girl called 
Manlee cunously She grew grave Her bps and lashes drooped For 
some seconds she sat frownIng a little, breakmg a black-sheathed lip
stIck m two and fittmg It together agam 

"She's worse," she said finally, low. 
"Worse?" 
Manlee nodded 
"Well," said the girl with gardenIas, "there you are It's the climate. 

She'll never be anythmg but worse, If she doesn't get away. Out West 
Anzona or somewhere." 

"I know," murmured Marilee. 
The other girl opened a tin of eye shadow "Of course," she saId 

dryly, "suit yourself She's not my sister." 
Manlee said nothmg. QUiet she sat, breaking the lipstick, mendmg 

it, breakmg It 
"Oh, well," she breathed finally, wearily, and straightened up She 

propped her elbows on the plate-glass dressmg table top and leaned 
toward the mIrror, and WIth the lipstIck she began to make her coral
pink mouth very red and gay and reckless and allunng 

Nightly at one o'clock Vane and Moreno dance for the Club Fran
~aIS. They dance a tango, they dance a waltz, then, by way of encore, 
they do a Black Bottom, and a trick of theIr own called the Wheel 
They dance for twenty, thirty mmutes. And while they dance you do 
not leave your table-for this is what you came to see. Vane and 
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Moreno. The new New York thrill. The sole justrlication for the five
dollar couvert extorted by Buly Costello. 

From one untIl half-past, then, was Mrs. Brady's recess. She had 
been looking forward to it all the evening long. When it began-when 
the opening chords of the tango mUSIC sounded stirrIngly from the room 
outSIde-Mrs. Brady bnghtened. WIth a nght good wIll she sped the 
partIng guests. 

Alone, she unlocked her cupboard and took out her magazine-the 
magazme she had bought three hours before Heavmg a great breath of 
relIef and satisfaction, she plumped herself on the couch and fingered 
the pages. 

ImmedIately she was absorbed, her eyes drmkmg up prmted lmes, 
her lIps movmg soundlessly 

The magazIne was Mrs Brady's favonte. Its stones were true stones, 
taken from hfe (so the edItor saId) , and to Mrs. Brady they were hve, 
VIVId threads In the dull, drab pattern of her mght 

The Lily 

H E BATES 

My GREAT-UNCLE SIlas used to live 10 a small stone reed-thatched 
cottage on the edge of a pmc-wood, where nIghtmgales sang pa~SlOn
ately m great numbers through early summer mghts and on mto the 
mormngs and often still m the afternoons On summer days after ram 
the aIr was sweetly saturated WIth the fragrance of the pmes, wluch 
mmgled subtly WIth the exquisIte honeysuckle scent, the strange vanilla 
heavmess from the creamy elder-flowers m the garden hedge and the 
perfume .of old pmk and wrute cnmped-double roses of forgotten 
names It was very quiet there except for the soft, water-wrusperIng 
sound of leaves and boughs, and the squabbling and singmg of bIrds 
in the house-thatch and the trees The house Itself was soaked WIth 
years of scents, half-sweet, half-dImly-sour WIth the smell of wood 
smoke, the curious odour of mauve and mIlk-coloured and red 
geramums, of old wme and tea and the earth smell of my uncle Sdas 
rumself. 

It was the sort of house to whIch old men retire to enjoy theIr last 
days, m wruch, shufHmg about In green carpet-slIppers, they do nothIng 
but poke the fire, gloomIly clIp their beards, read the newspapers WIth 
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their spectacles an upside down, take too much phYSIC and die of 
boredom at last 

But my uncle SIlas was dlfferent At the age of mnety-three he was 
as lIvely and restless as a young colt. He shaved every mormng at 
half-past five WIth cold water and a razor older than hImself whIch 
resembled an antique barbanc bill-hook. He stIll kept alIve wlthm 
him some gay, devIlIsh spark of audaCIty whIch made hIm attractIve 
to the ladles He ate too much and he drank too much 

'God strIke me If I tell a he,' he used to say, 'but I've drunk enough 
beer, me boyo, to float the fleet and a drop over.' 

I remember seemg hIm on a scorchmg, wmdless day m July He 
ought to have been asleep In the shade WIth lus red handkerchIef over 
hIS old walnut-coloured face, but when I arnved he was at work on 
Ius potato-patch, dIggmg steadIly and strongly m the full blaze of the 
sun. 

Hearmg the clIck of the gate he looked up, and seemg me, waved 
rus spade The potato-patch was at the far end of the long garden, 
where the earth was warmest under the woodSIde, and I walked down 
the long path to It between rows of fat-podded peas and beans and 
green-frUIted bushes of currant and gooseberry By the house, under 
the sun-whIte wall, the sweet-wIllIams and whIte pmks flamed softly 
against the hot marIgolds and the orange poppIes flat-opened to drmk 
In the sun 

'Hot,' I saId 
'WarmIsh • He dId not pause in hIS strong, rhythmIcal dIggmg The 

potato-patch had been cleared of Its crop and the ~un-wlthered haulms 
had been heaped agamst the hedge. 

'Peas~' I saId The conversatIon was IneVItably lacomc 
'Taters,' he saId He dId not speak agam untIl he had dug to the 

edge of the wood. There he straIghtened hIS back, blew hIS nose on hIS 
red handkerchIef, let out a nonchalant flash of spIttle, and cocked hIS 
.~~ . 

'Two crops,' he saId 'Two crops from one hIt 0' land. How's that, 
me boyo~ Ever heard talk 0' that~' 

'Never.' 
'And you'd be tellmg a lie if you said you had Because I know you 

am't • 
He wmked at me, WIth that swift cock of the head and the perky 

flicker of the lId that had in it all the saucy jauntIness of a youth of 
twenty He was very proud of lumself He was domg somethmg extraor
dinary and he knew It. There was no humbug about hIm 

Sitting 10 the low shade of the garden hedge I watched hIm, waIting 
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for him to finish digging. lie was a short, thick-built man, and hill old 
rorduroy trousers concertina-folded over his squat legs and his old 
wine-red waIStcoat ruckled up over rus heavy chest made him look 
dwarfer and thicker still. He was as ugly as some old Indian idol, his 
skm walnut-stamed and scarred lIke a weather-cracked apple, his 
cheeks hanging loose and wIthered, hIS lIps wet and almost sensual and 
a tnfle sardomc with theIr SIdeways tWIst and the thIck pout of the 
lower IIp HIS left eye was bloodshot, a thm vem or two of scarlet 
stammg the wlute, but he kept the hd half-shut, only ralSlng it abruptly 
now and then wIth an odd cockmg-fhcker that made hIm look devdish 
and sinister. The sudden gay Jaunty flash of hIS eyes was electric, 
Immortal I told hIm once that he'd hve to be a thousand 'I shall,' 
he said. 

When he had fimshed the dIgging and was scrapmg the lIght sun-dry 
sod from hiS spade wIth hIS Battened thumb I got up langUIdly from 
under the hedge 

'Don't stram yourself,' he saId 
He shouldered lus spade amly and wal!..ed away towards the house 

and I followed hIm, marvellmg at his age, hIS strength and hIS tlfeless
ness under that hot sun Half-way up the garden path he stopped to 
show me hIS goosebcrnes. They were as large as young green peaches. 
He gathered a handful, and the bough, relIcved of the wClght, swayed 
up sWIftly from the earth When I had taken a gooseberry he threw the 
rest mto hIS mouth, crunchmg them hke a horse eatmg fresh carrots. 
Somethmg made me say, as I sucked the gooseberry. 

'You must have been born about the same year as Hardy' 
'Hardy?' He cocked hIS bloodshot eye at me 'What Hardy?' 
'Thomas Hardy' 
He thought a moment, crunchmg goosebernes 
'I recollect hIm Snotty lIttle bIt of a chap, red haIr, always had a 

dew-drop on the end of hIS nose One 0' them Knottmg Fox Hardles. 
Slunny lot. I recollect hIm' 

'No, not rum I mean another Hardy DIfferent man' 
'Then he was arore my tIme.' 
'No, he was about your bme. You must have heard of hIm He wrot8 

books' 
The word fimshed him' he turned and began to stride off toward!. 

the house. 'Books,' I heard hIm mutter 'Books I' And suddenly ne 
turned on me and curled hIS wet red hps and saId In a voice of 
devastatmg scorn, lus bloodshot eye half-angry, half-gleeful 

'I daresay.' And then in a flash' 'But could he grow gooseberries !Ike 
that?' 



Without pausmg for an answer he strode off agam, and I followed 
Irlm up the path and out of the blazing white afternoon sun into the 
cool, geramum-smellmg house, and there he sat down in lus shut
sleeves m the big black-leathered chair that he once told me hiS 
grandmother had left him, With a hundred pounds sewn m the seat 
that he sat on for ten years without knowmg It 

'Mouthful 0' wIlle?' he Said to me softly, and then before I had time 
to answer he bawled mto the SIlence of the house 

'Woman 1 If you're down the cellar brmg us a bottle 0' cowshp" 
'I'm upstairs,' came a vOice 
'Then come down And look shppy , 
'Fetch It yourself" 
'What's that, y'old tit? I'll fetch you somethmg you won't forget m 

a month 0' Sundays D'ye hear?' There was a low muttenng and 
rumblIng over the ceilIng 'Fetch It yourself,' he muttered 'Did ye hear 
that? Fetch It yourself" 

'I'll fetch It,' I said 
'You Sit down,' he saId 'What do I pay a housekeeper for? Sit down 

She'll brmg It ' 
I sat down m the broken-backed chair that in summer time always 

stood by the door, proppmg It open. The deep roof dropped a strong 
black shadow across the threshold but outside the sun blazed un
brokenly, WIth a stIll, mtense lmd-summer light There was no sound 
or movement from anythmg except the bees, droll and drunken, as 
they crawled and tIppled down the yellow and blue and dazzlmg whIte 
throats of the flowers And slttmg there waltmg for the wme to come 
up, lIstenmg to the bees working down mto the heart of the Silence, 
I saw a flash of scarlet m the garden, and said 

'I see the lIly's In bloom' 
And as though I had startled hlID Uncle Silas looked up qUid.!), 

almost WIth SUspIcIon 
'Ah, she's m bloom,' he said. 
I was wondenng why he always spoke of the hly as though it were 

a woman, when the housekeeper, her unlaced 'shoes chp-cloppmg 
defiantly on the wooden cellar-steps and the bnck passage, came m 
with a green wme-bottle, and slapping It down on the table went out 
"lgaln with her head stiffly uplIfted, Without a word. 

'Glasses I' yelled my uncle SIlas. 
'Bnngmg 'em if you can wait" she shouted back 
'Well, hurry then! And don't fall over yourself l' 
She came back a moment or two later With the glasses, wluch she 

tJapped down on the table just as she had done the wme-bottle 
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aehantly, WIthOUt a wora. She was a scraggy, trosty-eyed woman, WIth 
a tlght, almost hpless mouth, and as she stalked out of the door my 
uncle SIlas leaned across to me and said in a whisper Just loud enough 
for her to hear 

'Tart as a stIck of old rhubarb' 
'What's that you're saymg?' she saId at once. 
'Never spoke Never opened me mouth' 
'1 heard you I' 
'Go and put yourself 10 curlmg pms, you old straIght hook!' 
'I'm leaVIng,' she shouted 
'Leave!' he shouted 'And good nddance' 
'Who're you talkmg to, eh? Who're you talkmg to, you corrupted 

oid devIl? You ought to be ashamed of yourself' If you weren't so old 
I'd warm your breeches tIll you couldn't SIt down I'm off' 

She flashed out, chp-cloppmg wlth her untIed shoes along the 
passage and upstalr~ whIle he chanted after her, m hIS dev·J1Ish. 
goadmg VOIce 

'Tart as a bIt of old rhubarb, tart as a bIt of old rhubarb" 
When the home was SIlent agaIn he looked at me and "'Inked his 

bloodshot eye and Said 'Pour out,' and I half-filled the tumblers WIth 
the clear ~lln-coloured wme As ... e drank I saId, 'You've done It now,. 
and hc wmh.ed bach. at me agam, knowmg that I knew that she had 
been leaVIng every day for twenty years, and that they had quarrelled 
wlth each other day and mght for Dearly all that tIme, secrf'tly lOVIng It. 

Slttmg by the door, sIppmg the sweet, cold wme, I looked at the hly 
agam Its strange, scarlet, turk's-cap blossoms had Just begun to uncurl 
m the July heat, the colour hot and passlOnate agamst the snow
(oloured pmks and the cool larkspurs and the stIff spIkes of the 
madonnas, sweet and vlrgm but lIke whIte wax Rare, exotIc, strangely 
lovely, the red lIly had blossomed there, untouched, for as long as I 
could remember 

'When are you gomg to g1Ve me a lIttle bulb off the lIly?' I saId. 
'You know what I've always told you,' he saId 'You can have her 

when I'm dead You can come and dIg her up then Do what you hke 
\Hth her.' 

I nodded He drank, and as I watched hIS skmny throat fillIng and 
relaxmg WIth the wme I saId 

'Where dId you get It? In the first place?' 
He looked at the almost empty glass 
'J pmched her,' he saId 
'How?' 
'Never mind. GIve us another mouthful 0' wme' 
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He heJd out !us glass, and I rose and took the wme~bottle from the 
table and paused WIth my hand on the cork. 'Go on' I sald, 'tell me,' 

'I forget,' he said. 'It's been so damn long ago.' 
'How long?' 
'I forget,' he said. 
As I gave rum back rus wme-filled glass I looked at hIm wIth a smIle 

and he half-smIled back at me, half-cunnmg, half-sheepIsh, as though 
he knew what I was thmkmg. He possessed the VIVldest memo!)" a 
memory he often boasted about as he told me the stones of his 
boyhood, rare tales of prIZe-fights on summer mormngs by isolated 
woods very long ago, of how he heard the news of the Cnmea, of how 
he took a candle to church to warm hIS hands agamst it m the dead of 
winter, and how when the parson crIed out 'And ye shall see a great 
light, even as I see one now" he snatched up the candle m fear of hell 
and devIls and sat on It 'And I can put my finger on the spot now' 

By that smIle on hIS face I knew that he remembered about the lIly, 
and after takmg another long drmk of the wme he began to talk HIS 
VOIce was crabbed and rusty, a strong, ugly vOIce that had no softness 
or tenderness m It, and hIS half-shut bloodshot eye and hIS wet curled 
lips looked rakIsh and wIcked, as though he were actmg the villamous 
miser in one of those travellmg melodramas of hiS youth 

'I seed her over m a garden, behmd a wall,' he Said 'BIg wall, about 
fifteen feet hIgh. We were bangmg m hard a-carrymg hay and I was 
on the top 0' the cart and could see her JU5t over the wall. Not Just one 
-scores, common as poppIes I felt I shouldn't have no peace again 
untIl I had one And I mpped over the wall that mght about twelve 
o'clock and ran straight mto her' 

'Into the hly?' 
'Tah! Into a gal See? Young gal-about my age, daughter 0' the 

house All dressed m thm whIte "What are you domg here?" she says, 
and I beheve she \\as as fnt as I was "I lost somethmg," 1 says "It's all 
nght. You know me" And then she wanted to know what I'd lost, and 
I felt as If I dIdn't care what happened, and I saId, "Lost my head, I 
reckon" And she laughed, and then I laughed and then she saId, 
"Ssshhh' Don't you see I'm as done as you are If we're found here? 
You'd better go What dId you come for anyway?" And I told her 
She wouldn't belIeve me "It's nght," I says, "I Just come for the lIly." 
And she Just stared at me "And you know what they do to people who 
steal?" she says "Yes," I says, and they were the days when you could 
be hung for lookmg at a sheep almost "But pIckmg flowers am't 
steahng," I says. "Ssshhh I" she says agam. "What d'ye thmk I'm 
going to say If they find me here ~ Don't talk so loud. Come here behind 
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these trees and keep quiet." And we went and sat down behind some 
old box-trees and she kept wluspenng about the lIly and telling me to 
wlusper for fear anyone should come. "I'll get you the hly all nght," 
she says, "If you keep quiet. I'll dlg it up".' 

He ceased talkmg, and after the sound of rus harsh, uncouth racy 
VOice the summer afternoon seemed qUieter than ever, the drowsy, 
stumblmg boom of the bees m the July flowers only deepcnmg the hot 
drowsy silence. I took a drmk of the strong cool fiower-odoured wme 
and waited for my uncle Silas to go on with the story, but nothmg 
happened, and finally I looked up at him 

'Well?' I said. 
For a moment or two he dId not speak But finally he tumed and 

looked at me wlth a half-solemn, half-vIVaclOus expreSSIOn, one eye 
half-closed, and told me m a VOIce at once dreamy, deVIlIsh, innocent, 
mysterious and tnumphant, all and more than I had asked to know. 

'She gave me the Illy,' he sald 

Mary 

JOHN COLLIER 

THERE WAS m those days-I hope It I~ there still-a village called 
UfferleIgh, Iymg all among the hIlls and downs of North Hampshire. 
In evcry cottage garden there was a gIant apple tree, and when these 
trces were hung red With frUIt, and the newly hfted potatoes lay 
gleammg between bean-row and cabbage-patch, a }oung man walked 
mto the Village who had never been there before 

He stopped m the lane Just under Mrs Hedges'~ gate, and looked up 
mto her garden ROSIe, who was plckmg the beans, heard hiS tentatIve 
cough, and turned and leaned over the hedge to hear what he wanted. 
"I was wondermg," said he, "If thue was anybody in the vIllage who 
had a lodgmg to let" 

He looked at ROSie, whose cheeks were redder than the apples, and 
whose hair was the softest yellow lmaginable. "I was wondenng," 
said he m amendment, "Ji you had." 

ROSie looked back at him. He wore a blue jersey such as seafarmg 
men wear, but he seemed hardly lIke a seafanng man. HIS face was 
brown and plain and pleasant, and his hair was black. He was 
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shabby and he was shy, but there was somethmg about him that made 
it very certam he was not Just a tramp "I'll ask," saId ROSie. 

With that she ran for her mother, and Mrs Hedges came out to 
interview the young man "I've got to be near Andover for a week," 
sald he, "but somehow I dIdn't fancy staying rIght In the town" 

"There's a bed," Said Mrs Hedges "If you don't mInd haVIng your 
meals with us--" 

"Why, surely, ma'am," said he. "There's nothmg I'd like better." 
EverythIng was speedIly arranged, ROSie picked another handful 

of beans, and In an hour he was seated with them at supper. He told 
them hIS name was Fred Baker, but, apart from that, he wa~ so pohte 
that he could hardly ~peak, and In the end Mrs Hedges had to ask 
him outnght what hIS busmess wa~ "Why, ma'am," saId he, lookmg 
her straight 10 the face, "I've done one thmg and another ever smce 
I was so high, but I heard an old proverb once, how to get on m the 
world 'Feed 'em or amuse 'em,' It saId So that's what I do, ma'am. I 
travel with a pig" 

Mrs Hedges s~l.1d she had never heard of such a thmg 
"You surpn~e me," said he "Why, there are some m London, they 

tell me, maJ...mg fortunes on the halls Spell, count, add up, answer 
questIOns, an'ythmg But let them walt," said he, smllmg, "tIll they see 
Mary" 

"Is that the name of your pig?" asked ROSie 
"Well," said Fred, shyly, "It's what I call her Just between ourselves 

lIke To hu publIc, she';, Zola Sort of FrcnchIfied, I thought SplCy 
If you'll excu~e the mentIon of It But m the caravan I call her Mary " 

"You live m a caravan?" cned ROSie, delIghted by the doll's-house 
Idea 

"We do," said he "She has her bunk, and I have mme." 
"I don't thmk I should like that," said Mrs Hedges "Not a pIg. 

No." 
"She's as clean," said he, "as a new-born babe And as for com

pany, well, you'd say she's human All the same, It'S a bIt of a wander
mg life for her-up hlU and down dale, as the sa'ymg goes Between 
you and me I shan't be satisfied till I get her mto one of these bIg 
London theatres You can see us ill the West End'" 

"I should like the caravan be~t," Said ROSie, who seemed to have 
a great deal to say for herself, all of a sudden 

"It's pretty," said Fred. "Curtains, you know Pot of flow~rs LIttle 
stove. Somehow I'm used to It Can't hardly tlunk of myself staYIng at 
one of them bIg hotels StIll, Mary's got her career to thmk of I can't 
stand m the way of her talent, so that's that" 
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"Is she big;m asked Rosie. 
"It's not heL" sIZe," Sald he. "No more than Shirley Temple. It's 

her braIns and personalIty. Clever as a wagon-load of monkeys I You'd 
lIke her She'd hke you, I reckon Yes, I reckon she would Sometunes 
I'm afraId I'm a bit slow by way of company for her, never bavmg 
had much to do With the ladles" 

"Don't tell me," said :Mrs Hedges archly, as convenhon requIred 
"'TIs so, ma'am," saId he "Always on the move, you see, ever SInce 

I was a mpper Basket~ and brooms, pots and pans, then ~ome acrobat 
stuff, then Mary Never two days m the same place It don't give you 
the bme to get acquamted " 

"You're gomg to be here a whole week, though," saId ROSie artlessly, 
but at once hC'r red cheeks blushed a hundred hmes redder than before, 
for Mrs Hedges gave her a sharp look, which made her see that her 
words Imght have bcen taken the wrong way 

Fred, however, had notIced nothmg "Yes," said he, "1 shall be here 
a week And why? Mary ran a naIl m her foot III the marketplace, 
Andover FWI,hed her act-and collapsed. Now she's at the vet's, poor 
creature" 

"Oh, poor thmg'" cned Rosie 
"I was half afraid," saId he, "It was gomg wrong on her But it 

seems ,he'll pull round all nght, and I took opportumty to have the 
van repaired a bit, and soon we'll be on the road agam I shall go In 

ano see her tomorrow Maybe I can find some black berne" to take 
her b} wa}' of a rehsh, so to speak" 

"Colley Bottom," said ROSIe "That's the place where they grow 
big and JUICy" 

"Ah' If I knew where It was--" said Fred tentatIvely 
"Perhaps, III the mornmg, If she's got hme, she'll show you," saId 

Mrs Hedges, who began to feel very kmdly disposed towards the young 
man 

In the mormng, surely enough, ROSie dId have tIme, and she showed 
Fred the place, and helped hIm pick the berne, Returnmg from 
Andover, later m the day, Fred reported that Mary had tucked mto 
them a faIr treat, and he had lIttle doubt that, If she could have 
spoken, she would have sent her speCIal thanks Nothmg IS more 
affectmg than the grahtude of a dumb ammal, and RoslC was Impelled 
to go every mormng With Fred to pIck a few more bernes for the m
valId pig 

On these excurSlOns Fred told her a great deal more about Mary, a 
bit about the caravan, and a httle about hunself. She saw that he was 

Il3 



very bold and knowing in some ways, but incredtbly simple and shy 
in others. Tlus, she felt, showed he had a good heart. 

The end of the week seemed to come very soon, and all at once 
they were coming back from Colley Bottom for the last time. Fred 
said he would never forget Ufferleigh, nor the nice tune he had 
had there. 

"You ought to send us a postcard when you're on your travels," 
said Rosie 

"Yes," he saId "That's an Idea I wlll " 
"Yes, do," saId ROSIe 
"Yes," saId he agam "I w1l1 Do you know, I was altogether down

hearted at gomg away, but now I'm half wlslung I was on the road 
again already So 1 could be sendmg that card rIght away," saId he 

"At that rate," saId ROSIe, lookmg the other way, "you mIght as well 
make It a letter" 

"Ahl" saId he "And do you know what I should feel lIke putting 
at the bottom of that letter? If you was my young lady, that IS WhIch, 
of course, you're not Me never havmg had one" 

"What?" saId ROSIe 
"A young lady," saId he 
"But what would you put?" said she 
"Ah'" saId he "What I'd put Do you know what I'd put;> If-I', 

mind you-If you was my young lady?" 
"No," saId she, "what?" 
"1 don't hardly hke to tell you," saId he 
"Go on," she saId "You don't want to be afraId" 
"All fight," saId he "Only mmd you, It's tf n And WIth hIS stIck he 

traced three crosses m the dust 
"If I was anybody's young lady," saId ROSIe, "I shouldn't see any

thing wrong in that After all, you've got to move WIth the tImes" 
NeIther of them saId another word, for two of the best reasons m the 

world FIrst, they were unable to; second, it was not necessary. They 
walked on WIth theIr faces as red as fire, in an agony of happmess 

Fred had a word WIth Mrs Hedges, who had taken a fancy to rum 
from the start Not that she had not always looked down upon caravan 
people, and could have been knocked over with a feather, had anyone 
suggested, at any earlier date, that she would allow a daughter of hers 
to marry mto such a company But right was right· this Fred Baker 
was different, as anyone with half an eye could see. He had kept 
himself to lumself, almost to a fault, for lus conversatIon showed that 
he was as mDocent as a new-born babe. Moreover, several knowledge
able people in the Village had agreed that his ambibons for Mary, his 

114 



pig, were in no way unjus1:lfied. Everyone had heard of such talented 
creatures, reclining on snow-wlute sheets In the best hotels of the 
metropolis, drinking champagne hke nulk, and earning for their fortu
nate owners ten pounds, or even twenty pounds, a week 

So Mrs. Hedges snuhngly gave her consent, and ROSIe became Fred's 
real, genume, proper young lady. He was to save all he could durmg 
the wmter, and she to stitch and smg In the sprIng, he would come 
back and they were to get marned 

"At Easter," saId he 
"No," saId Mrs Hedges, countmg on her fingers "In May. Then 

tongues can't wag, caravan or no caravan" 
Fred had not the famtest Idea what she was dnvmg at, for he had 

bved so much alone that no one had told hIm certam thmgs that every 
young man should know However, he well reahzed that thIS was an 
unusually short engagement for Ufferlelgh, and represented a great 
conceSSlOn to the speed and dash of the entertaInment mdustry, so he 
respectfully agreed, and set off on hIS travels 

My Darlzng ROSIe, 
Well here we are m Paznswlck havzng had a good mght Saturday at 

Evesham Mary cleverer than ever that goes WIthout sayzng now spells 
four new words thIrtY-SIx In all and when 1 say now Mary how do you 
lIke Paznswlck or Evesham or wherever It IS she pIcks FIN E It goes 
down very well She IS zn the best of health and hope you are the same 
Seems to understand every word I say more lIke a human bezng every 
day Well I suppose I must be gettzng our bit of supper ready she always 
sets up her cry for that speCIally when 1 am wrztmg to you. 

Wzth true love 
FRED XXX 

In May the apple trees were all in bloom, so It was an apple-blossom 
weddmg, whIch m those parts IS held to be an assurance of flowery 
days Afterwards they took the bus to the market town, to pIck up 
the caravan, wluch stood In a stable yard. On the way Fred asked 
ROSIe to walt a moment, and dIved into a confectioner's shop. He 
::ame out WIth a huge box of chocolates. ROSIe smIled all over her 
face WIth JOY. "For me?" she said. 

"Yes," saId he "To gIVe to her as soon as she claps eyes on you. 
They're her weakness. I want you two to be real pals" 

"All nght," SaId Rosie, who was the best-hearted girl in the world. 
The next moment they turned into the yard: there was the caravan. 

"Oh, it's lovely1" cned Rosie. 
"Now you'll see her," said Fred. 
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At. the sound of tus voice a falsetto squeal rose from Wlthin. 
~'Here we are, old lady," saJd Fred, openmg the -:loor. "Here'.li a 

friend of mme come to help look after you Look, ~he's brought you 
somethmg you'll fancy." 

Rosie saw a mIddle-SIZed pig, flesh-coloured, neat, and wIth a smart 
conar. It had a small and rather calculatmg eye RosIe offered the 
chocolates they were accepted Wlthout any very effusIVe acknowledg
ment. 

Fred put the old horse m, and soon they were off, jogglng up the 
long hills to the west. Rosie sat beSIde Fred on the dnving seat, Mary 
took her afternoon nap Soon the sky began to redden where the road 
diVIded the woods on the far hill-top. Fred turned mto a green lal1P. 
and they made theIr camp. 

He lIt the stove, and ROSie put on the potatoes. They took a lot 
of peelmg, for It seemed that Mary ate With gusto ROSIe put a gIgantic 
rice puddmg mto the oven, and soon had the rest of the meal prepared. 

Fred set the table He laid three places 
"I say," saId ROSIe 
"What?" saId Fred. 
"Does she cat along WIth us?" said ROSIe "A pIg?" 
Fred turned qUIte pale He beckoned her outsIde the caravan "Don't 

say a thmg like that," saId he "She won't never take to you If you say 
a thing lIke that Didn't you see her gIVe you a look?" 

"Yes, I dId," Said ROSIe "All the same-- Well, never mmd, Fred 
I don't care, really I Just thought I did" 

"You walt," said Fred "You're thmkmg of ordmary pIgS Mary's 
dIfferent" 

Certamly Mary seemed a comparatl'Vcly tIdy cater All the same, she 
gave ROSie one or two very odd glances from under her sIlky straw
coloured lashes She seemed to hock her nce puddmg about a bIt WIth 
the end of her nose 

"What's up, old glrl?" said Fred "Didn't she put enough sugar In 

the pudden? Never mmd--can't get everything nght first tIme" 
Mary, With a rather cross hiCCUp, settled herself on her bunk "Let's 

go out," saId Rosie, "and have a look at the moon" 
"I suppose we might," said Fred "Shan't be long, Mary Just gomg 

about as far as that gate down the lane" Mary grunted morosely and 
turned her face to the wall 

ROSie and Fred went out and leaned over the gate. The moon, at 
least, was all that It should be 

"Seems funny, bemg marrIed and all," srod ROSie softly. 
"Seems all nght to me," said Fred 
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"Remember them crosses you drew In the <hrt in the road that day?" 
saId RoSIe 

"That I do," said Fred. 
"And all them you put in the letters"" s3.ld RosIe. 
"All of 'em," saId Fred. 
"KIsses, that's what they're supposed to stand for," saId ROSIe. 
"So they say," saId Fred 
"You haven't gIVen me one, not smce we was marned," S3.ld Rosie. 

"Don't you hke Ie" 
"That I do," saId Fred "Only, I don't know--" 
"What?" saId ROSIe 
"It makes me feel all queer," said Fred, "when I kiSS you As if I 

wanted--" 
"What?" saId ROSie 
"I dunno," 5ald Fred "I don't know If It's I want to eat you all up, 

or what" 
"Try and find out, they say," said ROSIe 
A delIcIOUS moment followed In the very middle of It a pIercIng 

~queal rose from the caravan Fred Jumped as If he -were shot. 
"Oh dear," he CrIed "She's wondenng what's up Here I come, old 

gull Here I come I It's her bed-time, you see Here I come to tuck 
you m l" 

Mary, With an au of some petulance, permitted thiS process ROSie 
stood by "I suppose we'd better make It lIghts out," said Fred. "She 
hkes a lot of sleep, you see, bemg a bram worker" 

"Where do we sleep?" said ROSie 
"I made the bunk all ruce for you thiS mornmg," said Fred. "Me, 

I'm gomg to doss below A sack full of straw, I've got" 
"But-" said ROSie. "But--" 
"But what?" said he 
"Nothmg," said she "Nothmg" 
They turned In ROSie lay for an hour or two, thmkmg what thoughts 

I don't know. Perhaps she thought how charmmg It was that Fred 
should have lIved so Simple and shy and secluded all these years, and 
yet be so knowmg about so many thmgs, and yet be so mnocent, and 
never have been ffilxed up m bad company-- It is Impossible to say 
what she thought 

In the end she dozed off, only to be wakened by a sound lIke the 
oagplpes of the deVIl hunself. She sat up, ternfied It was Mary. 

"What's Up;l What's up?" Fred's vOIce came like the ghost's m 
Hamlet from under the floor "GIve her some mIlk," he sald_ 

Rosie poured out a bowl of mtlk. Mary ceased her fiendIsh racket 

1I7 



while me drank, but the moment Rosie had blown out the light, and 
got into bed again, she began a hundred times worsa ~n before. 

There were rumblings under the caravan. Fred appeared in the 
doorway, half dressed and with a straw in his hair 

"She wzll have me," he said, m great distress 
"Can't you-- Can't you he down here?" said ROSie. 
"What? And you sleep below?" said Fred, astounded. 
"Yes," said ROSie, after a rather long pause "And me sleep below." 
Fred was overwhelmed With gratitude and remorse. ROSie couldn't 

help feelmg sorry for him. She even managed to give him a smue 
before she went down to get what rest she could on the sack of straw. 

In the mornmg, she woke feehng rather dejected There was a mighty 
breakfast to be prepared for Mary, afterwards Fred drew her aside. 

"Look here," he said. "ThiS won't do I can't have you sleeping on 
the ground, worse than a glppo I'll tell you what I'm gomg to do 
I'm gomg to get up my acrobat stuff agam I used to make a lot that 
way, and I liked It fine Hand sprmgs, double somersaults, bit of con
juring. it went down well Only I didn't have time tJ keep m practice 
with Mary to look after But If you'd do the lookmg after her, we'd 
make It a double turn, and soon we'd have a good bit of cash And 
then--" 

"Yes?" said ROSie 
"Then," said Fred, "1 could buy you a traIler" 
"All right," Said ROSie, and turned away Suddenly she turned back 

with her face flammg "You may know a lot about pigs," she said 
bitterly "And about somersaults, and conJunng and baskets and brooms 
and 1 don't know what-all But there's one thmg you don't know." And 
with that she went off and cned behmd a hedge 

After a while she got the upper hand of It, and came back to the 
caravan. Fred showed her how to give Mary her mornmg bath, then 
the depilatory-that was very hard on the hands-then the rubbmg 
With Cleopatra Face Cream-and not on her face merely-then the 
powdenng, then the mamcurmg and polIshmg of her trotters 

ROSie, resolved to make the best of it, conquered her repugnance, and 
soon mastered these hand maidenly duties She was relieved at first 
that the spOiled pig accepted her mlrustratIons Without protest Then 
she noticed the gloating look in its eye. 

However, there was no tIme to brood about that No sooner was the 
toilet finished than it was time to prepare the enormous lunch After 
lunch Mary had her little walk, except on Saturdays when there was 
an afternoon show, then she took her rest. Fred explamed that during 
this period she liked to be talked to, and'have her back scratched a 
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bit. Mary had quite clearly decIded that in future she was going to 
have it scratch&d a lot Then she had her massage. Then tea, then 
another httle walk, or the everung show, accordmg to where they were, 
and then it was time to prepare dmner. At the end of the day Rosie 
was thankful to curl up on her poor sack of straw. 

When she thought of the bunk above, and Fred, and hIS simphcity, 
her heart was fit to break The only thmg was, she loved him dearly, 
and she felt that If they could soon snatch an hour alone together, 
they mIght kiss a httle more, and a ray of lIght mIght dIspel the dark
ness of exceSSIve mnocence. 

Each new day she watched for that hour, but It dIdn't come. MaI1 
saw to that Once or tWIce ROSie suggested a lIttle stroll, but at once 
the hateful pig grumbled some demand or other that kept her hard 
at work till It was too late Fred, on hiS Side, was busy enough with 
hiS practlSlng He meant It so well, and worked so hard-but what did 
It lead to? A trailer' 

As the days went by, she found herself more and more the slave 
of thIS arrogant grunter Her back ached, her hands got chapped and 
red, she never had a moment to make herself look nIce, and never 
a moment alone WIth her beloved Her dress was spotted and spoiled, 
her smIle was gone, her temper was going. Her pretty hair fell in elf 
locks and tangles, and she had neIther time nor heart to comb It. 

She trIed to come to an explanatlOn WIth Fred, but It was nothing 
but cross purposes and then cross words He trIed m a score of little 
ways to show that he loved her these seemed to her a mere mockery, 
and she gave hUll short answers Then he stopped, and she thought 
he loved her no longer Even worse, she felt she no longer loved rum. 

So the whole summer went by, and thmgs got worse and worse, and 
you would have taken her for a gipsy 10deed 

The blackbernes were npe agam, she found a whole brake of them. 
When she tasted one, all sorts of memones flooded mto her heart: 
she went and found Fred "Fred," she saId, "the blackbernes are ripe 
again. I've brought you one or two" She held out some 10 her grubby 
hand. Fred took them and tasted them, she watched to see what the 
result would be 

"Yes," said he, "they're npe. They won't gripe her. Take her and 
pIck her some thIs afternoon." 

ROSIe turned away WIthout a word, and 111 the afternoon she took 
Mary across the stubbles to where the npe berries grew. Mary, when 
she saw them, dIspensed for once WIth damty servIce, and began to 
help herself very lIberally. Rosie, finding she had nothing more urgent 
to attend to, sat down on a bank and sobbed bItterly. 
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In the middle of It all she heard a voice asking what was the matter. 
She looked up and there was a fat, shrewd, jolly-lookm~farmer. "What 
is. it, my gu-P" sald he. "Are you hungry?" 

"No," said she, "I'm fed up." 
"What wIth?" sald he. 
"A pig!" said she, with a gulp 
"You've got no call to bawl and cry," said he. "There's nothing hke 

a bIt of pork I'd have the mdlgestlOn for that, any day." 
"It's not pork," she Said. "It's a pIg. A hve pig" 
"Have you lost It?" said he. 
"I wish I had," saId she. "I'm that mIserable I don't know what 

to do." 
"Tell me your troubles," said he. "There's no hann 10 a bIt of 

sympathy" 
So ROSie told him about Fred, and about Mary, and what hopes 

she'd had and what they'd all come to, and how she was the slave 
of thIS insolent, spOIled, Jealous pIg, and 10 fact she told hun every
thmg except one httle matter which ~he could hardly brmg herself to 
repeat, even to the most sympathetIc of fat farmers 

The fanner, pushmg hIS hat over hiS eyes, scratched rus head very 
thoughtfully "Really," saId he "I can't hardly beheve It" 

"It's true," said ROSie, "every word" 
"I mean," said the fanner "A young man-a young gal-the young 

gal sleepmg down on a sack of straw-a pretty young gal hke you. 
Properly marned and all Not to put too fine a pomt on It, young 
.ussus, aren't the bunks WIde enough, or what?" 

"He doesn't know," sobbed Rosle "He Just doesn't know no more'n 
a baby And she won't let us ever be alone a mmute So he'd find out" 

The farmer scratched hIS head more funously than ever Lookmg 
at her tear-stamed face, he found It hard to doubt her On the other 
hand it seemed ImpOSSIble that a pig should know so much and a young 
man should know so little. But at that moment Mary came trottmg 
through the bushes, With an egOIstical look on her face, which was well 
laesmeared WIth the Jwce of the npe bernes. 

"Is this your pIg?" saId the fanner 
"Well," saId ROSIe, "I'm just takmg her for a walk" 
The shrewd fanner was qUick to notIce the look that Rosie got from 

the haughty grunter when it heard the expreSSIOn "your pIg ,. ThIS, 
and ROSl.e's hurned, nervous dISclaimer, convmced the worthy man 
that the story he had heard was well founded. 

''You're takmg her for a walk?" said he musingly. "Well! Well! 
Well! I'll tell you what 1£ you'd ha' been here thIs tune tomorrow 
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you'd have met me taking a walk, with a number of very dear young 
friends of mine" all very much hIre. her. You might have come along. 
Two young sows, beautIful creatures, though maybe not so beautIful 
as that one. Three young boars, in the prIme of theIr health and hand. 
someness. Though 1 say It as shouldn't, rum that's unattached-he's a 
prmce. Oh, what a beautlful young boar that young boar really 15 I" 

"You don't say?" saId RosIe 
"For looks and pedIgree both," SaId the farmer, "he's a prmce. The 

fact IS, It's theIr bIrthday, and I'm takmg 'em over to the VIllage £01' 
a lIttle bIt of a celebratIon. 1 suppose thIs young lady has some other 
engagement tomorrow." 

"She has to have her sleep just about thIS time," saId ROSIe, ignoring 
Mary's angry grunt 

"Pltyl" saId the farmer "She'd have Just made up the party SUCh 
fun they'll have' Such refreshments 1 Sweet apples, cakes, bISCUIts, a 
bushel of chocolate creams Everythmg most refined, of course, but 
plenty You know what I mean-plenty And that young boar-yOli 
know what I mean If she should be walkmg by--" 

"I'm afraId Jlot," ,aId ROSIe 
"PIty'" saId the farmer "Ah, well I mu~t be movmg along" 
WIth that, he bade them good afternoon, ralSlng hIS hat velY politely 

to Mary, who looked after hIm for a long tImt', and then walked sulloly 
home, gobblmg to herself all the way 

The next afternoon Mary seemed eager to stretch out on her bunk, 
and, for once, mstead of requmng the usual number of httle attentlolU 
from ROSIe, she clost'd her eyes m sleep ROSIe took the opportunIty 
to plck up a pall and go off to buy the evenmg ratIOn of fresh milk. 
When she got back Fred was stIll at rus practIce by the wayslde, and 
ROSIe went round to the back of the caravan, and the door was swing
mg open, and the bunk was empty 

She called Fred They sought hIgh and low. They went along the 
roads, fearIng she mIght have been knocked over by a motor car. They 
went callmg through the woods, hopmg she had fallen asleep under 
a tree They looked m ponds and dltche~, behmd haystacks, under 
bndges, everywhere ROSIe thought of the farmer's Jokmg talk, but she 
hardly liked to say anythmg about It to Fred 

They called and called all mght, scarcely stoppmg to rest. They 
sought all the next day It grew dark, and Fred gave up hope. They 
plodded silently back to the caravan. 

He sat on a bunk, WIth hIS head In rus hand 
"I shall never see her agam," he said. "Been pmched, that'.s .what 

she's been. 
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"When .1 think," he said, "of aU the hopes I had for that pig-
'"When I think," he said, "of all you've done for her! And what it', 

meant to you--
"1 know she had some faults in her nature," he said "But that W3.li 

artistic. Temperament, It was. When you got a talent hke that-
"And now she's gone '" he saId. With that he burst mto tears. 
''Oh, Fred!" cned Rosie "Don't!" \ 
Suddenly she found she loved rum just as much as ever, more than 

ever. She sat down besIde hIm and put her arms round rus net-k. 
"Darling Froo, don't cry!" she saId again 

"It's been rough on you, I know," said Fred. "I didn't ever mean 
it to be." 

"There' There," said ROSIe She gave him a kISS, and then she gave _ 
him another. It was a long tIme smce they had been as close as tms. 
There was nothmg but the two of theI]l and the caravan, the tmy 
lamp, and darkness all round, theIr kisses, and gnef all round. "Don't 
Jet go," said Fred. "It makes It better." 

"I'm not lettmg go," she saId. 
"Rosie," saId Fred "1 feel-- Do you know how 1 feeP" 
"I know," she saId "Don't talk." 
"Rosie," saId Fred, but thIS was some time later. "Who'd have 

thought it?" 
"Ab! Who would, indeed?" said Rosie. 
"Why dIdn't you tell me?" saId Fred 
"How could I tell you;m saId she. 
"You know," said he "We mIght never have found out-never'

if she hadn't been pmched." 
"Don't talk about her," said Rosie. 
·'1 can't help It," saId Fred. "WIcked or not, 1 can't help it-I'm 

pad she's gone It's worth It I'll make enough on the acrobat stuff. 
I'll make brooms as well Pots and pans, too" 

"Yes," Said Rosie "But look' It's mornmg 1 reckon you're tired, 
Fred-running up hIll and down dale all day yesterday. You he abed 
now, and I'll go down to the vlllage and get you somethmg good for 
breakfast." 

"AIl nght," saId Fred "And tomorrow I'll get yours." 
So ROSIe went down to the VIllage, and bought the Dllik and the 

IIrea.d and so forth As she passed the butcher's shop she saw some 
new-made pork sausages of a smgularly fresh, plump, and appettzing 
appearance So she bought some, and very good they smelled whlle they 
were rooking. 

"That's another thing we couldn't have while she was here," said 
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Fred, as he finished his plateful. "Never no pork sausages, on aecount 
of her feelIngs. I never thought to see the day I'd be glad she was 
pmched. I only hope she's gone to someone who apprecIates her." 

"I'm sure she has," said Rosie. "Have some more " 
"I wIll," said he. "I don't know If it's the novelty, or the way you 

cooked 'em, or what I never ate a better sausage In my hfe. If we'd 
gone up to London wIth her, best hotels and all, I doubt if ever we'd 
have had as sweet a sausage as these here." 

Brotherhood 

H A MANHOOD 

FOR A full minute he stared at the canted signboard by the gate of 
Rosemary Cottage, scratchmg dubIOusly at hIS palm, rus thick bps 
shapmg the tIpsy lettered words-"Teas-Mmerals ProvIded." FIrst 
peenng over the hedge he tapped a waIstcoat pocket as If to reassure 
himself and entered the garden, carefully relatchmg the gdte behind 
him, blushmg npely as he crossed to the bench farthest removed from 
my own perch He sat down WIth all the cautIOusness of an aboriginal 
encountenng a rustIc bench for the first tIme RemOVIng hIS cap he 
dabbed hIS face WIth a new, blue-bordered handkerchIef and crossed 
hiS legs, ImmedIately uncrossIng them, obVIously thInkmg that he would 
thus be better prepared for flIght were he accused of trespassIng. He 
had the hypersensItIVe air of an exhIbItIon rabbIt, a dock rat in 
ArcadIa, so to speak For a tense space he studIed my feet, companng 
them with his own, reluctantly deCIding that I was harmless. Having 
pulled up hIS tIght trouser legs, unconsciously exposmg two pale cut
lets of flesh above the concertma'd socks, he relaxed WIth a double puff 
of rehef. 

Face and demeanour alIke suggested that he had weathered about 
thIrty years, WIth roses very few and far between He was stockily 
bUIlt and CUrIously sallow, as though he had grown up in darkness. 
He appeared to have dressed m the dark, too Store creases Were viSIble 
in rus shoddy "ready mades", the knot of hIS tie had slIpped so that 
it resembled a cleft tWIg tucked into his waIStcoat. HIS boots were 
new, with sohdly curving soles, uncomfortable, even to the eye. Hair 
fringed his small but promment ears like dead grass about mushrooms, 
while his mouth had the appearance of being equipped with more 
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teeth than is usual. His nose, which seemed to have been cruelly 
pinched whIle yet plastk, formed the centrepiece of a pair of tea 
scales, of whIch hIs large, mISty blue eyes were the dIshes. The balance 
was not qUite true, the left dIsh bemg slightly lower than the nght. 

His hands were perhaps the most mterestmg phYSIcal feature, these 
aptly illustratmg the law of natural compensatIOn. They were finely 
shaped but sadly neglected, scars and agnads seemmg to indIcate that 
he had employed them agamst stone 10 the absence of tools. They 
were abnormally sensItive and actIVe, sometImes wrestlmg together 
or explonng a surface, but more often fluttenng m seemmg ImItatIOn 
of the wmg tremblmgs of the chaffinch confined to the cage hangmg 
from the trelhssed arch above the bench It was as though he were 
expressmg WIth hIS hands all thme thoughts that could not be put 
into words 

He dId not at first notice the bIrd. A fall of seed husks at last drew 
rus attentIOn to the chIlly glmtmg cage The chaffinch was huddled 
m the caked sand, pantmg labonously, workmg ItS wmgs m an enfeebled 
way as though trymg to recall theIr purpose, troubled perhaps by 
dreams of past flIghts between the balanced green and blue of earth 
and sky--of Apnl moments when It had come ncar to perfectmg It& 
hurried lync Chance-no other name fits the wayfarer so well--crur
ruped unmusicalIy, but WIth good mtentIOn The bIrd turned Its 
cracked, beady eyes towards hIm and uttered a smgle tarmshed thread 
of sound He took the reproach to heart Climbmg upon the bench 
he peered into the cage WIth phYSICIan-lIke solemmty, scratchmg the 
bIt of cuttlebone WIred to the bars as If suspectmg that of bemg the 
cause of the blrd's melancholy The settmg-sun-like wnnJ...le over rus 
nght eye deepened WIth hIS understandmg Suckmg m hIS checks he 
emItted seductIve nOIses, whispermg words of cheer But the finch had 
no reason to assocIate kmdness WIth the human VOIce Its only response 
was to flutter Its wmgs despamngly Exhausted, It subSided agam mto 
the fouled sand, heart pumpmg sluggIshly TrellIs and WIres were 
Imaged m the cage, the finch mIght have been the last pawn in an 
mtncate game 

Perhaps the same thought occurred to Chance HIS self-conSCIous
ness gave Vvay to a Jaunty concern Sklppmg from the bench he poked 
In the grass and among the flower-beds, collectmg a seedmg bunch 
of weeds WIth whIch he decorated the cage, mVltmg the chaffinch to 
the feast WIth a cheerful, "Come on, old sportIe, dmner's served" The 
bird hopped close, peckmg blmdly, presently discovermg the succulent 
greenery, faIlIng to WIth pathetic eagerness, Chance watching with 
tinglIng enthUSIasm. 



He was still waiting upon the chaffinch when Mistress Bliscott came 
down the path to inquire his wants. Warned by her ponderous tread, 
he sat down hurriedly. She stood before him, drymg her spongy red 
hands on her apron. He asked for tea, "with a mIte of cake," grateful 
for her fnendly manner. Watching her depart he resumed his study 
of the bIrd, dropping ~gam to his seat as she returned WIth a rugh 
plIed tray WIth deft surety she dlstnbuted chma over a little Iron table. 
Chance looked at her SIdeways, scratchmg at hIS palm. SIDllmg at the 
puffing teapot he nsked a remark: 

"'Scuse me mentIOmng it, lady, but that's a mIghty fine bIrdie o' 
yours m the cage" He Jerked a thumb over rus shoulder. 

MIstress Blu,cott balanced her head and stroked her overflowing 
hIps. "You're certaInly nght, Mister, that you are He's not at all a bad 
bttle ckp-a chaffinch It IS, y'know. A lIttle mopy to-day-they do 
get lIke tha( y'know" She whIstled shnlly, as If caIlmg a dog, but 
the chaffinch heeded her not at all "He'll be as nght as ram to-morrow, 
for sure My favounte bIrd, a finch, y'know" 

Chance nodded emphatIcally "Seems a leedle bIt short in the sight, 
don't 'e?" he quened, addmg concIhatmgly "P'raps It'S the heat." 

"Bless you, no l that a'nt the heat," nppled MIstress Bbscott With 
an explosI"e grunt she lIfted the cage down and swung It in an at
tempt to move the finch to song "See now? he's blmd, that's what. 
They always blmd finches, y'know-It makes them smg so much better. 
You Just pnck theIr eyes WIth a red-hot needle hke you'd pnck a 
currant The), don't feel It at all, y'know. You'd be surprISed what a 
vasty dIfference It makes" 

"Don't feel It I" Chance could not have been more astonished had 
hIS teeth suddenly melted away. Words curdled m hIS mouth He 
stro1.ed hIS cap, vlSlbly SIckened. MIstress Bhscott poked a finger into 
the cage and he flInched, even as dId the chaffinch Fumblmg m his 
'vaistcoat pocket he produced a com It sank IDto the red palm as mto 
the heart of a Jellyfish and MIstress Bhst.Ott saIled away, leaving lum 
stanng dully "Poor httle bugger," he murmured 

WIth unsteady hand he poured a cup of tea, adding mIlk and sugar, 
stIrrmg fiercely But he dId not drInk The tea cooled and he pushed 
it asIde WIth a pIece of pmk icmg he SCrIbbled upon the table top, 
seemmg to waver between two courses SIght of MIstress BlIscott re
turmng down the path bolstered hIS resolutIOn 

"Your change," she smIled, complacently 
Chance stared up at her, patted hIs waistcoat pocket, and rose 

slowly to hIS feet 
"Would you sell the little feller, lady?" 
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"Lordy me! that's quite a question to spring" Very dehberately, 
Mistress Bljscott removed a ha1rpin and scratched her head with the 
point, regarchng Chance thoughtfully, suddenly raising her VOIce: 

"George! Gennelman here wants to buy our finchy-cage an' all. 
What about it?" 

A huge man with a moustache that was life a cusp of sandstone, 
wearing the umform of a prISon warder, advanced from the rear of 
the cottage, wheelmg a b1cycle. 

"What's that?" He settled his cap firmly. 
Chance turned from rus hopeful scrutiny of the bird at sound of 

the heavy VOIce. He saw the umform, stiffened to attentIon, and as 
suddenly wIlted. A httle torrent of words burst from him. 

"It don't matter-don't matter at all-my m1stake. Sorry ter bother 
you .... Guess-guess I'll be gomg. It don't matter at all ... " 

Cap clenched m h1s fingers he hurned from the garden, heavy 
headed, stones bouncmg from the touch of h1s boots, as 1f m d1sgust. 
MIstress Bhscott panted 

"There now! DId you ever see the hke of that before?" 
The warder calmly adjusted trouser-guards about hIS ankles, dusted 

rus hands together, took up a cube of sugar, and crunched It \Hth 
stolId enjoyment 

"Out to-day," he sald "Now what would he be wantmg WIth a bIrd, 
cl'ye think?" 

The Long Valley, by John Stembeck New York Vlkmg 1938 
The Grapes of Wrath, by John Stembeck New York Vlkmg 1939 
Of MICe and Men, by John Stembeck. New York. COVICI Friede 1937 
Nightseed, by H A. Manhood New York VIking. 1928. 
Short Stones from the New Yorker. New York. SImon & Schuster 1940 
Jackpot, by Erskme Caldwell New York. Duell, Sloan and Pearce 1940 
Tobacco Road, by Erskme Caldwell New York SCribner 193:2 
Defy the Foul FJend, by John Colher. New York Knopf 1934 
HIS Monkey WIfe, by John Collier New York. Appleton 1931 
Look At All Those Roses, by ElIZabeth Bowen New York Knopf 1941 
Death of the Heart, by Ehzabeth Bowen New York Knopf 1938 
Adam and Eve and Pinch Me, by A E Coppard New York Knopf 1922 
FJtlid 0/ Mustard, by A E Coppard New York Knopf 1927 
The Black Dog and Other Stones, by A. E. Coppard New York Knopf 19:23 
Thtl Salvahon of PISCO Gabar, and Other Stories, by Gl,.offrey Hou8ehold BostoD 

Llttle Brown. 1940. 



ALVA JOHNSTON'S "Let Freedom Ring" was a Profile in the 

New Yorker, and I found It m the collected volume of these entertam
mg pIeces The account of Isadora Duncan comes from the tnlogy 
presented under the title USA by John dos Passos These two selec
tions have to my mmd, lIke "NIght Club," a documentary value that 
claIms a place for them in thIS volume. Both give ample scope for the 

~pIrit of ~rony to dIsport itself. 

Let Freedom Ring 

AL VA JOHNSTON 

IN COMMUNITmS where there are many homIcides and few corpora
tiOns, the crimmal lawyers are the flower of the profession In the big 
CIties it is dIfferent. The arIStocrats of the New York bar are rarely, 
If ever, inSIde of a courtroom, they SIt m theIr offices toymg WIth 
rrulhon-dollar WIlls, merging bIllIon-dollar corporations, frustratmg the 
Shennan Act, and stultIfymg the tax laws. If they have any menial 
work lIke heckling the U. S. Supreme Court, they employ some humble 
drudge for the purpose; as for the New York courts, they would prefer 
to be seen in a flea circus. There is today, however, some tendency in 
the reverse dIrection. HOmICIde is soaring, corporatIons tobogganing. 
The SOCIal tone of the criminal courts improves as bankers and Judges 
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SWarll1 into the pnsoner's dock. If the crimmallaw ever regains its old 
ascendancy, Samuel S. Leibowitz will have. the stand10g of a Choate, 
an Er<tnne, or a Brrkenhead. 

BIll Fallon, the Great Mouthpiece, is still the cult hero of the criminal 
bar, but his feats do not rank With those of LeibOWitz Fallon, accord
ing to the researches of Gene Fowler, represented 126 defendants 10 
homIcide cases, not one of whom was convicted In many Fallon tnals, 
however, the Junes dIsagreed, vot1Og I I to I for convictIOn In one 
case a Juror was convicted of takmg a bnbe from Fallon, although 
Fallon was later acqUItted of gIvmg the bnbe LeibOWitz has defended 
78 men charged With murder m the first degree, hIS record IS 77 
acqUIttals, one dIsagreement, no convictIOns In the one dIsagreement 
the JUry stood 8 to 4 for acqUittal 

For several years, LeibOWitz has not lost a s10gle JUry case. Last year, 
LeibOWitz acqUitted the two men whom the Pohce Department wa~ 
most amaom to convict V10cent ColI, charged With the Baby-Killer 
murder in Harlem, and Harry Stem, charged With the murder of 
VIVian Gordon Other noted clIents acqUItted of murder wIll be re
membered by tablOId readers as the GIgolo Murder Widow, the 
Mother Honor Slayer, the Breadkmfe Murderes,>, the slxty-five-year
old Vendetta Woman, or Grandmother Slayer, the Mystery Wife, or 
Razor Slayer, the Pants Murderer, the Insurance Death Plotter, the 
Sweeney Slayers, and the PrmCIpal-Keeper Killer In acqUItt10g Harry 
Hoffman, the lawyer deprIved Staten Island of an old Staten Island 
institution The Hoffman affaIr was the "AblC's Insh Rose" of murder 
ca~e~, havmg a five-year run Another lawyer obtamed disagreements 
for Hoffman m the first three tnals, LeibOWitz won a not-gUIlty verdict 
10 the fourth, Impovenshmg the cultural lIfe of Staten Island Leibo
WItz has always been a favonte of the stIckup ladles, Two-Gun TIllIe 
Sachs and the Bobbed-Half BandIt (Cella Cooney) were among hiS 
clIents He procured a hght sentence for Cella on a plea of gUIlty, 
and won an acqUittal for TIllIe on the theory that her husband made 
her stick people up. He acqwtted the Gonlla Cops, two of Seabury's 
"polIce monsters" He saved Rudy Vallee and Al Capone from the 
consequences, respectively, of crOSSIng Brooklyn Bndge at forty-five 
miles an hour and of cancellmg three citizens 10 a Brooklyn speakeasy. 

But whUe the record of LeIbOWItz is umque, he has one advantage 
over Fallon and earher practitioners. Jurors formerly had more con
fidence m the pohce and prosecutors. The great postwar crime wave 
mcreased a pohce tendency toward beating confeSSIOns out of pnsoner~ 
and maJlufactunng eVIdence. Torture IS a most effective method of 
collecting data from unwIllmg sources, but, when adopted as a routine 
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matter, it causes pubhc resentment. Confessions are discounted be
cause of the behef that many have been obtained by violence. 

The State's case IS cautIously studied by Junes on account of the 
suspicion that It is partly fabncated. "Frameup" and "Tlurd-degree" 
are the slogans of lawyers who ten or fifteen years ago would have 
cned "AlIbI" and "Mistaken identity." All that the law colleges have 
to do today lS to teach theIr students to repeat "It's a frameup," and 
the boys wIll Wlll half theIr cases. Cnmmal tnals have always seethed 
with perJury; the new far tor IS that the Juror IS more SUSplClOUS of the 
prosecutIon than of the defence Thus the present IS the golden age 
of the cnmmal lawyer, and he performs a useful miSSIOn for society 
10 frustratmg the plots and cnmes of some of the sworn enforcers of 
the law One of the most dramatlc of the pubhc services of LeIbowItz 
was hIS exposure of the bombshell \\'Itness m the prosecutIOn of Vmcent 
CoIl He exposed and wrecked thIS conspIracy wIth fourteen EskImo 
Pies 

CoIl was the fastest-rISmg hoodlum m New York CIty. After two 
years of hot serVIce In the beer wars, he had speCIalIzed 10 snatchmg. 
HIS masterpIece was the snatclung of BIg Frenchy de Mange, Owney 
Madden's chICf of staff Call hot-footed BIg Frenchy wIth lIghted 
matches untIl he sent to Owney for ransom It was generally reported 
In the underworld that It was CoJ1's ambItIOn to snatch Owney hIm
self In 1930 and 193 I, Coli and hIS gang were the most ac. tIve killers 
In Manhattan, and ColI was a lOgIcal suspect when the by-product 
of a gang shootmg III Harlem \\'as the so-called Babv-KIller murder, 
the slaymg of four-year-old MIchael VengalI m hIS baby buggy 

CoIl went mto hldmg and dyed hIS haIr and mmtarhe He wa~ 
captured. The chIef wltne~s agamst hIm was an ex-wnvlet and pro
feSSIOnal surpnse wltnes~ named George Brecht Three detectIves were 
employed for four months m amusmg and cntertammg Brecht. He 
was mamtamed, at the expense of the PolIce Department, m a hotel, 
and was placed on the polIce payroll HIS three polIce chaperons took 
hIm to baseball games, pnzefights, mght clubs They never let hIm out 
of their company, so that there was no danger that he mIght boast 
to anyone that he was groommg hImself to be the bIg bombshell 10 

the Coli trIal When he took the stand, the \\'ltness \\'as m the pInk 
of condltlOn, tramed to the mmute He had seen Co11, he saId, pump 
from a machme gun the bullet that kIlled the Vengah cruld He could 
not be IDlstaken, he added, because he had noted the dImple m CoIl's 
chIn as the gangster whIZzed by 10 an automobIle 

"Tlus Brecht has only been out of JaIl a few months," saId LelboWIU 
to hIS clerk After havmg hundreds of ex-convIcts {or clIents, Leilia-
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, 
witz not only can identify a jailbird by the way he holds his mouth, 
but can often tell what jail he comes from. Brecht denied that he 
had ever been in jail; denied also that he had ever been a witness 
before He refused to name hIS home town or tell anytrung about his 
past, saying this would expose hIS famlly to the vengeance of the CoIl 
gang Brecht could not be shaken m lus story of the shooting Had 
the cross-exammatlOn been an ordinary one, ColI would have died 
in the chair. 

LeibOWitz, however, eventually succeeded in destroymg the witness 
by sendmg out for fourteen EskImo PIes. He presented one to the pros
ecutor, one to the Judge, and one to each of the Jurors They mspected 
these delIcaCIes carefully and then ate th(>m. And that firushed Brecht. 
Brecht had stated that he earned hIS hvmg In New York by peddhng 
Eskimo PIes, the cross-exammatIOn showed that he was unfaffilhar 
With them. He could not descnbe the label He had never heard of 
dry Ice He saId that he had earned the PIes around In pasteboard 
boxes m the July sun and that theIr own coldness kept them from 
meltmg The trouble wIth Brecht was that he was a thIef and petty 
crimInal who refraIned from work, he did not care to confide thIS 
to the JUry, and he represented hImself as an E,1.Imo PIe peddler 
WIthout knowmg that the subject was so complIcated After hIS httle 
treat to the JUry, LeIbOWItz went at the WItness WIth fresh VIgor and 
caught him m lie after be As hIS morale cracked, Brecht admItted 
that he had been a guest of honor of the PolIce Department for months 
Finally, a probatIOn officer, who had read about the case, told 
LeIbowitz of Brecht's crImmal past In Missoun "Weren't you once m 
the custody of a probatlon officer named Rosso?" asked LeIbOWItz 
"Never," replied Brecht "HIS name ",as Rosseo" Brecht finally ad
mitted hIS cnmmal record and also confessed that he had acted as a 
surpnse WItness before The judge mstructed the JUry to acquit CoIl. 
Brecht was flagrantly guIlty of perJury, but he could not have been 
prosecuted as a perjurer WIthout a revelation of hIS experIences WIth 
the police Such a revelatIon, It was deCIded, was not m the public 
interest Brecht was sent to Bellevue for an exammatlOn of lus head. 
It was found to be qUIte sound. He sbpped out of Bellevue unob
truSIvely, jomed the great mass of our CItIzenry, and is probably tour
ing the country at hIS old trade of surpnse-wltnessmg. As for Coli, he 
would have lIved longer If he had been framed-up successfully, for 
he would at least have had some months in the death house. As tlungs 
turned out, he was murdered by brother gangsters a few days after 
biB acquittal. The clear-cut lesson of the case is the need for more 
care in tutoring witnesses. 



The greatest disappointment to the Police Department in ye~ 
the acquittal of Harry Stein, was due to a jury's distrust of police 
methods Commissioner Mulrooney said there would be a black spot 
on the shield of every New York pohceman until the murderer of 
VIvian Gordon was convicted. The Patrolmen's Benevolent Associa
tIon appropnated fifteen thousand dollars to aid in solvmg the case. 
The prestIge of the Department was at stake because Clrcumstances 
at first suggested that a pohceman had murdered the woman to pre
vent her appearance as a Seabury witness, InvestIgatIOn, however, 
showed clearly enough that the murder had been mCldental to the 
theft of her Jewels and fur coat. The case against Stem was over
whelmmg. WItnesses told how he had started peddhng the Jewels and 
fur coat on the day of the murder Two accomphces told how he had 
strangled her and thrown her body mto Van Cortlandt Park. And 
the JUry acqUItted The prosecutor termed the verdict the greatest 
mlscarnage of JustIce m the history of Bronx County and moved that 
the names of the twelve Jurymen be stncken from the rolls. The 
Bronx Grand Jury handed up a special presentment censunng the 
petty JUry The petty JUry had acqUItted after a typical frameup plea 
by LeibOWitz HIS argument was based almost entIrely on the fact that 
a State's WItness, who belonged to the dis-dat-deese-dem-doze school 
of elocutIOn, had on two occaSIOIlS lapsed momentanly mto elegant 
prose. ThIS WItness was a very tough mugg named Harry Schhtten, 
a taXIcab chauffeur, who confessed hIS part In the murder and de
lIvered hIS testImony, wIth the exceptIon of two sentences, in the 
rugged IdIOm of the gutter The exceptIOns were' "I heard a weIrd, 
uncanny sound, a gasp, a cackle" and "He was all aflutter." In re
tellmg hIS story on cross-exammatIOn, Schhtten repeated those sen
tences, It had the effect of a buccaneer's parrot quotmg from the 
ElSIe books. LeIbOWItz argued that those pretty phrases could not have 
ongmated behmd the apehke forehead of Schhtten The Jurors be
came convmced that a coach or an ammal-trainer had been at work 
on Schhtten They voted to acqUIt Stem, a professlOnal garroter, 
had preVIously served one term for stranglmg and robbmg a woman, 
he is now servmg a twenty-five-year sentence for chlorofonnmg and 
robbmg another. 

LeIboWItz carrIed the frameup defence to the hmit in the defence 
of a pickpocket In order to make it perfectly clear that he held no 
brIef for hIS clIent's general character, but was fightmg solely on the 
frameup issue, LeIbOWItz placed the defendant on the stand and cx
amined hIm thus: Q What is your occupation? A. ProfeSSional pick
pocket. Q. How long have you been a profesSIOnal pickpocket? A. 
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Twenty-four years. Q. If acquitted in this case, what will your occupa
tion 'be in the future? A,. Professional pIckpocket. - An acquittal 
followed this impudent and preposterous honesty. 

Hundreds of guIlty men wIll escape because of the fraudulent prose
cutIOn of ColI. Scores of guIlty men have been acqUltted because Grover 
Whalen, smart PolIce CommiSSlOner though he was, made the re
mark "There's a lot of law at the end of a mghtstlck" "NIghtstick 
law" was the sole theme of the appeal of LeIboWItz to the "reversIble 
JUry" whIch on the mght of AprIl 24th, 1929, voted 12 to 0 for con
VIction and 12 to 0 for acqUIttal m the same case The defendants 
were three alleged bandIts who had confessed holdmg up the box 
office of the State Theatre in Brooklyn LeIbOWItz contended that 
they had been mghtstIcked unt1l they were ready to confess anythmg. 
The Jurors were 8 to 4 for conVIctIon on the first ballot Before dmner 
they were I I to I for convictlOn After dmner they were unammous 
for conVIctIOn The Judge hurned back from hIS own dmner to receIve 
their verdIct, but was a few mmutes too late The twelfth Juror, 
findmg that hI~ conSCIence would not let hIm conVIct on the confeSSIons, 
changed hIS vote agam The Judge sent them back to delIberate further. 
Shortly before mldmght they came m WIth a verdIct of "Not gUIlty." 

Another mdlrect benefiuary of the thIrd degree was a defendant 
knov,n a~ LIttle Stemle, charged WIth holdmg Up a Jewelry salesman. 
The proi>ecutIon put m a strong case, but then made the mIst"ke -of 
addmg to It the complete and detaIled confeSSIOn "made at PoIrce 
HeadquarteIs" by LIttle SteInle. Stellue countered WIth the orthodox 
claIm that the confeSSIOn had been ghost-WrItten for hIm by detectIves 
and that he had been mghtstlcked mto sIgnmg It FIfteen detectives 
and hIgher pobce offiCIals took the ~tand to testrfy that the confeSSIOn 
had been voluntary and that Stemle had been treated WIth every 
courtesy at Pobce Headquarters The rankmg officer of the fifteen 
was a deputy ChIef mspector who had been m the Department for 
a thIrd of a century He not only demed that Stelme had :eceived 
the third degree, but demed that any pnsoner m New York had ever 
receIVed the thud degree The thIrd degree, he saId, was "somethmg 
you see only In the mOVIes" All battered pnsoners, he asserted, were 
battered by aCCIdent, or by polIcemen actmg m self-defence. "You 
have been a pobceman for thIrty-three years," saId LeIboWItz, "and 
you\e never seen or heard of a pobceman beatmg a pnsoner to get 
a confession?" "Never," replIed the mspector "Haw, haw, haw," 
roared Juryman No. 12. HIS eleven colleagues chImed m. Long peallt 
of laughter rolled back from the spectators' benches. The trial was 
'OVer, the summmg-up and the judge's charge were empty gestures. 
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Horse-laughs rumbled from the jury room for a few minutes, and the 
twelve men streamed In with an acquittal. 

The able crimmal lawyer IS the only antidote to the rubber hose 
and pollee-faked eVIdence. It is almost equally true that the rubber 
hose and the faked eVIdence are the only antIdotes to the able criminal 
lawyer The torture-and-surpnse-witness system has been developed 
m part because the legItImate efforts of the pollee have been thwarted 
by absurd rules of eVIdence; polItics, crooked magIstrates, patb.etJ.c 
pro~ecutors, easy judges, and bIg-hearted parole boards. 

II 

Cnminal law is a branch of the show business. Its practItioners ought 
to pay dues to the Actors' Eqwty rather than to the Bar AssoClahon. 
The busmess of the lawyers IS to entertaIn twelve men, to make them 
laugh, cry, shudder, stare, freeze, and burn. There 2re so many ways 
of dodgmg JUry duty that the sworn twelve ordmanly conSIsts of de
voted tr~al-Iovers, first-mghters of the courtroom They are there to 
see the lawyers Juggle, clown, tumble, do disappeanng-elephant tncks, 
and put theIr heads In the Judge's mouth, they are there to forget 
theIr troubles and revel m the land of make-believe The verdiCts 
commonly go to the best showman. ThIS works to the adva11tage of a 
tnple-threat man lIke Samuel LeIbOWItz, a master of cackles, tears, 
and thnlls 

Mark Antony ransomed bves for jests Jurors have the same weak
ness If a mIscreant or hIS lawyer IS an amusmg fellow, a JUry votes 
not gUIlty by way of saymg "We lIked your act" The majesty that 
broods over the courtroom IS a tnfle bogus, a Joke m a courtroom IS 

vastly more succes,ful than It would be cbewhere, Just as the humor 
IS Improved when the man who slIps on a banana peel happens to be 
weanng a SIlk hat LeIbOWItz is a comIC artIst HIS WIt, hIghly speoalIzed 
for JUry duty, IS not always fortunate when repeated out of court. 
But lIke other good comedIans, LeIbOWItz does not need good lmes. 
HIS methods are broad and dIreCt He laughs so heartIly, so uncon
trollably, that the JUry usually Joms hIm. He shakes, chokes, gasps, 
IS speechless, hIS clerk sometImes has to admInIster first aId I t IS not 
all affectatIon, a Joke, m or out of the courtroom, hIS own or some
body's else, robs hIm of self-control lUs uproar IS as contaglOus as 
that of Irvm Cobb's Chocolate Hyena. A humorous sally at the wrong 
hme may freeze up a courtroom and appall the jurors, but Sam has 
the Imtmct of an artIst in tImmg Ins gags and guffaws Tony Romano, 
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for example, is a client who owes his liberty to the counsellor's chuckles. 
Out gunnmg for Mrs Romano one day, Romano shot an inter
meddlmg pohceman. There were five eyewItnesses All Romano had 
was an alIbI He had been workIng in a fish store In Harlem that day, 
he said The prosecutor brought a basket of fish Into the courtroom 
and pIcked up a hahbut "A flounder," saId Romano. "And thIs?" 
The cross-examIner held up a bluefish "A perch" The prosecutor 
exhibIted a sea bass, the defendant identIfied It as a trout. There were 
twenty fish in the basket. Romano guessed wrong twenty tImes. The 
jury came In wIth an acquIttal after a summatlOn by LeIbowItz, who 
,ald' 

"I want you, Mr. Rabinowitz, and you, Mr Epstein, and you, Mr. 
Goldfogle, and you, Mr. GInsberg, to explaIn to your feIlow-Jurymen 
the fraud whIch has been perpetrated on my chent You see through 
it; they do not. Was there m all that array of fish a smgle pIke, or 
pIckerel, or any other fish that can be made mto gcfullte fisch? There 
was not. My clIent told you that he worked m a store at I 14th Street 
and LeXlngton Avenue The prosecutor knows that IS a JeWIsh neIgh
borhood, and he dId not show a smgle fish that makes gefullte fisch. 
What a travesty on Justice' My chent IS an Itahan that works In a 
JewIsh fish market, and they try hIm on Chnstlan fish " 

A httle man wIth a long tItle and a bIg badge furnIshed LeIbowitz 
with enough comedy to wm an acqUIttal for an Ene conductor accused 
several years ago of beIng an accessory to murder FreIght thIeves 
had lulled two men m the Ene yards The conductor was accused of 
acting m league wIth the thIeves and wIth hIdIng one of them at his 
home after the cnme The chIef Wltness agaInst the conductor was 
an undersIZed man, almost a dwarf, who, on bemg asked hIS occupa
hon, saId "I am a SpecIal Investigator for the Umted States RaIlroad 
Admimstrator attached to the Ene RaIlroad" On cross-exammatIOn, 
he msisted on the full tItle, scorned the inSInUatIOn that he was only 
a railroad detectIve LeIbowItz forced him to produce hIS badge. It 
was an enormous thIng resemblmg the Order of the Garter, but It 
bore the lettenng "Ene RaIlroad-DetectIve." LeIbOWItz obhged the 
JUry WIth a monologue on "The LIttle Man WIth the BIg Badge," and 
the JUry thanked LeIbOWItz WIth an acqwttaI. 

A sohdly buIlt man WIth thmnmg haIr, LeIbowitz has the forensic 
complexion, that healthy glow whICh is seen in its hIghest bloom in 
auctIoneers who do not drmk too much, he has a VOIce of extraordinary 
timbre which starts sympathetic VIbrations in the very bones of jury
men, and that contented look whIch comes from snatchmg seventy
~ight men and women from the electnc chair. He was born m Rumarua 
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thirty-eight years ago and was four years old when hIS parents brought 
him to this country. Leaving the Brooklyn pubhc schools, Leibowitz 
went to Cornell, where he won honors as a debater and an amateur 
actor. On graduatIOn from the Cornell Law School in 1915, he asked 
the Dean's adVIce on whether he should become a cnmmal lawyer. 
"Not that, Sam," said the Dean "Anythmg but that" 

Sam trIed the civIl law, but at the end of two and a half years 
was earnIng a salary of only thirty-five dollars a week He began ex
perimentIng 10 the cnmmal courts HIS first case was that of a pauper 
client accused of robbmg a saloon The man had been caught WIth 
the stolen goods and a skeleton key on hiS person There was, in the 
claSSical IdIOm of the cnmmal bar, not one smgle, solItary scmtilla 
of eVidence m favor of the defendant LeIbOWitz demanded, With a 
bold and confident air, that the JUry adjourn to the scene of the cnme 
and see whether or not the key would open the saloon door. The 
prosecutor thought there was a catch somewhere LeibOWitz had found 
m pnvate tests on doors 10 the courtroom that the key had a 100-per
cent effiCiency 10 openmg locks, but the prosecutor did not know how 
good It was Too, he might have been apprehensIve that the saloon 
door's lock had been toyed WIth At any rate, he was afraId to call 
the bluff The Judge sustamed the prosecutor's objectIon to the tnp 
to the saloon The summIng-up by LeibOWitz cOllslsted of vana,t1ons 
on two questIOns "Would thiS key have opened that door?" and 
"Why did the prosecutor refuse to let you make the te~t?" A first
ballot acqUIttal resulted 

For a hme LeibOWitz had none but pauper clIents, but hIS work was 
wmnIng favorable attention It IS a custom of malefactors, in their 
leIsure hours, to VISIt the cnmmal tnbunals and experhze the young 
mouthpieces, as major-league scouts appraIse mmor-league talent. It 
was not long before sagacious felons began to employ LeIbowitz His 
first cash chent was a profeSSIOnal pIckpocket who paid a $100 bIll as 
a retaIner. A man had said that he felt the clIent's hand In hiS pocket. 
The man was a lIar, saId the chent, "I've been a pickpocket for twenty
four years," he added, "and no man ever felt my mxtt 10 hIS kick." 
After the chent departed, LeIbowitz reached In hiS pocket for the 
$100 bill in order to fondle hiS maldrn fee and gloat over it. It was 
mIssmg. The lawyer vamly searched hIS other pockets He was looking 
under hIS desk when the chent returned and handed rum the bdl agaIn. 
"That was to show you it's a frameup," explamed the clIent. "I want 
you to have your heart m this case. You can see for yourself that the 
man's a liar." It IS foolhardy to mention this, because it sounds like 
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the kind of incident that folklorists trace to the reIgn of Cheops; but 
it happened to LeiboWItz, and that can be supported by affidavits. 

Eight years after his first CrImmal tnal, Leibowitz had gamed such 
underworld recogmtlon that Capone engaged him to fight a trIple
murder charge Al had come on from Chicago to spend Chnstmas Day 
in 1925 With hiS mother m Brooklyn In the early mornmg of Decem
ber 26 he dropped m at the Adoms SOCial Club In Brooklyn WIth a 
few frIends Peg-Leg Lonergan, a local gang leader, was there WIth 
a few fnends. Peg-Leg passed a remark InJUrIOUS to the honor of Italy; 
the lights went out, Peg-Leg was kIlled, the man on Peg-Leg's right 
was killed, the man on Peg-Leg's left was killed, the second man to 
the nght of Peg-Leg was wounded. On four occasions LeIbOWitz won 
the freedom of Capone and hiS fnends on WrIts of habeas corpus It was 
claimed that each wnt was served Just in bme to prevent the polIce 
from interrogatIng Al and his frIends With blunt Instruments Immedi
ately after the kIllIng, guests and employees of the Adoms SOCIal Club 
had told what happened, a day or two later they had forgotten It all
"obhveseed" It all, as the psycholOgists phrase It Capone lIked Leibo
witz for those four WrIts Sam spent several days with Al In ChIcago 
last summer consultmg about the gangster's defence m the Income-tax 
trial LeIboWitz formed the opmlOn that Capone could not be 
acq~tted 

LeibOWItz has change of pace He haw-haws chents out of court In 

one case, bombshells them out In another, weeps them out In a thud. 
One promInent chent slUIced out of pnson by honcst tears was young 
Harry Greenberg, accused of helpmg to drown Benny Goldstem m 
1927. ThiS was a complIcated affair known as the Gravesend Bay 
Insurance Murder Benny Goldstem was a martyr to hiS own plot He 
had Insured hiS own lIfe for $75,000 In favor of hIS partner, Joe 
LefkOWitz Benny was to be the VIctim of a mock drownIng, Joe was to 
collect the $75,000 and gIVe Benny $37,500 Joe altered the plot m one 
partIcular, he made Benny the victIm of a real drowning, thus effectmg 
an economy of $37,500 There had been no dIfficulty m obtamIng the 
insurance, as the law permits partners to msure themselves m favor of 
each other Joe and Benny had been partners m the arson busmess for 
four years They had opened and burned a cham of stores, swmdlIng 
insurance compames after each fire It was easy to conVInce the 
Insurance people that the sudden death of Benny would damage the 
firm to the extent of $75,000 The onginal plot was that Benny should 
go roWIng 10 Gravesend Bay, where a launch was to pick hIm up and 
carry him to New Jersey, whIle his comrades reported that he had 
drowned. It became necessary to enlIst two helpers m the plot One 
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was Harry Greenberg, later the chent of Leibowitz; the other a lad 
named Meyer Rubltlzahl. All four men met at the corner of East 
Seventh Street and Avenue B in Manhattan, where Benny expounded 
the detaIls of the fake drowning. At one pomt Benny excused himself 
for a moment in order to step around the corner and buy a bag of 
peanuts; before he had returned, the fake-drownmg plot had been 
amended WIthout Benny's knowledge by stnkmg out the word "fake." 
The next mornmg at seven-thIrty o'clock Benny, who could not swim, 
",as tossed out of a row boat In Gravesend Bay, Greenberg and 
Rubmzahl rowed rap1dly away 

Two Clrcumstances prevented the success of the revIsed plot One was 
that Moses Pollock, a cantor, chose that mornmg to walk along the 
beach smgmg the ~cales as a tune-up for Holy Week, whIch was a few 
days off The other Clrcumstance was that an old ~atlor, who hved in 
a homeboat, had chosen that tIme to row to the beach 10 order to 
exerc1se hIS setter dogs After these two wltnesses had told theIr story, 
Rubmzahl turned state's eVIdence and exposed the plot Rubmzahl was 
sentenced to hfe 1mpnsonment Lefkow1tz dIed m the clectnc chalf. 
Greenberg was acqUItted The youth of Greenberg, hls WIdowed 
mother, the horrors of hIS East Slde cruldhood, the fact that h1S sole 
profit from the cnme had been the gift of a twelve-dollar burnt-orange
and-chocolate-plaId SUIt from Baxter Street-wIth these detaIls Lelbo~ 
witz melted an acqUlttal from the hearts of the Jurors 

A b1t of courtroom showmanshlp saved the hfe of Convict Max 
Becker, accused of the murder of Prmclpal Keeper Durnford in the 
Auburn Pnson not of 1929 The not had started WIth the kIdnapping 
of Warden Jennmgs on h1S way back to hlS office after lDCJulflng of the 
prI<;()n cook why there had been so many thumbtacks m the beans. 
Durmg the not PnnCIpal Keeper Durnford was kIlled The case agamst 
Max Becker was a black one He had been wounded by a bullet whIch 
experts traced to the PrmCIpal Keeper's revolver A pnson guard 
teshfied that he had seen Becker fire the shots whIch kIlled Durnford 
Several other WItnesses saId they had seen Becker carrymg a revolver 
and leadmg the not Thc defence theory was that Bec1.cr had had 
nothmg to do WIth the not, but was on hIS way to the pnson synagogue 
when he found hImself III a crossfire between the noter~ and the 
Pnncipal Keeper The only chance of acquIttal lay in shakmg the 
testImony of the guard who swore that he had seen the defendant lull 
Durnford The guard was a strong WItness, but he became bored by the 
long cross-exammatIOn He crossed hIS legs and shd forward in his 
chaIr until he was SItting on hIS shoulderblades, Arthur Halfour 
fasluon. Fmally he made hImself solI more comfortable by crossmg hI'S 
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feet over a. low rail. In this attitude the guard answered several 
questions. Leibowitz suddenly saw the possibility of building do court~ 
room crisis around the bad manners of the witness, but he was a 
second too late; the witness removed his feet in the nick of time. The 
lawyer proceeded with an aimless cross-examination, always watching 
for a chance to stage lus big scene. He had a long walt Two hours and 
a half of meaningless questIOn and answer followed before the WItness 
stuck his feet on the rat! again 

"Do you see that black-robed justice on the bench ';l" mqutred 
LeibOWitz 

"Yes," said the witness. 
"You sce these twelve Citizens of fair Cayuga Count}' in the jury-

box?" 
"I do" 
"Do you realIze that thiS IS a court of law?" 
"Certamly" 
"Then what do you mean," roared the lawyer, "by stickmg your 

feet up on that rail? Do you thmk you are 10 a dive? Do you thmk you 
are 10 a mmmg camp? Do you thmk you're in a speakeasy?" 

The Witness, conscIOUS of dlsgracmg Cayuga County 10 the eyes of 
the nations of the world, sheepIshly removed hIS feet and sat upnght 

"That is all Step down," said the lawyer The verdict was not gUilty 
The jury would not convict on the testimony of an unmannerly man. 
The acqUittal did the defendant very lIttle good He was sent to serve 
out the unexpired part of hiS term 10 Dannemora Pnson There he 
was subjected to solitary confinement and other thmgs He IS now in 
the Dannemora madhouse. 

LeibOWitz does not get all hiS verdIcts by offhand parlor magic He 
is a ploddmg worker 10 the preparatIOn of cases By digestmg a hbrary 
on the subject of ballIstIcs, he was able to shake the testImony of 
revolver experts and to procure the acqUittal of Harry Hoffman 10 the 
Staten Island Murder Case He studied medicme and surgery for 
weeks before defending an alleged malpractitIoner One of lus spe
cialties IS the populanzabon of sCience for the benefit of Junes After 
abandomng lumself to deep chemIcal researches 10 makmg ready his 
defence of a butcher who was accused of burmng hiS shop for the 
insurance, he demonstrated to the satisfaction of the jurors that a 
company of firefighters, who said they had smelled gasoline all over 
the butcher's place, had been deceived by the smell of creosote from 
burning wood He presented each fireman With twenty test tubes to 
sruff. Each contamed a colorless lIquid The firemen testIfied that each 
of the twenty contained gasolme. He then let the }uro~iff for them-
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selves. Nineteen of the twenty actually contained cherrucals other than 
gasoline. The jurors were thoroughly convinced that the sense of smell 
was not to be trusted and returned a verdict of acquittal. There was a 
catch in the experiment, however. The first tube handed to the firemen 
had contained gasoime, after a good strong whIff of gasoline, every
thing smells hke gasolme for some mmutes The tubes were handed to 
the Jurymen in reversed order, they could distinguish nineteen mild 
and varied scents before their olfactory nerves were overpowered by 
Jasoline fumes 

In private hfe LeibOWitz is a typical horne-loving, lodge-loving 
Brooklyn burgher, abhornng the underworld and loathmg cnmmals, 
especially the killers He cites, as an eVidence of their unlovable 
natures, the fact that not one of the seventy-eight defendants he saved 
from the electnc chair has ever sent him a post card at Christmas. 

The success of LeibOWitz IS largely based on hiS prowess as a "cop
fighter" No lawyer manhandles police witnesses more brutally, 
?robably as a result of this he has one of the finest cop practices III the 
city He has defended cops for everythmg from petty larceny to 
murder. Many of the vice cops who became the targets of Seabury ran 
to LeibOWitz for protectIOn A grand JUry mdlcted LeibOWitz on the 
theory that he had designed and built some of the eVidence m favor of 
accused members of the Vice Squad, but the earmarks of a frameup 
appeared on the case and the court quashed the mdlctment. The one 
senous attack on the profeSSIOnal standmg of LeibOWitz was made by 
the Evenzng Journal m ·an edltonal entitled "An Unusual Lawyer" 
Leibowitz had entered a plea of guIlty for a young bandit. A few days 
later the judge sentenced him to Elmira "I don't see why I should go 
to Jail," said the bandit. "1 am mnocent" "How about that?" asked 
the Judge. "He's guIlty all nght, Your Honor," said LeibOWitz. "But 
smce he entered hiS plea of guIlty the other day, he has been in the 
Raymond Street Jail and the boys there have given him a post-graduate 
course m law They tell hlID that it IS lovely at Sing Smg and terrible 
at Elmrra. Now that you have sentenced him to Elmira, he wants to 
get out of It." The Evenzng Journal saluted LeibOWitz as a criminal 
lawyer who would not defend a guIlty man, compared rum to Lmcoln, 
and added a trIbute to hIS "qulxohC Ideals." Tills was hke impugning 
the chastity of a vestal vrrgin LeibOWItz was wounded to the soul by 
the filthy slander. It shll rankles In masociushc moments, he exhibits 
th8ll,editonal, exclamung "Read that awful bunk." 
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Art and Isadora 

JOHN DOS PASSOS 

IN SAN FRANCISCO in eIghteen seventyeight Mrs. Tsadora O'Gorrnan 
Duncan, a lughsplnted lady WIth a taste for the plano, set about 
divorcmg her husband, the promment Mr. Duncan, whose behavIOr 
we are led to beheve had been grossly indelIcate, the whole thmg made 
her so nervous that she declared to her cluldren that she couldn't keep 
anythmg on her stomach but a httle champagne and oysters; in the 
middle of the bItterness and recnmmatIons of the famIly row, 

into a world of gasht boardmghouses kept by rumed southern belle~ 
and rallroadmagnates and swmgmg doors and whIskery men mbbhng 
cloves to hIde the whIskey on theIr breaths and brass spIttoons and 
fourwheel cabs and basques and bustles and long ruffled traIlmg skIrts 
(10 which lecturehall and concertroom, under the dommation of ladIe~ 
of culture, were the centers of aspirIng hfe) 

she bore a daughter whom she named after herself Isadora. 
The break WIth Mr. Duncan and the dIscovery of hiS duphcIty turned 

Mrs Duncan into a bIgoted femmist and an atheIst, a pasSIOnate 
folldwer of Bob Ingersoll's lectures and wntings; for God read Nature, 
for duty beauty, and only man zs vzle. 

Mrs. Duncan had a hard struggle to raise her cluldren 10 the love of 
beauty and the hatred of corsets and conventIOns and manmade laws 
She gave pianolessons, she dld embroldery and kmtted scarves and 
Inlttens. 

The Duncans were always 10 debt 
The rent was always due 

Isadora's earhest memories were of wheedling grocers and butchers 
and landlords and sellmg little tlungs her mother had made from door 
to door, 

helping hand vahses out of back wmdows when they had to jump 
their bills at one shabbygenteel boardinghouse aftrr another in the 
~utskirts of Oakland and San Francisco 

The little Duncans and their mother were a clan, it was the Duncans 
against a rude and sordId world. The Duncans weren't Catholics any 
more or Presbyterians or Quakers or Baptists; they were Artists. 

When the children were quite young they managed to stir up interest 
among their neIghbors by g1Vmg theatrical perforrnan.;es in a barn, 
the older girl Elizabeth gave lessons in SOCIety dancmg; they were 
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westerners, the world was a goldrush; they weren't ashamed of being 
in the pubhc eye. Isadora had green eyes and reddish hale and a 
beautIful neck and arms. She couldn't afford lessons In convennonal 
dancmg, so she made up dances of her own. 

They moved to ChIcago Isadora got a job dancing to The Wash. 
zngton Post at the Masomc Temple Roof Garden for fifty a week. She 
danced at clubs She went to see Augusnn Daly and told rum she'd 
discovered 

the Dance 
and went on In New York as a faIry in cheesecloth m a production of 

Mzdsummer Nrght's Dream WIth Ada Rehan. 

The famIly followed her to New York They rented a big room In 

Carnegie Hall, put mattresses in the corners, hung drapes on the wall 
and invented the first GreenWIch VIllage studIO 

They were never more than one jump ahead of the sherIff, they were 
always wheedhng the tradespeople out of bIlls, standmg the landlady 
up for the rent, coaxmg handouts out of rich phlhstmes 

Isadora arranged reCitals WIth Ethelbert Nevm 
danced to readmgs of Omar Khayyfun for SOCIety women at Newport. 

When the Hotel Wmdsor burned they lost all their trunks and the very 
long bIll they owed and saIled for London on a cattleboat 

to escape the materialIsm of theIr nanvc Amenca 

In London at the British Museum 
they discovered the Greeks, 
the Dance wa5 Greek 
Under the smoky chlmneypots of London, m the sootcoated squares 

they danced m mushn tumcs, they copIed poses from Greek vases, 
went to lectures, artgallenes, concerts, plays, sopped up m a winter 
fifty years of Vlctonan culture 

Back to the Greeks 

Whenever they were put out of theIr lodgmgs for nonpayment of 
rent Isadora led them to the best hotel and engaged a SUIte and sent 
the walters scurrymg for lobster and champagne and frUlts outofseason, 
nothmg was too good for Artists, Duncans, Greeks, 

and the runettes London lIked her gall. 
In KenSIngton and even In Mayfair she danced at partIes in private 

houses, 
the Brltlshers, Prince Edward down, 
were earned away by her preraphaehte beauty 
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her lusty American innocence 
her California aa;ent. 

After London, Paris during the great exposition of nineteen hundred. 
She danced with LOle Fuller. She was stIll a virgin too shy to return the 
advances of Rodm the great master, completely baffled by the extraor
dinary behavror of Loie Fuller's circle of crackbramed mvert beauties 
The Duncans were vegetanans, SUSpICIOUS of vulganty and men and 
matenalism Raymond made them all sandals. 

Isadora and her mother and her brother Raymond went about 
Europe in sandals and fillets and Greek tunics 

staY10g at the best hotels leading the Greek hfe of nature 10 a flutter 
of unpaId bllis. 

Isadora's first solo recital was at a theater in Budapest; 
after that she was the dIVa, had a loveaffair WIth a leadmg actor, in 

Munich the students took the horses out of her carnage. Everythmg 
was flowers and handclappmg and champagne suppers In Berlm she 
was the rage 

With the money she made on her German tour she took the Duncans 
all to Greece. They arrived on a fishmgboat from Ithaca. They posed 
in the Parthenon for photographs and danced in the Theater of 
DIonysus and trained a crowd of urchms to slOg the ancient chorus 
from the SupplIants and built a temple to hve in on a hIll overlooking 
the ruins of anCIent Athens, but there was no water on the hIll and 
theIr money ran out before the temple was fimshed 

so they had to stay at the Hotel d' Angleterre and run up a bill there 
When credit gave out they took theIr chorus back to Berhn and put on 
the Supplzants in ancient Greek. Meetmg Isadora m her peplum 
marchmg through the Tiergarten at the head of her Greek boys 
marchIng in order all lo Greek tunics, the kalsenn's horse shied, 

and her hIghness was thrown. 

Isadora was the vogue. 
She arrived 10 St. Petersburg in time to see the night funeral of the 

marchers shot down m front of the Wroter Palace m 1905. It hurt her. 
She was an Amencan hke Walt Whitman; the murdenng rulers of the 
world were not her people; the marchers were her people; artIsts were 
no\ on the side of the machmeguns; she was an Amencan lo a Greek 
tUnIC, she was for the people. 

In St. Petersburg, stIll under the spell of the eighteenthcentury ballet 
of the court of the Sunking, 
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her dancing was considered dangerous by the authorities. 
In Gennany she founded a school with the help of her sister Eliza

beth who dId the organizmg, and she had a baby by Gordon Craig 
She went to Amenca m triumph as she'd always planned and harried 

the home phihstInes WIth a tour, her followers were all the time getting 
pmched for wearIng Greek tumcs, she found no freedom for Art in 
Am~nca. 

Back m Pans it was the top of the world, Art meant Isadora At the 
funeral of the PrInce de Pohgnac she met the mythIcal millionaIre 
(sewmgmachme kmg) who was to be her backer and to finance her 
school. She went off wIth hIm In his yacht (whatever Isadora dId was 
Art) 

to dance in the Temple at Paestum 
on ly for hIm, 
but It ramed and the mUSIcians all got drenched. So they aU got 

drunk instead. 
Art was the mIllIonaIre hfe Art was whatever Isadora dId She was 

carrymg the mIlhonaIre's chIld to the great scandal of the oldlady 
clubwomen and spmster artlovers when she danced on her second 
AmerIcan tour, 

she took to drinking too much and steppmg to the footlIghts and 
bawling out the boxholders 

Isadora was at the heIght of glory and scandal and power and 
wealth, her school gomg, her milhonalre was about to buIld her a 
theater in Pans, the Duncans were the pnests of a cult, (Art was what
ever Isadora dId) , 

when the car that was bringing her two children home from the 
other side of Pans stalIed on a bndge across the Seme Forgetting that 
he'd left the car m gear the chauffeur got out to crank the motor. The 
car started, knocked down the chauffeur, plunged off the bndge into 
the Seme 

The children and theIr nur~e were drowned 
The rest of her hfe moved desperately on 
in the clatter of scandalIzed tongues, among the kIddmg faces of 

reporters, the threatemng of balhffs, the expostulatIOns of hotel
managers brmging overdue bIlls 

Isadora drank too much, she couldn't keep her hands off good
looking young men, she dyed her haIr various shades of bnghtred, she 
never took the trouble to make up her face properly, was careless about 
her dress, couldn't bother to keep her figure m shape, never could keep 
track of her money 



but a great sense of health 
filled the hall 
when the pearshaped figure with the beautiful ~eat arms tramped 

forward slowly from the back of the stage 
She was afraId of nothIng, she was a great dancer 

In her own CIty of San FrancIsco the pohtICIans wouldn't let her 
dance in the Greek Theater they'd bUIlt under her mfluence Wherever 
she went she gave offense to the phIlistInes When the war broke out she 
danced the Marsezlialse, but It dIdn't seem qUIte respectable and she 
gave offense by refusIng to give up Wagner or to show the proper 
respectable feclmgs 

of satIsfactIOn at the butchery 

On her South Amencan tour 
she pIcked up men everywhere, 
a Sparush pamter, a couple of pnzefighters, a stoker on the boat, a 

BrazIhan poet, 
brawled in tangohalls, bawled out the Argentmes for ruggers from 

the footlights, lushly tnumphed in Montevideo and BrazIl; but If she 
had money she couldn't help scandalously spendIng It on tangodancers, 
handouts, afterthetheater suppers, the generous gesture, no, all on my 
bill The managers gypped her She was afraId of nothIng, never 
ashamed In the pubhc eye of the clatter of scandahzed tongues, the 
headlmes in the afternoon papers 

When October spht the husk off the old world she remembered St. 
Petersburg, the coffins lurching through the Silent streets, the white 
faces, the clenched fists that rught In St Petersburg, and danced the 
Marche Slave 

and waved red cheesecloth under the noses of the Boston old ladles 
m Symphony Hall, 

but when she went to Russia full of hope of a school and work ami 
a new hfe m freedom, It was too enormous, It was too difficult, cold, 
vodka, hce, no servIce in the hotels, new and old still pIled pellmell 
together, seedbed and scrapheap, she hadn't the patience, her hfe had 
been too easy, 

she picked up a yellowhaired poet 
and brought hIm back 
to Europe and the grand hotels. 
Yessenin smashed up a whole floor of the Adlon in BerlIn in one 

drunken party, he rumed a suite at the ContInental In Paris When he 
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went back to Russia he kIlled himself. It was too enormous, it was too 
difficult. 

When it was Impossible to raise any more money for Art, for the 
crowds eatmg and dnnkmg m the hotel sUites and the rent of Rolls
Royces and the board of her pupils and dISCIples, 

Isadora went down to the RIVIera to wnte her memOIrs to scrape up 
some cash out of the Amencan public that had awakened after the 
war to the crassness of matenahsm and the Greeks and scandal and 
Art, and stIll had dollar~ to spend 

She hIred a studlO m Nice, but she could never pay the rent She'd 
quarreled WIth her mIlhonaIre Her Jewels, the famous emerald, the 
ermme cloak, the works of art presented by the artIsts had all gone 
1nto the pawnshops or been seIzed by hotelkeepers All she had was the 
old blue drapes that had seen her great tnumphs, a redleather hand
bag, and an old furcoat that was splIt down the back. 

She couldn't stop dnnkmg or puttIng her arms round the neck of 
the nearest young man, If she got any cash she threw a party or gave 
It away 

She tned to drown herself but an Enghsh naval officer pulled her 
out of the moonlIt MedIterranean 

One day at a lIttle restaurant at Golfe Juan she pIcked up a good
lookmg young wop who kept a garage and drove a lIttle BugattI racer. 

Saymg that she might want to buy the car, she made hIm go to her 
StudIO to take her out for a nde, 

her fnends dIdn't want her to go, said he was nothlOg but a mechanic, 
she InSIsted, she'd had a few drmks (there was nothmg left she cared 
for In the world but a few drInks and a goodlookmg young man), 

she got m beSIde hIm and 
she threw her heavllyfrmged scarf round her neck WIth a bIg sweep 

she had and 
turned back and said, 
with the strong CalIfornia accent her French never lost 
AdIeu, mes amlS, Je vals a la glOlre 
The mechanic put hIS car in gear and started 
The heavy traIlmg scarf caught m a wheel, wound tIght Her head 

was wrenched agamst the SIde of the car The car stopped mstantly' 
her neck was broken, her nose crushed, Isadora was dead. 

Profiles From the New Yorker, New York. Knopf 1938 
U.S A. by John Dos Passos. New York. Harcourt 1937 
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Now I AM GOING to ask you to read some verses that are WItty 
or pomted, satirIcal or humorous It IS an error to suppose that poetry IS 
or need be mvarIably serious There IS no earthly reason why It should 
not be funny and yet of a very hIgh qualIty Too many people hold the 
opimon that poetry IS somethmg they must attack wIth awe and so 
put themselves in a frame of mmd that sadly hampers theIr enJoy
ment of It But even poets who treat of the endurmg subjects of 
human 1Oterest, love and hatred, hfe and death, fate and the fragllIty 
of beauty, have their lIghter moments; and when they 10dulge m them 
they do not want you to take them any more solemnly than they take 
themselves Edmund Gosse, a distmgulshed CrItIc 10 his day, used to 
say that he preferred to read a volume of verse to a volume of prose 
because it was shorter, he might well have added that It may well 
be more amusmg So here are some accomplIshed verses, and some 
poems, that are deSIgned to make you smlle, though sometImes rather 
wryly, or to make you laugh outright 

I have thrown chronological order aside for the moment and have 
included the epigrams of HIlaire Belloc. I learn from The Oxford 
Companton to EnglIsh Literature that he was born in 1870, so I should 
really have placed hIm later in this anthology, but he seems to fit in 
very well here and that seemed to me more Important He has written 
travel b90ks, essays, novels, histones, verse of all kinds, but I don't 
thmk he has written anythmg better than these epigrams The last one, 
not amusmg, but deeply moving, IS already a claSSIC 

I need beSIdes only mention especially John Betjeman since he is, 
I believe, unknown to the American public. An arcrutect by profession, 
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he has published but two booklets; I wish they could be issued here in 
a' single volume. It would make very good reading. He uses a variety of 
verse forms WIth a most engagmg dexterity; he is a WIt and a satirist: 
the absurdIty, the iruquity If you like, of our cIvibzatlOn does not, to 
be sure, provoke hIm to the bitterness of Muriel Rukeyser or the 
savagery of W H. Auden, but to a sardonic humor that is none the 
less devastating 

To a Fat Lady Seen from the Train 

FRANCES CORNFORD 

o why do you walk through the fields in gloves, 
MIssmg so much and so much? 

o fat whIte woman whom nobody loves, 
Why do you walk through the fields In gloves, 
When the grass IS soft as the breast of doves 

And shIverIng-sweet to the touch? 
o why do you walk through the fields m gloves, 

MISSIng SO much and so much 

Unfortunate Coincidence 

DOROTHY PARKER 

By the tIme you swear you're rus, 
Shivenng and sIghmg, 

And he vows his passion IS 
Infirute, undymg-

Lady, make a note of this. 
One of you IS lymg. 
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GfJdspeed 

DOROTHY PARKER 

Oh, seek, my love, your newer way; 
I'll not be left In sorrow 

So long as I have yesterday, 
Go take your damned tomorrow' 

Social Note 

DOROTHY PARKER 

Lady, lady, should you meet 
One whose ways are all discreet, 
One who murmurs that his wife 
Is the lodestar of hiS hfe, 
One who keeps assunng you 
That he never was untrue, 
Never loved another one 
Lady, lady, better run I 

Indian Summer 

DOROTHY PARKER 

In youth, It was a way I had 
To do my best to please, 

And change, With every passmg lad, 
To SUit his theories. 

But now I know the thmgs I know, 
And do the things I do, 

And if you do not lIke me so, 
To hell, my love, with you! 
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Faute de Mieux 

DOROTHY PARKER 

Travel, trouble, mUSIC, art, 
A kISS, a frock, a rhyme--

I never said they feed my heart, 
But stIll they pass my time. 

Healed 

DOROTHY PARKER 

Oh, when I flung my heart away, 
The year was at ItS fall 

I saw my dear, the other day, 
BesIde a flowermg wall, 

And thIs was all I had to say 
"I thought that he was tall'" 

Kindly Unhitch That Star, Buddy 

OGDEN NASH 

I hardly suppose I know anybody who wouldn't rather be a success than 
a faIlure, 

Just as I suppose every pIece of crabgrass m the garden would much 
rather be an azalea, 

And m celestIal CIrcles all the run-of-the-mill angels would rather be 
archangels or at least cherubIm and seraphIm, 

And 10 the legal world all the httle process-servers hope to grow up 
mto great bIg badIffim and shenffim 

Indeed, everybody wants to be a wow, 
But not everybody knows exactly how 
Some people thmk they wIll eventually wear dIamonds Instead of 

rhmestones 
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Only by everlastIngly keeping their noses to their grhinestones, 
And other people think they will be able to put in more time at Palm 

Beach and the Ritz 
By not paYIng too much attention to attendance at the office but rather 

in being bnlliant by starts and fits. 
Some people after a full day's work SIt up all rught gettmg a college 

educatIOn by correspondence, 
Whtle others seem to trunk they'll get just as far by devoting their 

everungs to the study of the dIfference m temperament between 
brunettance and blondance. 

Some stake theIr all on luck, 
And others put theIr faIth m their abIlIty to pass the buck. 
In short, the world is filled WIth people trymg to achIcve success, 
And half of them thlOk they'll get It by saymg No and half of them by 

saYlOg Yes, 
And If all the ones who say No said Yes, and VIce versa, such IS the 

fate of humaruty that ninety-rune per cent of them sull wouldn't 
be any better off than they were before, 

Whtch perhaps IS just as well because If everybody was a success nobody 
could be contemptuous of anybody else and everybody would start 
10 all ovcr agam tryIng to be a bIgger success than everybody else 
so they would have somebody to be contemptuous of and so on 
forevermore, 

Because when people start hItchIng theIr wagons to a star, 
That's the way they are 

If Tou Can't Eat Tou Got to 

E E CUMMINGS 

If you can't eat you got to 

smoke and we runt got 
nothIng to smoke come on kid 

let's go to sleep 
If you can't smoke you got to 

Sing and we aint got 
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nothlng to sing; come on kid 
let's go to sleep 

if you can't sing you got to 
dIe and we aint got 

Nothing to dIe, come on kid 

let's go to sleep 
if you can't dIe YOLl got to 

dream and we aint got 
nothmg to dream (come on Iud 

Let's go to sleep) 

The Noster Was a Ship of Swank 

E E CUMMINGS 

the Noster was a shIp of swank 
t as gaHant as they come) 
untIl she hIt a mme and sank 
Just off the coast of Sum 

preCIsely where a craft of cost 
the Ergo penshed later 
all hands (you may recall) being lost 
mcludmg captam Pater 

The Fish 

MARIANNE MOORE 

Wade 
through black Jade 

Of the crow-blue mussel shells, one 
keeps 
adjusting the ash heaps, 

opening and shutting itself like 
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an 
injured fan. 

The barnacles which encrust the 
side 
of the wave, cannot hide 

there for the submerged shafts of the 

sun, 
splIt lIke spun 

glass, move themselves wIth spotlIght swift-
ness 
mto the creviees-

in and out, Illummatmg 

the 
turqUOIse sea 

of bodies The water dnves a 
wedge 
of )fon through the Iron edge 

of the clIff, whereupon the stars, 

pmk 
nee grams, mk 

be~pattered Jelly-fish, crabs like 
green 
IIhes and submarme 

toadstools, shde each on the other. 

All 
external 

marks of abuse are present on 
thIS 
defiant edifice-

all the physIcal features of 

ac
CIdent-lack 

of cornice, dynamite grooves, burns 
and 
hatchet strokes, these things stand 

out on it; the chasm side is 
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dead. 
Repeated 

evidence has proved that It can 
hve 
on what cannot revive 

its youth. The sea grows old in It. 

In Westminster Abbey 

JOHN BETJEMAN 

Let me take thIS other glove off 
As the vox humana swells, 

And the beauteous fields of Eden 
Bask beneath the Abbey bells 

Here, where England's statesmen lie, 
LIsten to a lady's cry 

GraclOus Lord, oh bomb the Germans 
Spare theIr women for Thy Sake, 

And If that IS not too ea~y 
We WIll pardon Thy Mistake 

But, gracIous Lord, whate'er shall be, 
Don't let anyone bomb me 

Keep our Empll'e undlsmembered 
GUIde our Forces by Thy Hand, 

Gallant blacks from far JamaIca, 
Honduras and Togoland, 

Protect them Lord m all theIr fights, 
And, even more, protect the whItes 

Thmk of what our NatIOn stands for, 
Books from Boots' and country lanes, 

Free speech, free passes, class dlst.mctlon, 
Democracy and proper drams 

Lord, put beneath Thy speCIal care 
One-eIghty-rune Cadogan Square. 
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Although dear Lord I am a sinner, 
I have done no major crime; 

Now I'll come to Evening Service 
Whensoever I have time. 

So, Lord, reselVe for me a crown, 
And do not let my shares go down. 

I wdllabour for Thy Kingdom, 
Help our lads to WIn the war, 

Send white feathers to the cowards 
Jom the Women's Army Corps, 

Then wash the Steps around Thy Throne 
In the Eternal Safety Zone. 

Now I feel a little better, 
What a treat to hear Thy Word, 

Where the bones of leadmg statesmen, 
Have so often been mterr'd 

And now, dear Lord, I cannot Walt 
Because I have a luncheon date. 

On His Books 

HILAIRE BELLOC 

When I am dead, I hope It may be said· 
"HIs sms were scarlet, but hIS books were read:' 

On Noman, a G,/Jest 

HILAIRE BELLOC 

Dear Mr. Noman, does it ever strike you, 
The more we see of you, the less we like you? 
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On Lad;' Poltagrue, a Public Peril 

HILAIRE BELLOC 

The Devil, having nothing else to do, 
Went off to tempt My Lady Poltagrue 
My Lady, tempted by a private whim, 
To his extreme annoyance, tempted hun. 

Epitaph on the Politician 

HILAIRE BELLOC 

Here, richly, with rIdiculous display, 
The PolItician's corpse was laid away 
Wrule all of hiS acquamtance sneered and slanged. 
I wept for I had longed to see him hanged 

Another on the Same 

HILAIRE BELLOC 

ThiS, the last ornament among the peers, 
BrIbed, bullied, swmdled and blackmaIled for years' 
But Death's what even PolItICians fall 
To brIbe or swmdle, bully or blackmaIl 

Fatigue 

HILAIRE BELLOC 

I'm tired of Love I'm stIll more tired of Rhyme. 
But Money gIVes me pleasure all the time. 
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On a Dead Hostess 

IDLAIRE BELLOC 

Of this bad world the lovelIest and the best 
Has smIled and said "Good Night," and gone to rest 

On Some South African Novelists 

ROY CAMPBELL 

You praise the firm restramt With which they wnte
I'm WIth you there, of course 

They use the snaffle and the curb all rIght, 
But where's the bloody horse;l 

The New Yorker Book of Verse New York Harcourt 1935 
Not So Deep as a Well, by Dorothy Parker New York. VIkmg 1936 
The FacII Is Fam./zar, by Ogden Nash Boston L,ttle, Brown 1940 
I'm A Stranger Here Myself, by Ogden Nash Boston LIttle, Brown 1938 
~LI Poems, by E E Cummmgs New Yorl DIal Press 1925 
IS 5, by E E Cummmgs New York Bom and Livenght 1926 
Selected Poems, by Mananne Moore New York MacmIllan 1935. 
What Are Yllars, by Mananne Moore New York MacmIllan 1941. 



HERE ARE some stones by wnters most of whom were born 
toward the end of the nmeteenth century Several were m the last "Var 
I do not know how much theIr work was touched by It, It was cer
talllly re~ponslble for one of Faulkner's best stones, but I thmk they 
were all, as IS only natural, greatly affected by the penod, generally 
descnbed a~ hectIc, that followed it and that was brought to an mglori
ous end by the great depression. Take Scott FItzgerald's "Babylon 
ReVISIted" for example. I do not think it a very good story, for it IS 

carelessly written and not qUIte convmcmg, but It offers a VIVId pIcture 
of the tIme when young AmerIcans, tempted by the favorable exchange 
and lookmg for somethmg they thought they could not find at home, 
flocked to Pans and the RIvIera. Not many of them profited by the 
expenence "Babylon RevIsited" shows very well what they sought in 
the capItal of France and what they found there 

But It was not only lIterally that they looked upon the wme when it 
was red, these young men who went abroad, not few of them imb1bed 
also of the strong wme of French culture, and its effects were per
haps not less harmful They accepted the French at their own very 
absurd valuatIOn of themselves, whIch was that outSIde France nothmg 
of artistic value eXIsted or could eXlst, and humbly put themselves to 
school at the feet of a number of very medIocre WrIters Some went to 
pIeces The most talented bartered therr native energy for a mannered 
stylIzatIOn and a symbohsm foreIgn to their temper The only wnter 
I can thmk of who benefited by contact with Europe IS Ernest Hemmg
way I have a notion that without It he would not have acquired the 
breadth of outlook and the sensitIveness to beauty that make rum to my 
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mind the most versatile and powerful contemporary writer of fiction in 
the English-speaking countries. I have a notion that except for that he 
might never have learned how to see and how to describe nature so 
precISely and so exqulSltely that, though It must be fifteen years smce I 
read The Sun Also R%ses, I stIll remember with ra.vIshment his pIctures, 
so concise and apparently so casual, of the Spanish landscape 

With an author who has wrItten so many good and vaned stories 
it is difficult to make a choice, and If I have taken "The Short Happy 
Life of Francis Macomber," it IS not because I thmk It any better than 
several others, but because I wanted an example of the exotIc story, 
and it is a very good one The exotIc story descnbes a fonn m wruch 
the incIdents depend on the impact of a foreIgn enVIronment, Eastern, 
African or PolyneSIan, on the white man temporanly exposed to it. 
It is not a story placed 10 a far land because the sett10g IS pIcturesque, 
but one that could not take place except for the settmg The genre, 
brought into favor, I belIeve, by Rudyard KIplIng, has had somethmg 
of a vogue durmg thIS century Wnters have lIked It because it gave 
them the opportunIty to delmeate characters whose smgulantIes had 
had free scope to develop as they could never have done 10 the great 
centers of cIvIlIzatlOn; and readers have lIked It because It was an 
escape from the mcreasing standardIzatIon of hfe that oppressed their 
spints. Not realIzmg that romance is always round the next corner, 
jam yesterday, Jam tomorrow, but never Jam today, they thought to 
find it in countnes to whIch dIstance lent enchantment 

Of the other wnters 10 thIS group I have httle to say But I should 
like to draw your attentlOn to MIchael Arlen's "Legend of the Crooked 
Coronet." WIth his novel The Green Hat and WIth two volumes of 
short stones he achieved a spectacular success Everybody read them, 
but I don't thmk everybody knew what It was exactly that made them 
such agreeable read1Og. They were of course vaguely remInISCent of one 
side of Robert Louis Stevenson's work, but they had a tang of theIr own 
that gave them freshness. Michael Arlen is an AnnenIan and he looked 
upon the small world of London SOCIety that he made rus province, a 
world now broken by the loss of politIcal power, loss of wealth, and by 
its own sense that Its day IS gone, WIth the eyes of the onental story 
teller. He gave the persons of hIS inventIon hIS own gaIety, fanCIfulness 
and pleasant WIt He turned London into a Baghdad of Haroun al 
Raschid and so made it the scene of adventures as nch with glamor, 
as fantastIc, IncredIble, romantIC and vivaCIOUs as those WIth WhICh 
Scheherazade begwled her cahph. 



Babylon Revisited 

F. SCOTT FITZGERALD 

"AND WHERE'S Mr. Campbell?" Charhe asked 
"Gone to SWItzerland. Mr. Campbell's a pretty sIck man, Mr. Wales." 
-'I'm sorry to hear that. And George Hardt?" Charhe Inqwred 
"Back in AmerIca, gone to work" 
"And where IS the Snow BIrd?" 
"He was In here last week Anyway, rus friend, Mr. Schaeffer, IS In 

Paris" 
Two famlllar names from the long hst of a year and a half ago 

Charhe sCrIbbled an address In hIS notebook and tore out the page 
"If you see Mr. Schaeffer, gIve hIm thIs," he saId. "It's my brother

m-Iaw's address I haven't settled on a hotel yet" 
He was not really disappomted to find ParIS was so empty. But the 

stlllness m the RItz bar was strange and portentous It was not an 
AmerIcan bar any more-he felt polIte m It, and not as If he owned it. 
It had gone back Into France He felt the stIllness from the moment 
he got out of the taXi and saw the doorman, usually m a frenzy of 
actIvIty at this hour, gossIping wIth a chasseur by the servants' 
entrance. 

Passmg through the corrIdor, he heard only a sIngle, bored voice 
in the once-clamorous women's room When be turned mto the bar 
he travelled the twenty feet of green carpet wIth hIS eyes fixed straight 
ahead by old habIt, and then, wIth hIS foot firmly on the raJ I, he turned 
and surveyed the room, encountermg only a SIngle paIr of eyes that 
fluttered up from a newspaper in the corner CharlIe asked for the 
head barman, Paul, who in the latter days of the bull market had come 
to work in hIS own custom-bUIlt car--chsembarkIng, however, WIth due 
nIcety at the nearest corner But Paul was at his country house today 
and Ahx gIving hIm InfOrmatIOn 

"No, no more," CharlIe saId "I'm going slow these days" 
Alix congratulated hIm: "You were gOIng pretty strong a couple of 

years ago" 
"I'll stick to It all right," Charlie assured hIm "I've stuck to it for 

over a year and a half now." 
"How do you find conditions in AmerIca?" 
"I haven't been to AmerIca for months. I'm m bUSIness In Prague, 

representing a couple of concerns there They don't know about me 
down there." 
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Alix saruled. 
"Remember the night of George Hardt's bachelor dinner here jI" said 

Charlie "By the way, what's become of Claude Fessenden?" 
Ahx lowered hIs voice confidentially' "He's 10 Pans, but he doesn't 

come here any more Paul doesn't allow It. He ran up a bIll of thirty 
thousand francs, charging all hlS drinks and his lunches, and usually 
his dmner, for more than a year And when Paul finally told him he 
had to pay, he gave him a bad check" 

Ahx shook hIS head sadly 
"I don't understand It, such a dandy fellow. Now he's aU bloa~d 

up--" He made a plump apple of his hands 
Charhe watched a group of strIdent queens imtallmg themselves 10 

a corner 
"Nothmg affects them," he thought "Stocks nse and fall, people 

loaf or work, but they go on forever" The place oppressed hIm He 
called for the dIce and shook WIth Ahx for the dnnk 

"Here for long, Mr Wales?" 
"I'm here for four or five days to see my httle gIrl " 
"Oh-hl You have a httle gIr!?" 
Out~Ide, the fire-red, gas. blue, ghost-green signs shone smokIly 

through the tranqUIl rain It was late afternoon and the streets were 
in movement, the bIstros gleamed At the corner of the Boulevard des 
CapucInes he took a taXI The Place de la Concorde moved by 10 pmk 
maJesty, they crossed the lOgIcal SeIne, and CharlIe felt the sudden 
provInCIal quahty of the left bank 

Charhe dIrected hI~ taXI to the Avenue de l'Opera, whIch was out 
of his way But he wanted to see the blue hour spread over the magmfi
cent fa"ade, and Imagme that the cab horns, playing endlessly the first 
few bars of Le Plus que Lent, were the trumpets of the Second EmpIre. 
They were closing the iron gnll In front of Brentano's Bookstore, and 
people \\-ere already at dInner behmd the tnm lIttle bourgeois hedge 
of Duval's He had never eaten at a really cheap restaurant in Paris 
Five-course dmner, four francs fifty, eighteen cents, wme included For 
some odd reason he wished that he had 

As they rolled on to the Left Bank and he felt Its sudden provIncial
ism, he thought, "I ~pOlled thIS CIty for myself I dIdn't reahze it, but 
the days came along one after another, and then two years were gone, 
and everythIng was gone, and I was gone" 

He was thirty-five, and good to look at. The Irish mobility of hIS 
face was sobered by a deep wrinkle between hIS eyes. As he rang rus 
brother-in-Iaw's bell in the Rue Palatine, the wrinkle deepened 011 It 
pulled down his brows, he felt a crampIng sensation In his belly From 

r60 



behmd the maid who opened the door darted a lovely httle gitl of nine, 
who shrieked "Daddy!" and flew up, struggling hke a fish, mto his 
'lrnJ.s. She pulled lus head around by one ear and set her cheek 
agamst hIs. 

"Myoid pIe," he saId 
"Oh, daddy, daddy, daddy, daddy, dads, dad~, dads!" 
She drew hIm mto the salon, where the faffilly waIted, a boy and 

glfl hIS daughter's age, hIS sister-m-law and her husband He grt:eted 
Manon wIth hIS VOIce pItched carefully to aVOId eIther feIgned enthusI
asm or dishke, but her response was more frankly tepId, though she 
mmImIzed her expression of unalterable dIstrust by directmg her regard 
toward hIS chIld The two men clasped hands In a fnendly way and 
Lmcoln Peters rested hIS for a moment on CharlIe's shoulder 

The room was warm and comfortably Amencan. The three children 
moved mtImately about, playmg through the yellow oblongs that led 
to other rooms, the cheer of SIX o'clock spoke m the eager smacks of the 
fire and the sounds of French actIVIty In the kItchen But Charhe dId 
not relax, hIS heart sat up ngldly m hIS body and he drew confidence 
from hIS daughter, who from tIme to time came close to hIm, holdmg 
in her arms the doll he had brought 

"Really extremely well," he declared In answer to Lmcoln's question. 
"There's a lot of busmess there that Isn't movmg at all, but we're domg 
even better than cver In fact, damn well I'm bnngmg my SIster over 
from Amenca next month to keep house for me My mcome last year 
was bIgger than It was when I had money You see, the Czechs--" 

HIS boastmg was for a ~pecIfic purpose, but after a moment, seeing 
a faint restiveness m Lmcoln's eye, he changed the subject 

"Those are fine chIldren of yours, well brought up, good manners." 
"We thmk Ronona's a great httle gIrl too" 
Marion Peters came back from the kItchen She was a tall woman 

with worned eyes, who had once possessed a fresh AmerIcan lovelmess. 
CharlIe had never been senSItIve to It and was always surprIsed when 
people spoke of how pretty she had been From the first there had been 
an InstmctIve antIpathy between them 

"Well, how do you find HonOrIa?" she asked 
"Wonderful. I was astonished how much she's grown In ten months. 

All the chIldren are lookmg well." 
"We haven't had a doctor for a year. How do you lIke bemg back 

m Pans?" 
"It seems very funny to see so few Americans around." 
"I'm delIghted," Marion sald vehemently "Now at least you can 

go into a store WIthout theIr assuIll1ng you're a millIonaIre We've 
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euft'ered blte everybody, but on the whole it's a good. deal p1easanter." 
"But it was nice while it lasted," said Charlie. "We were a sort of 

royalty, almost infallible, with a sort of magic around us. In the bar 
tlus aftemoon"-he stumbled, see10g rus mistake-"there wasn't. a man 
I knew." 

She looked at him keenly. "I should think you'd have had enough 
of bars." 

"I only stayed a minute. I take one dnnk every afternoon, and no 
more" 

"Don't you want a cockta!l before dinner?" Lincoln asked 
"1 take only one dnnk every afternoon, and I've had that" 
"I hope you keep to It," said Manon 
Her dlshke was eVIdent in the coldness WIth whIch she spoke, but 

CharlIe only smIled, he had larger plans Her very aggressIveness gave 
him an advantage, and he knew enough to walt He wanted them to 
initiate the dISCUSSIOn of ",hat they knew had brought hIm to Pans 

At dmner he couldn't decide whether Honona was most lIke him 
or her mother Fortunate If she dIdn't combme thf' traIts of both that 
had brought them to dIsaster A great wave of protectIveness went over 
rum He thought he knew what to do for her He belIeved in character, 
he wanted to Jump back a whole generatIOn and trust in character 
again as the eternally valuable element Everythmg else wore out. 

He left soon after dmner, but not to go home He was cunous to see 
Pam bv mght WIth clearer and more JUdICIOUS eyes than those of other 
days He bought a strapontm for the Casmo and watched Joseph1Oe 
Baker go through her chocolate arabesques 

After an hour he left and strolled toward Montmartre, up the Rue 
Pigalle into the Place Blanche The ram had stopped and there were 
a few people 10 evening clothes dlsembarkmg from taXIs in front of 
cabarets, and cocottes prowlmg smgly or m pans, and many Negroes 
He passed a hghted door from whIch Issued mUSIC, and stopped WIth 
the sense of famIlIanty, It was Bncktop's, where he had parted With so 
many hours and so much money A few doors farther on he found 
another anCIent rendezvous and 1OcautIously put hIS head Inside Im
medIately an eager orchestra burst into sound, a paIr of professional 
dancers leaped to theIr feet and a maitre d'hBtel swooped toward him, 
crymg, "Crowd Just arnvmg, sIr'" But he withdrew qwckly. 

"You have to be damn drunk," he thought. 
Zelli's was closed, the bleak and slroster cheap hotels surroundmg 

it were dark, up 10 the Rue Blanche there was more lIght and a local, 
colloquial French crowd. The Poet's Cave had disappeared, but the 
two great mouths of the Cafe of Heaven and the Cafe of Hell still 
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yawned-even devoured, as he watched, the meager contents of a 
tourist bus--a Gennan, a Japanese, and an American couple who 
glanced at him With frightened eyes 

So much for the effort and ingenuity of Montmartre. All the catenng 
to vice and waste was on an utterly cluldlsh scale, and he suddenly 
realized the meanmg of the word "dissipate"-to dissipate into tlun 
aIr, to make notlung out of somethIng In the little hours of the night 
every move from place to place was an enonnous human Jump, aD 
mcrease of payIng for the priVIlege of slower and slower motion 

He remembered thousand-franc notes gIVen to an orchestra for play
ing a smgle number, hundred-franc notes tossed to a doonnan for 
callIng a cab 

But It hadn't been given for nothIng 
It had been gIven, even the most wIldly squandered sum, as an 

offermg to destInY that he mIght not remember the thIngs most worth 
remembenng, the thmgs that now he would always remember-lus 
chlld taken from hIS control, hIS WIfe escaped to a grave m Vennont. 

In the glare of a brassene a woman spoke to him He bought her 
some eggs and coffee, and then, eludmg her encouragmg stare, gave 
her a twenty-franc note and took a taXI to hiS hotel 

II 

He woke up on a fine fall day-football weather The depression 
of yesterday was gone and he lIked the people on the streets At noon 
he sat opposite HonOrIa at Le Grand Vatel, the only restaurant he 
could thmk of not remInISCent of champagne dmners and long lunch
eons that began at two and ended m a blurred and vague tWIlIght 

"Now, how about vegetables? Oughtn't you to have some vege-
tables?" 

"Well, yes." 
"Here's epmards and choux-fleur and carrots and hancots." 
"I'd hke choux-fleur." 
"Wouldn't you lIke to have two vegetables?" 
"1 usually have only one at lunch." 
The walter was pretendmg to be inordinately fond of chIldren.' 

"Qu'elle est mlgnonne la petzte? Elle parle exactement comme une 
franfalse." 

"How about dessert? Shall we walt and see?'" 
The waiter disappeared. Honoria looked at her father expectantly. 
"What are we going to do?" 
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"First, we're going to that toy store in the Rue Saint-Honore and 
buy you anything you like. And then we're going to the vaudeville 
at the Empire." 

She hesitated. "I like it about the vaudeville, hut not the toy store." 
"Why not?" 
"Well, you brought me this doll." She had It with her. "And I've 

got lots of things. And we're not rich any more, are we?" 
"We never were. But today you are to have anythlng you want" 
"All right," she agreed resignedly. 
When there had been her mother and a French nurse he had been 

inclined to be stnct, now he extended himself, reached out for a new 
tolerance, he must be both parents to her and not shut any of her 
out of commUnICatIOn 

"I want to get to know you," he said gravely "FIrst let me introduce 
myself. My name IS Charles J Wales, of Prague" 

"Oh, daddy'" her vOice cracked With laughter 
"And who are you, please?" he persisted, and she accepted a role 

immediately "Honona Wales, Rue Palatme, ParIS" 
"MarrIed or smgle?" 
"No, not marned. Single" 
He mdlcated the doll "But I see you have a chlld, madame" 
UnwIllmg to dlSlnherit It, she took It to her heart and thought 

qUickly "Yes, I've been marrIed, but I'm not marned now My hus
band IS dead" 

He went on qUIckly, "And the chIld's name?" 
"Simone That's after my best fnend at school" 
"I'm very pleased that you're doing so well at school" 
"I'm thud thiS month," she boasted. "EIsle"-that was her COUSlO-

"is only about eIghteenth, and RIchard IS about at the bottom." 
"You hke Richard and ElSIe, don't you?" 
"Oh, yes I lIke them all nght " 
CautIously and casually he asked "And Aunt Manon and Uncle 

Lincoln-which do you hke best?" 
"Oh, Uncle Lmcoln, I guess" 
He was mcreasmgly aware of her presence. As they came in, a mur

mur of ". . adorable" followed them, and now the people at the next 
table bent all their sIlences upon her, stanng as If she were somethmg 
no more conscIous than a flower. 

"Why don't I live with you?" she asked suddenly "Because mamma'~ 
dead?" 

"You must stay here and learn more French. It would have been 
hard for daddy to take care of you so well." 
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"I don't really need much talung care of any more. I do everything 
for myself" 

Going out of the restaurant, a man and a woman unexpectedly 
halled hIm 

"Well, the old Wales'" 
"Hello there, Lorrame . . . Dune" 
Sudden ghosts out of the past Duncan Schaeffer, a fnend from 

college Lorraine Quarles, a lovely, pale blonde of thIrty; one of a 
crowd who had helped them make months mto days m the laVIsh omes 
of three years ago 

"My husband couldn't come thIS year," she said, in answer to his 
questIon "We're poor as hell So he gave me two hundred a month, 
and told me I could do my worst on that.. ThIS your httle gIrP" 

"What about commg back and sIttmg down om Duncan asked 
"Can't do It" He was glad for an eXCuse As always, he feIt Lor

rame's passIonate, provocatIve attractIOn, but rus own rhythm was dif. 
ferent now 

"Well, how about dmner?" she asked 
"I'm not free GIve me your address and let me call you" 
"CharlIe, 1 belIeve you're sober," she saId JudICially "I honestly be-

lIeve he's sober, Dunc Pmch him and see If he's sober" 
CharlIe mdlcated Honona WIth hIS head They both laughed 
"What's your address?" asked Duncan skeptically 
He heSitated, unwlllmg to gIVe the name of hIS hotel 
"I'm not settled yet I'd better call you. We're gomg to see the vaude

VIlle at the EmpIre." 
"There' That's what I want to do," Lorrame saId "I want to see 

some clowns and acrobats and Jugglers That's Just what we'll do, 
Dunc." 

"We've got to do an errand first," saId CharlIe "Perhaps we'll see 
you there" 

"All right, you snob. . .. Good-by, beautIful lIttle gIrl " 
"Good-by." 
Honona bobbed polItely. 
Somehow, an unwelcome encounter They hked hIm because he was 

functlOmng, because he was serIOUS, they wanted to see him, because 
he was stronger than they wer" now, because they wanted to draw a 
certam sustenance from hIS strength 

At the EmpIre, Honona proudly refused to SIt upon her father's 
to!ded coat. She was already an mdIVldual WIth a code of her own, 
a:1d Charlie was more and more absorbed by the desIre of putting a 
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little of himself into ~ before she crystallized utterly. It was hopeless 
to try to know her in so short a time. 

Between the acts they came upon Duncan and Lorraine in the lobby 
where the band was playing. 

"Have a drink?" 
"All right, but not up at the bar. We'll take a table." 
"The perfect father." 
Listerung abstractedly to Lorraine, Charlie watched Honona's eyes 

leave their table, and he followed them wistfully about the room, won
dering what they saw. He met her glance and she SmIled. 

"1 lIked that lemonade," she said. 
What had she said ';I What had he expected? Going home in a taXi 

afterward, he pulled her over untIl her head rested agamst lus chest 
"Darlmg, do you ever thmk about your mother?" 
"Yes, sometimes," she answered vaguely. 
"1 don't want you to forget her Have you got a picture of her?" 
"Yes, I thmk so Anyhow, Aunt Manon has Why don't you want 

me to forget her?" 
"She loved you very much." 
"I loved her too." 
They were Silent for a moment. 
"Daddy, 1 want to come and hve with you," she Said suddenly 
HIS heart leaped, he had wanted it to come hke thiS 
"Aren't you perfectly happy?" 
"Yes, but I love you better than anybody And you love me better 

than anybody, don't you, now that mummy's dead?" 
"Of course I do But you won't always lIke me best, honey You'll 

grow up and meet somebody your own age and go marry him and 
forget you ever had a daddy." 

"Yes, that's true," she agreed tranquilly. 
He didn't go in He was commg back at mne o'clock and he wanted 

to keep himself fresh and new for the tlung he must say then 
"When you're safe Inside, Just show yourself in that wmdow." 
"All nght Good-by, dads, dads, dads, dads" 
He waited m the dark street untIl she appeared, all wann and glow

ing, in the window above and kissed her fingers out into the mght 

III 

They were waiting Manon sat belund the coffee service in a digru
tied black dmner dress that Just famtly suggested mourrung. Lincoln 
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W;U walking up and down with the animation of one who had alre~y 
been talking. They were as anxious as he was to get into the question. 
He opened It almost immediately: 

"I suppose you know what I want to see you about-why I really 
came to ParIs" 

Marion played With the black stars on her necklace and frowned. 
"I'm awfully aIlXlOUS to have a home," he contmued. "And I'm 

awfully aIlXlOUS to have Honoria In it. I apprecIate your taking In 
HonOrIa for her mother's sake, but thmgs have changed now"-he 
heSitated and then contmued more forclbly-"changed radically With 
me, and I want to ask you to reconsider the matter. It would be silly 
for me to deny that about three years ago I was actIng badly--" 

MarIon looked up at hIm With hard eyes. 
"-but all that's over. As I told you, I haven't had more than a 

drmk a day for over a year, and I take that drink delIberately, so that 
the Idea of alcohol won't get too big In my imagination. You see the 
Idea?" 

"No," said MarIon succinctly 
"It's a sort of stunt I set myself It keeps the matter in proportion." 
"I get you," said Lmcoln "You don't want to admit It'S got any 

attraction for you .. 
"SomethIng lIke that. Sometimes I forget and don't take it But I try 

to take it Anyhow, I couldn't afford to drmk in my position The 
people I represent are more than satisfied With what I've done, and 
I'm brInging my sister over from BurlIngton to keep house for me, and 
I want awfully to have Honona too. You know that even when her 
mother and I weren't gettmg along well we never let anythmg that hap
pened touch HonOrIa. I know she's fond of me and I know I'm able 
to take care of her-well, there you are. How do you feel about it?" 

He knew that now he would have to take a beating. It would last 
an hour or two hours, and it would be difficult, but If he modulated 
hiS mevltable resentment to the chastened attitude of the reformed 
smner, he mIght wm hiS point In the end. 

Keep your temper, he told hImself. You don't want to be justified. 
You want Honona. 

Lincoln spoke first: "We've been talking it over ever since we got 
your letter last month We're happy to have HonOrIa here She's a dear 
lIttle thmg, and we're glad to be able to help her, but of course that 
isn't the question--" 

Marion mterrupted suddenly. "How long are you going to stay sober, 
Charlie?" she asked 

"Permanently, I hope." 



"How can anybody count on that?" 
''You know I never did drink heavily untll I gave up busmess ~nc 

came over here With nothing to do. Then Helen and I began to run 
around with--" 

"Please leave Helen out of it. I can't bear to hear you talk about 
her lIke that." 

He stared at her grimly; he had never been certam how fond of each 
other the SISters were in hfe. 

"My dnnkmg only lasted about a year and a half-from the time 
we came over untIl I-collapsed" 

"It was time enough" 
"I t was time enough," he agreed. 
"My duty IS entIrely to Helen," she saId "I try to think what she 

would have wanted me to do Frankly, from the nIght you dId that 
terrxble thmg you haven't really existed for me I can't help that. She 
was my sISter." 

"Yes" 
"When she was dying she asked me to look out for Honona If you 

hadn't been in a sanItarium then, it might have helped matters" 
He had no answer. . 
"I'll never m my life be able to forget the morning when Helen 

knocked at my door, soaked to the skin and sruvermg, and saId you'd 
locked her out" . 

Charlie gnpped the sides of the chair. ThIS was more dIfficult than 
he expected he wanted to launch out mto a long expostulatIon and 
explanatIon, but he only said "The night I locked her out--" and 
she interrupted, "I don't feel up to gomg over that agam " 

After a moment's sIlence Lmcoln saId. "We're gettmg off the sub
Ject You want Marion to set aside her legal guardmnshlp and gIve 
you Honona. I thmk the malO pomt for her IS whether she has confi
dence m you or not." 

"I don't blame Marion," CharlIe said slowly, "but I thInk she can 
have entire confidence in me 1 had a good record up to three years ago 
Of course, it's withm human possibilities 1 may go wrong agam But 
if we wait much longer I'll lose Honoria's chIldhood and my chance 
for a home" He shook his head. "I'll simply lose her, don't you see?" 

''Yes, I see," said Lincoln 
"Why didn't you think of all this before;l" Manon asked 
"1 suppose I did, from time to time, but Helen and 1 were getting 

along badly. When 1 consented to the guardiansrup, 1 was flat on my 
back in a sanItarium, and the market had cleaned me out. 1 knew I'd 
acted badly, and I thought if It would brmg any peace to Helen, I'd 
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agree to anything. But now ie, different. I'm functioning. I'm behaving 
~!U1Ul well, so far as-" 

"Please don't swear at me:' Marion said. 
He looked at her, startled WIth each remark the force of her dislike 

became more and more apparent. She had buIlt up all her fear of hfe 
into one wall and faced It toward hIm. ThIs trIvIal reproof was possIbly 
the result of some trouble wIth the cook several hours before Charlie 
became IncreasIngly alarmed at leaVIng Honona In thIS atmosphere 
of hostihty agaInst hImself, sooner or later It would come out, 10 a 
word here, a shake of the head there, and some of that dIstrust would 
be Irrevocably Implanted In Honona But he pulled rus temper down 
out of hIS face and shut It up InSIde rum; he had won a POInt, for 
Lincoln reahzed the absurdIty of Manon's remark, and asked her hghtly 
SInce when she had objected to the word "damn" 

"Another thIng," Charhe saId "I'm able to gIVe her certain advan
tages now I'm gomg to take a French governess to Prague WIth me 
I've got a lease on a new apartment--" 

He stopped, reahzIng that he was blunderIng They couldn't be 
expected to accept WIth equammIty the fact that hIS Income was agaIn 
tWIce as large as theIr own 

"I suppose you can gIVe her more luxunes than we can," saId MarlOn 
"When you were throwmg away money we were hVIng along watcrung 
every ten francs I 5uppose you'll start dOIng It agam " 

"Oh, no," he saId "I've learned I worked hard for ten years, you 
know-untIl I got lucky in the market, hke so many people Terribly 
lucky It dIdn't seem any use workmg any more, so I qUlt It won't 
happen agaIn" 

There was a long sIlence All of them felt theIr nerves straInIng, and 
for the first tIme In a year Charhe wanted a dnnk. He was sure now 
that Lmcoln Peters wanted rum to have hIs chIld. 

Manon shuddered suddenly, part of her saw that CharlIe's feet were 
planted on the earth now, and her own maternal feelmg recogmzed 
the naturalness of hIS deSIre, but she had hved for a long tIme WIth a 
prejudice-a prejUdICe founded on a CurIOUS wsbelIef III her SIster's 
happIness, whIch, In the shock of one ternble mght, had turned to 
hatred for hIm It had all happened at a pomt In her hfe where the 
dIscouragement of III health and adverse cIrcumstances made It neces
sary for her to belIeve In tangIble vIllaInY and a tangIble vIllaIn 

"I can't help what I thInk'" she crIed out suddenly "How much 
you were responsIble for Helen's death, I don't know It's someth1Og 
you'll have to square Wlth your own conscience." 

An electrIC current of agony surged through hIm; for a moment he 
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· hi a1mo&t on his feet, an unuttered sound echoing in his throat. He 
bung on to himself for a moment, another moment. 

"Hold on there," said Lincoln uncomfortably "I never thought you 
were responsible for that." 

"Helen rued of heart trouble," Charhe said dully 
"Yes, heart trouble." Manon spoke as if the phrase had anotheI 

meaning for her. 
Then, in the flatness that followed her outburst, she saw him plainly 

and she knew he had somehow arrived ar"'control over the situation. 
Glancing at her husband, she found no help from hIm, and as abruptly 
as if it were a matter of no importance, she threw up the sponge. 

"Do what you lIke'" she cried, springmg up from her chaIr "She's 
your chIld I'm not the person to stand m your way. 1 thmk if it were 
my chIld I'd rather see her--" She managed to check herself. "You 
two decide It 1 can't stand thIs I'm SIck I'm gomg to bed." 

She hurrIed from the room, after a moment Lmcoln said 
"ThIs has been a hard day for her You know how strongly she 

feels-" HIS voice was almost apologetIC "When a woman gets an 
idea m her head " 

"Of course" 
"It's gomg to be all nght I thmk she sees now that you----£an pro

VIde for the chIld, and so we can't very well stand m your way or 
Honoria's way" 

"Thank you, Lmcoln " 
"I'd better go along and see how she IS" 
"I'm going" 
He was stIll trembling when he reached the street, but a walk down 

the Rue Bonaparte to the quais set hIm up, and as he crossed the Seine, 
fresh and new by the quai lamps, he felt exultant But back m hIS room· 
he couldn't sleep The Image of Helen haunted hIm Helen whom he 
had loved so until they had senselessly begun to abuse each other's 
love, tear It mto shreds On that terrIble February mght that Manon 
remembered so viVIdly, a slow quarrel had gone on for hours. There 
was a scene at the Flonda, and then he attempted to taI..e her home, 
and then she kIssed young Webb at a table, after that there was what 
she had hysterically saId. When he arnved home alone he turned the 
key in the lock m WIld anger How could he know she would arrIve 
an hour later alone, that there would be a snowstorm in whIch she 
wandered about m slIppers, too confused to find a taxi? Then the 
aftermath, her escapmg pneumoDla by a miracle, and all the attendant 
horror. They were "reconcIled," but that was the beginning of the end, 
and Marion, who had seen with her own eyes and who imagined 
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it to be one of many scenes from her sister's martyrdom, never forgot. 
Gomg over it again brought Helen nearer, and in the white, soft 

light that steals upon half sleep near morrung he found himself talking 
to her agam. She saId that he was perfectly right about Honoria and 
that she wanted Honoria to be WIth hIm She saId she was glad he was 
bemg good and doing better. She sald a lot of other thIngs-very 
friendly thIngs-but she was in a SWIng in a whIte dress, and swmgIng 
faster and faster all the time, so that at the end he could not hear 
clearly all that she sald. 

IV 

He woke up feeling happy The door of the world was open again 
He made plans, vIstas, future~ for Honona and hImself, but suddenly 
he grew sad, rememberIng all the plans he and Helen had made She 
had not planned to dIe The present was the thIng-work to do, and 
some one to love But not to love too much, for he knew the Injury 
that a father can do to a daughter or a mother to a son by attachIng 
them too closely, afterward, out in the world, the cruld would seek 
m the marnage partner the same blInd tenderness and, falhng probably 
to find It, turn agamst love and hfe 

It was another bnght, crisp day He called Lincoln Peters at the 
bank where he worked and asked If he could count on takmg Honona 
when he left for Prague Lmcoln agreed that there was no reason for 
delay One thmg-the legal guardIanshIp Manon wanted to retam 
that a whIle longer She was upset by the whole matter, and it would 
011 thIngs If she felt that the SItuatIon was stIll m her control for 
another year. Charlie agreed, wantmg only the tangible, VISIble cruld. 

Then the questIOn of a governess. CharlIe sat m a gloomy agency 
and talked to a cross Bernalse and to a buxom Breton peasant, neither 
of whom he could have endured There were others whom he would 
~ee tomorrow. 

He lunched WIth Lincoln Peters at GrIffons, trymg to keep down 
rus exultatIOn. 

"There's notrung quite hke your own child," Lincoln said. "But you 
understand how Manon feels too." 

"She's forgotten how hard I worked for seven years there," Charlie 
saId. "She Just remembers one night" 

"There's another trung," Lmcoln hesitated. "While you and Helen 
were teanng around Europe throwmg money away, we were Jwt get
tmg along I dIdn't touch any of the prospent} because I never got 
.ahead enough to carry anythmg but my insurance. I think MarlOn felt 
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~ was 80m'! lund of injustice In it-you not even working toward 
the end, and getting richer and richer." 

"It went Just as qwck as it came," said Charhe. 
"Yes, a lot of it stayed In the hands of chasseurs and saxophone 

players and maitres d'hBtel-well, the bIg party's over now I Just saId 
that to explaIn Marion's feelIng about those crazy years If you drop 
in about SIX o'clock tomght before Manon's too tIred, we'll settle the 
detaJls on the spot." 

Back at hIS hotel, Charhe found a pne'lJ.1l1atlque that had been re
dIrected from the RItz bar where CharlIe had left hIS addres~ for thp 
purpose of findmg a certam man. 

DEAR CHARLIE r au were so strange when we saw you the other day 
that I wondered If I dId somethmg to offend you If so, I'm not con
sczous of It In fact, I have thought about you too much for the last 
'Year, and It's always been m the back of my ml1ld that I mIght see you 
If I came over here We dId have such good tImes that crazy sprzng. 
lIke the night you and I stole the butcher's trzcycle, and the tIme we 
tTled to call on the presIdent and you had the old derby TIm and the 
wIre cane Everybody seems so old lately, but I don't feel old a bIt 
Couldn't we get together some tIme today for old tIme's sake~ I've got 
a VIle hang-over for the moment, but WIll be feelzng brtter thIS after
noon and wIll look for you about five m the sweatshop at the RItz 

Always devotedly, 
LORRAINE 

His first feelmg was one of awe that he had actually, In hIS mature 
years, stolen a tncycle and pedalled Lorrame all over the EtoIle be
t\\.een the small hours and dawn In retrospect It was a mghtmare 
Lockmg out Helen dIdn't fit 10 WIth any other act of rus lIfe, but the 
tncycle mCIdent dId-It was one of many How many weeks or months 
of diSSipatIOn to arnve at that condItion of utter IrresponsIbIlIty? 

He tried to pIcture how Lorrame had appeared to hIm then-very 
attractive, Helen was unhappy about It, though she saId nothmg Yes
terday, m the restaurant, Lorraine had seemed tnte, blurred, worn 
away. He emphatically dId not want to see her, and he was glad Ahx 
had not gIVen away hIS hotel address It was a rellef to trunk, mstead, 
of Honona, to thmk of Sundays spent WIth her and of saymg good 
morning to her and of knowmg she was there In hIS house at mght, 
draWIng her breath In the darkness. 

At five he took a ta.XI and bought presents for all the Peters-a 
piquant cloth doll, a box of Roman soldIers, flowers for Marion, ble 
linen handkercluefs for LIncoln 



He saw, when he arrived in the apartment, that Manon had ac
Cf'pted the ineVItable. She greeted him now as though he were a recal
citrant member of the famuy, rather than a menac10g outsider. Hon
oria bad been told she was go1Og, Charhe was glad to see that her 
tact made her conceal her exceSSIVe happ10ess Only on hiS lap did 
she whisper her delIght and the questIOn "When?" before she sbpped 
away With the other children 

He and Manon were alone for a mmute in the room, and on an 
imIJulse he spoke out boldly 

"FamIly quarrels are bItter thmgs They don't go accordmg to any 
rules They're not hke aches or wounds, they're more lIke splIts 10 the 
skm that won't heal because there's not enough matenal I Wish you 
and I could be on better terms" 

"Some thmgs are hard to forget," ~he answered "It's a questIOn of 
confidence" There was no answel to thI~ and presently she asked, 
"When do you propose to take her?" 

"As soon as I can get a governe~s I hoped the day after tomorrow" 
"That's ImpossIble I've got to get her th10gs 10 shape Not before 

Saturday" 
He Yielded Commg back into the room, Lincoln offered hIm a 

dnnk 
"I'll take my daily whIsky," he ~ald 
It was warm here, It was a home, people together by a fire The 

chIldren felt very safe and Important, the mother and father weI'( 
senous, watchful They had thmgs to do for the chIldren more Impor
tant than hiS VlSlt here A spoonful of medlcme was, after all, more 
Important than the stramed relatIOns between Manon and hImself. 
They were not dull people, but they were very much m the gnp of hfe 
and CIrcumstances. He wondered If he couldn't do somethmg to get 
Lmcoln out of hIS rut at the bank 

A long peal at the door-bell, the bonne a tout fa!re passed through 
and went down the corndor. The door opened upon another long ring, 
and then VOICes, and the three m the salon looked up expectantly; 
RIchard moved to bnng the corndor wlthm hiS range of viSIOn, and 
Manon rose Then the maid came back along the corndor, closely 
followed by the "oices, which developed under the lIght mto Duncan 
Schaeffer and Lorrame Quarles 

They were gay, they were hilarIOUS, they were roarmg with laughter. 
For a moment Charlie was astounded; unable to understand how they 
had ferreted out the Peters' address 

"Ab-h-h'" Duncan wagged his finger roguishly at Charhe. "Ah-h-h'" 
They both slid down another cascade of laughter Anxious and at 
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a loss, Charlie shook hands with them quickly and presented them to 
Lincoln and Manon. Marion nodded, scarcel} speakIng She had 
drawn back a step toward the fire; her little girl stood beSide her, and 
Marlon put an ann about her shoulder. • 

With growmg annoyartce at the mtruslOn, Charlie waited for them 
to explain themselves After some concentratIOn Duncan said 

"We came to inVite you out to dInner LorraIne and I InSist that all 
this shishl busmess 'bout your address got to stop" 

CharlIe came closer to them, as If to force them backward down 
the corrIdor. 

"Sorry, but I can't. Tell me where you'll be and I'll phone you 
in half an hour" 

This made no impression Lorraine sat down suddenly on the sIde 
of a chair, and fOCUSSIng her eyes on Richard, cried, "Oh, what a mce 
little boyl Come here, lIttle boy" RIchard glanced at hiS mother, but 
did not move With a perceptible shrug of her shoulders, Lorrame 
turned back to CharlIe 

"Come and dme Sure your cousms won' mind See you so sel'om 
Or solemn" 

"I can't," said CharlIe sharply "You two have runner and I'll 
phone you." 

Her voice became suddenly unpleasant. "All nght, we'll go But I 
remember once when you hammered on my door at four A M I was 
enough of a good sport to gIve you a drmk Come on, Dunc." 

Still m slow motIOn, With blurred, angry faces, WIth uncertam feet, 
they rebred along the corndor 

"Good mght," CharlIe saId 
"Good mght '" responded LorraIne emphatIcally 
When he came back mto the salon Manon had not moved, only 

now her son was standmg m the Circle of her other arm Lmcoln was 
sbll swmgmg Honona back and forth lIke a pendulum from Side to SIde 

"What an outrage'" Charlie broke out "What an absolute outrage'" 
Neither of them answered CharlIe dropped Into an annchrur, pIcked 

up ius drInk, set It down again and said 
"People I haven't seen for two years haVIng the colossal nerve-" 
He broke off Manon had made the sound "Oh I" m one SWift, fun

DUS breath, turned her body from him WIth a Jerk and left the room 
Lmcoln set down Honona carefully. 
"You chIldren go m and start your soup," he said, and when the} 

obeyed, he said to CharlIe' 
"Marion's not well and 3he can't stand shocks. That kmd of people 

make her really phYSIcally sick .. 



"I chdn't tell them to come here. They wormed your name out of 
somebody. They deliberately--" 

"Well, It'S too bad. It doesn't help matters Excuse me a minute" 
Left alone, Charhe sat tense 10 lus chaIr. In the next room he could 

hear the children eat1Og, talkmg 10 monosyllables, already oblIvious 
to the scene between their elders He heard a murmur of conversation 
from a farther room and then the tIckmg bell of a telephone receIVer 
picked up, and m a pamc he moved to the other SIde of the room 
and out of earshot 

In a mmute Lmcoln came back "Look here, Charhe I thmk we'd 
better call off dmner for tomght Manon's 10 bad shape" 

"Is she angry 'vlth me?" 
"Sort of," he saId, almost roughly "She's not strong and--" 
"You mean she's changed her m10d about Honona" 
"She's pretty blttet right now I don't know You phone me at the 

bank tomorrow" 
"I WIsh you'd explain to her 1 never dreamed these people would 

come here I'm just as ~orc as you are" 
"I couldn't explam anythmg to her now" 
CharlIe got up He took hIS coat and hat and started down the 

COrrIdor Then he opened the door of the dining room and saId in a 
strange voic!:', "Good mght, chIldren" 

Honoria rose and ran around the table to hug hIm 
"Good mght, sweetheart," he saId vaguely, and then trymg to make 

hIS VOice more tender, trymg to conclhate somethmg, "Good mght, 
dear chIldren " 

v 

CharlIe went dIrectly to the RItz bar WIth the funous Idea of finding 
Lorrame and Duncan, but they were not there, and he rf'aiIzed that 
m any case there was nothmg he could do He had not touched hiS 
dnnk at the Peter~', and now he ordered a whlsky-and-soda Paul 
came over to say hello 

"It's a great change," he saId sadly. "We do about half the busmess 
we dId So many fellows I hear about back 10 the States lost every
tmng, maybe not m the first crash, but then 10 the second Your friend 
George Hardt lost every cent, I hear. Are you back m the States?" 

"No I'm in bUsmess 10 Prague" 
"1 heard that you lost a lot in the crasb." 
"I did," he added grimly, "but 1 lost everything 1 wanted in the 

boom." 
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"Selling short?" 
"Something like that." 
Agam the memory of those days swept over him lIke a mghtmare-. 

the people they had met travelhng, the people who couldn't add a row 
of figures or speak a coherent sentence The httle man Helen had con
sented to dance WIth at the slup's party, who had msulted her ten feet 
from the table, the women and gIrlS earned screammg WIth drmk or 
drugs out of pubhc places .. the men who locked theIr WIves out 
in the snow, because the snow of '29 \'\<asn't real snow If you didn't 
want it to be snow, you Just paId some money 

He went to the phone and called the Peters apartment, Lincoln 
answered 

"I called up because this thing is on my mmd Has Manon saId any
thing defimte?" 

"Marion's SIck," Lincoln answered shortly "I know thIs thmg Isn't 
altogether your fault, but I can't have her go to pIeces about It I'm 
afraId we'll have to let It slIde for SIX months, I can't take the chance 
of workmg her up to thIS state agam " 

"I see " 
"I'm sorry, CharlIe" 
He went back to his table HIS whIsky glass was empty, but he shOOk 

his head when Ahx looked at It questIOnmgly There wasn't much he 
could do now except send Honona some thmgs, he would send her a 
10t of thmgs tomorrow He thought rather angnly that thIS was Just 
money-he had glVen so many people money 

"No, no more," he said to another walter "What do lowe you?" 
He would come back some day, they couldn't make hIm pay forever 

But he wanted hIS chIld, and nothmg was much good now, beSIde that 
fact He wasn't young any more, with a lot of mce thoughts and dreams 
to have by himself. He was absolutely sure Helen wouldn't have wanted 
hIm to be so alone. 

The Short Happy Lift of Francis Macomber 

ERNEST HEMINGWAY 

IT WAS NOW lunch time and they were all ~itting under the double 
green fly of the dining tent pretendmg that nothmg had happened 

"Will you have lime juice or lemon squash?" Macomber asked 
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· i'll have a gimlet:' Robert Wuson told him. 
"I'll have a gimlet too. I need something," Macomber's wife said. 
"I suppose it's the thing to do," Macomber agreed "Tell him to 

make three gunlets." 
The mess boy had started them already, luting the bottles out of the 

canvas coohng bags that sweated wet In the wmd that blew through 
the trees that shaded the tents. 

"What had I ought to gIve them?" Macomber asked. 
"A qUId would be plenty," Wllson told hIm. "You don't want to 

spOil them " 
"WIll the headman dlstnbute it?" 
"Absolutely" 
FranCIS Macomber had, half an hour before, been carned to his tent 

from the edge of the camp in tnumph on the arms and shoulders of 
the cook, the personal boys, the skmner and the porters The gun
bearers had tal-.en no part m the demonstratlOn When the natIve boys 
put h!m down at the door of hiS tent, he had shaken all their hands, 
receIved theIr eongratulatlOns, and then gone lOt'1 the tent and sat on 
the bed until hIS WIfe came m She dld not £peak to hlm when she came 
in and he left the tent at once to wash hIS face and hands In the port
able wash basin outSIde and go over to the dming tent to SIt in a com· 
fortable canvas chaIr In the breeze and the shade 

"You've got your lion," Robert Wdson said tu him, "and a damned 
fine one too" 

Mrs Macomber looked at Wilson qUIckly She was an extremely 
handsome and well-kept woman of the beauty and social pOSItion 
whlch had, five years before, commanded five thousand dollars as the 
pnce of endorsmg, WIth photographs, a beauty product whIch she had 
never used She had been marned to FranCIS Macomber for eleven 
years 

"He 15 a good han, isn't he?" Macomber SaId HIS wife looked at 
him now She looked at both these men as though she had never seen 
them before 

One, Wllson, the whIte hunter, she knew she had never truly seen 
before He was about mIddle heIght WIth sandy hair, a stubby mus· 
t<1che, a very red face and extremely cold blue eyes WIth faint white 
wrmkles at the corners that grooved mernly when he SmIled He smlled 
at her now and she looked away from rus face at the way his shoulders 
sloped In the loose tUDlC he wore WIth the four bIg cartndges held in 
loops where the left breast pocket should have been, at lus big brown 
hands, hIs old slacks, hIs very dirty boots and back to hIs red face 
again. She noticed where the baked red of hIS face stopped in a white 
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line that marked the circle left by his Stetson hat that hung now from 
one of the pegs of the tent pole. 

"Well, here's to the hon," Robert WIlson said He smiled at her 
again and, not smihng, she looked curiously at her husband. 

FranCIS Macomber was very tall, very well bUllt If you did not mind 
that length of bone, dark, hiS hair cI'opped hke an oarsman, rather 
thin-lipped, and was considered handsome He was dressed m the same 
sort of safan elothes that Wilson wore except that hiS were new, he 
was thirty-five yean old, kept himself very fit, was good at court games 
had a number of big-game fishmg records, and had Just shown hImself, 
very pubhcly, to be a coward 

"Here's to the hon," he said "I can't ever thank you for what 
you did" 

Margaret, hiS Wife, looked away from him and back to Wilson 
"Let's not talk about the hon," she said 
WIlson looked over at her Without smllmg and now she smiled 

at him 
"It's been a very strange day," she said "Hadn't you ought to put your 

hat on even under the canvas at noon? You told me that, you l.now" 
"Might put It on," said Wilson 
"You know you have a very red face, Mr WIlson," she told him 

and smIled agam 
"Dnnk," said WIlson 
"I don't thmk so," she said "FranCIS drmks a great deal, but hiS face 

is never red " 
"It's red today," Macomber tned a Joke 
"No," said Margaret "It's mme that's red today But 11r Wilson's 

is always red" 
"Must be racial," said WIlson "I say, you wouldn't hke to drop my 

beauty as a tOPIC, would you?" 
"I've Just started on It" 
"Let's chuck It," saId WIlson 
"ConversatIOn IS gomg to be so difficult," Margaret said 
"Don't be Silly, Margot," her husband said 
"No difficulty," WIlson said "Got a damn fine hon" 
Margot looked at them both and they both saw that she was gomg 

to cry Wlison had seen it commg for a long tlme and he dreaded It 
Macomber was past dreadmg It 

"I Wish it hadn't happened Oh, I WISh it hadn't happened," she 
said and started for her tent. She made no nOIse of crymg but they 
could see that her shoulders were shakmg under the rose-colored, sun
proofed shut she wore. 



"Women upset," sald Wilson to the tall man "Amounts to nothW,g. 
Stram on the nerves and one thing'n another." 

"No," saId Macomber. "I suppose that I rate ttmt for the rest of my 
life now." 

"Nonsense Let's have a spot of the gIant kIller," sald Wllson. "For
get the whole thmg Nothmg to It anyway." 

"We mIght try," saId Macomber "I won't forget what you dId for 
me though" 

"Nothmg," saId WIlson "All nonsense" 
So they sat there 1Il the shade where the camp was pitched under 

some WIde-topped acaCIa trees WIth a boulder-strewn clIff behmd them, 
and a stretch of grass that ran to the bank of a boulder-filled stream 
m front with forest beyond it, and drank their Just-cool lIme drmks 
and aVOlded one another's eyes while the boys set the table for lunch. 
Wllson could tell that the boys all knew about It now and when he saw 
Macomber's personal boy lookIng curiously at his master wlule he was 
puttmg dIShes on the table he snapped at hIm m SwahIlI. The boy 
turned away WIth hiS face blank. 

"What were you tellIng him?" Macomber asked 
"Nothmg Told hIm to look alive or I'd see he got about fifteen of 

the best" 
"What's that? Lashes?" 
"It's qUIte Illegal," WIlson saId "You're supposed to fine them." 
"Do you stilI have them whIpped?" 
"Oh, yes They could raIse a row If they chose to complam But they 

don't They prefer It to the fines" 
"How strange'" said Macomber 
"Not strange, really," Wilson said. "Which would you rather do? 

Take a good blfclung or lose your pay?" 
Then he felt embarrassed at askIng It and before Macomber could 

answer he went on, "We all take a beating every day, you know, one 
way or another" 

'This was no better. "Good God," he thought. "I am a dIplomat, 
aren't I'" 

"Yes, we take a beating," saId Macomber, still not lookIng at hIm. 
"I'm awfully sorry about that hon busmess. It doesn't have to go any 
further, does it? I mean no one wIll hear about it, WIll they?" 

"You mean WIll I tell It at the Mathalga Club?" WIlson looked at 
him now coldly. He had not expected this So he's a bloody four-letter 
man as well as a bloody coward, he thought I rather hked him too 
untIl today. But how IS one to know about an Amencan? 

'No," said WIlson. "I'm a professional hunter. We never talk about 
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our clients. You can be quite easy on that. It's supposed to be bad form 
to ask us not to talk though." 

He had decided now that to break would be much easie1. He would 
eat, then, by himself and could read a book with lus meals They would 
eat by themselves. He would see them through the safari on a very 
formal basis-what was it the French called It? Dlstmgwshed consid
eration-and it would be a damn SIght easier than havmg to go through 
this emotional trash He'd msult rum and make a good clean break 
Then he could read a book WIth hIS meals and he'd still be dnnkmg 
their whisky That was the phrase for it when a safari went bad You 
ran into another whIte hunter and you asked, "How IS everything 
going;l" and he answered, "Oh, I'm stIll drmkmg theIr whIsky," and 
you knew everythmg had gone to pot 

"I'm sorry," Macomber saId and looked at hIm with hIS American 
face that would stay adolescent untIl It became mIddle-aged, and 
WIlson noted hIS crew-cropped haIr, fine eyes only famtly shIfty, good 
nose, thm hps and handsome jaw. "I'm sorry I dIdn't reahze that 
There are lots of thmgs I don't know." 

So what could he do, WIlson thought He was all ready to break It 
off quickly and neatly and here the beggar was apologIzmg after he 
had Just msulted hIm He made one more attempt "Don't worry about 
me talkmg," he said "I have a lIVing to make You know m Afnca no 
woman ever mIsses her hon and no whIte man ever bolts" 

"I bolted lIke a rabbIt," Macomber saId 
Now what m hell were you gomg to do about a man who talked 

like that, Wilson wondered 
WIlson looked at Macomber With hIS flat, blue, machme-gunner's 

eyes and the other hmIled back at him He had a pleasant smIle If you 
rod not notIce how hiS eyes showed when he was hurt 

"Maybe I can fix it up on buffalo," he saId "We're after them next, 
aren't we?" 

"In the morning If you lIke," WIlson told hIm Perhaps he had been 
wrong This was certainly the way to take It. You most certamly could 
not tell a damned thmg about an Amencan He was all for Macomber 
agam. If you could forget the mornmg But, of course, you couldn't 
The mornmg had been about as bad as they come. 

"Here comes the Memsahlb," he said She was walkmg over from 
her tent lookIng rf'freshed and cheerful and qUIte lovely. She had a vel'} 
perfect oval face, so perfect that you expected her to be stupid. But she 
wasn't stupid, Wilson thought, no, not stupId 

"How is the beautiful red-faced Mr. WIlson? Are you feeling better, 
Francis, my pearl;''' 
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"oh, much,1' said Macomber. 
"I've dropped the whole thing," she said, sitting down at the table. 

"What lmportance lS there to whether Francls is any good at killing 
lions? That's not lus trade That's Mr. Wdson's trade Mr. Wilson is 
really very Impressive kIllIng anything. You do kill anything, don't 
you;'" 

"Oh, anythIng," said WIlson "Simply anything" They are, he 
thought, the hardest 10 the world, the hardest, the cruelest, the most 
pr~datory and the most attractIve and theIr men have softened or gone 
to pIeces nervously as they have hardened Or IS It that they pIck men 
they can handle" They can't know that much at the age they marry, 
he thought He was grateful that he had gone through his educatIOn 
on Amencan women before now because thIS was a very attractive one. 

"We're gomg after buff m the mornmg," he told her 
"I'm commg," she saId 
"No, you're not" 
'Oh, yes. I am lVfayn't I, FranCIS "" 

"Why not stay m camp "" 
"Not for anythmg," she said "I wouldn't miss somethmg like today 

for anythmg" 
When she left, WIlson was thmkmg, when she went ofT to cry, she 

seemed a hell of a fine woman She seemed to understand, to realize, 
to be hurt for 111m and for herself and to know how thmgs really stood 
She IS away for twenty mInutes and now she IS back, sImply enamelled 
m that Amencan female cruelty. They are the damnedest women 
Really the damnedest 

"We'll put on another show for you tomorrow," FranCIS Macomber 
saId 

"You're not commg," WIlson saId 
"You're very mIstaken," she told hIm "And I want so to see you 

perform agam You were lovely thIs mornmg That IS If blowmg thIngs' 
heads off IS lovely" 

"Here's the lunch," saId \\'Ilson "You're very merry, aren't you?" 
"Why not" I dIdn't come out here to be dull " 
"Well, It hasn't been dull," WIlson saId He could see the boulders 

m the nver and the high bank beyond with the trees and he remem
bered the mornmg 

"Oh, no," she Said "It's been charming. And tomorrow You don't 
know how I look forward to tomorrow." 

"That's eland he's offering you," WIlson said 
"Th~y're the big cowy things that Jump lIke hares, aren't they?" 
"I suppose that describes them," Wilson sald. 
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"It's very good meat," Macomber said. 
'~Did you shoot it, Francis?" she asked. 
"Yes." 
"They're not dangerous, are they?" 
HOnly U they fall on you," Wllson told her. 
"I'm so glad." 
"Why not let up on the bitchery Just a little, Margot,'- Macomber 

said, cutting the eland steak and puttmg some mashed potato, gravy 
and carrot on the down-turned fork that tined through the pIece of 
meat. 

"1 suppose 1 could," she said, "since you put It so prettIly" 
"Tonight we'll have champagne for the lion," WIlson saId "It's ... 

bIt too hot at noon" 
"Oh, the hon," Margot said. "I'd forgotten the hon I" 
SO, Robert Wilson thought to hImself, she tS gIVmg rum a nde. 

isn't she? Or do you suppose that's her Idea of puttmg up a good show ';I 
How should a woman act ",hen she dIscovers her husband is a bloody 
coward ';I She's damn cruel but they're all cruel They govern, of course, 
and to govern one has to be cruel sometImes StIll, I've seen enough of 
their damn terronsm 

"Have some more eland," he saId to her polItely 
That afternoon, late, WIlson and Macomber went out in the motor 

car With the natIve dnver and the two gun-bearers. Mrs. Macomber 
stayed III the camp. It was too hot to go out, she saId, and she was going 
WIth them in the early mornmg As they drove off WIlson saw her 
standing under the bIg tree, lookmg pretty rather than beautiful in her 
faintly rosy khalo, her dark half drawn back off her forehead and 
gathered III a knot Iowan her neck, her face as fresh, he thought, as 
though she were III England. She waved to them as the car went off 
through the swale of hIgh grass and curved around through the trees 
into the small hIlls of orchard bush 

In the orchard bush they found a herd of impala, and leaving the 
car they stalked one old ram with long, wide-spread horns and Ma
comber killed It with a very credItable shot that knocked the buck 
down at a good two hundred yards and sent the herd off bounding 
~ildly and leaping over one another's backs In long, leg-drawn-up 
leaps as unbelIevable and as floatmg as those one makes sometimes in 
dreams. 

"That was a good shot," Wdson said. "They're a small target." 
"Is it a worth-while head ';I" Macomber asked 
"Ifs excellent," Wilson told him. "You shoot like that and you'll 

have no trouble." 



"Do you think we'll find buffalo tomorrow?" 
"There's a good chance of It. They feed out early in the morning 

and with luck we may catch them In the open" 
"I'd hke to clear away that lIon bUSIness," Macomber said. "It's not 

very pleasant to have your wife see you do somethIng lIke that." 
I should dunk It would be even more unpleasant to do it, Wilson 

thought, wIfe or no wIfe, or to talk about haVIng done It But he said, 
"I wouldn't thInk about that any more Anyone could be upset by his 
first lion That's all over" 

But that mght after dmner and a whisky and soda by the fire before 
going to bed, as FranCIS Macomber lay on hiS cot With the mosquito 
bar over hIm and IIstencd to the mght noises It was not all over It was 
neither all over nor was it beginning It was there exactly as it hap
pened with some parts of it indelIbly emphaSized and he was miserably 
ashamed at It But more than shame he felt cold, hollow fear in him. 
The fear was shll thcre hke a eold slImy hollow 10 all the emptiness 
where once hiS confidence had been and It made him feel sick It was 
solI there With hun now 

It had started the mght before when he had wakened and heard the 
lion roarmg somewhere up along the river It was a deep sound and at 
the end there were sort of coughmg grunts that made him seem Just 
outside the tent, and when FranCIS Macomber woke In the mght to hear 
It he was afraid He could hear his WIfe breathing qUIetly, asleep. 
There was no one to tell he was afraid, nor to bc afraid With him, and, 
lymg alone, he dId not know the SomalI proverb that says a brave man 
IS always fnghtened three times by a hon, when he first sees hiS track, 
when he first hears him roar and when he first confronts him. Then 
while they were eating breakfast by lantern light out In the dlmng 
tent, before the sun was up, the han roared again and FranCIS thought 
he was Just at the edge of camp 

"Sounds like an old-timer," Robert Wilson sald, looking up from 
Ius kippers and coffee "Listen to him cough .. 

"Is he very close?" 
"A mIle or so up the stream" 
"Will we see lum;m 
"We'll have a look" 
"Does rus roanng carry that far? It sounds as though he were right 

in camp." 
"Carries a hell of a long way," SaId Robert WIlson. "It's strange the 

way it carries Hope he's a shootable cat. The boys said there was a 
very big one about here " 



"If I get a .shot, where.should 1 hit him," Macomber asked, "to stop 
him?" 

"In the shoulders," Wilson said. "In the neck if you can make it. 
Shoot for bone. Break lum down." 

"I hope I can place it properly," Macomber said. 
"You shoot very well," WIlson told lum "Take your time. Make sure 

of him The first one in is the one that counts." 
"What range will it be?" 
"Can't tell Lion has something to say about that. Don't shoot unless 

it's close enough so you can make sure" 
"At under a hundred yards~" Macomber asked. 
Wilson looked at hun qmckly 
"Hundred's about nght Might have to take him a bIt under. 

Shouldn't chance a shot at much over that. A hundred's a decent range. 
You can hIt hIm wherever you want at that. Here comes the Mem
sahib." 

"Good morning," she saId. "Are we going after that hon~" 
"As soon as you deal with your breakfast," WIlson saId "How are 

you feelmg?" 
"Marvellous," she said "I'm very excited." 
"I'll Just go and see that everythmg is ready," WIlson went off. As he 

'left the lion roared again. 
"Noisy beggar," WIlson saId "We'll put a stop to that" 
"What's the matter, Francis?" his wIfe asked lurn 
"Nothmg," Macomber said. 
"Yes, there is," she said. "What are you upset about?" 
"Nothmg," he said. 
"Tell me," she looked at lurn. "Don't you feel well?" 
"It's that damned roanng," he said. "It's been gomg on all rught, 

you know" 
"Why dIdn't you wake me," she said. "I'd love to have heard It" 
"I've got to kdl the damned thmg," Macomber saId, Inlserablv. 
"Well, that's what you're out here for, isn't If"" 
"Yes But I'm nervous Hearmg the tlung roar get~ on my nerv('s" 
"Well then, as WIlson saId, kIll him and stop hIS roarmg" 
"Yes, darlmg," Said FranCIS Macomber. "It sounds easy, doesn't it'~" 
"You're not afraid, are you?" 
"Of course not But I'm nervous from hearing him roar all night" 
''You'll kIll rum marvellously," she said. "I know you WIll I'm 

awfully anxious to see it." 
"Firush your breakfast and we'll be starting" 
"It's not light yet," she said. "This is a ridiculous hour." 
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Just then the lion roared in a deep-cbested moaning, .suddenly gut. 
tural, ascending vibration that seemed to shake the air and ended in 
a sigh and a heavy, deep-chested grunt. 

"He sounds almost here," Macomber's wife said. 
"My God," said Macomber. "I hate that damned noise." 
"It's very impressive." 
"Impressive. It's frightful" 
Robert WIlson came up then carrying hiS short, ugly, shockingly big

bored 505 Gibbs and grinnmg 
"Come on," he said "Your gun-bearer has your Springfield and the 

big gun. Everything's in the car. Have you solIds?" 
"Yes" 
"I'm ready," Mrs Macomber said. 
"Must make hIm stop that racket," Wilson said. "You get in front. 

The Memsahtb can Sit back here with me." 
They chmbed mto the motor car and, in the gray first daylight, 

moved off up the nver through the trees Macomber opened the breech 
of his rifle and saw he had metal-cased bullets, shut the bolt and put 
the nfle on safety He saw hiS hand was trembling He felt In his pocket 
for more cartridges and moved his fingers over the cartndges in the 
loops of his tunic front He turned back to where WIlson sat 10 the rear 
seat of the doorIess, box-bodied motor car bestde hiS Wife, them both 
grinning with excitement, and Wilson leaned forward and whispered, 

"See the birds droppmg Means the old boy has left hiS kIll" 
On the far bank of the stream Macomber could see, above the trees, 

vultures circling and plummet10g down. 
"Chances are he'll come to drInk along here," WIlson whispered. 

"Before he goes to Jay up Keep an eye out" 
They were driVIng slowly along the high bank of the stream which 

here cut deeply to ItS boulder-filled bed, and they wound in and out 
through bIg trees as they drove Macomber \Vas watchIng the opposite 
bank when he felt Wilson take hold of Ius ann. The car stopped. 

"There he is," he heard the whisper. "Ahead and to the right. Get 
out and take him He's a marvellous hon." 

Macomber saw the hon now. He was standing almost broadside, his 
great head up and turned toward them The early morrung breeze that 
blew toward them was just stirrIng his dark mane, and the lion looked 
huge, silhouetted on the rise of bank in the gray morning light, his 
shoulders heavy, his barrel of a body bulking smoothly. 

"How farois he?" asked Macomber, raisin~ his riBe. 
"About seventy-five. Get out and take him." 
"Why not shoot from where I am?" 
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''You don't shoot them from cars," he heard Wilson saying in his 
ear "Get out He's not going to stay there all day." 

Macomber stepped out of the curved opening at the side of the front 
seat, onto the step and down onto the ground. The hon still stood look
ing majestically and coolly toward this object that Jus eyes only showed 
in silhouette, bulking like some super-rhino. There was no man smell 
carried toward him and he watched the object, mOVIng hIS great head 
a little from side to side Then watchmg the object, not afraid, but 
hesitating before going down the bank to dnnk With such a thmg op
posite hIm, he saw a man figure detach itself from It and he turned hiS 
heavy head and swung away toward the cover of the trees as he heard 
a cracking crash and felt the slam of a 30-06 22o-gram solId bullet 
that bIt hIS flank and ripped in sudden hot scaldmg nausea through hIS 
stomach He trotted, heavy, big-footed, swmgmg wounded full-belhed, 
through the trees toward the tall grass and cover, and the crash came 
again to go past hIm rIppmg the aIr apart. Then It crashed agam and 
he felt the blow as It hIt hIS lower nbs and npped on through, blood 
sudden hot and frothy m hIS mouth, and he galloped toward the hIgh 
grass where he could crouch and not be seen and make them bnng the 
crashing thing close enough so he could make a rush and get the man 
that held it. 

Macomber had not thought how the hon felt as he got out of the 
car. He only knew Jus hands were shakmg and as he walked away from 
the car it was almost impossible for rum to make hIS legs move. They 
were strlf in the thIghs, but he could feel the muscles fluttering. He 
raised the nfle, sighted on the junction of the lion's head and shoulders 
and pulled the trIgger Notrung happened though he pulled untu he 
thought his finger would break Then he knew he had the safety on and 
as he lowered the nfle to move the safety over he moved another frozen 
pace forward, and the hon seemg his SIlhouette now clear of the 511· 

houette of the car, turned and started off at a trot, and, as Macomber 
fired, he heard a whunk that meant that the bullet was home, but the 
lion kept on going Macomber shot again and everyone saw the bullet 
throw a spout of dIrt beyond the trotting hon. He shot again, re
membering to lower his ann, and they all heard the bullet hIt, and the 
lion went into a gallop and was in the tall grass before he had the bolt 
pwhed .forward. 

Macomber stood there feeling sick at his stomach, his hands that 
held the Springfield still cocked, shaking, and his wife and Robert 
Wilson were standing by him. BesIde hIm too were the twQ gun-bearers 
chattering in Wakamba 

"I hit him," Macomber said. "I hit him twice." 
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''You gut-shot him and you hit him somewhere forward/' Wilson 
said withom enthusiasm. The gun-bearers loo~ed very grave. They 
were sIlent now 

"¥ou may have killed rum," WIlson went on "We'll have to walt a 
while before we go 10 to find out" 

"What do you mean?" 
"Let hIm get slck before we follow hIm up " 
"Oh," saId Macomber 
"He's a hell of a fine lion," WIlson saId cheerfully. "He's gotten mto 

a bad place though" 
"Why IS It bad?" 
"Can't see hIm untIl you're on rum." 
"Oh," saId Macomber 
"Come on," saId WIlson "The Memsahlb can stay here in the car. 

We'll go to have a look at the blood spoor" 
"Stay here, Margot," Macomber saId to hIS WIfe HIS mouth was very 

dry and It was hard for him to talk. 
"Why?" she asked 
"WIlson says to" 
"We're go1Og to have a look," Wilson said "You stay here. You can 

see even better from here" 
"All right" 
WIlson spoke in SwahIlI to the driver He nodded and said, "Yes, 

Bwana" 
Then they went down the steep bank and across the stream, climbing 

over and around the boulders and up the other bank, pulhng up by 
some projectmg roots, and along It untIl they found where the lion had 
been trottmg when Macomber first shot. There was dark blood on the 
short grass that the gun-bearers pointed out with grass stems, and that 
ran away behmd the nver bank trees 

"What do we do?" asked Macomber 
"Not much chOIce," Said WIlson "We can't bong the car over. 

Bank's too steep. We'll let hIm stiffen up a bIt and then you and I'll 
go in and have a look for him." 

"Can't we set the grass on fire?" Macomber asked. 
"Too green " 
"Can't we send beaters?" 
Wilson looked at him appraisingly. ''Of course we can," he said. 

"But it's just a touch murderous. You see we know the lion's wounded 
¥ou can drive an unwounded lion--he'll move on ahead of a noise
but a wounded hon's going to charge. You can't see him until you're 
nght on him He'll make himself perfectly flat in cover you wouldn't 
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think would rude a hare. You can't very well send boys in there to that 
sort of a show. Somebody bound to get mauled." 

"What about the gun-bearers?" 
"Oh, they'll go with us. It's their shauri. You see, they signed on for 

it. They don't look too happy though, do they?" 
"I don't want to go in there," said Macomber It was out before h(' 

knew he'd said it. 
"Neither do I," said Wilson very cheerily. "Really no chOIce though" 

Then, as an afterthought, he glanced at Macomber and saw sudder.!v 
how he was trembling and the pitiful look on his face 

"You don't have to go in, of course," he said. "That's what I'm hrred 
for, you know. That's why I'm so expensive." 

"You mean you'd go m by yourselP Why not leave him there?" 
Robert Wilson, whose entire occupatIOn had been with the hon and 

the problem he presented, and who had not been thinkmg about Ma
comber except to note that he was rather wmdy, suddenly felt a, 
though he had opened the wrong door in a hotel and seen somethmg 
shameful. 

"What do you mean 1" 

"Why not Just leave him 1" 

"You mean pretend to ourselves he hasn't been hit 1" 

"No Just drop it" 
"It isn't done." 
"Why not 1" 

"For one thing, he's certain to be suffering For another, some one 
else might run onto hlffi." 

"I see" 
"But you don't have to have anything to do with it " 
"I'd hke to," Macomber said. "I'm Just scared, you know" 
"I'll go ahead when we go in," Wilson sald, "With Kongom tracking 

You keep behmd me and a lIttle to one Side Chances are we'll hear 
him growl If we see him we'll both shoot Don't worry about anythmg 
I'll keep you backed up As a matter of fact, you know, perhaps you'd 
better not go. It might be much better Why don't you go over and 
join the Memsarub wrule I just get It over with 1" 

"No, I want to go" 
"All right," said Wilson "But don't go 10 if you don't want to. Trus 

is my shaun now, you know" 
"I want to go," SaId Macomber. 
They sat under a tree and smoked. 
"Want to go back and speak to the Memsahib while we're waiting'" 

Wilson asked 
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"No." 
"I'll just step back and tell her to be patient." 
"Good," said Macomber. He sat there, sweating under his arms. his 

mouth dry, his stomach hollow feeling, wantlng to find courage to tell 
Wilson to go on and finish off the hon wIthout lum He could not know 
that Wilson was funous because he had not notIced the state he was in 
earher and sent him hack to his WIfe. Wlule he sat there WIlson came 
up. "I have your big gun," he saId. "Take it. We've given hun time, 
I thmk Come on .. 

Macomber took the hlg gun and W 1Ison saId: 
"Keep belund me and about five yards to the right and do exactly 

as I tell you" Then he spoke In Swahlh to the two gun-bearers who 
looked the pIcture of gloom. 

"Let's go," he saId 
"Could I have a dnnk of water?" Macomber asked WIlson spoke 

to the older gun-bearer, who wore a canteen on hIS belt, and the man 
unbuckled It, unscrewed the top and handed It to Macomber, who took 
It nobcmg how heavy It seemed and how haIry and shoddy the felt 
covering \\-as m hIS hand He raIsed It to dnnk and looked ahead at 
the hIgh grass WIth the flat-topped trces behmd It A breeze was blowmg 
toward them and the grass rippled gently in the wmd He looked at 
the gun-bearer and he could see the gun-bearer was suffermg too WIth 
fear 

Thlrty-five yards into the grass the bIg hon l'lY flattened out along 
the ground HIS ears were back and hIS only movement was a slIght 
hutchmg up and down of hls long, black-tufted tall He had turned at 
bay as soon as he had reached thIS cover and he was SIck WIth the 
wound through hIS full belly, and weakenmg WIth the wound through 
hI~ lungs that brought a thm foamy red to hIS mouth each tune he 
breathed HIS flanks were wet and hot and files were on the lIttle 
openings the solId bullets had made m hIS tawny hIde, and lus bIg 
yellow eyes, narrowed WIth hate, looked stralght ahead, onlv blmkmg 
when the pam came as he breathed, and lus claws dug m the soft baked 
earth All of hIm, pam, SIckness, hatred and all of hIS remammg 
strength, was tIghtenmg mto an absolute concentratIOn for a rush He 
could hear the men talkmg and he walted, gathenng all of hImself 
mto thIS preparatIOn for a charge as soon as the men would corne Into 
the grass. As he heard thelr VOIces lus tad stiffened to tWItch up and 
down, and, as they came mto the edge of the grass, he made a coughing 
grunt and charged 

Kongoni, the old gun-bearer. In the lead watclung the blood spoor, 
WIlson watchmg the grass for any movement, hIs bIg gun ready. the 
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second gun-bearer loolung ahead and hstening, Macomber dose to 
Wilson, his nfle cocked, they had just moved mto the grass when Ma
comber heard the blood-choked coughIng grunt, and saw the swishing 
rush in the grass. The next thIng he knew he was runrung, rUIUl:1ng 
wildly, in paruc In the open, runrung toward the stream. 

He heard the ca-ra-wonc' of WIlson's blg rIfle, and agaIn In a second 
crashing carawong' and turning saw the han, hornble-Iookmg now, 
with half Ius head seemmg to be gone, crawlmg toward WIlson m the 
edge of the tall grass willIe the red-faced man worked the bolt on the 
short ugly nfle and aImed carefully as another blastmg carawong' came 
from the muzzle, and the crawlmg, heavy, yellow bulk of the lion 
stiffened and the huge, mutilated head shd forward and Macomber, 
standmg by hImself In the clearmg where he had run, holdmg a loaded 
rIfle, whIle two black men and a whIte man looked back at hIm In con
tempt, knew the hon was dead. He came toward WIlson, hIS tallness all 
seemmg a naked reproach, and Wllson looked at hIm and saId 

"Want to take pIctures?" 
"No," he saId 
That was all anyone had saId untIl they reached the motor car. 

Then WIlson had saId 
"Hell of a fine hon Boys WIll skm him out We might as well stay 

here In the shade " 
Macomber's WIfe had not looked at hIm nor he at her and he had 

sat by her m the back seat WIth WIlson sIttmg In the front seat Once 
he had reached over and taken hIS WIfe's hand WIthout lookmg at her 
and she had removed her hand from hIS Lookmg across the stream to 
where the gun-bearers were skmnmg out the hon he could sec that she 
had been able to see the whole dung Wlule they sat there rus wIfe had 
reached forward and put her hand on Wilson's shoulder He turned 
and she had leaned forward over the low seat and kissed hIm on the 
mouth. 

"Oh, I say," saId Wllson, gomg redder than hls natural baked color. 
"Mr. Robert WIlson," she sald. "The beautIful red-faced Mr. Robert 

WIlson." 
Then she sat down beSIde Macomber agaIn and looked away across 

the stream to where the hon lay, WIth uplIfted, whIte-muscled, tendon
marked naked forearms, and whIte bloatmg belly, as the black men 
.fleshed away the skm. Finally the gun-bearers brought the skIn over, 
wet and heavy, and clImbed in behind WIth It, rollmg It up before they 
got in, and the motor car started No one had saId anytlung more untU 
they were back in camp. 

That was the story of the lion. Macomber dld not know how the hon 
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Uad felt before he started his rush, nor during it when the b.1lbelievable 
smash of the .505 with a muzzle velocity of two tons had hit him in the 
mouth, nor what kept him coming after that, when the second ripping 
crash had smashed his hmd quarters and he had come crawling on 
.toward the crashmg, blastmg thing that had destroyed hun. Wilson 
knew somethmg about it and only expressed it by sayIng, "Damned 
Fne lion," but Macomber dId not know how Wilson feIt about things 
either. He did not know how IDS wife felt except that she was through 
with hIm 

HIS wife had been through with hIm before but It never lasted. He 
was very wealthy, and would be much wealtruer, and he knew she 
would not leave hIm ever now That was one of the few thmgs that he 
really knew He knew about that, about motor cycles-that was earliest 
-about motor cars, about duck-shootIng, about fishmg, trout, salmon 
and bIg-sea, about sex m books, many books, too many books, about all 
court games, about dogs, not much about horses, about hangmg on to 
his money, about most of the other thmgs hI5 world dealt m, and about 
his WIfe not leavmg hIm HIS Wife had been a great beauty and she was 
stIlI a great beauty m AfrIca, but she was not a great enough beauty 
any more at home to be able to leave hIm and better herself and she 
knew It and he knew it She had mIssed the chance to leave him and he 
knew It If he had been better with women she would probably have 
started to worry about hIm getting another new, beautIful wife, but 
she knew too much about hIm to worry about him either Also, he had 
always had a great tolerance which seemed the nIcest thmg about him 
If It were not the most SInIster 

All m all they were known as a comparatively happlly married 
couple, one of those whose dIsruptIon is often rumored but never 
occurs, and as the SOCIety columnist put It, they were adding more than 
a SpIce of adventure to theIr much envied and ever-endurmg Romance 
by a Sa/an m what was known as Darkest A/nca untIl the Martin 
Johnsons hghted It on so many silver screens where they were pursuing 
Old Simba the hon, the buffalo, T embo the elephant and as well col
lecting specimens for the Museum of Natural History. This same 
columnist had reported them on the verge at least three tunes in the 
past and they had been But they always made It up They had a sound 
basis of umon Margot was too beautiful for Macomber to divorce her 
and Macomber had too much money for Margot ever to leave him. 

It was now about three o'clock in the morning and Francis Ma
comber, who had been asleep a httle while after he had stopped think
ing about the hon, wakened and then slept agam, woke suddenly, 
frightened in a dream of the bloody-headed lion standing over him. 
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aJld listening while his heart pounded, he realized that his wife was 
not in the other cot in the tent. He lay awake with that knowledge for 
two hours. 

At the end of that time his wife came into the tent, hlted her mosv 
quito bar and crawled cozily into bed. 

"Where have you been?" Macomber asked in the darkness. 
"Hello," she saId "Are you awake?" 
"Where have you been?" 
"1 just went out to get a breath of au " 
"You dId, lIke hel1." 
"What do you want me to say, darlmg?" 
"Where have you been?" 
"Out to get a breath of aIr" 
"That's a new name for It You are a bitch" 
"Well, you're a coward" 
"All TIght," he saId "What of It?" 

"NothIng as far as I'm concerned But please let's not talk, darhng, 
because I'm very sleepy" 

"You thInk that I'll take anythmg" 
"I know you Will, sweet." 
"Well, I won't" 
"Please, darhng, let's not talk I'm so very sleepy" 
"There wasn't gOIng to be any of that You promised there wouldn't 

be." 
"Well, there IS now," she said sweetly 
"You said If we made thIS trIp that there would be none of that. 

You promIsed" 
"Yes, darlIng That's the way I meant It to be But the trIp was 

spoiled yesterday We don't have to talk about It, do we?" 
"You don't walt long when you have an advantage, do you?" 
"Please let's not talk I'm so sleepy, darhng" 
"I'm going to talk" 
"Don't mmd me then, because I'm gOIng to sleep" And she did. 
At breakfast they were all three at the table before daylIght and 

Francis Macomber found that, of all the many men that he had hated, 
he hated Robert WIlson the most 

"Sleep well?" WIlson asked in his throaty voice, fillmg a pipe 
"DId you?" 
"Topping," the whIte hunter told him. 
You bastard, thought Macomber, you insolent bastard 
So she woke hIm when she came in, WIlson thought, looking at them 

both with his flat, cold eyes Well, why doesn't he keep his wlfe where 
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she belongs? What does he think I am, a bloody plaster saint? Let him 
keep her where she belongs. It's his own fault. 

"Do you think we'll find buffalo?" Margot asked, pushing away a 
dIsh of apricots. 

"Chance of It," Wdson said and smded at her. "Why don't you stay 
In camp?" 

"Not for anythmg," she told him 
"Why not order her to stay in camp?" WIlson said to Macomber. 
"You order her," said Macomber coldly 
"Let's not have any ordering, nor," turning to Macomber, "any 

silliness, Francis," Margot saId qUIte pleasantly 
"Are you ready to start?" Macomber asked 
"Any tIme," WIlson told hIm "Do you want the Memsahlb to go?" 
"Does it make any dIfference whether I do or not?" 
The hell With it, thought Robert WIlson The utter complete hell 

WIth it So thiS IS what it's going to be lIke. Well, this is what It's going 
to be lIke, then 

"Makes no difference," he said 
"You're sure you wouldn't lIke to stay in camp With her yourself 

and let me go out and hunt the buffalo?" Macomber asked 
"Can't do that," said WIlson "Wouldn't talk rot If I were you" 
"I'm not talkmg rot I'm disgusted" 
"Bad word, disgusted" 
"FranCIS, will you please try to speak sensibly ';I" hIS wife said 
"I speak too damned sensibly," Macomber saId. "DId you ever eat 

such filthy food ';I" 
"Something wrong WIth the food?" asked WIlson qUietly 
"No more than WIth everything else" 
"I'd pull yourself together, laddybuck," WIlson said very qwetly. 

"There's a boy walts at table that understands a httle Enghsh" 
"The hell WIth hIm " 
WIlson stood up and puffing on his pipe strolled away, speakmg a 

few words In Swarult to one of the gun-bearers who was standmg walt
mg for him. Macomber and his Wife sat on at the table. He was staring 
at hIS coffee cup 

"If you make a scene I'll leave you, darlmg," Margot SaId quietly. 
"No, you won't." 
"You can try it and see" 
"You won't leave me." 
"No," she said. "I won't leave you and you'll behave yourself." 
"Behave myself? That's a way to talk Behave myself." 
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'-Yes. Behave yourself." 
"Why don't you try behaving?" 
"I've tried it so long So very long." 
"I hate that red-faced ~wine," Macomber said "I loathe the sight 

of him." 
"He's really very nice" 
"Oh, shut up," Macomber almost shouted Just then the car came 

up and stopped in front of the dming tent and the dnver and the two 
gun-bearers got out WIlson walked over and looked at the husband 
and wife sitting there at the table 

"Going shooting?" he asked 
"Yes," said Macomber, standing up "Yes." 
"Better brmg a woolly It will be cool in the car," WIlson said. 
"I'll get my leather jacket," Margot said 
"The boy has It," WIlson told her He climbed into the front wIth 

the driver and Francis Macomber and hIS wife sat, not speaking, in 
the back seat 

Hope the silly beggar doesn't take a notion to blow the back of my 
head off, Wdson thought to himself. Women are a nuisance on safari 

The car was grIndmg down to cross the river at a pebbly ford in the 
gray daylight and then clImbed, anglIng up the steep bank, where 
Wilson had ordered a way shovelled out the day before so they could 
reach the parklIke wooded rolling country on the far side. 

It was a good morning, WIlson thought There was a heavy dew and 
as the wheels went through the grass and low bushes he could smell 
the odor of the crushed fronds It was an odor lIke verbena and he 
liked this early morrung smell of the dew, the crushed bracken and the 
look of the tree trunks showing black through the early morning mist, 
as the car made Its way through the untra<.ked, parklIke country. He 
had put the two m the back seat out of his mind now and was thinkIng 
about buffalo The buffalo that he was after stayed in the daytime In 
a thick swamp where It was impossible to get a shot, but in the rught 
they fed out into an open stretch of country and if he could come be
tween them and their swamp with the car, Macomber would have a 
good chance at them in the open He did not want to hunt buff with 
Macomber in thick cover He dId not want to hunt buff or anything 
else with Macomber at all, but he was a professlOnal hunter and he 
had hunted With some rare ones in his tIme If they got buff today 
there would only be rhInO to come and the poor man would have gone 
through his dangerous game and things mIght pick up. He'd have 
nothing more to do WIth the woman and Macomber would get over 
that too. He must have gone through plenty of that before by the look 
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of things. Poor beggar. He must have a way of getUng over it. Well, 
it was the poor sod's own bloody fault. 

He, Robert WIlson, carried a double size cot on ~afafl to accommo
date any wmdfalls he might recelVe He had hunted for a certain clien~ 
tele, the internatIonal, fast, sportmg set, where the women did not feel 
they were gettmg their money's worth unless they had shared that cot 
with the white hunter. He despised them when he was away from 
them although he hked some of them well enough at the time, but he 
made hiS hvmg by them, and their standards were Ius standards as 
long as they were hmng hIm 

They were hiS standards m all except the shootmg He had hIS own 
standards about the klllmg and they could hve up to them or get some 
one else to hunt them He knew, too, that they all respected him for 
thIS ThiS Macomber was an odd one though Damned If he wasn't. 
Now the Wife Well, the WIfe Yes, the WIfe Hm, the Wife Well he'd 
dropped all that. He looked around at them Macomber sat gnm and 
funous Margot smIled at hIm She looked younger today, more inno
cent and fre~her and not so profeSSIOnally beautIful What's in her 
heart God knows, WIlson thought She hadn't talked much last mght. 
At that It was a pleasure to see her 

The motor car chmbed up a shght nse and went on through the 
trees and then out mto a grassy prame-lIke openmg and kept in the 
shelter of the trees along the edge, the dnver gomg slowly and WIlson 
lookmg carefully out across the prame and all along Its far SIde He 
stopped the car and studIed the openmg WIth hIS field glasses Then 
he motIOned to the dnver to go on and the car moved slowly along, 
the dnver aVOIdmg wart-hog holes and dnvmg around the mud castles 
ants had bUIlt. Then, lookmg across the opemng, WIlson suddenly 
turned and saId, 

"By God, there they are'" 
And lookmg where he pomted, whIle the car jumped forward and 

WIlson spoke m rapId SwahilI to the dnver, Macomber saw three huge, 
black ammals lookmg almost cylmdncal m theIr long heaviness, bke 
big black tank cars, movmg at a gallop across the far edge of the open 
prrune. They moved at a stIff-necked, stIff bodied gallop and he could 
see the upswept wide black horns on thelr heads as they galloped 
heads out, the heads not movmg 

"They're three old bulls," Wilson said "We'll cut them off before 
they get to the swamp." 

The car was gomg a wIld forty~five miles an hour across the open 
and as Macomber watched, the buffalo got bigger and bIgger until he 
could see the gray, hairless, scabby look of one huge bull and how his 
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neck waJ a part of his shoulders and the shiny black of his horns as he 
galloped a little behind the others that were strung out in that steady 
plunging gait; and then, the car swaymg as though it had just jumped 
a road, they drew up close and he could see the plunging hugeness of 
the bull, and the dust m his sparsely haIred hide, the wide boss of horn 
and his outstretched, wlde-nostnlled muzzle, and he was raismg hIS nfle 
when Wllson shouted, "Not from the car, you fool!" and he had no 
fear, only hatred of WIlson, whIle the brakes clamped on and the car 
~kidded, plowing sideways to an almost stop and WIlson was out on 
one side and he on the other, stumblmg as hIS feet hIt the still speedmg. 
by of the earth, and then he was shootmg at the bull as he moved away, 
hearing the bullets whunk into hIm, emptying his nfle at him as he 
moved steadily away, finally remembermg to get hIS shots forward mto 
the shoulder, and as he fumbled to re-Ioad, he saw the bull was down. 
Down on his knees, his bIg head tossmg, and seemg the other two stIll 
galloping he shot at the leader and lut hIm He shot agam and mIssed 
and he heard the carawongmg roar as WIlson shot and saw the leadmg 
bull slIde forward onto hIS nose 

"Get that other," WIlson saId "Now you're shootmg'" 
But the other bull was moving steadIly at the same gallop and he 

missed, throwing a spout of dIrt, and WIlson mIssed and the dust rose 
in a cloud and Wdson shouted, "Come on He's too far'" and grabbed 
his arm and they were m the car agam, Macomber and Wdson hangmg 
on the sides and rocketmg swaymgly over the uneven ground, drawmg 
up on the steady, plungmg, heavy-necked, stralght-movmg gallop of 
the bull. 

They were behind him and Macomber was fillmg hIS nfle, dlOppmg 
shells onto the ground, jamming it, cleanng the jam, then they were 
almost up WIth the bull when WIlson yelled "Stop," and the car sh.ldded 
so that it almost swung over and Macomber fell forward onto Ius feet, 
slammed his bolt forward and fired as far forward as he could aIm 
into the gallopmg, rounded black back, aImed and shot agam, then 
agam, then agam, and the bullets, all of them hlttmg, had no effect on 
the buffalo that he could see Then WIlson shot, the roar deafenmg 
him, and he could see the bull stagger Macomber shot agam, aImmg 
carefully, and down he came, onto hIS knees 

"All right," WIlson saId "NIce work That's the three." 
Macomber felt a drunken elation 
"How many times dId you shoot?" he asked 
"Just three," Wllson saId "You killed the first bull. The biggest one. 

I helped you finish the other two. Afraid they mIght have got mta 
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cover. You had them killed. I was just rnoppmg up a little. You shot 
damn well." 

"Let's go to the car," said Macomber "I want a dnnk " 
"Got to finish off that buff first," Wilson told him. The buffalo was 

on hIS knees and he jerked his head fUrIously and bellowed In pig-eyed, 
roaring rage as they came toward him 

"Watch he doesn't get up," WIlson said Then, "Get a little broad
Side and take hIm in the neck Just behind the ear" 

Macomber aImed carefully at the center of the huge, jerkmg, rage
driven neck and shot At the shot the head dropped forward 

"That does It," saId Wllson "Got the spme They're a hell of a look
ing thing, aren't they?" 

"Let's get the drmk," said Macomber In hIS hfe he had never felt 
so good 

In the car Macomber's WIfe sat very white faced "You were mar-
vellous, darling," she said to Macomber. "What a rIde" 

"Was It rough?" WIlson asked 
"It was frIghtful I've never bean more frIghtened in my life." 
"Let's all have a dnnk," Macomber saId 
"By all means," slud Wilson "Give It to the MemsahIb" She drank 

the neat whIsky from the flask and shuddered a httle when she swal
lowed She handed the flask to Macomber who handed It to WIlson 

"It was frIghtfully eXCItmg," she saId "It's gIven me a dreadful 
headache. I dIdn't know you were allowed to shoot them from cars 
though" 

"No one shot from cars," said Wilson coldly 
"I mean chase them from cars" 
"Wouldn't ordmanly," WIlson said "Seemed sportmg enough to me 

though whIle we were doing It Takmg more chance dnvIng that way 
across the plam full of holes and one thmg and another than huntmg 
on foot Buffalo could have charged us each tIme we shot If he hked 
Gave him every chance. Wouldn't mention it to anyone though It's 
Illegal If that's what you mean" 

"It seemed very unfair to me," Margot said, "chasing those big help-
less thmgs in a motor car." 

"Did It?" said Wilson 
"What would happen If they heard about it In Nalfobl?" 
"I'd lose my licence for one thmg. Other unpleasantnesses," Wilson 

said, takmg a drink from the flask. "I'd be out of business" 
"Really?" 
"Yes, really." 
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"Well." said Macomber, and he smiled for the first time all day. 
"Now she has somethmg on you" 

"You have such a pretty way of putting things, Francis," Margot 
Macomber SaId WIlson looked at them both If a four-letter man mar
ries a five-letter woman, he was thmkmg, what number of letters would 
their cruldren be;> What he saId was, "We lost a gun-bearer. Did you 
notice It;>" 

"My God, no," Macomber saId 
"Here he comes," WIlson SaId. "He's all right He must have fallen 

off when we left the first bull" 
Approachmg them was the middle-aged gun-bearer, IImp10g along 

in his kOltted cap, khaki tUOlC, shorts and rubber sandals, gloomy-faced 
and disgusted 100k1Og As he came up he called out to WIlson In SwahIlI 
and they all saw the change 10 the whIte hunter's face 

"What does he say?" asked Margot 
"He says the first bull got up and went into the bush," WIlson saId 

with no expressIOn m hIS VOIce 
"Oh," saId Macomber blankly 
"Then it's gomg to be Just hke the han," saId Margot, full of anbu 

pation 
"It's not gomg to be a damned bIt lIke the hon," 'WIlson told her 

"Did you \\,ant another drmk, Macomber;>" 
"Thanks, yes," Macomber saId He expected the feelmg he had had 

about the hon to come back but It dId not For the first tIme 10 rus hfe 
he really felt wholly WIthout fear Instead of fear he had a feelmg of 
definite elatIOn 

"We'll go and have a look at the second bull," WIlson saId "I'll tell 
the dnver to put the car m the shade" 

"What are you gomg to do;>" asked Margaret Macomber 
"Take a look at the buff," WIlson SaId 
"I'll come" 
"Come along" 
The three of them walked over to where the second buffalo bulked 

blackly m the open, head forward on the grass, the maSSIVe horns 
swung WIde 

"He's a very good head," WIlson saId "That's close to a fifty-inch 
spread" 

Macomber was lookmg at him with delIght 
"He s hateful lookmg," SaId Margot "Can't we go mto the shade;>" 
"Of course," WIlson saId "Look," he saId to Macomber, and 

pointed "See that patch of bush;>" 
"Yes" 



"That's where the first bull went in. The gun-bearer SaId when he 
fell off the bull was down. He was watching us helhng along and the 
other two buff gallopmg When he looked up there was the bull up 
and looking at him. Gun-bearer ran lIke hell and the bull went off 
slowly into that bush" 

"Can we go In after him now?" asked Macomber eagerly 
Wilson looked at hIm appraisIngly. Damned If this Isn't a strange 

one, he thought Yesterday he's scared Sick and today he's a ruddy fire 
eater 

"No, we'll gIVe him a wlule " 
"Let's please go mto the shade," Margot said Her face was white 

and she looked III 
They made their way to the car where it stood under a smgle, wlde

spreading tree and all chmbed In 
"Chances are he's dead in there," WIlson remarked. "After a httle 

we'll have a look" 
Macomber felt a wIld unreasonable happmess that he had never 

known before 
"By God, that was a chase," he saId "I've never felt any such feehng. 

Wasn't It marvellous, Margot?" 
"I hated It" 
"Why?" 
"I hated It," she saId bItterly "I loathed It" 
"You know I don't thmk I'd ever be afraid of anythmg agam," Ma

comber said to WIlson "Something happened m me after we first saw 
the buff and started after hIm LIke a dam burstIng It was pure ex
citement" 

"Cleans out your liver," Said WIlson. "Damn funny thmgs happen 
to people" 

Macomber's face was shining "You know somethmg dId happen to 
me," he said "I feel absolutely different." 

HIS WIfe saId nothmg and eyed him ~trangely She was SItting far 
back m the seat and Macomber was SIttIng forward talkmg to WIlson 
who turned SIdeways talkmg over the back of the front seat 

"You know, I'd lIke to try another hon," Macomber saId "I'm really 
not afraId of them now After all, what can they do to you?" 

"That's It," said WIlson "Worst one can do IS kIll you How does 
It go? Shakespeare Damned good See If I can remember Oh, damned 
good. Used to quote It to myself at one time Let's see 'By my troth, 
I care not, a man can dIe but once, we owe God a death and let it go 
which way It WIll he that dIes thIS year is quit for the next.' Damned 
fine, eh?" 
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He was very embarrassed, having brought out this thing he had 
lived by, but he had seen men come of age before and it always moved 
him. It was not a matter of their twenty-first birthday 

It had taken a strange chance of huntmg, a suddell precipitation 
into action without opporturuty for worrymg beforehand, to bnng thIS 

about with Macomber, but regardless of how it had happened it had 
most certainly happened. Look at the beggar now, WIlson thought. It's 
that some of them stay little boys so long, WIlson thought. Sometimes 
all their hves Their figures stay bOYIsh when they're fifty The great 
American boy-men. Damned strange people But he hked thIS Ma
comber now Damned strange fellow Probably meant the end of 
cuckoldry too Well, that would be a damned good thmg Damned 
good thmg Beggar had probably been afraid all hIS lIfe Don't know 
what started It But over now Hadn't had tIme to be afraId WIth the 
buff That and bemg angry too Motor car too Motor cars m::tde it 
famihar Be a damn fire eater now He'd seen It m the war work the 
same way More of a change than any loss of VIrgInIty Fear gone hke 
an operatIOn Somethmg else grew m Its place Mam thmg a man had 
Made hIm mto a man Women knew it too No bloody fear 

From the far corner of the seat Margaret Macomber looked at the 
two of them There was no change m WIlson She saw Wilson as she 
had seen hIm the day before when she had first reahzed what hIS great 
talent was But she saw the change in FranCIS Macomber now 

"Do you have that feelmg of happmess about what's gomg to hap
pen?" Macomber asked, stIll explonng hIS new wealth 

"You're not supposed to mentIon It," WIlson saId, lookmg m thl:' 
other's face "Much more fashIonable to say you're scared Mmd )OU, 

you'll be scared too, plenty of hmes " 
"But you have a feelmg of happmess about actIOn to come?" 
"Yes," saId WIlson "There's that Doesn't do to talk too much about 

all this Talk the whole thmg away No pleasure m anythmg If you 
mouth it up too much" 

"You're both talking rot," SaId Margot "Just because you've chased 
some helpless ammals in a motor car you talk lIke heroes" 

"Sorry," said WIlson "I have been gassing too much" She's worned 
about It already, he thought 

"If you don't know what we're talkmg about why not keep out of 
it?" Macomber asked hIS wife. 

"You've gotten awfully brave, awfully suddenly," his WIfe said con
temptuously, but her contempt was not secure. She was very afraid of 
something 
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,Macomber laughed, a very natural hearty laugh. "You know I 
have#·/.he said. "I really have." 

"Isn't it sort of late?" Margot said bitterly. Because she had done the 
best she could for many years back and the way they were together 
now was no one person's fault 

"Not for me," sald Macomber. 
Margot said notlung but sat back in the corner of the seat. 
"Do you thmk we've gIven hIm time enough?" Macomber asked 

Wilson cheerfully 
"We mIght have a look," WIlson saId. "Have you any solids left?" 
"The gun-bearer has some" 
WIlson called m SwahIlI and the older gun-bearer, who was skinning 

out one of the heads, straIghtened up, pulled a box of solIds out of his 
pocket and brought them over to Macomber, who filled hIS magazine 
and put the remaInmg shells In hIS pocket 

"You mIght as well shoot the SprIngfield," WIlson saId. "You're used 
to It We'll leave the Mannhcher m the car with the Memsahib. Your 
gun-bearer can carry your heavy gun I've thIS damned cannon. Now 
let me tell you about them" He had saved thIS untIl the last because he 
dId not want to worry Macomber "When a buff COmes he comes with 
his head high and thrust straIght out. The boss of the horns covers any 
sort of a brain shot The only shot IS straIght mto the nose. The only 
other shot IS into hIS chest or, if you're to one SIde, into the neck or the 
shoulders After they've been hit once they take a hell of a lot of killmg. 
Don't try anythmg fancy Take the easiest shot there IS. They've fin
Ished skmnmg out that head now. Should we get started?" 

He called to the gun-bearers, who came up wlpmg theIr hands, and 
the older one got mto the back 

"I'll only take Kongom," Wilson Said. "The other can watch to 
keep the bIrds away" 

As the car moved slowly across the open space toward the island of 
brushy trees that ran in a tongue of fohage along a dry water course 
that cut the open swale, Macomber felt hIS heart pounding and his 
mouth was dry agam, but it was eXCItement, not fear. 

"Here's where he went in," WIlson saId. Then to the gun-bearer in 
SwahIli, "Take the blood spoor" 

The car was parallel to the patch of bush Macomber, Wilson and 
ihe gun-bearer got down Macomber, lookmg back, saw his wife, WIth 
the rifle by her SIde, lookmg at hllll. He waved to her and she did not 
wave back 

The brush was very thick ahead and the ground was dry. The middle
aged gun-bearer was sweating heavily and WIlson had his hat down 
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over his eyes and his red neck showed jUBt ahead of Macomber. Sud. 
den1y the gun.bearer saId something in Swahili to Wilson and :ran 
forward. • 

"He's dead in there," Wilson said. "Good work," and he turned to 
grip Macomber's hand and as they shook hands, grmmng at each other, 
the gun-bearer shouted wildly and they saw lum comIng out of the 
bush SIdeways, fast as a crab, and the bull comIng, nose out, mouth 
tight closed, blood drippmg, massive head straIght out, commg In a 
charge, hIS httIe pIg eyes bloodshot as he looked at them. WIlson, who 
was ahead, was kneehng shootIng, and Macomber, as he fired, un
hearmg hIS shot In the roarIng of WIlson's gun, saw fragments lIke slate 
burst from the huge boss of the horns, and the head Jerked, he shot 
agam at the WIde nostnls and saw the horns Jolt agam and fragments 
fly, and he dId not see WIlson now and, aImIng carefully, shot agaIn 
WIth the buffalo's huge hulk almost on hIm and hIS nfle almost level 
with the on-commg head, nose out, and he could see the httle WIcked 
eyes and the head started to lower and he felt a sudden wlute-hot, 
blindIng flash explode inSIde hIS head and that was all he ever felt. 

WIlson had ducked to one SIde to get in a shoulder shot Macomber 
had stood solid and shot for the nose, shootmg a touch lugh each tIme 
and hlttmg the heavy horns, splmtenng and ChIPPIng them lIke luttmg 
a slate roof, and Mrs Macomber, m the car, had shot at the buffalo 
with the 6 5 Mannhcher as It seemed about to gore Macomber and 
had hIt her husband about two Inches up and a httle to one SIde of the 
base of hIS skull. 

FranCIS Macomber lay now, face down, not two yards from where 
the buffalo lay on hIS SIde and hIS WIfe knelt over hun WIth Wllson 
besIde her. 

"I wouldn't turn hIm over," WIlson saId 
The woman was crymg hystencally 
"I'd get back m the car," WIhon saId. "Where's the nfle?" 
She shook her head, her face contorted The gun-bearer pIcked up 

the nfle. 
"Leave It as it is," saId Wuson. Then, "Go get Abdulla so that he 

may WItness the manner of the accident." 
He knelt down, took a handkerchIef from hIS pocket, and spread it 

over Francis Macomber's crew.cropped head where It lay. The blood 
sank mto the dry, loose earth . 

. Wilson stood up and saw the buffalo on lus SIde, his legs out, his 
thmly-halred belly crawlIng WIth tIcks "Hell of a good bull," hIS braIn 
regIStered automatIcally. "A good fifty fiches, or better. Better." He 
called to the driver and told him to spread a blanket over the body 
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ant! stay by It. Then he walked over to the motor car where the wOllU\.n 
sat crying in the corner. 

«That was a pretty thing to do," he said in a toneless VOIce. "He 
would have left you too" 

"Stop it," she said 
"Of course It's an accident," he said. "1 know that." 
"Stop It," she said. 
"Don't worry," he said. "There WIll be a certain amount of unpleas

antness but I wIll have some photographs taken that will be very useful 
at the inquest There's the testimony of the gun-bearers and the driver 
too. You're perfectly all right." 

"Stop it," she said. 
"There's a hell of a lot to be done," he said. "And I'll have to send 

a truck off to the lake to wireless for a plane to take the three of us into 
Nairobi Why didn't you pOlson him;> That's what they do 10 England" 

"Stop it Stop It Stop It," the woman CrIed 
Wilson looked at her WIth his flat blue eyes. 
"I'm through now," he said "I was a little angry I'd begun to like 

your husband" 
"Oh, please stop it," she said. "Please, please stop It" 
"That's better," Wilson said "Please is much better Now I'll stop." 

A Rose for Emily 

WILLIAM FAULKNER 

WHEN MISS EMILY ORffiRSON died, our whole town went to her funeral: 
the men through a sort of respectful affectlon for a fallen monument, 
the women mostly out of curiosity to see the inside of her house, which 
no one save an old man-servant-a combined gardener and cook-had 
seen 10 at least ten years. 

It was a big, squarISh frame house that had once been white, deco
rated with cupolas and spires and scrolled balconies in the heaVily 
hghtsome style of the SeventIes, set on what had once been our most 
select street. But garages and cotton gins had encroached and ob
literated even the august names of that neighborhood; only Miss 
Emily's house was left, bfting its stubborn and coquettish decay above 
thl" cotton wagons and the gasoline pumps-an eyesore among eye'-
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sores. And now Miss Emily had gone to join the representatiyes C){ 
those august names wh~ they lay in the cedar-bemused cemetery 
among the ranked and anonymous graves of Union and Confederate 
soldiers who fell at the battle of Jefferson. 

Alive, Miss EmIly had been a tradition, a duty, and a care; a sort of 
hereditary oblIgatIon upon the town, datmg from that day 1D 1894-
when Colonel Sartons, the mayor-he who fathered the edIct that no 
Negro woman should appear on the streets WIthout an apron-remitte:: 
her taxes, the dispensatIon datIng from the deat!: ')f her father on into 
perpetuity. Not that MISS Bmdy would have accepted ctarity. Colonel 
Sartoris invented an involved tale to the effect that MISS Emdy's father 
had loaned money to the town, which the town, as a matter d business, 
preferred this way of repaying. Only a man of Colonel Sartons' gf'nera
tion and thought could have invented it, and only :. woman could 
have believed It. 

When the next generation, with its more modern ideas, became 
mayors and aldermen, tbls arrangement created some httle dIssatisfac
tIon. On the first of the year they IDalled her a tax notIce. February 
carne, and there was no reply. They wrote her a fonnal letter, askmg 
her to call at the shenff's office at her convenience A week later the 
mayor wrote her lumself, ofi'ermg to call or to send his car for her, and 
recelVed m reply a note on paper of an archaIc shape, m a thin, flow
ing calbgraphy 10 faded ink, to the effect that she no longer went out at 
all. The tax notice was also enclosed, WIthout comment. 

They called a speCIal meetmg of the Board of Aldermen A deputa
tIon waited upon her, knocked at the door through whIch no VIsitor 
had passed smce she ceased giving chma-pamtmg lessons eight or ten 
years earher They were admItted by the old Negro mto a dIm hall from 
whIch a stairway mounted into stIll more shadow It smelled of dust 
and disuse-a close, dank smell. The Negro led them mto the parlor 
It was furnished m heavy, leather-covered furniture. When the Negro 
opened the blmds of one window, they could see that the leather was 
cracked; and when they sat down, a famt dust rose sluggishly about 
theIr tblghs, spmmng wIth slow motes m the smgle sun-ray On a tar
nished gtlt easel before the fireplace stood a crayon portrait of Miss 
EmIly's father. 

They rose when she entered-a small, fat woman in black, with a 
thm gold cham descendmg to her waist and vamshmg into her belt, 
Jearung on an ebony cane WIth a tarmshed gold head Her skeleton was 
small and spare, perhaps that was why what would have been merely 
plumpness m another was obeSIty m her. She looked bloated, lIke a 
body long submerged in motIonless water, and of that pallid hue. Het 
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'Yes, lost in the fatty ridges of her face, looked hke two small pieces of 
coal pressed into a lump of dough as they moved from one face to 
another whIle the VISItors stated thell errand. 

She dId not ask them to SIt. She Just stood in the door and listened 
'-luietly until the spokesman came to a stumblmg halt Then they could 
hear the mVlSlble watch tIcking at the end of the gold cham 

Her voice was dry and cold "I have no taxes m Jefferson. Colonel 
Sartolls explamed It to me. Perhaps one of you can gam access to the 
CIty records and satIsfy yourselves." 

"But we have We are the CIty authonties, MISS EmIly DIdn't you 
get a notIce from the sheriff, signed by hIm?" 

"I receIved a paper, yes," MISS Emlly saId "Perhaps he consIders 
hImself the shenff " I have no taxes m Jefferson" 

"But there IS nothmg on the books to show that, you see We must go 
by the-" 

"See Colonel Sartoris. I have no taxes m Jefferson" 
"But, MISS Emlly-" 
"See Colonel Sartons" (Colonel Sartons had been dead almost terL 

years) "I have no taxes m Jefferson. Tobe I" The Negro appeared 
"Show these gentlemen out." 

II 

So she vanquIshed them, horse and foot, just as she had vanquished 
theIr fathers thirty years before about the smell That was two years 
after her father"l> death and a short bme after her sweetheart-the one 
we belIeved would marry her-had deserted her. After her father's 
death she went out very httle; after her sweetheart went away, people 
hardly saw her at all. A few of the ladles had the temerity to call, but 
were not received, and the only sign of hfe about the place was the 
Negro man-a young man then-going in and out With a market 
basket. 

"Just as if a man-any man--could keep a kitchen properly," the 
ladies said; so they were not surpnsed when the smell developed. It was 
another hnk between the gross, teeming world and the high and mighty 
Griersons. 

A neighbor, a woman, complained to the mayor, Judge Stevens, 
eighty years old. 

"But what will you have me do about it, madam?" he said 
"Why, send her word to stop it," the woman saId. "Isn't there a 

law?" 
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"I'm sure that won't be necessary," Judge Stevens said. "It's probably 
just a snake or a rat that nigger of hers lulled in the yard. I'll speak to 
him about it." 

The next day he received two more complaints, one from a man who 
came in dIffident deprecation. "We really must do somethmg about 
it, Judge. I'd be the last one in the world to bother MISS Emily, but 
we've got to do something." That night the Board of Aldennen met
three graybeards and one younger man, a member of the rismg genera
tion. 

"It's simple enough," he said. "Send her word to have her place 
cleaned up Give her a certain time to do it in, and If she don't. " 

"Dammit, sir," Judge Stevens said, "WIll you accuse a lady to her face 
of smellIng bad?" 

So the next night, after midnight, four men crossed MISS EmIly's 
lawn and slunk about the house lIke burglars, smffing along the base of 
the bnckwork and at the cellar opemngs whIle one of them performed 
a regular sowing mohon WIth hIS hand out of a sack slung from hIS 
shoulder. They broke open the cellar door and spnnkled hme there, 
and in all the outbUlldmgs As they recrossed the lawn, a wmdow that 
had been dark was lIghted and Miss Emily sat in it, the lIght behmd 
her, and her upnght torso motIOnless as that of an Idol They crept 
quietly across the lawn and mto the shadow of the locusts that hned the 
street. After a week or two the smell went away 

That was when people had begun to feel really sorry for her People 
in our tOWIl, remembenng how Old Lady Wyatt, her great-:.\unt, had 
gone completely crazy at last, belIeved that the Gnersons held them
selves a httle too hIgh for what they really were No"-e of the young 
men was quite good enough to MISS EmIly and such. We had long 
thought of them as a tableau' Miss EmIly a slender figure In whIte III 
the background, her father a spraddled silhouette In the foreground, hls 
back to her and clutchmg a horse-whlp, the two of them framed by the 
back-flung front door So when she got to be thirty and was stlll smgle, 
we were not pleased exactly, but vmdicated, even With msamty III the 
family she wouldn't have turned down all of her chances If they had 
really materialIzed 

When her father died, it got about that the house was all that was 
left to her, and in a way, people were glad. At last they could pIty Miss 
Emily Being left alone, and a pauper, she had become humamzed 
Now she too would know the old thnll and the old despaIr of a penny 
more or less. 

The day after his death all the ladies prepared to call at the house 
and offer condolence and aid, as IS our custom Mlss Emily met them 

206 



at the door, dressed as usual and with no trace of grief on her face. 
She told them that her father was not dead. She dId that for three days, 
with the mmlsters callIng on her, and the doctors, trymg to persuade 
her to let them dlspose of the body. Just as they were about to resort to 
law and torce, she broke down, and they burled her father quickly. 

We dId not say she was crazy then. We believed she had to do that. 
We remembered all the young men her father had dnven away, and 
we knew that wIth nothmg left, she would have to chng to that wruch 
had robbed her, as people WIll 

III 

She was SIck for a long time. When we saw her agaIn, her hair was 
cut short, makmg her look lIke a grrl, WIth a vague resemblance to those 
angels In colored church wmdows-sort of tragIC and serene. 

The town had Just let the contracts for pavmg the SIdewalks, and m 
the summer after her father's death they began the work The con· 
structIon company came wIth mggers and mules and machInery, and a 
foreman named Homer Barron, a Yankee-a bIg, dark, ready man, 
wIth a bIg VOIce and eyes lIghter than hIS face The httle boys would 
follow In groups to hear hIm cuss the mggers, and the mggers sInging 
In tIme to the nse and fall of pIcks. Pretty soon he knew everybody in 
town Whenever yOU heard a lot of laughing anY"'here about the 
square, Homer Barron would be III the center of the group Presently 
we began to see hIm and MISS EmIly on Sunday afternoons dnvmg in 
the yellow-wheeled buggy and the matched team of bays from the 
lIvery stable. 

At first we were glad that MISS EmIly would have an interest, becaus~ 
the ladIeS all saId, "Of course a Grierson would not thInk seriously of a 
Northerner, a day laborer" But there w~rc still others, older people, 
who said that even gnef could not cause a real lady to forget noblesse 
oblzge-wIthout callmg It noblesse oblzge They Just saId, "Poor EmIly 
Her kmsfolk should come to her." She had some kIll In Alabama, but 
years ago her father had fallen out with them over the state of Old 
Lady Wyatt, the crazy woman, and there was no commUDlcatlOn be
tween the two famlbes. They had not even been represented at the 
funeral. 

And as soon as the old people saId, "Poor Ermly," the whispering 
began. "Do you suppose It's really 50~" they said to one another. 'tof 
«:ourse It IS. What else could " This behind then hands; rustlmg of 
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craned silk and satin behind jalousies closed upon the sun of Sunday 
afternoon as the thin, swift clop-clop-clop of the matched team passed: 
"Poor Emily." 

She earned her head high enough--even when we believed that she 
was fallen It was as if she demanded more than ever the recognition 
of her dignity as the last GrIerson; as if it had wanted that touch of 
earthiness to reaffirm her impervlOusness. Like when she bought the 
rat pOlson, the arsemc. That was over a year after they had begun to 
say "Poor Effilly," and wrule the two female cousms were visltmg her. 

"I want some poison," she said to the druggist. She was over thirty 
then, still a shght woman, though thinner than usual, with cold 
haughty black eyes m a face the flesh of which was strained across the 
temples and about the eye-sockets as you imagine a lIghthouse-keeper's 
face ought to look. "I want some pOlson," she saId. 

"Yes, MISS Emily. What kmd? For rats and such? I'd recom-" 
"I want the best you have I don't carti! what kmd " 
The druggist named several. "They'll kill anythmg up to an ele-

phant But what you want is-" 
"Arsemc," MISS Emily said. "Is that a good one?" 
"Is .. arsenic? Yes, ma'am But what you want-" 
"I want arsenic." 
The druggIst looked down at her. She looked back at hIm, erect, her 

face lIke a stramed flag "Why, of course," the drugglst saId "If that's 
what you want. But the law reqwres you to tell what you are gomg to 
use It for" 

MISS EmIly just stared at hIm, her head tilted back in order to look 
rum eye for eye, untIl he looked away and went and got the arsenic 
and wrapped It up. The Negro dehvery boy brought her the package; 
the druggist dIdn't come back. When she opened the package at home 
there was wntten on the box, under the skull and bones "For rats." 

IV 

So the next day we all said, "She Will lull herself", and we saId it 
would be the best thing When she had first begun to be seen with 
Homer Barron, we had said, "She wIll marry him" Then we said, "She 
will persuade him yet," because Homer himself had remarked-he liked 
men, and it was known that he drank With the younger men in the 
Elks' Club--that he was not a marrying man. Later we said, "Poor 
Emily" behind the JalOUSIes as they passed on Sunday afternoon in the 
glittering buggy, MISS EmIly with her head high and Homer Barron 
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wIth his hat cocked and a cigar in his teeth, reins and whip in a yellow 
glove. 

Then some of the ladies began to say that it was a disgrace to the 
town and a bad example to the young people. The men did not want to 
interfere, but at last the ladies forced the Baptist minister-MIss Emily's 
people were Episcopal-to call upon her. He would never divulge what 
happened during that interview, but he refused to go back agam. The 
next Sunday they agam drove about the streets, and the followmg day 
the miruster's WIfe wrote to MISS Emdy's relatlons m Alabama. 

So she had blood-km under her roof ag3.1n and we sat back to watch 
developments. At first nothing happened. Then we were sure that they 
were to be marrIed We learned that MISS EmIly had been to the jewel
er's and ordered a man's tOIlet set m SlIver, WIth the letter H. B on each 
piece Two days later we learned that she had bought a complete outfit 
of men's clothmg, mcludmg a rughtshlrt, and we saId, "They are mar
ned." We were really glad We were glad because the two female 
cousms were even more Gnerson than MISS Emdy had ever been. 

So we were not surpnsed when Homer Barron-the streets had been 
tinished some tIme smce-was gone. We were a lIttle dlsappomted that 
there was not a publIc blowing-off, but we believed that he had gone on 
to prepare for MISS EmIly's commg, or to gIVe her a chance to get nd 
of the cousms. (By that time It was a cabal, and we were all MISS 
Emily's allIes to help CIrcumvent the cousms) Sure enough, after an
other week they departed And, as we had expected all along, WIthin 
three days Homer Barron was back in town A neighbor saw the Negro 
man admit rum at the kitchen door at dusk one everung 

And that was the last we saw of Homer Barron. And of MISS Emily 
for some time. The Negro man went In and out with the market basket, 
but the front door remamed closed. Now and then we would see her at 
a window for a moment, as the men dId that rught when they sprmkled 
the hme, but for almost six months she did not appear on the streets 
Then we knew that thIS was to be expected too, as If that quality of her 
father whIch had thwarted her woman's !Ife so many tlmes had been 
too virulent and too funDus to d:e. 

When we next saw MISS Emily, she had grown fat and her haIr was 
turning gray. DurlOg the next few years it grew grayer and grayer untll 
it attained an even pepper-and-salt iron-gray, when It ceased turrung 
Up to the day of her death at seventy-four it was st1ll that Vlgorous 
iron-gray, hke the hair of an actlVe man. 

From that tim'! on her front door remained closed, save for a period 
of six or seven years, when she was about forty, durmg wruch she gave 
lessons in chma-painting. She fitted up a studIO in one of the down· 
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stain rooms, where the daughters and granddaughters of Colonel Sar
toris' contemporaries were sent to her with the same regularity and in 

, the same spirit that they were sent to church on Sundays WIth a twenty
five-cent piece for the collection plate. Meanwlule her taxes had beer. 
remitted. 

Then the newer generation became the backbone and the spIrit of 
the town, and the painting puplls grew up and fell away and dId not 
send their chlldren to her wIth boxes of color and tedious brushes and 
pictures cut from the ladles' magazmes. The front door closed upon the 
last one and remained closed for good. When the town got free postal 
delivery, MISS Emdy alone refused to let them fasten the metal num
bers above her door and attach a maIlbox to It She would not hsten 
to them. 

Dally, monthly, yearly we watched the Negro grow grayer and more 
stooped, going in and out wIth the market basket Each December we 
sent her a tax notIce, which would be returned by the post office a week 
later, unclaimed, Now and then we would see her m one of the down
stairs windows-she had evidently shut up the top floor of the house
hke the carven torso of an Idol m a mche, lookmg or not lookmg at us, 
we could never tell whIch. Thus she passed from generatIOn to genera
tion--ciear, inescapable, impervIOUs, tranquIl, and perverse. 

And so she dIed Fell 111 m the house filled WIth dust and shadows, 
with only a doddermg Negro man to walt on her. We dId not even 
know she was sick; we had long smce given up trying to get any mfor
marion from the Negro He talked to no one, probably not even to her 
for his VOlce had grown harsh and rusty, as If from dIsuse 

She died m one of the downstairs rooms, m a heavy walnut bed With 
a curtain, her gray head propped on a pdlow yellow and moldy With 
age and lack of sunhght. 

v 

The Negro met the first of the ladles at the front door and let them 
Ill, with their hushed, SIbIlant VOIces and theIr qUIck, CUrIOUS glances, 
and then he disappeared He walked rIght through the house and out 
the back and was not seen again. 

The two female cousins came at onc€'. They held the funeral on the 
second day, With the town coming to look at MISS EmIly beneath a 
mass of bought flowers, with the crayon face of her father musing pro
foundly above the bier and the ladles sibilant and macabre; and the 
very old men-some In theIr brushed Confederate uniforms--on th.e 
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porch and the lawn, talking of Miss Emily as if she had been a c0n

temporary of them, behevmg that they had danced with her and 
courted her perhaps, confusing time with its mathematlcal progreuion, 
as the old do, to whom all the past is not a dinumshmg road but, in
stead, a huge meadow whIch no wmter ever quite touches, dIVIded from 
them now by the narrow bottle-neck of the most recent decade of years. 

Already we knew that there was one room in that regIOn above staIrS 
whlch no one had seen m forty vears, and whIch would have to be 
forced. They waIted untJ! MISS EmIly was decently in the ground before 
they opened It 

The VIolence of breakmg down the door seemed to fin this room 
WIth pervadmg dmt A thm, acnd pall a~ of the tomb seemed to he 
everywhere upon this room decked and furnished as for a bndal upon 
the valence curtams of faded rose color, upon the rose-shaded lights, 
upon the dressmg table, upon the dehcate array of crystal and the man's 
tOIlet thmgs backed WIth tarmshed sIlver, stIver so tarnIshed that the 
monogram was obscured Among them lay a collar and tIe, as if they 
had Just been removed, whIch, hfted, left upon the surface a pale 
crescent m the dust Upon a chaIr hung the SUIt, carefully folded; 
beneath it the two mute shoes and the ruscarded socks. 

The man hImself lay m the bed 
For a long whIle we Just stood there, lookmg down at the profound 

dnd fleshless gnn The body had apparently once lam 10 the attItude of 
an embrace, but now the long sleep that outlasts love, that conquers 
~ven the grImace of love, had cuckolded him. What was left of him, 
rotted beneath what was left of the rughtshirt, had become inextricable 
from the bed 10 which he lay.; and upon hIm and upon the pillow be· 
SIde hIm lay that even coating of the patient and bidmg. dust. 

Then we noticed that m the second pIllow was the indentation of a 
head. One of us lIfted something from it, and ~aning forward, that 
famt and mVIsible dust dry and acrid in the nostrils, we saw a long 
strand of uon-gray haIr. 

Bill's Eyes 

WILLIAM MARCH 

THE NURSE came into the room where Bill sat and glanced around to 
assure herself that everything was In readiness for the doctor. They 
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weren't used to such famous men in hospitals of this sort, and she was 
aIraid each time he came to see Bill that he would ask some question 
wlllch she could not answer, some technical thing which she had 
learned in her probationary days and had promptly forgotten, such as, 
'Define lymph, MISS Connors, and state briefly the purpose It serves 
in the economy of the body' 

She dragged her forefinger over the table, exarruned It critIcally for 
smudges, and looked bnskly about her for a dustcloth. Smce there was 
none, she hfted her uruform above her knees and held it away from 
her body wlule she wIped the table clean WIth her underskIrt. She was 
conSCIOUS of\he exposure of her thIghs, and she turned her head slowly 
and looked at BIll. He was a strong, thIckset man wIth a muscular 
neck and a chest so solId that it seemed molded from the metals wIth 
whIch he had once worked. He was, she Judged, about twenty-five. The 
fact that such a young, full-blooded man could neIther see the charms 
that she exhIbIted, nor react to them, because of hIS blmdness, as a man 
should, excIted her, and she began to talk nervously. 

'Well, I guess you'll be glad to get thIS over WIth I guess you'll be 
~lad to know for certam, one way or the other' 

'I know now,' said BIll 'I'm not worrying There's no doubt In my 
mind now, and there never was.' 

'I must say you've been a good patIent. You haven't been upset lIke 
most of them are.' 

'Why should I worry?' asked BIll. 'I got the breaks this time, if ever 
a man dId If there ever was a lucky man It's me, If you know what I 
mean. I was lucky to have that bIg-tIme doctor operate on me for 
nothIng Just because my wife wrote and asked hIm to ' He laughed con
tentedly. 'Christ' Chmt, but I got the breaks' From the way he's 
treated me, you'd thInk I was a mIllIonaxre or the PreSIdent of the 
U mted States or somethmg , 

'That's a fact,' said MISS Connors thoughtfully. 'He's a fine man' 
She notIced that she stIll held her uruform above her knees, and she 
dropped It suddenly, smoothmg her skxrt with her palms 

'What's he lIke?' asked BIll 
'Wait" she saId. 'You've waited a long time now, and If you wait a 

little longer maybe you'll be able to see what he looks lIke for yourself' 
'I'll be able to see all nght, when he takes these bandages off,' said 

BIll 'There's no question of maybe. I'll be able to see all nght ' 
• 'You're optimistic,' said the nurse. 'You're not downhearted. I'll say 
that for you.' 

Bill said: 'What have I got to worry about? This sort of operation 
made him famous, didn't it'" If he can't make me see again, who can?' 
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'Tha't~s right,' said the nurse. 'What you say is true.' 
Bill laughed tolerantly at her doubts. eThey bring people to him from 

allover the world, don't they? You told me that yourself, Sister! ... 
Well,' what do you think they do it for? For the sea voyage?' 

'That's nght,' said the nurse. 'You got me there. I don't want to be 
a wet blanket. I just said maybe.' 

'You didn't have to tell me what a fine man he is,' said Bill after a 
long sIlence He chuckled, reached out and tried to catch hold of MISS 

Connor's hand, but she laughed and stepped aSide 'Don't you thmk 
I knew that myself?' he contmued. 'I knew he was a fine man the 
mmute he came mto the hospital and spoke to me. I knew--' Then 
he stopped, leaned back In rus chair, and rubbed the back of one hand 
With the fingers of the other He had stopped speakmg, he felt, Just in 
time to prevent his soundmg ndlculous There was no point m explain
ing to MISS Connors, or anybody else, just how he felt m rus heart about 
the doctor, or of hiS gratitude to hIm There was no sense in talking 
about those trungs 

MISS Connors went to the table and rearranged the bouquet of asters 
wruch BIll's wde had brought for him the day before, narrowmg her 
eyes and holdmg her face a\\'ay from the flowers cntIcally. She stopped 
all at once and straightened up 

'Listen I' she said 'That's hIm now.' 
'Yes,' said Btll 
MISS Connors went to the door and opened it 'Well, Doctor, your 

patient IS all ready and waltmg for you' She backed away, thinking 
of the questions that a man of such emmence could ask If he really put 
hiS mmd to It 'I'll be outside m the corndor,' she went on 'If you want 
me, I'll be waltmg' 

The doctor came to where BIll sat and looked at hIm professIOnaIIy, 
hut he dId not speak at once He went to the wmdow and drew the 
dark, heavy curtams He was a smail, plump man, WIth a rugh, domed 
forehead, whose hands were so limp, so undecided m their movements 
that It seemed Impossible for them to perform the delicate operattons 
that they did HIS eyes were mild, dark blue and deeply compasSIOnate 

'We were Just talkmg about you before you came m,' said Bill. 'The 
nurse and me, I mean I was trymg to get her to tell me what you look 
like.' 

The doctor pulled up a chaIr and sat facmg his patient. 'I hope she 
gave a good report I hope she wasn't too hard on me' 

'She didn't say,' said Bill. 'It wasn't necessary. I know what you look 
lIke WIthout bemg told.' 

'Tell me your Idea and I'll tell you how right you are.' 

21 3 



He moved to the table, switched on a light, and twisted. the bulb un~ 
til it was shaded to his satisfaction. 

'That's p.sy,' saId Bill. 'You're a dignified man With snow-white hair. 
and I see you about a head taller than any man I ever met. Then you've 
got deep brown eyes that are kmd most of the tIme but can blaze up 
and look all the way through a man If you thmk he's got any meanness 
in him, because meanness IS the one thmg you can't stand, not having 
any of It in you.' 

The doctor touched hIS mIld, compassionate eyes with the tips of his 
finger 'You're a long way off,' he said laughmgly 'You're miles off thIS 
time, BIll.' He SWItched off the shaded lIght on the table, adjusted a 
reflector about hiS neck, and turned back to hiS patient, entIrely pro
fessional agam. 

'The room IS in complete darkness now,' he said 'Later on, I'll let 
the lIght 10 gradually untIl your eyes get used to It I generally explam 
that to my patIents so they won't be afraid at first' 

'Chnst" said Bdl scornfully 'Did you thmk I didn't trust you? 
Christ' I've got too much faIth In you to be afraid' 

'I'll take off the bandages now, if you're ready' 
'Okay" said Bill 'I'm not worrymg any.' 
'Suppose you tell me about your aCCIdent while I work,' said the 

doctor after a pause 'It'll keep your mmd occupied and beSides I never 
dId understand the straight of It ' 

'There's not much to tell,' said Bill. 'I'm married and I've got three 
kids, lIke my Wife told you in her letter, so I knew I had to work hard 
to keep my job They were laYIng off men at the plant every day, but I 
said it mustn't happen to me I kept sayIng to myself that I had to work 
hard and take chances, bemg a man With responsibilIties I kept say 
ing that I mustn't get laid off, no matter what happened' 

'Keep your hands down, Bill,' said the doctor mildly 'Talk as much 
as you want to, but keep your hands In your lap.' 

'I guess I overdone It,' contmued Blll 'I guess I took too man} 
chances after all ... Then that dnll broke mto about a dozen pieces 
and blinded me, but I didn't know what had happened to me at first. 
Well, you know the rest, Doc' 

'That was tough,' said the doctor. He SIghed soundlessly and shook 
his head 'That was tough luck.' 

'What I am going to say may sound silly,' SaId Bill, 'but I want to 
say it once and get it off my chest, because there's nothmg I'm not will
ing to do for a man lIke you, and I've thought about It a lot. . . . 
Now here's what I want to say Just one time If you ever want me for 
anytlung, all you got to do is to say the word and I'll drop everything 
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and come running, no matter where I am And when I say anything, 
I mean anythzng, including my life. . . . I Just wanted to say it one 
time" 

'I appreciate that,' said the doctor, 'and I know you really mean it.' 
'I Just wanted to say it,' said Bdl 
There was a moment's sIlence, and then the doctor spoke cautiously: 

'Everything that could be done for a man was done for you, BIll, and 
there's no reason to thmk the operatlOn was unsuccessful But some
times it doesn't work, no matter how hard we try.' 

'I'm not worrymg about that,' said BIll qUIetly, 'because I've got 
faIth. I know, Just as sure as I know I'm sItting here, that when you 
take off the bandages I'll be lookmg mto your face.' 

'You mIght be dIsappointed,' saId the doctor slowly 'You'd better 
take that possIbilIty mto consIderation Don't get your hopes too high.· 

'I was only klddmg,' saId Bill 'It don't make any real dIfference to 
me what you look lIke I was kIddmg about what I saId' He laughed 
agam. 'Forget It,' he saId 'Forget It' 

The doctor's small, dehcate hands rested agamst hIS knees. He 
leaned forward a lIttle and peered mto hIS patIent's face HIS eyes had 
become accustomed to the darkness, and he could dIstmguish Bill's 
mdividual features plamly He turned on the small, shaded lIght, srueld
mg It WIth hIS palm He sighed, shook his head, and rubbed rus hands 
agamst hIS forehead WIth a thoughtful movement. 

'Have )OU got some kIds at home, too?' asked Btll. 
The doctor went to the window. He pulled gently on the cord, and 

the thIck curtams parted and shd back soundlessly 'I have three lIttle 
gxrls,' he said 

The autumn sunhght came strongly into the room and lay III a bright 
wedge across the floor, touchmg BIll's hands, hIS rough, uplIfted face, 
and the wall beyond 

'Well, now, that's funny. I've got three lIttle boys ... Can you 
beat that?' 

'It's what they call a cOincIdence,' said the doctor 
He came back to the chaIr and stood between Blll and the sunhght. 

You can raise your hands now, If you want to,' he saId weanly. 
BIll hfted hIS haIry, oll-stained hands and rested them agamst Ius 

temples He spoke WIth surpnse 
'The bandages are off now, ain't they, Doc?' 
'Yes.' 
The doctor shook his head and moved to one side, and again the 

sttong sunhght fell on Blll's broad, good-natured SlaVIC face 
'I don't mind telhng you, now that I got my eyeSIght back,· said Bill. 
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'that I've been kidding about not being afraid. I've been scared to death 
most of the time, Doc, but I guess you knew that too. That's why I've 
been acting like a kid today, I guess. It's the relief of having it over 
and knowing that I can see agrun. . . . You can tum the lIght on any 
time you want to. I'm ready.' 

The doctor did not answer. 
'MyoId lady was in to see me yesterday,' continued Bill. 'She said 

they're holdmg my job for me at the plant. I SaId to tell 'em I'd be 
there to claim it on Monday mornmg. I'll be glad to get back to work 
again.' 

The doctor was sull sIlent, and Bill, fearing that he had sounded un
grateful, added qUIckly: 'I've had a fine rest these last weeks, and every
body has been pretty damned good to me, but I want to get back to 
work now, Doc. I'm a family man and I've got responsibilItIes My 
wife and ktds would starve to death WIthOUt me there to take care of 
them, and I can't afford to waste too much tIme You know how 
it is WIth your own work, I guess' 

The doctor went to the door, and spoke gently. 'Nurse! ... Nurse, 
you'd better come in now.' 

She entered at once, went to the table, and stood beSIde the vase of 
asters. She looked up after a moment and exammed BIU's face. He 
seemed entuely different With the bandages removed, and younger, 
even, than she had thought HIS eyes were round, mcorruptIbly inno· 
cent, and of an odd shade of clear, chIld·lIke hazel They softened, 
somehow, hiS blunt hands, rus maSSIve chm, and hIS thick, upstandmg 
hair. They changed rus entire face, she thought, and she realIzed that 
if she had not seen them she would never have really understood his 
character, nor would she have had the least Idea of how he appeared to 
the people who knew him before hiS aCCIdent As she watched him, 
thinktng these thmgs, he smiled agam, pursed hIS lIps, and turned his 
head in the doctor's direction. 

'What's the matter With you?' he asked Jokmgly 'What are you WaIt· 
ing for? .. You're not looking for a tm cup and a bundle of penCIls 
to hand me, are you?' He laughed again 'Come on, Doc,' he said. 
'Don't keep me in suspense this way. You can't expect me to know what 
you look lIke untIl you turn on the hghts, now can you?' 

The doctor dId not answer 
Bill threw out his arms and yawned contentedly, moved in his chaIl', 

and almost succeeded m facing the nurse who stIll stood beside the 
table He smiled and wmked humorously at the vacant wall, a yard to 
the left of where Miss Connors waited. 

The doctor spoke. 'I'm about five feet, eIght Inches tall,' he began in 
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his hesitant, 'compassionate voice. 'I weigh around a hundred and 
~eventy.five pounds, so you can imagine how paunchy I'm getting to 
be, I'll be fifty· two yeas;s old next spring, and I'm getting bald. I've 
got on a gray suit and tan shoes.' He paused a moment, as if to verify 
lus next statement. 'I'm wealing a blue necktie today,' he continued, 
'a dark blue necktie with wlute dots in it,' 

Defeat 
OSBERT SITWELL 

BATTLE ALTERS the face of the world, but defeat and collapse may at 
first leave it mtact, Just as a gutted house often shows no change, ex· 
cept for Its dead, blank wmdows . . . So It was WIth the htde town 
'Of Cha.teau·VIgnal, formerly so prosperous Ruin and chaos were lID· 

phClt In it, but, at first sIght, dId not show themselves Its structure was 
bony and enduring, and Its grey-wlute streets ran from either SIde of the 
LOlre hke nbs from the backbone of a carcase. The trams stlU creaked 
down narrow alleys under the overhanging sculpture of gothIc churches; 
in the one broad boulevard the shops still boasted displays of goods at 
high prices; fruIts and vegetables lay heaped up in baskets, level with 
the knees of the old peasant women who sold them, under the hot and 
radIant sunshine of the open market, and, though meat, sugar, spices 
were unprocurable, other, younger peasant women earned hens under 
thelr arms and cackled to each other across the strugghng, feathered 
bodies. Beneath the tall, glossy-leaved trees on wluch magnohas, large 
and wlute as the soup-bowls of the alms-houses near by, were flowermg 
sweetly, the 10ealldlOt stlll sat slobbermg in the empty publIc-garden. 
The only change notlceable was that the tramps, who usually slept here 
at night, were now seekmg this escape during the day-time and formed 
those almost Inconjecturable mounds of rags, hfeless save for a slight 
nearly nnpercephble heaving, wluch could be seen lying m several 
dIrections upon the yellowing grass The fishennen still hned the banks 
of the river, with Its lugh and, as it seemed at this season, unnecessary 
stone walls, and one or two, more intrepid, stood in the water up to 
their knees. (Indeed, owing to the scarcity of provisions, there were, 
perhaps, more of them, and they were even more patIent) The cafes 
were still open, too, though the regular clients were rufiled at being 
unable to obtain their favourite drinks, and in the chief cafe the band 
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of four ancient men in dinner-jackets still played ''Selections from 
Carmen", the "Barcarolle", and various waltzes, and a woman singer, 
in a pink evening dress, and carrymg with her the invIsible prestIge 
attaching to many diplomas from many provIncIal tonservatozres, stIll 
sang the Jewel Song from Faust and various well-known aIrs from the 
operas of Puccini. 

Little change mamfested itself nevertheless the poison of defeat ran 
through the corpus of the people in the same manner m whIch a pOlson 
cIrculates through the body wIth Its blood, by the aId of Its own blood. 
And the outward form that the poison took dunng thIS stage, wruch 
resembled the unconSCIOusness of a patient, broken by fits of delmum, 
was a chaotIc, meanmgless placidIty, rehef at the commg of a peace 
that dId not eXIst, vaned by sudden spasms of vIrulently antI-foreIgn, 
and especially anti-BntIsh, sentIment But thIS xenophobIa dId not 
extend towards the conquerors The German officers, the German 
soldiers were even regarded momentanly wIth a certam admiratIOn, a 
certam wonder at their hard, mechanical bearmg and effiCIency, and 
the women of the town looked at them more curiously, and longer, than 
at their own men, yet covered, many of them, WIth dust, slouchmg 
past impassively In twos and threes, unshaven, SIlent, vacant-eyed, puff
ing at CIgarettes that never left theIr ltps even when they exchanged a 
few words. 

It was a Sunday afternoon. On the terrace of the publtc gardens, 
under the delicate fluttermg of acaCIa leaves, the usual Sunday famIly 
groups, the usual Sunday combinations-lIke a famIly tree in reverse
of grandfathers, grandmothers, uncles, aunts, parents, all In dark 
clothes, With, as theIr culmInatIon, a smgle, small, pale chIld, wandered 
and stared without purpose, and from the mtenor of the Cafe de 
l'Univers came the famIliar dull crack of bIllIard balls and shuttered 
laughter. Vanished were the Algerian, Moroccan and TunlSlan troops 
who usually lent colour to the scene, but at a few tables some French 
soldIers were playmg cards, and at another sat a captam m the French 
army, the young gtrl to whom he was engaged, and her mother. . . . 
Not far away, near the entrance from the publtc gardens and dIvided 
from it by the usual Ime of green boxes containing nameless evergreen 
shrubs, a German officer, WIth a creased neck, ox-eyes, a monocle, and 
a tunic that appeared to contain a wooden body, was consumIng a bock. 

The Captain did not look at him. He had only returned home yes
terday His eyes wert' entirely reserved for his younger compamon, the 
daughter of Doctor Darien; in a way she was pretty, but her essentIal 
correctness-the result in conjunction of a convent upbrmging and the 
inhented burgess virtues of her home-, her clothes, with the typical 
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dowdy c)uc of the French provincIal town, and her carefully coiffW'ed 
hair, all combmed to impart to her an air of insipidity, of pnmly deco
rated nullity, as though she had long been prepared, and was sull 
waltmg, for the vital forces to descend and gIve her bfe. Her smlle, on 
the other hand, was qUIck and alert, and her eyes soon warmed, soon 
lost theIr emptmess and gamed fire 

The face of the Captam, sensItive and, m spIte of the several nb
bons he was wearmg, almost femmine m fineness of cut and expres
SIOn, was drawn and exhausted, for he had only stopped fightmg three 
days before, and wlthm him his soul was dead. Notwlthstandmg, the 
bond that umted hIm to Estelle, that mutual but mdefinable flow of 
sympathy whIch seemed to pour mto every cell of each body from the 
other, comforted rum They had been friends from chIldhood, and theIr 
marrIage had been arranged SInce their earlIest mfancy . . . Perhaps 
theIrs was not love In the romantIC sense, but, from the Latin approach, 
it constItuted love On hIS SIde composed of tenderness, affectIOn and 
phYSIcal deSIre, on hers It rose out of her respect for hIS qualItIes of 
command and valour, and from a need for mental and physkal sub
servIence. He fully appreciated the nature of It, that Estelle looked 
up to hIm, and he was relIeved to find that this feelIng of hers stIll per
sisted after what had happened .... But he knew It was deserved, be
cause he was no coward and, where many brave men had been routed, 
he had stood hIS ground 

He realIzed-and she had been able to make him realIze-that this 
respect for hIS valour, lIke rus valour itself, had suffered no dIminutIOn 
from defeat-"defeat" ... He supposed it must be because he was so 
ured, but through the tmklmg phrases of the Dehbes ballet music now 
bemg played, the words "defeat", "defeat", "defeat" drummed 10 hIS 
ears, and WIth hIS mner eye he stIll watched-and, he thought, would 
watch eternally-the armoured columns advancmg, those Immense and 
senseless machmes, trundlmg and thundermg along at a rate no French
man-could have antICIpated, could stIll see them, hear them, crushmg 
the heads of men lIke nuts ground under the heel, could stIll see the 
eowering, surgmg waves of humamty upon the roads, the household 
goods, upon barrows and carts, the clocks and trunks and vases, for bet
ter protf'ctlOn covered beneath the best mattress, could stIlI see the old 
women and the 111 left berund, fallen in the dItches beneath the grey 
and suffocatmg hedges, could stIll hear the neanng remorseless thun
der, and rattlmg machme-gun fire from the dive-bombers, swarming 
above the clvIhan crowds, scattenng them and roundmg them up as 
they ran hIther and truther, all weanng, as though 10 self-protection, 
the sheep-coloured, shameful lIvery of the dust. Such Slghts and souncls 
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were as yet more real to hun than the silvery perspective of t!,11, sj,..lver~ 
ing poplars and flowing nver, its cool islands of willow a:o.d '_ :narisk 
lying hke full baskets of feathers upon the water, upon wluh ~s glan"" 
now rested, aI).d were not far from him even when he g:-2;:" into the 
calm and lImpid brown depths of Estelle's eyes 

He must pretend to be the same or it might shock her . . . But he 
knew that he had changed, and the world With him, and he wished the 
band would not contmually play the old, gay rr.elodles of a dead lIfe, 
1t was hke seemg the ghost of someone you had loved ... "Defeat". 

. And yet there were In It certam pleasant prospects, though tmged 
with the year's shame. The war, a bad war, badly begun, had stopped 
His men would no longer be slaughtered Above all, hIs marnagc, 
hitherto delayed, first by the prevIOus economIC collapse and then by 
the war, could take place almost immediately, their parents agreed 
And theu old affecnon remamed steadfast .. But sometimes he al
most wished that the kmd of affection he read m her eyes, that respect 
for a man who was brave and could command, had ceased to eXIst, 
replaced by some other kindred but more reasonable sentIment; for 
of what use was courage, inruV1dual courage, now, agamst thIS ar
moured mass; how could flesh pit Itself agaInst Iron? 

Meanwrule their conversation, albeIt desultory, was, on the surface, 
gay enough. They aVOIded all mention of the war, but teased one an
other and preened themselves hke any other young couple m ordmary 
times. They dIscussed how they would lIve after their marnage, and 
seemed to forget for a while the presence of her mother, and then, 
all at once, to remember it and try to make amends. All three of them 
made their cakes and tzsane-for there was no coffee-last as long a 
time as possIble. 

"Remember, I shall have to find a trade now," the Captam said, 
"I shall no longer be in the army. I shall have to get up every mommg 
to go to the office, and probably my temper wlll be very bad, for I am 
not used to It .... And you will have to prepare for my home-comIng, 
and walk back WIth me so that I get air, or otherwIse I shall take the 
tram to be WIth you the sooner, and so shall soon grow old and fat.' 
(Her face fell, he notIced, when he told her that he would leave the 
army, eVIdently she had not fully grasped that the French army was 
1U dlssolunon.) "And I shall dme every mght WIth you and Maman," 
he contmued, taking the older woman into the conversation, "but I 
shall be very cross unless you both give me the food I hke." (But, insIde 
hIs head the words "defeat", "defeat", sounded hke advancing 
columns ) 

"And what about me?" Estelle answered; "you will have to study mt' 
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now. and come borne early so as to be with me. If you leave the regi
mOlt, there wdl be no talk of being 'on duty', or of 'having to dine in 
the Officers' Mess' .... No excuses wIll eXISt any more" 

But all this talk, he felt, meant so lIttle. Like the scene itself, It was 
curiously on the surface, with no shades or undertones The sun glowed 
down through the acacia leaves, seemmg to consume them, and rested 
full on the faces round them. The woman in the pink everung dress 
had, amid much applause, stopped singing, and conversation and 
laughter sweIIed up from the tables 

Then the band struck up again, a ,waltz, the "Wiener Wald" by 
Johann Strauss .... Hardly a place empty. . . . A party of four or 
five gapmg soldiers came m, near the entrance by wmch the German 
officer was sitting They passed him, and came toward the Captam, 
they dragged theIr feet, were dIshevelled and untldy, talked loudly and 
smoked CIgarettes. He recogruzed them, they were men who for long 
had served under hIm, but they stared at hIm Idly, WIthout salutmg, and 
slouched past hIm to a table beyond They were nOISY, but possessed 
the very look of men who have lost all splnt, except a new wIll to InSO

lence (CfDefeat" thIS was defeat) He looked away and dId not glance 
at Estelle, fixmg hIS eyes upon the dIstance, where the water nppled by 
the edge of rushes and flowenng clumps of yellow IrIS . . . But, sud
denly, a guttural sound obtruded and made hIm take notice. (The 
conversatIOn stopped at the neIghbouring tables, though the aproned 
walters contmued to perform theIr clever acts of eqUIhbnum, WIth arms 
pOIsed and trays uplIfted above the heads of {heIr customers, in the 
manner of Jugglers) It was the German officer, summorung and 
beckomng to the men, the Captain's men Now they pulled themselves 
together TheIr false aggreSSIveness ebbed away and they filed back 
solemnly and saluted the foreIgner, as he bade them. 

"Now go back and salute your Captam," the enemy continued m his 
thick, dIstorted French. 

The men sheepIShly dId as they were told. . . . The Captain ac
knowledged their salute m the customary manner, nonchalantly and as 
though at his ease, and hIS soldIers returned to theIr table ... Defeat. 
Defeat. ThIS was Defeat. And the world lay broken round mm. He 
felt, perceIved ImmedIately, that nothmg m hIS own hfe would ever be 
the same again This mCIdent had transformed Estelle's view of hIm, 
and her new attItude towards mm was defined and WIthout the possi
blhty of retrieval' it was final; he knew it, deep m his bones The bond 
had snapped. Never now would they be mamed It was as though for 
her the VIrtue had gone out of mm. His manhood lay shattered for both 
of them, wrecked by the clumsy courtesy, or who could tell? the cruel 
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courtesy of a victor ..•. But he was tired, so tired that he scarcely 
suffered. It was over. 

Legend of the Crooked Coronet 

MICHAEL ARLEN 

IT IS a disagreeable dung to say, and not one to say lIghtly, but on a day 
not long ago a lady was accosted by a man In St. James's Street ThIs 
day is historIcally memorable because that very mommg Herr HItler 
had Issued a decree forblddmg all good Germans henceforth to eat 
mutton, on the ground that sheep look Jewish 

It IS true there was a slight haze, for It was a warm afternoon in late 
June, but on the whole the vlSlbllity was excellent Therefore the man 
could not reasonably excuse himself on the ground that he had mIstaken 
the lGtdy for what used once to be pompously called a "fallen woman" 
but is now known, maybe too enthmIasucally, as a "hot number" On 
the contrary, only the rudest and most InSenSItive sort of man could 
have mistaken the lady In questIOn for any other than a person of dIS
tInctIOn. 

Let us not speak of her dress, for anyone can buy the most exqUisite 
frocks. Her figure was nIce, too. But It was her face, carrIage and man
ner that penrutted the student of the Illustrated Journals no doubt 
whatsoever as to the lady's breeding Even a~ she strolled up St James's 
Street past Lock\ hat shop he could, as It were, see at her heels a tra
ditIonal retmue of dogs, horses, and servants. 

The student of the Illustrated Journals would, in pomt of fact, have 
had no heSitatIOn m recogmsmg the Countess of Quam and Beau
manOir 

Now though Lady Quam was not more than thIrty-five years old, she 
had added to the advantages of birth, beauty and one of the most 
dlsttngU1~hed marrIages m England, the reputatIOn of bemg the most 
Irreproachable of gentlewomen, the most brIlliant of platform speakers 
m the Conservative Interest, and the most exclUSive of hostesses. And 
she wore these superlatIves WIth an air that was at once cool and 
charmmg. 

So that when, as happened several times dunng the season,.she and 
her husband stood at the head of the great staIrcase of Quorn House 
in Charles Street to receive their guests at a pohticaI or diplomatic 
.eceptlOn, It was WIllingly conceded even by those the most crincal 
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of privilege that here at last, in a society of casual origms and careless 
manners, was a pillar of traditJon in all but her fair beauty, a Roman 
matron m all but her youth-m short, a classical ornament of the Tory 
party and a lady in the grand manner. 

Imagme therefore the audacity of the man who, without any intro
ductIOn whatsoever, would thrust Ius vulgar presence upon thIS lady. 
Nor did he seem 10 the least ashamed of hunself. On the contrary, he 
was as off-hand as damffilt He neIther took rus hands out of hIs 
pockets, nor hIS hat off hiS head He was, m a word, extremely rude. 

"I want," said he, "to talk to you" 
Lady Quom, who was wondermg whether it would be judicious to 

ask Terry Bruce down to Eves Park for the week-end WIth or WIthout 
hiS charmmg Wife, who bored her to death, was at that moment abreast 
of Bngg'~ cane and umbrella shop. And as, even when plunged into the 
deepest abstraction, her steady blue eyes always looked directly 10 front 
of her, she could not fall to note at once that a tall, lean, hawklike 
man had planted himself Immediately m front of her Therefore, smce 
It was unthmkable that she should move aSide, she stopped 

"What dId you say?" 
"I said," saId the man, "that I wanted a few words WIth you Now 

yOU say somethmg " 
Now Lady Quorn had a very steady eye WIth ammals and Ambassa

ders And behold, they quailed before her But thIS person showed no 
olgns v. hat50cvcr of quallmg She saw before her a man of maybe thIrty 
!,ears of age, a tall athletIc figure In a shabby blue SUIt of a good cut 
.md weanng the honourable tie of her husband's old school HIS brown 
felt hat, which ,howed all the marks of eontmuous exposure to the ele
ments over a penod of years, was worn so that its turned-down brim 
obscured hiS left eyebrow HIS face was long, narrow and tanned, and 
hiS nose-v.hlch had ongmally been of the same genenc order as her 
own patnclan but decoratIve affaIr-had obViously been broken at 
some hme, for It now showed a pronounced tWIst to one Side. 

He looked, m fact, a reckless sort of fellow with some pretensIOns to 
gentility And hIS trousers, she noted WIth distaste as he stood planted 10 

front of her WIth hIS Jacket open and hIS hands 10 rus pockets, were held 
UP by a belt, a transatlantIc practIce she strongly dISapproved of in 
urban surroundmgs 

"I thmk," she said, "you must be mad" 
And, her eyes fbckenng him to one side as she took a step forward to 

contmue her walk, she was arrested agam by a really astoundmg hap
perung For the man had actually dared to prod her arm sharply. WIth 
his thumb. 



Her anger was such that for a moment she felt quite dizzy. But me 
did not want to make a scene in St. James's Street-in the very heart, 
as they say m thnllers, of Clubland. 

"Go," she said, "before I have to call a constable." 
"Better hadn't, before you've heard what I have to say." 
There was sometlung so mfuriatmg to one of her authority about his 

contemptuous assurance of manner that, almost forgettmg her hfelong 
habIt of restramt wIth her infenors, she thought for an mstant of slap
pmg lus face 

"Do you know," she saId IcIly, "who I am?" 
"I couldn't care less," saId the hawklIke man, "if you were Queen of 

the May Now be a good gIrl, Lady Quom, and try to be senSlble for 
a change I am not pIcking you up-" 

"PIckmg me up?" gasped Lady Quom rcMe~" 
"You remmd me of my aunt," saId the man coldly. "I am not pIck

mg you up because I thmk you are a nIce-Iookmg pIece but because 1 
want to talk busmess WIth you. To make myself a httle clearer I shall 
add two names Harry and DIana" 

We have to respect Lady Quorn Any other ",oman mIght very well 
have looked frIghtened, but her eyes expressed only a profound dIstaste 
for the company In whIch she found herself Thus gentlewomen, they 
tell us, once went to the gUlllotme. 

"To thmk," she saId, "that a man who was at the same school as my 
husband could be such a cad." 

"Tlus IS hardly the tIme," saId the hawklIke man, "m wluch to dIS
cuss the faults of the publIc school system Would you rather I put my 
busmess to you here m St James's Street, Lady Quom, or shall we take 
a taxi and have a Jolly nde round the Park?" 

We have to go on handmg It to Lady Quom Never In her lIfe had 
she been talked to m thIS way There was somethmg so utterly detest
able about tlus lean and contemptuous stranger that she felt qUIte gIddy 
with loathmg But there was somethmg more than loathmg, too The 
man's manner made her-hcr-almost uncertam of herself And, for 
perhaps the first tIme In her hfe, she felt a twmge of fear. 

"Is thIS," she saId, "blackmail?" 
"WIthout gloves, Lady Quom " 
She measured hIm WIth cold eyes. 
"You may," she saId, "call a taxi " 
"Let me congratulate you," said the hawklIke man. "You are a 

brave woman" 
"I can see nothmg brave," saId SheIla Quorn, "Ill getting into a taxi 

with a worm" 
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II 

In the taxi she sat very upright in her comer. Her heart was beating 
1 a~t, but you never would have known It. The man, loungmg in his 
comer with his arms crossed on lus chest, had the audacity to put up 
his feet on one of the little seats TWiddling the toe of one shoe thus 
prommently displayed-a fidgeting habIt wluch remmded her of her 
husband m his most Irntatmg moods-he said 

"You wIll be glad to hear, Lady Quorn, that I have not really had 
much expenence of blackmallmg people, for I am by preference a 
burglar, as my father was before me and my brother IS now" 

"And was," she asked with distaste, "your charmmg father caught?" 
"No, he went bankrupt, a fate to which all bankers are hable, and 

one whIch, I fear, my brother, who IS a broh.er, \\<111 not escape for 
long Now I daresay, Lady Quorn, you are eager to know why you are 
bemg blackmailed I shall tell )OU You are one of the greatest ladles 
in England You are admIred and respected To a great name you have 
added a high reputatIOn as an arbItrcss of SOCIcty and a leader of 
fashIOn You are a chenshed ornament of the Tory party You are the 
Idol of the respectable m society and the envy of those who have been 
tound out Am I nght, Lady Quorn?" 

She shIvered a bttle, though the afternoon was qUIte close 
"You are," she saId, "the most hornble man I have ever met" 
"On the contrary, madam, I am an IdealIst, as }OU WIll see In seek

mg to Improve the structure of society, It IS my mISSIOn m hfe to look 
behmd the surface of thmgs I seek, probe and pIerce. I penetrate And 
then, Lady Quom, I unveIl 

"Now thIS process has led to some startlmg and unbecommg results 
m your case For what dId I see when I unveIled you? Lady Quom, I 
was shocked 

"For I saw that you were Dame Jekyll and Mrs Hyde Marble 
without, you were clay withm Behind your unassadable reputatIon, you 
hve another hfe Upheld on the outside by your lugh positIOn, Lady 
Quorn, my researches led me to the conclusion that on your real 
character you wore all the earmarks of a pretty hot number Madam, 
we English are snobs, but we are also Puntans We revere our tradi
tIOns, we fawn upon our betters-but God help them, madam, If they 
wear their coronets crooked in public places. 

"You permit men to fall in love WIth you That IS not a crirne, of 
course. But you invariably pick on other women's men, and that is a 
dirty trick. Have I your attention? You are a very secret and a very 
discreet woman, Lady Quom, so no one knows of your amorous arl-
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ventures Though no doubt some of your friends suspect sometlung of 
the kind and admIre you for getting away with it. 

"Now it would be easy for me to share this admiratIon, for I am as 
partial as the next man to a beautiful woman, If you were not at heart 
cold, selfish, greedy and cruel Correct me If I am wrong, Lady Quorn, 
as I may well be, for I am very sentImental For you a man IS an amuse
ment for a few weeks or a few months. To you It doesn't matter that 
these wretched young men have broken off With their fiancees or WIves 
because you have become the great paSSIOn of theIr hves. 

"Let us face the facts You are beautIful. You are passionate You 
are famous Thus you obsess men, for they are snobs and IdIOtS. And 
smce each one thmks he is the first and only man for love of whom 
you have been unfaIthful to your husband, each has kept your name 
secret from hIS WIfe or hiS sweetheart Besides, your reputatIOn stands 
so very hIgh as a pillar of the conventIOns and a president of com
mittees that a young man who spoke of you WIth any famIlIanty would 
be put down as a cad and a boaster. 

"At a ball recently you took qUite a fancy to a presentable young man 
called Harry Someth1Og He IS engaged to be mamed to a very prett) 
but not very wIse young girl called Diana Someth1Og Harry know~. 
qUite a bit about horses, so you asked him down to Eves Park to have 
a look at your hunters-not on a crowded week-end but on a weekday 
He approved of your horses so thoroughly that he has not been able to 
gIVe a thought to Diana smce. In fact, I fancy he has already broken 
off the engagement 

"Now my expenses in mak10g these momentous enqUiries mto your 
pnvate life have been very considerable, Lady Quom But I am not <
greedy man. So I am go1Og to ask you to proIDlse me to w10 my ap
proval 10 the future by being a good guI. 

"Let me gIVe you a few pointers as to how to go about it. If in the 
future you have to have affairs at all, Lady Quom, you wIll choose 
only unattached men whose passion for you wIll bring no unhappmess 
to anyone but themselves. But if you contmue to have secret meet10gs 
With young men like Harry, If you contmue to ask young Bruce down to 
Eves Park without rus WIfe, if in short, you contmue indulgmg 10 monkey 
bus1Oes"-it Wlll cost you, Lady Quorn, one hundred pounds a crack 

"Let me make myself clear. For each and every hme that I suspect 
you on good grounds of havmg gIVen way to your lower nature With a 
married or an engaged man, I shall charge you the sum of one hundred 
pounds. It is on record, afrer all, that marned men have paid much 
Itlore than that for what IS, I belieVe, known as 'fun' or a 'nice change' 
-so why, in these days of equabty for women, 'Shouldn't you pay too? 
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"I need hardly say that if you don't I shall make it my businesll to 
see that the offended party, that is the wIfe or fiancee, IS glVen a good 
hInt or senes of good hmts as to the identity of the mtervener. 

"In short, Lady Quom, you continue indulging in monkey busIness 
wIth other people's property and I shall consider it my duty to throw a 
monkey-wrench Into your reputatIon." 

The taXI was now on the brIdge over the SerpentIne for the second 
tIme GlanCIng at Lady Quorn's cold, severe and very lovely profile, 
the hawklIke man mIght have thought she had not heard a word he had 
saId If he had not also noted-rudely learung forward to do so-the 
steely brIghtness of her blue eyes 

She SaId "Please stop the taXI " 
He chd so 
She saId "And get out." 
He dId 50 It was as though she had no knowledge whatsoever of lus 

existence He stood WIth one foot on the kerb and the other on the 
runnmg-board of the taXI, lookmg In at her. She never once glanced 10 

hIS dIrectIon And when she spoke, her hps scarcely moved 
"\Vhat IS your name?" 
"I am sometimes known as the Cavaher of the Streets" The man 

looked more than ever hawklIke when he smJled "And sometImes by 
much shorter names than that I hope," he added, "that you WIll gIve 
the most careful conSIderatIOn to what I have saId" 

She smIled very famtly, never glanCIng at lum. 
"I shall not forget you," saId Lady Quam 

111 

The man who was sometImes called by much shorter names than the 
Cavaher of the Streets was not surpnsed that rught to find hImself 
tapped on the shoulder. He had dmed 10 a small restaurant m Greek 
Street and \\-as walkmg down Shaftesbury Avenue. He had not gone 
far w~en he realised that he was bemg followed by a beefy-lookIng man 
m a bowler hat He therefore stopped on the kerb at PIccadIlly Gucus 
to let the beefy man catch up WIth rum. He stood as though bemused 
by the tender SIlhouette of Eros against the bright winkmg hghts of 
the advertIsements. 

"I want," saId the shoulder~tapper m rus ear, "to talk to you, Wag. 
staffe" 

"Mister Wagstaffe," SaId the hawklIke man absently. "Look at that." 
"Look at what?" 
"The qwet and tender figure ot t..ros. He IS the smallest and the 
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~ figure in sight, but he is more powerful than us all. Even the 
wont of u.s, from a plain-looking chap like me to a really handsome 
bloke hke you, Inspector, have at one tune or another been winged by 
him." 

"That'll do," said the Inspector. 
"Then you don't want me to tell you about my love hfe~" 
"No, I don't. I want to talk to you." 
"If you clear your throat," said the hawklIke man, "and take a deep 

breath, there's no reason why you shouldn't" 
"I've got a message for you, my lad," saId the Inspector 
"So thIS Isn't a nab?" 
"Expectmg one, are you?" 
"When I begm expectmg mtelhgence from a detectIve, Bulrose, I'll 

take to solvmg cross-words for a hvmg " 
"You'll be 10 pnson first, my lad Want me to spIll my message herl' 

or shall we go to some qUIet place?" 
"I have never," saId the Cavaher of the Streets, "refused a dnnk 

in my hfe" 
They went mto a bIg crowded place nearby where many artists and 

JournalIsts sat around tables drmkmg stems of beer m between talkmg 
about themselves and thmkmg about each other DetectIve-Inspector 
Bulrose took a deep draught from hIS glass before addressmg hiS com
pamon 

"Now look here, Wags taffe, you're m trouble. And you look hke being 
in more trouble" 

"Take a look at my figure, Bulrose " 
"What's your figure got to do WIth It?" 
"Only that It's trouble that keeps me thm What about some mor(" 

beer?" 
"You Just lIsten to me first," saId Bulrose "ThIS is straight to you 

from Supermtendent Crust And he had It from someone hIgher up, 
maybe from the CommISSIOner hImself, so you can see what trouble 
you are 10 Supenntendent says he's SIck to death of you, and If he 
hears any more complamts about a bloke callmg himself the CavalIer 
of the Streets, he's gomg to Jug you. And he means it, Wagstaffe. 
If he can't pull you III for somethmg you've done, he's gomg to frame 
you for somethmg you haven't So behave yourself Supermtendent told 
me to say that III spIte of knowmg you're an mcorngtble crook he's 
got qwte a warm spot for you because of the help you've gIVen us In 

some cases. But you've got to drop Irritating and molesting people WIth 
this Cavaher of the Streets stuff. Why, only two weeks ago you had thE' 
cheek to black that chap Tyre-Temple's eye." 
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"Whynot'il I don't hke hint." 
"And who stole Lady Fitzoda's ruby earrings from her bedroom while 

she was having a bath?" 
"She will need more than an ordinary bath to wash away her sins." 
"You'd better think of your own, Mzster Wagstaffe We've never 

caught you WIth the stuff yet, but you can't get away wIth It every tIme 
Now you lIsten, my lad. Supermtendent says that if you know what's 
good for you, you'll take a mce long rest at the seasIde I don't know 
what you've been up to to-day, but Superintendent saId that the Com
mISSIOner was as mad as helI-" 

The hawklike man gnnned 
"I'll bet he was I wonder what she told hIm." 
"What's that;>" saId the Inspector eagerly "Who's she?" 
"You mmd your own business, Bulrose. The CommIssioner and I 

have got some of the same fnends m the very hIghest socIety, and we 
naturally couldn:t reveal social secrets to mere beer-drInkers lIke you" 

"You'd talk the hInd leg off a donkey," sIghed the Inspector 
"Now you lIsten to me, Bulrose Tell Supermtendent Crust thIS from 

me and he can pass It on to the CommISSIOner If he wants to I'll mmd 
my own busmess, and they can mmd theIrS Talkmg to me about ruby 
earrmgs as though I were a common thIef l " 

"We don't thmk you're a truef. We darn well known you're the only 
clever burglar m London" 

"Is that so? Then If I'm foohsh enough to do somethIng you can gaol 
me for, I'm ready for gaol But I don't lIke bemg ordered about, when 
all I'm domg IS to behave lIke a decent cItizen" 

"Who?" gasped the Inspector "You?" 
"That's me," saId the CavalIer of the Streets "A decent CItIzen A 

respectable subject of the Kmg Upright and incorruptIble An ally of 
the polIce A frIend of the poor. WhIch remInds me," he saId, gettmg 
up from the table and takmg somethmg out of hIS pocket, "that here's 
your pocket-book, whIch you'll need to pay for the beer You must have 
dropped it on the floor. Good mght to you, Bulrose GIve my love to 
the CommISSIoner, and tell hIm to keep an eye on hIS pretty daughter. 
The aunt she went to dme with last Thursday rught wore a SIlk hat and 
socks." 

IV 

Now It can be seen that in Lady <;!uorn and BeaumanOlr beauty and 
resource were rmngled in excellent measure. It was not to the Com
rmssioner that she had made a complaint about the CavalIer of the 
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Streets but to one of her several friends in the Cabinet, who had tele
phoned to the Home Secretary, who had telephoned to the Commis
SIoner, who had talked to the AssIstant-Commissioner, who had sald a 
few sharp words to Superintendent Crust, who had passed them on to 
Inspector Bulrose. 

Lady Quom had not, of course, brought herself mto the matter 10 

any way, but had saId that an American frIend of hers, a young lady for 
whom she had the hIghest respect, had recently been troubled a great 
deal by a rascal callmg hImself the Cavaher of the Streets. 

She had added that thIS young AmerIcan lady, who belonged to one 
of the first famIlIes of PhIladelphIa, was far too shy to make any charge 
agamst the wretch, but that really somethmg ought to be done to 
prevent dIstmgUIshed foreIgners 10 London from bemg molested by 
gangsters. And Lady Quom was of the opInIOn that, SInce so self· 
confident a rascal must m the past have frequently broken the law, 
the polIce should make every effort to protect the am~nities of London 
by speedIly provmg hIm gUIlty of some past mIsdemeanour and puttmg 
hIm into a safe place where he could no longer annoy people lIke her 
chamung AmerIcan frIend. 

Her mfluentIal fnend in the Cabmet, whose thoughts about Lady 
Quorn would have shocked the ArchbIshop of Canterbury, was able to 
assure Lady Quorn that everythmg pOSSIble would be done and that 
the young lady from PhIladelphIa would no longer be molested 

But Supermtendent Crust dId not take the same comfortmg view 
In the course of the next few days the poor man was afflIcted WIth 
several headaches dIrectly attnbutable to Mr. Wagstaffe, whom he 
called by names very much shorter than the Cavaher of the Streets 

But Crust knew hIS busmess, and he therefore assured the Com
miSSloner, who assured the Home Secretary, who assured the mfiuenhal 
member of the Cabmet, who reassured Lady Quorn, who presumably 
reassured the young lady from PhIladelphla, that there was nothmg 
further to worry about 

So about a week later Lady Quorn was disagreeably surpnsed when 
one afternoon her butler informed her that a gentleman had called to 
see her by appomtment 

"I am," saId her LadyshIp, "not at home" 
She ~as thmkmg very rapIdly as the butler went towards the door 

Then a cunous ~mlle fhckered over her lovely features, and what was 
cunous about thIS smIle was that It was at the same bme chIldIsh, 
wicked and very attractive. 

"I have changed my mmd, Jolly. The gentleman has a tvmted nose, 
has he not? Show rum mto the mormng-room " 
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Quite ten minutes passed before she went downstairs. She used 
the telephone. She used the looking-glass. Now Lady Quom ~ wear
ing a hat when Jolly announced the unwelcome VISItor, but When she 
left her room she was not weanng a hat. Her golden burrushed haIr, 
whIch has been descrIbed m the illustrated papers as often as the 
Quorn pearls, of whIch her throat was never WIthout a rope, need call 
for no comment here We can but praise It in passing, and we do so 

The man who called hImself the CavalIer of the Streets was standmg 
by the wmdow lookmg out mto Berkeley Square. HIS head uncovered, 
hIs face looked leaner and more hawklike than ever HIS black hatr was 
qUIte deCIdedly grey at the temples She was surpnsed to notIce how 
lIttle out of place he looked m her house, III spite of hIs casual clothes 
She stood very stIll Just withm the doorway, a tall, slender, graCIOUS 
woman They stared at one another across the room for several seconds, 
and then hIs mouth tWIsted mto a sIDlle. 

"You seem to be a very dangerous woman, Lady Quom." 
"And aren't you," she asked, "a very reckless man to come here?" 
"Mter you put Scotland Yard on to me?" 
"Oh, I don't lIke bemg defenceless" 
They were standmg m front of the empty fireplace Her wide eyes 

were brIght WIth laughter He studIed her thoughtfully, and the 
laughter m her eyes tWItched at her mouth 

"WIth half an eye," he s:l1d pleasantly, "I can see that you are up to 
somethmg, or you wouldn't be so amused." 

"And can't you gue~s, Mr CavalIer, what It IS that IS amusmg me?" 
"The only reason I can Imagme for your added radtance--" 
"Dear me, are you flattermg me?" 
"I am deplormg you, Lady Quam The more deSIrable you appear, 

the more urgent I must be m preventmg you from turrung married men 
mto gIddy goats Maybe what's amusmg you IS that you have a detec
tlve hIdden somewhere m thIS room to catch me In the act of black
maIlmg you " 

She laughed outrIght And a dog outsIde In the hall, hearmg her 
cool and pleasant laugh, barked frantIcally 

"And are you gomg to blackmaIl me?" 
"Of course, Lady Quam And of course you know why." 
She frowned Fmgermg her pearls, she contmued to frown 
"I don't seem to remember anythmg of qUIte that nature since I 

last saw you" 
"Try to thInk," he suggested 
"Dear me," she saId, "It would be so ImpolIte not to remember, 

wouldn't It?" 



"What about," he asked, "the afternoon before last?" 
"Oh," abe said. "I remember' Terry?" 
"Exactly." 
"Dear me, of course. Yes, 1 had tea WIth hIm." 
"Did you now?" saId the CavalIer 
"Terry is such a nIce boy, and he was all alone." 
"Yes, I gathered that" 
"I'm not sure," she said, "that I hke the way you saId that He was 

lonely, you see, and he wanted to be cheered up " 
"A cup of tea," he sald, "can of course be very cheenng" 
"1 have," she saId severely, "the hIghest respect for Terry's WIfe." 
"I -am sure you have, Lady Quorn It must be a great consolatIon for 

her" 
"Now you are being sarcastIc, and qUIte unjustIfiably If I can't," 

she said, "have an mnocent cup of tea wIth a fnend, what can I have?" 
"Of course," he sald, "I can't be qUIte posItIve about my facts" 
"Well, I should hope not" 
"But there is such a thmg, Lady Quom, as cIrcumstantial eVIdence. 

I am more or less m the same posltlon as a dIvorce Judge who has to 
decide whether a love-besotted man and an ardent woman alone to
gether in surroundmgs that penmt them a certain freedom of move-

~"ment have taken advantage of those surroundmgs to do no more than 
have a cup of tea together" 

"It IS wrong," she saId, "to thmk the worst of people." 
"I am afraid, Lady Quorn, that It IS no good appeahng to the 

better instmcts of a blackmailer." 
"I wouldn't dream," she sald seriously, "of appealmg to your better 

instmcts It's only that I want falr play, and how can It be fair for 
me to give you a hundred pounds when my conSCIence IS qUIte clear?" 

"Your conscience?" he said. "A most unrelIable Witness, Lady 
Quorn." 

"Well, all I know is," she said, "that I am an mnocent woman." 
"You mean, since I last saw you a week ago?" 
"Of course," she saId gravely, "only for the last week" 
He looked thoughtful Then, with no effort to conceal hIS dis

appointment, he Sighed. 
"I suppose," he said, "you are qmte sure?" 
"Oh, qmte. Of course, one forgets thmgs sometimes But about this 

last week I am qmte sure." 
"Still," he sald, "you will agree that your actlons were decidedly 

misleading." 
She sighed. "You are a very suspicious man, aren't you?" 
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"A blackmailer has to be, Lady Quorn. And besides," he said severely, 
"it is written that the intention is as bad as the crime." 

"That's exactly what I always tell my children. But," she added, 
"I'm bothered If I am going to pay a hundred pounds for nothing 
more than an intention. Dear me, if men had to do that, they'd be 
penmless in no time." 

"Well," he said grudgingly, "I suppose that's only fair. Now will 
you tell me somethmg, Lady Quom, before I go?" 

"But what in the world can I tell a man who already seems to know 
so much about me?" 

"You were very far from amused the last time I saw you. But this 
time you seem to have had great difficulty 10 not breaking out into 
girhsh giggles throughout our 1Otelvlew. I wonder why?" 

Her level blue eves were so lImpid With laughter that he could not 
help but smile 10 return He took a step back as the very faint perfume 
from her burmshed haIr Just brushed hiS nostnls. 

"It's qUIte easy," she said, "to explam Do you know, I am thirty
five years old, and )OU are the only person I have ever met 10 my lIfe 
who knows me as I am That IS odd, you must agree, and funny too. 
I never dreamt there would be any man or woman 10 tills world who 
~ould ever know the worst of me. You are the only person before 
whom I do not have to act You have seen behmd the cool fa~ade, 
but you have seen nothmg at all cool there, have you? And so you are 
the only man 10 the world who knows that I enJoy the body of love, 
Just as a man does, and not Its gentle tender Splnt, as mce women are 
supposed to. That is why thiS 10tervlew has amused me so much Dear 
me, how shocked I was at first that anyone had discovered my secret' 
weaknesses. But now all I feel IS relIeved that I do at last know one 
person With whom I shall never have to act." 

"I can see," he said, "that we are go1Og to be great friends" 
"Yes? It's so mce to be natural sometimes. You must come and see 

me agam, Mr CavalIer" 
"But," he said, "It IS not easy to beheve that you can be actmg qUIte 

all the time Would these men become so obsessed With the passion for 
havmg a cup of tea With you alone If acting was all you had to offer 
them?" 

"Oh, you are being stupId. If I really let myself go as much as I 
should sometunes hke-why, how shocked they would be! Didn't you 
know that an EnglIsh lady must never enjoy herself too much-it 
wouldn't look mce WIth foreIgners, of course, who aren't really human, 
a httle more latItude may be allowed.-But, dear me, those boring Latin 
~Tts and theIr tricks! If I could write," she said, "I would WrIte 
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such a book about the conceIt, stupidity and sterling unattractiveness 
of men as would fill the convents of the world with gtrls and women 
c1am()tUi.ng to take the vow of chastity." 

"Why, Lady Quorn, anyone would think you diahked men." 
"It is the tragedy of women who love men, my fnend, that they 

usually do dishke them But how can one get round the tmpasse?" , 
"I am growing really qUIte sorry for you." 
"Rightly, Mr Cavalter. We must all be sorry for those who try to put 

a shape to dreams We dream of lovers equal to the gaIeties and the 
ardours of love-and all we get is a man m search of a mother to 
protect hIm, a repentant fool, a jealous bully, or a pathetic child. 1 
wish someone would tell me what flaw there IS in men that makes 
them unworthy of straightforward gIfts, of winch love should be the 
first But no, we cannot give them love and passIOn WIth both hands, 
frankly, we must corrupt our surrender WIth evaSlOns and retreats, we 
must act or pretend or tease--else they wIll not chensh the gIft. To 
think we have been lords of creatIOn these mIlhons of years and have 
evolved nothmg more mature than man as an equal to a woman's 
love I" The door opened, and she contInued in a pleasantly socIable 
VOlce "So you must come and see me agaIn, won't you? I so enjoy 
your visits" 

The butler said: "My lady, the Committee is waitmg in the drawing. 
room" 

"I shall be there in one moment." 
Alone agam, she said, coolly smIlIng: "Well, there is my real hfe 

Sittmg or preSidIng on committees The rest-all we've been talkIng 
about-is nonsense. The leisured classes, they call us Dear me, what 
fun life would be If we did not have to work harder at our pleasures 
than we do at our work." She half extended her hand. "Good-bye, 
Mr. Cavalier" 

She was unsmlhng, conventional. 
"You have made It impOSSIble for me," he said, "to blackmaIl you 

again-almost" 
She regarded him so steadIly that he blmked But he dld not look 

away 
"Almost?" she saId "And what does that mean?" 
"It means," he saId, takmg her cold hand, "that It is only my concern 

for the structure of SOCiety, wruch women hke you menace, that will 
compel me to keep an eye on you" 

Her bright wide eyes were unfathomable. Withdrawmg her hand, 
she walked towards the door. He. stood watching her, a famt smile on 
his dark face 
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'*'Good.bye, Lady Quam.'" 
"1 know," she said from the door, "that you Are a man of ~. 

But don't force me to send you to prison. The butler will show you 
out Good-bye." 

v 

He had no sooner left the house than he was Joined by Detective
Inspector Bulrose That excellent man made no secret of the facts that 
he had been waltmg for hIm and that he was 10 an exceedmgly bad 
temper. 

"You're a prIze juggins, my lad," he saId testily "Now you come 
along WIth me " 

The hawkhke man, balancmg rumself on hIS heels, as though ready 
to waste time WIth the first person who offered rum amusement, stared 
thoughtfully at the Inspector. 

"What for, Bulrose?" 
"Little innocent, aren't you?" Then suddenly, WIth a vehemence that 

flushed hIS face WIth crImson, he bawled "TaXI I" 
"What on earth IS all thIS about, Bulrose?" 
A taxi-drIver, who had evidently just fimshed putting on a spare 

wheel at the corner of Hill Street, Jumped enthusiastically mto lus t:ab 
and drove up beSide them. Bulrose testIly flung open the door. 

"Trus is a darned serIOUS business, Muter Wagstaffe, so don't ask 
Silly questIons. Or ask the Supermtendent. Jump m" 

They were no farther than about eight yards from the door of Lady 
Quom's house. Both men turned their backs to the taXi-drIver as the 
door was flung open and the shm, elegant figure of a young lady came 
tripping down the stone steps 

"Now maybe," snapped Bulrose, "you'll know what we want you 
for" 

"WIll I indeed?" the other murmured, staring at the approaching 
figure. 

"I suppose," snapped the Inspector, "you're going to say you've 
never seen her before?" 

"But you must introduce me, Bulrose. She looks a nice piece." 
"Where's your manners?" SaId the Inspector indIgnantly. "Calling a 

friend of Lady Quom's a 'nice pIece,' even though she is American." 
The young lady, whose prettiness was of qwte an uncommon order, 

as also was her shm elegance, came tripping towards them. She ap
peared, hke many pretty young ladias, to be more interested in the 
contents of her vanity-bag, In which she was fumbhng WIth her hand, 

~35 



than in her immediate surroundings. And she would no doubt have 
collided into the two men if, when she was still a yard or two away 
from them, Bulrose had not taken a step forward and said. 

"Beg pardon, miss, is tlus the man?" 
"Sure," saId the pretty young lady, lookmg coldly into the Cavalier's 

face. Her VOice, whIch was at once soft and racy, would have made 
the United States Ambassador homesIck "And If," she saId, "you will 
examine lus pockets, you'll certamly find the cheque I gave rum a few 
minutes ago" 

The Inspector looked wIth disgust at hIS pnsoner. 
"And to thmk," he saId, "I once thought you were almost an 1Otel

ligent crook Takmg a cheque' Hand It over" 
The CavalIer, a bewIldered expressIOn on hIS face, slowly extracted 

from the rIght sIde pocket of Ius Jacket a folded cheque. 
"Hand It over," the Inspector repeated. "I suppose you're go1Og to 

say you've never seen that before." 
"Oh no," saId the CavalIer. "But I'd lIke to look at it just onct 

again." 
Unfoldmg the cheque, he saw that it was made out to MIchael 

WagstafIe, Esg, for the sum of one hundred pounds and was SIgned 
by Momca Gubbms Then he handed It to the Inspector, who wal> 
about to put It 10 his pocket, when the pretty young lady cned. 

"I'd certamly hke It back" 
"This is important eVidence, mISS. You'll get It back all rIght in due 

course." 
The Cavalier was 100k1Og thoughtfully into the gtrl's face. He 

notIced she would not meet his eyes. 
"You are qUIte sure, MISS Gubb1Os," he said, "that you gave me trus 

cheque 10 Lady Quom's house?" 
"Why, of course I" said the pretty young lady. "What was I to do 

when you were blackmalhng me? And beSides, Lady Quorn told me It 
was the best way out" 

"I see," Said the CavalIer. 
"MISS Gubb1Os," Said the InspectOl, "I'm afraId I'll have to trouble 

you to come along With us and fill in the charge agamst thIs man" 
''But,'' said the young lady, "I don't tlunk I'm go1Og to make any 

charge against hIm " 
Bulrose, pushmg back rus bowler hat, mopped hI., flushed brow. 
"Hal" he said bItterly. 
The young lady'S eyes now met the CavalIer's for the first time. Her 

lips, he fanCIed, were twitchmg famtly. 
"Is the Inspector," she asked, "annoyed with me?" 
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"Oh, not annoyed," said the Cavalier. "Just give him tune and he 
will bust nIcely." 

"'Course I'm annoyed," said Bulrose indignantly. "I'm sitting down 
in my office to a cup of tea when along comes an urgent message from 
Lady Quom that thIS crook here has had the Impudence to call at her 
house to see an Amencan lady visItmg her ladyship and IS no doubt 
gomg to try to blackmaIl her. And when I nab him WIth the cheque 
on hIm-she am't gomg to make no charge" 

"And what would happen to hIm," asked the pretty young lady, 
"If I dId make Ie" 

"Two to three years," saId Bulrose persuasively, "hard" 
"Then," saId MISS Gubbms, turmng to thE' sIlent CavalIer, "you 

certamly have to thank Lady Quom for bemg gIven another chance. 
I owe her so much for her kmdness and hospitahty that I Just couldn't 
bnng myself to refuse her anything at all And when she asked me 
to let you off, as you were no doubt Just a SIlly young man dnven 
to cnme from readmg detectIve stones or seemg too many gangster 
pIctures, I Just had to say I would Lady Quom SaId maybe all you 
needed to come to your nght senses agam was a good square meal, and 
she gave me thIS ten-shIllmg note to gIVe you, though of course you 
mustn't spend It all on gomg to the mOVIes But mmd, now, thIS must 
be a lesson to you never to try blackmaIlmg people agam Do you tlunk, 
Inspector, that he wIll go straIght after thIs?" 

Bulrose, who appeared to be havmg some dIfficulty in controlling hlS 
faCIal muscles, managed to do no more than nod And the pretty 
young lady, pressmg the ten-shIllIng note into the CavalIer's numbed 
hand, walked SWIftly away. 

Then DetectIve-Inspector Bulrose really got down to business, so that 
butlers passmg by m charge of lap-dogs envIed hIm 

"Stnke me pink I" he gasped 
Laughing WIth that profound relIsh whIch comes but too rarely in 

thIS vale of sorrow, he very nearly choked 
"I wouldn't have missed that," he gasped, "for all the beer in the 

world Good as a play, to hear the Cavaher of the Streets bemg told 
off for being a bad boy from seemg too many gangster pIctures Which 
do you lIke best, Percy, the ones where the vIllam repents and goes 
straIght for love of a mce pure girl? Supermtendent Crust may almost 
forgive Lady Quorn gettmg you off when he hears that the biggest 
crook in London was tIpped ten bob to get hlffiself a decent meal " 

The hawklIke man, staring down at the ten-shIllIng note In his hand 
Wlth a queer smIle, Said not a word. The taxi wruch Bulrose had hailed, 
was still WIth them. 
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UJerwantme?" said the taxi-driver. 
"What's that?" saId Bulrose, WIping away his tears. 
"Jerwantme," said the taxi-driver, "or not?" 
The Inspector gave him a shilling with a friendly wave of the hand, 

told the Cavalier to be a good boy in future and see as few gangster 
films as possIble, and, grmning broadly, strode away towards Vine 
Street to tell his frIend, Inspector Mussel, the joke 

The taxi-driver, who had been fumblmg energetIcally with hIs gears 
while the Inspector was departIng, now desIsted and looked sympa
thetically at the sIlent figure on the kerb. 

"Poor old Waggers," he said. "But the malO point is that we've got 
the stuff. It was pretty neat, the way you handed It to me just after 
1 drove up." 

The Cavalier, corning suddenly to life, twitched an eyebrow. 
"And to dunk," he saId, "I've lIved to be called Percy by a flat

footed dick." 
But there was a gleam in his dark eyes wIDch might have given 

Inspector Bulrose food for thought rather than matter for laughter. 
Approaching so near the taxi-dnver in his seat that there was no space 
between theIr arms, he wruspered qUIckly' 

"Hand it back, Pullman." 
HIS obedient subordmate, domg his best to hide his curiosity by 

whistling, slipped a somewhat bulky handkerchief mto the other's hand 
The Cavalier, hiS back to the house behlOd him, shpped It into hiS 
breast pocket. 

"Put the car away," he sald, "and come to the flat about six. And for 
pity's sake get yourself a decent shave." 

As the taxi-dnver mdignantly changed gears he saw, to rus astOnIsh
ment, lus chief mountmg the broad steps to Lady Quorn's house. 

VI 

"I wondered," said Lady Quorn, "If you would come back." 
"I can only hope you have mIssed me. I have," he said, "a bone to 

pick WIth you, Lady Quorn " 
"Oh, what mgratitude r And after the trouble I went to persuading 

MISS Gubbins to make no charge against you for the hornble cnme 
of blackmaIl." . 

"I don't know how," he said, "to thank you--or forgIve you. For 
entirely owmg to you, I have been called Percy by a pohceman." 
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"If you wish," she said, "I will write to the Commissioner and 
complain on your behalf." 

"Are you posltive," he said, "that you haven't any complamts to 
make on your own? Better look in the mirror, Lady Quam." 

Her level eyes rested on hIm for a long second before she turned to 
the lookmg-glass over the fireplace. 

"I see," she murmured, her reflection in the mirror looking gravely 
at rum. 

He was thoughtfully fingering the rope of pearls he had extracted 
from the handkerchlef the taxl-O.river had returned to him. He held 
them out to her She made no movement, her shoulder to him, sttll 
gazing at him m the mirror 

"So all that blackmaIl business," she saId, "was Just so much non
sense-an excuse to get into my house?" 

"Let us call It a background. J t was qUIte smcere I disapproved of 
you, Lady Quorn, and I told you why I only steal from people I dis
approve of." 

"And give the proceeds to chanty?" 
"Well, not qUIte But I do, I fancy, gIVe as much as any other 

Christian. You see how modest I am?" 
"And why are you returnmg my pearls'" 
"I told you," he saId, "that I only stole from people I disapproved 

of." 
"And you have ceased to disapprove?" 
"Oh no. But I dIsapprove of your husband even more for being, 

as he must be, such an unattractive, useless and SIlly man as not to be 
able to keep the affections of a woman like SheIla Quorn " 

"I should lIke to thmk, then, that you are returnmg the pearls 
because you lIke me?" 

"Yes. And also," he said, "because they are false. 
"It was clever of you," he added, absently fingermg the pearls, "to 

:.1ip that cheque mto the pocket of an accomplIshed thief. My vanity 
is qUIte concerned, Lady Quam How dId you do It?" 

"Dear me, CavalIer, at one moment you were so near to me that I 
feared you were about to kIss me." 

"And then you would have slapped my face?" 
"Oh, it is only fnghtened women who make small points." 
He let the pearls drop with a small crash on to the table, and walked 

towards the door. 
"Cavalier," she saId, "would you have returned the pearls If they 

had been real?" . 
"I am afraid so," he SaId from the door. "Is it nect"ssary for me to 
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tell you why? Good-bye, Lady Quom But should your husband ever 
miss his pearl studs, you will know that my dIsapproval of a com
plaisant husband has reached its lunit." 

His hand was on the door-knob. 
"My fnend," she saId, "I have just realised that 1 know so httle 

about you. Are you, by any chance, engaged or marned?" 
As he turned from the door he saw she was pressmg the bell. 
"I am nnging," she saId, "for tea." 
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N ow A FEW more letters. I have never thought Lawrence's 
short stones very good. I find them formless and verbose He also, it 
seems, needed elbow room to express that VIew of lIfe that fascmated so 
many of hIs readers and that to others, myself mcluded, seemed dIs
torted To my mmd It was the VIew of a SIck man of abnormal lfnta
bIlIty, whose nature was warped by poverty and cankered wIth a ran
klIng envy He may have had a streak of gemus, I don't know, I have a 
notIOn that he was a better poet than prose wnter. He had a wonder
ful fcllClty for stnngmg words together, and you can go through his 
works and find sentence after sentence of raVIshmg beauty, but the 
general effect, to me at least, is lush and airless But It would be unfair 
to neglect a wnter whom many good judges thought the most ongmal 
and powerful novelIst of hIS generatIOn, and Sil I am gIvmg you a 
couple of letters that I find charactenstIc, interestmg and sympathetic. 

Walter Hmes Page, edItor of The Atlantzc Monthly and later of 
The World's Work, was ambassador to the Court of St James's dunng 
the first World War HIS letter wntten from London then is stIll worth 
reading now I could not find the letter he 15 saId to have wntten 
to a lady who sent hIm a manuscnpt, and so that she mIght be sure 
he had read It, shghtly gummed two pages together. When it was 
returned to her WIth the two pages stul stuck, she wrote angnly to hun, 
tellmg rum what she had done, and accused hIm of not havmg read 
her work. "Madam," he is saId to have replIed, "It IS not necessary 
to eat the whole of an egg to know that It IS bad." 

OlIver Wendell Holmes, the son bf the Autocrat of the Breakfast 
Table, was a JustIce of the Supreme Court, and hIS corr~pondence 
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~ with Sir Frederick Pollock, an EnglIsh lawyer, recently published, 
bas shown the world that he was a most engaging letter writer. The 
letters I have chosen come from a group addressed to a young 
phinese, Mr. Wu. They show the wnter's good sense, hght touch, 
and amiable character. 

John Jay Chapman is often spoken of as the best letter writer that 
America has seen He had all the qualIties necessary to make hIm 
such; he was a man of decIded opmions, which he was ever ready to 
express 10 season and out, of courage, strong affections and rugged 
character; and a bit cranky. But Edmund WIlson has WrItten an 
admirable essay upon hIID, and I can very well refer you to that if 
after read10g hIS lIvely letters you WIsh to know more about rum I 
read one of hIS books for the purpose of thls anthology, Greek Gemus, 
but could not persuade myself that It was of any great consequence. 
He IS seen to advantage m hIS letters. In them the man, WIth hIS 
passion and humor, hIS preJudlces and his lovmg kmdness, stands be
fore you. M L1Ocoln Schuster, in hIS anthology of great letters, has 
gtven wide dIffUSIOn to one that Chapman wrote to hIS WIfe, wruch 
she herself descnbed as a marvelous love letter I have preferred to 
give here letters that show to my mmd better hIS buoyant gaiety and 
robust indIVIduality 

Letters from D. H. Lawrence 

TO T. D D 

The Cearne, 
Near Edenbrzdge, Kent 

7 july, 1914. 
DEAR D,-

I was glad to get your still sad letter, and sorry you are so down 
yet. I can't help thmking that you wouldn't be qUIte so down If you 
and Mrs D dIdn't let yourselves be separated rather by thIs trouble. 
Why do you do that? I think the trouble ought to draw you together, 
and you seem to let it put you apart. Of course I may be wrong But It 
seems a shame that her one cry, when she is in dIstress, should be for 
her mother. You ought to be the mother and father to her. Perhaps 
if you go away to your unhealtliy post, it may be good for you. But 
perhaps you may be separating your inner bfe from hers-l don't 
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mean anything actual and external-but you may be taking younci >, 
mwardly apart from her, and leaving her inwardly separate fro.": 
you: wruch is no true marriage, and is a form of faIlure. I am awf1.t,Uy' 
sorry; because I think that no amount of outward trouble and stnMt 
of CIrcumstance could really touch you both, if you were togetheI·. 
But if you are not together, of course, the strain becomes too great, 
and you want to be alone, and she wants her mother. And it seems 
to me an awful pity If, after you have tned, you have to fail and go 
separate ways I am not speakmg of vulgar outward separation: I 
know you would always be a good relIable husband but there is more 
than that there IS the real sharmg of one lIfe. I can't help thinkmg 
your love for Mrs D hasn't qUIte been vItal enough to give you your
self peace. One must learn to love, and go through a good deal of 
suffermg to get to It, IIle any kmght of the graIl, and the journey 
is always towards the other soul, not away from It Do you trunk love 
is an accomplIshed thmg, the day It is recogmzed;l It Isn't. To love, 
you have to learn to understand the other, more than she understands 
herself, and to submIt to her understandmg of you It is damnably 
dIfficult and pamful, hut it IS the only thmg which endures. You 
mustn't thmk that your desne or your fundamental need IS to make 
a good career, or to fill your hfe WIth actIVIty, or even to proVIde for 
your famIly matenally It Isn't. Your most vItal necessIty In thIS hfe 
IS that you shall love your WIfe completely and ImplIcItly and in entire 
nakedness of body and spmt. Then you WIll have peace and inner 
secunty, no matter how many thIngs go wrong And tlus peace and 
secunty WIll leave you free to act and to produce your own work, a 
real Independent workman 

You asked me once what my message was I haven't got any general 
message, because I belIeve a general message is a general means of 
sIde-trackmg one's own personal dIfficultIes lIke Chnst's-thou shalt 
love thy neIghbour as thyself-has gIven room for all the modern 
filthy system of SOCIety. But this that I tell you is my message as far 
as I've got any. 

Please don't mInd what I say-you know I don't really want to be 
Impertment or interfermg 

Mrs Huntmgdon IS commg over to England this month. Probably 
she would bnng Mrs D But perhaps Noemi would be better. I am 
sorry Paddy IS stIll so seedy. He is a strange boy. I tlunk he will need 
a lot of love He has a curious heavy conSCIOusness, a cunous awareness 
of what people feel for him I thInk he wIll need a lot of understanding 
and a lot of lovmg He may, I thin1t, have qwte an unusual form of 
intellIgence. When you said he might be a musician, it struck me. He 
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has got that cunous c:Wference from othel people, which may mean 
he is going to have a distinct creatlve personahty. But he will suffer 
a great deal, and he wll1 want a lot of love to make up for it. 

I think our marnage comes off at the Kens1Ogton regIstrar's office 
on Saturday. 1 wll1 try to remember to send you the Tzmes you asked 
for. When 1 get paid for my novel, 1 want to send you a small cheque 
for doing the Dovel. You wIll not mmd If it is not very much that 1 
send you. 

We are very tired of London already, and very glad to be down 
here 10 the country Probably we are gomg to stay m Derbyshue-and 
then for August gomg to the west of Ireland But I shall Write and tell 
you Don't be mIserable-I have you and Mrs D rather on my con
sCience Just now-l feel as 1£ you were takmg thmgs badly But 
don't do that 

Auf wzedersehen, 
D H LAWRENCE 

Remember me to Mrs D 

TO LADY OTTOLINE MORRELL 

My DEAR LADY OTTOLINE,-

Greatham, Pulborough, Sussex 
I.J. May, 1915 

I wonder If you arc still 10 Buxton, and If you got the last batch 
of MS whIch I sent you, enclosed WIth a copy of the Imag!st Anthology 
whIch can tams some of my verses If you got them, tell me, WIll you? 

We were m London for four days beautiful weather, but I don't 
hke London My eyes can see nothmg human that IS good, nowadays 
at any rate, nothmg public London seems to me hke some hoary 
masSIve underworld, a hoary ponderous mferno The traffic flow~ 
through the ngid grey streets like the rivers of hell through theIr banks 
of dry, rocky ash The fashIOns and the women's clothes are very 
ugly. 

Commg back here, I find the country very beautIful The apple 
trees are leanmg forwards, all whIte WIth blossom, towards the green 
grass. I watch, m the mornmg when I wake up, a thrush on the wall 
outside the wmdow-not a thrush, a blackbud-and he smgs, open
.ing hIS beak It IS a strange thmg to watch hIS smgmg, openmg his 
beak and gIVmg out rus calls and ~arblmgs, then remaming SIlent He 
looks so remote, 50 buned 1D prImeval 51ience, standmg there on the 
wall, and _ beJhinkmg hunself, then opening hls beak to make the 
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btrange, strong sounds. He seems as if his singing were a sort of talkmg 
to himself, or of thmking aloud his strongest thoughts. I wish I was 
a blackbIrd, hke hIm I hate men 

"The ousel cock of sable hue 
And orange-yellow bzU" 

The bluebells are all out m the wood, under the new viVId leaves. 
But they are rather dashed aSIde by yesterday's ram It would be mce 
If the Lord sent another flood and drowned the world Probably I 
should want to be Noah I am not sure. 

I've got agam mto one of those hornble sleeps from whIch I can't 
wake. I can't brush It aSIde to wake up You know those hornble sleeps 
when one IS strugglmg to wake up, and can't. I was lIke It all autumn 
-now I am agam lIke It Everythmg has a touch of delInurn, the 
blackbIrd on the wall IS a dehnum, even the apple-blossom. And when 
I see a snake wmdmg rapIdly III the marshy places, I thmk I am mad. 

I t IS not a questIOn of me, It is the world of men. The world of men 
IS dreammg, It has gone mad in Its sleep, and a snake IS strangling 
it, but It can't wake up 

When I read of the Lusztanza, and of the nots III London, I know it 
IS so I thmk soon we must get up and try to stop It Let us walt a httle 
longer. Then when we cannot bear It any longer, we must try to wake 
up the world of men, whIch has gone mad m Its sleep 

I cannot bear It much longer, to let the madness get stronger and 
stronger posseSSIOn Soon we m England shall go fully mad, WIth hate. 
r too hate the Germans so much, I could kIll every one of them. Why 
should they goad us to tms frenzy of hatred, why should we be tortured 
to bloody madness, ""hen we are only gneved III our souls, and heavy? 
They WIll dnve our heavmess and our gnef away in a fury of rage. 
And we don't want to be worked up into thIS fury, thIS destructJve 
madness of rage. Yet we must, we are goaded on and on. I am mad 
wlth rage myself. I would lIke to kIll a mIllIon Germans-two millIons. 

I wonder when we shall see you agam, and where you are. I have 
promised to stay here for another month at least, to teach Mary 
Saleeby. Her mother has a nervous breakdown, and they asked me to 
teach the chIld I do It for the cmld's sake, for nothmg else. So my 
mornmgs are taken up, for 3 Yz hours each day. 

Don't take ·any notIce of my extravagant talk-one must say some
thing. Wnte soon and tell us where you are, and how you are I feel 
a httle bIt anXlOUS about you, when you do not wnte. 

Vdle! 
D. H. LAWRENCE. 
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Letter from Walter Hines Page 

DuRHSH' 

TO HERBERT S HOUSTON 

American Embassy 
London 

Sunday, 24 Aug, 1913 

, , . You know there's been much dISCUSSIOn of the decadence of 
the EnglIsh people I don't believe a word of It They have an awful 
slum, I hear, as everybody knows, and they have an Idle class Worse, 
from an equal-oFPortumty P0Int-of-vIew, they have a very large 
servant-class, and a large class that depends on the nobIhty and the 
nch. All these are economIC and socml drawbacks But they have 
always had all these--except that the slum has become larger In 

modem years. And I don't see or find any reason to beheve m the 
theory of decadence. The world never saw a finer lot of men than the 
best of theIr ruhng class You may search the world and you may 
search history for finer men than Lord Morley, SIr Edward Grey, Mr. 
Harcourt, and other members of the present CabInet. And I meet such 
men everywhere--gently bred, hIgh-mInded, physically fit, mtellec
tually cultIvated, patrIotIc If the devotIon to old forms and the mertIa 
which makes any change almost impossIble stnke an Amencan as out
of-date, you must remember that in the grand old tImes of England, 
they had all these thmgs and had them worse than they are now I 
can't see that the race IS breakmg down or grvmg out ConSIder how 
their political morals have been pulled up since the days of the rotten 
boroughs, conSIder how theIr court-hfe IS now hIgh and decent, and 
think what it once was. BntIsh trade IS larger thIS year than It ever was, 
Englrshmen are richer than they ever were and more of them are nch. 
They write and speak and play cncket, and govern, and fight as well as 
they have ever done--exceptmg, of course, the wntIng of Shakespeare 

Another conclUSIon that is confirmed the more you see of Enghsh 
life is their hIgh art of livmg When they make their money, they stop 
money-makmg and cultIvate their minds and theIr gardens and enter
tain theIr fnends and do all the high arts of hvmg-to perfectIOn. 
Three days ago a retired soldIer gave a garden-party ih my honour, 
twenty-five mdes out of London. There was rus hIstone house, a part 
of it 500 years old; there were his ten acres of garden, his lawn, his 
trees; and they walk with you over It all, they SIt out-oI-doors, they 
serve tea; they take life rationally; they talk pleasantly (not Jocularly, 
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nor story-telling); they abhor the smart in talk or in conduct; they have 
gentleness, cultivation, the best manners in the world; and they are 
genwne. The hostess has me take a basket and go with her while 
she cuts it full of flowers for us to bring home, and, as we walk, she 
tells the story of the place. She is a tenant-for-lIfe, It is entalied. Her 
husband was wounded m South Afnca Her heir IS her nephew The 
home, of course, wlil remam m the family forever. No, they don't go 
to London much in recent years' why c;hould they? But they travel a 
month or more. They give three big tea-partles-one when the rhodo
dendrons bloom. and the others at stated times. They have friends to 
stay WIth them half the time, perhaps-sometimes partles of a dozen. 
England never had a finer lot of folk than these And you see them 
everywhere. The art of IIvmg sanely they have developed to as hIgh a 
level, I thInk, as you WIll find at any tIme In any land 

The present polItIcal battle IS fiercer than you would ever guess. 
The Lords feel that they are sure to be robbed they see the end of 
the ordered world Chaos and confiscation he before them. Yet that, 
too, has nearly always been so It was so in the Refonn BIll days. 
Lord Morley saId to me the other day that when all the abohtIons 
had been done, there would be fewer thIngs abolIshed than anybody 
hopes or fears, and that there would be the same problems in some 
form for many generatIons I'm begInnIng to beheve that the English
man has always been afraId of the future-that's what keeps hIm so 
alert They say to me "You have frightful thIngs happen in the 
Umted States-your Governor of New York, your Thaw case, your 
corruptIon, etc, etc, and yet you seem sure and tell us that your 
countrymen feel sure of the safety of your government" In the 
newspaper comments on my Southampton speech the other day, thIs 
same feehng cropped up, the Amencan Ambassador assures us that 
the note of hope IS the domInant note of the RepublIc-etc, etc Yes, 
they are dull, In a way-not dull, so much as steady, and yet they have 
more solid sense than any other people 

It's an interestIng study-the most interestmg in the world The 
genuineness of the courtesy, the real kmdness and the hospItalIty of 
the Enghsh are beyond praIse and without hmIt. In thIS they show a 
strange contradIctIon to their dIckenng habIts m trade and theIr 
"unctuous rectItude" in stealIng contInents I know a place m the 
world now where they are steadIly moving their boundary hne into 
other people's terrItory. I guess they really beheve that the earth 
belongs to them. 

Szncerely, 
W.H. P. 



Letters from Oliver Wendell Holmes 

My DEAR MR Wu, 

TO MR. WU 

Beverly Farms, Mass 
September 20, 1923 

Your letter moves me by its generous enthusIa~m It IS a fine tIung 
for a young man to be capable of It, and even If after I have become a 
shadow the emphasIs of your interests takes other dIrectIOns, It WIll be 
a noble recollectIOn that you felt so once 

I should lIke to keep on untIl more defirutely aware of the gradual 
decline of my powers And that IS the answer to your suggestion of an 
autobIOgraphy So long as I am capable of my best, I want to put it to 
my work A man's spmtual hIstory IS best told In what he does in hIS 
chosen lme LIfe havmg thrown me mto the law, I must try to put my 
feeling of the mfimte mto that, to exhIbIt the detaIl WIth such hint of 
a vista as I can, to show In It the great hne of the umversal. Trus 
sounds a httle pompous, but It truly expresses my deSIre and the way 
I felt when called on perhaps to construe some temporary statutes, 
so that untymg bttle knots never seems drudgery Just after sendmg 
my last letter to you, a further thought occurred to me WIth regard to 
the forms of thought. Whatever the value of the notIon of forms, the 
only use of the forms IS to present theIr contents, Just as the only use 
()f a pint pot is to present the beer (or whatever lawful lIquid It may 
contam), and infimte medItation upon the pot never WIll gIve you the 
beer 

But at thIS pomt It suddenly occurs to me that very possibly you may 
have left Berlm before thIS letter arrives I even heSItate to send It as 
I should not lIke to have It fall mto other hands I WIll take the rISk 
but will say no more now, hoping that in the next few months I may 
have the pleasure of seemg you m person 

Smcerely yours, 
O. W. HOLMES. 

TO MR. WU 

My DEAR MR. Wu, 
June 16. 1923. 

Your letter came last night and::: at once wrote to Pound telling him 
what my acquaintance was With you and that I deSIred to throw 
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whatever influence I might have In favor of glVIng you the scholarship. 
As I expect to leave here next Monday for Boston and then Beverly 
Fanns, Massachusetts (near to Boston), and Beverly Fanns will be my 
address. Beverly Farms, not Beverly. If I hve I expect to return here in 
the latter days of September. I am sorry at your dlsappomtment about 
the Carnegte Fellowship, but It may turn out a blessmg The test of 
an Ideal or rather of an Ideahst, is the power to hold to It and get one's 
inward msplratlOn from It under difficulties When one IS comfortable 
and well off, It IS easy to talk high talk I remember Just before the 
battle of AntIetam thmkmg and perhaps saymg to a brother officer 
that it would be easy after a comfortable breakfast to come down the 
steps of one's house pullmg on one's glove~ and smokmg a CIgar to 
get on to a horse and charge a battery up Beacon Street, whIle the 
ladles wave handkerchIefs from a balcony But the realIty was to pass 
a nIght on the ground m the ram WIth your bowels out of order and 
then after no particular breakfast to wade a stream and attack the 
enemy That I, hfe I hope that your mterest In phIlosophy (and 
phIlosophy wI~ely understood IS the greatest mterest there IS) will not 
lead you too far from the concrete My notlOn of the phIlosopluc 
movement IS sImply to see the unIversal m the particular, whIch per
haps IS a commonplace, but IS the best of commonplaces If you reailZe 
that every partICular IS as good as any other to Illustrate it, subject 
only to the qualIficatIOn, that some can see It In one, some m another 
matter more readIly, accordmg to theIr facultu"s The artIst sees the hne 
of growth In a tree, the busmess man an opportumty m a muddle, the 
lawyer a pnnCIple m a lot of dramatIc detaIl Great as IS my respect 
for Stammler I am a httle afraId that he may tend to keep you too 
remote from dally facts I notIced that he cntICIzed my remark about 
expenence and IORIC, I thmk I apprecIate lOgIc-see e g my Collected 
Legal Papers If you have tIme, p 180, In The Path of the Law, but I 
am afraId that I should differ fundamentally as to the absolute value 
of hIS forms-but that goes back to fundamentals whIch It would take 
too long to wnte about I don't belIeve or know anythmg about absolute 
truth I hmted at my generalIties m "Ideals and Doubts" and "Na,tural 
Law" III the same bool I notlced once that you treated It as a Joke 
when I asked how you knew that you weren't dreammg me. I am 
qUlte senous, and as I have put It m an arhcle referred to above, we 
begm WIth an act of faIth, wah deCIdmg that we are not God, for if 
we were dreammg the UnIver~e we should be God so far as we knew. 
You never can prove that you are a'rake By an act of faith I assume 
that you eXIst III the same sense that I do and by the same act assume 
that I am In the UnIverse and not it in me. I regard myself as a 

!l49 



cosmic gang-li6n-a part of an unimaginable and don't venture to 
assume that my can't helps which I call reason and truth are cosmic 
can't helps I know nothing about it, but I am being led too far. I can 
only send you my good wishes and still hope that I may have a glimpse 
of you this summer. 

Szncerely yours, 
O. W. HOL,IiES. 

TO MR. WU 

January 31, 1926. 
My DEAR WU, 

ThiS wlll be a dull and short letter, as I have a cold that checks the 
gerual current of the soul for the moment Nothmg serIOUS, but 
aggravatmg as I have been free from them to a greater extent than 
usual. 

The practical IS dIsagreeable, a mean and stony SOlI, but from that 
it is that all valuable theory comes. That IS why I thought EhrlIch's 
Grundelgung der Sozlologle des Rechts worth a garretful of phi
losophers from Hegel down. As I remember It a man had to be able 
to digest the morgamc and tum It mto hvmg tissue to WrIte that book 
And some one told me the other day that he starved to death I don't 
suppose hterally but as a result of the sufferings of the war, I hate to 
thmk of It. 

I have been very hard at work most of the time since I have been 
here, hstenmg to arguments and wrItmg declSlons, no time for readmg 
except what I half hear whIle playmg solItaIre m the evenmgs As you 
know I don't go out at all and even excuse myself from the White 
House Dmner and Reception for us If you care for nature, WIllIam 
Beebe wntes about It with the accuracy of a sClentlfic man and the 
charm of a poet I have Jmt lIstened wIth much pleasure to Edge of 
the Jungle by him and he has writteIJ a lot of other thmgs 

I must stop As I said, nothing serIOUS, but for the moment I am not 
good for much. 

Ever szncerely yours, 
O. W. HOLMES. 



• 
Letters from John Jay Chapman 

DEAR DAISY· 

TO MRS. WINTHROP CHANLER 

Sylvama, 
November 29,1909. 

If Mrs Wharton is in Paris, give her my love. She's a dear old thing 
-and tell her I wrote a letter a year ago, but It became so long and 
encyclopedIc and so really ternbly profound and mclusive that I had to 

~~~~:oy P~orI ~:r~~ ~~~~ I~fa ~~~:g anythmg go on,at all after such a 

I WIsh I could read her books. The Roman Important pohticians 
used to have a nomenclator whose bus mess It was to know everyone's 
name The nomenclator, who was always a slave, whIspered the name 
of everybody Of course It Imphes slavery, and good old classical 
slavery, of the hIghly educated class-but I WIsh I could have a book 
reader-somebody whom I could force to read any book I had a 
CUrIOSIty to know about Ehzabeth won't do It I find one can get a 
good deal out of buymg a book I suppose the soul of the author 
gratefully reveals Itself through the covers Very often I buy a book 
because of hvmg m the country and fearmg someone lIke you rrught 
drop m and not find anythmg more recent than Samuel Johnson .... 

Yours affecttonately, 
JACK 

TO WILLIAM JAMES 

325 West 82nd Street 
March 28, 1910 

VIllain' to flee away and gIve no bme for notes to catch your slup. 
l've a good mmd to go to Nauhelm I have heart trouble, and so~e.: . 

body once suggested Nauhelm. You leave nobody in this cou'ntry 
except DIclanson MIller I am Just wrItmg to hIm to ask him some 
questIOns-but alas, what does he know? 

The great need IS to get infonnatlOn WIthout reading books. 
Readmg books is so injurious to the mind. I am thinkmg of you and 

of many other great intellects. That is the problem, how to get what is 
in the book out of It WIthout reading it. A good but dangerous way is 
to live with It. Buy it and leave It on a table and talk about it. Then 
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in three months-write about it After thiS, mformation wIll begm to 
comem 

Yours afJectwnately 
and to Mrs James too and much love from my wIfe to you both ... 

TO HIS WIFE 

JACK; 

Saturday 
II POgg20 

4, Vlcolo Carcano 

PSI am having some gold frlOge put on my pants and I have 
assumed the tItle of Monsignore It IS amazmg how easIly gentIlIty SitS 
on me I belIeve some people are Just naturally swells-you know what 
I mean-and fit well m palaces and eat good food naturally and wIth
out effort I remember the first royal palace I saw-seemed to me
gave me a feelmg-Just like the old homestead I often thmk that 
Grandma Jones used to say, 'the Chapmans ""ere once Kmgs' Dear 
old Grandpa, with hIS old cotton socks, wouldn't he be proud If he 
could see me he-hawmg and chaw-chawmg wIth Roman prmces' 

Sunday mormng 
Feb 12 [911 

I begin the day wIth breakfast in bed-as I know the VltiS don't 
get up early and I feel as If thIS were more restful to the household. 
I am so unselfish In small matters Also -the second man-servant 
began talkmg about my bath as soon as I arnved yesterda), and whether 
I would hkc It wet or dry or hot or on toast, and that he would pre
pare It He began agam at dawn Well, 1 dId a very mean thmg to that 
man I took my bath and never told hIm about It tIll afterwards But 
I can't help feclmg that by takzng breakfast zn bed I regamed hIS 
respect and IO've 

I am readmg old Florentme lyrics In the book I got at Splthover's
and may rake up a Theocntus-though S didn't have any I didn't 
spIll any egg III the bed-(or very httle) and to show how one III act 
leads to another I ate my eggs oult of my coffee cup-so had to drmk 
my coffee out of the watt:r glass by my bedside--so, now that they 
have taken the tray away~I have to drink out of the:: water bottle 
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all day-and every dnnk I take, I say tim shows I 'Let this be l\ 
lesson to you! . 

TO MRS. WINTHROP CHANLER 

On the trazn Thanksgivzng day, 191 1. 
DEAR DAISY 

Henry Taylor lent me H Adams' bIg book about hIS Education 
which I read half of ThIs remmds me of you You are a sort of pupll
and castaway, drownmg, clutcher at the plpmg Adams as he SItS on 
rus raft at sunset and combs rus golden half WIth a gpld toothpick 

There ought to be people lIke you m the world-and I hope there 
always wIll be 

But what I wanted to say was how amusmg and delIghtful the 
book IS Why, It'S qUIte a SocJaI fan and Horace Walpole sort of book 
It has the SOCIal pomt of vIew Bon ton-If that's how you spell It
is the altar, and mstead of throwmg a rotten egg at It I ought to wel
come It as you do Surely lIfe IS large or-so small rather-we ought to 
be grateful for thIS type, and I'm a great ass even to cntlcise hIm 

DId you hear what Howells once said to a bormg author who was 
trymg to wnng a complIment out of hIm? 'I dor.'t know how It IS,' 
saId the author, 'I don't seem to wrzte as well as I used to do' 'Oh, 
yes you do-mdeed you do. You wnte as well as you ever dld,-But 
your taste is Improvmg' 1 swear thIS IS as good as Voltaire It's too 
good to be new-must come from Alexandna. Only Alexandna was 
dull, I thmk 

TO S. S. DRURY 

My DEAR DR. DRURY 

Yours afJectzonately 
JACK 

Barrytown, N Y 
Nov 26 1916 

Do you really thmk that if 1 had any ideas on the parent and cruld 
questIOn I'd waste them on you? But Just now 1 am takmg a loaf and 
trymg to forget the whole subject. Is the educatIon of the young the 
whole of hfe? I hate the young-I'm worn out with them They 
absorb you and suck you dry and ate vampIres and selfish brutes at 
best. GIve me some good old rum soaked club men-who can't be im-
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proved and mllke no moral claims-and let me play chequers with 
them and look out of the Club window and thmk about what I'll 
have for dinner. 

Yours fatthfully 
JOHN JAY CHAPMAN 

Sons and Lovers, by D H. Lawrence. New York Modern Library 
JusUce OlIVer Wendell Holmes, HIS Book Notices and Uncollected Papers New 

York Central Book Co 1936 
The LIfe and Letters of Walter Hanes Page, by Burton J Hendnck New York 

Doubleday 19!Z!Z 
The 7 nple Thinkers, by Edmund Wilson New York Harcourt 1938 
John Jay Chapman and Hzs Letters, by M A DeWolfe Howe Boston Houghton 

MdHm 1937 
A. Treasury of the World's Great Letters Edited b} M Lmcoln Schuster. New 

York. Sunon & Schuster. 1940 
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THE FOLLOWING poems were occasioned by the first Worl,d 
War 

DUrIng the first years of thIs century the world to all appearance 
was a settled and orderly place On the whole, prosperIty reigned 
and the )oung thought they could look forward to the future With 

the confidence that It would be much lIke the past There was SOCIal 
progress The condItion of the workmg classes was getting better, there 
was lIttle unemployment, and model dwellmgs were slowly replacing 
foul slums EXIstence even for the poor was tolerable, for the well
to-do It was easy SecurIties paId reasonable dIVIdends and taxes were 
bearable An increasmg number of InVentIOns made lIfe more and 
more comfortable Your lIberty of movement was unhampered, and 
you could travel all over the world with securIty and convenience. 
It entered no one's head that the freedom of the mdIVIdual could be 
threatened Oh, It was a very good world to lIve In 

Alarmists talked, It IS true, of the ambItIOns of Germany, but the 
general opInion of the people at large was that the Powers of Europe 
were suffiCIently ciVIlIzed to settle their dIfferences WIthout recourse 
to war War came It seemed such a monstrous folly that at first 
people couldn't understand what it meant. They talked of busmess as 
usual It never occurred to them that the old world they knew was 
receiving a blow from whIch It would not recover. 

The shock, the moral shock, eXCIted in many the urge to express 
themselves in verse; and poetry, which had been (certainly in England) 
in the doldrums, a pretty, rather trivial exercise, with only Yeats to 
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carry on the tradition of English poetry, richly flowered. "Everyone 
suddenly burst out smging." 

Verse was not only copIously written, but widely read; it seemed 
the natural expressIOn of the time. People spoke of a poetic renaIS
sance Much of the verse that was produced then was wonderfully 
mOVIng, but it looks now as though it owed Its appeal more to the 
moment than to its lOtnnsic worth One thought It better than it was 
because of the circumstances in which it was wrItten Just as one may 
think very well of a poor play because It is superbly acted 

Not all the pIeces I am givmg you here are of great poetic value 
Rupert Brooke, indeed, who was the most famous of them all, wrote 
better poetry than the faintly sentimental hnes I prmt here, but hIS 
unhappy fate, and the emotion that is m them, touch me still 

It may be that in Charles HamIlton Sorley England lost a great 
poet He was twenty when he was kIlled, and hIS one book of verse 
was publIshed after hIS death The poem I have put here is bnght 
WIth the radiance of youth 

You wIll find other poems by A E. Housman later lD trus book I 
felt that his fine hnes "On an Army of Mercenanes" should go in 
thIS place. 

For the Fallen 

LAURENCE BINYON 

WIth proud thanksgIvlOg, a mother for her cruldren, 
England mourns for her dead across the sea 
Flesh of her flesh they were, spmt of her spmt, 
Fallen In the cause of the free. 

Solemn the drums thnll: Death august and royal 
SlOgS sorrow up into nnmortal spheres. 
There IS music In the midst of desolation 
And a glory that shines upon our tears. 

They went With songs to the battle, they were young, 
StraIght of lnnb, true of eye, steady and aglow 
They were staunch to the t.nd agaInst odds uncounted, 
They fell with their faces to the foe. 

~56 



I 
They shall grow not old, as we that are left grow old' 
Age shall not weary them, nor the years condemn 
At the gOing down of the sun and In the morning 
We wIll remember them. 

They mmgle not with thelI laughmg comrades agam; 
They SIt no more at famIliar tables of home, 
They have no lot In our labour of the day-hme, 
They sleep beyond England's foam 

But where our deslfes are and our hopes profound, 
Felt as a well-sprmg that IS hIdden from SIght, 
To the mnermost heart of theIr own land they are known 
As the stars are known to the Nlght, 

As the stars that shall be bnght when we are dust, 
Movmg in marches upon the heavenly plam, 
As the stars that are starry in the hme of our darkness, 
To the end, to the end, they remam 

Everyone Sang 

SIEGFRIED SASSOON 

Everyone suddenly burst out smgmg, 
And I \\-as filled \\-lth such dehght 
As pnsoned blrds must find m freedom 
Wmgmg wIldly across the whIte 
Orchards and dark green fields, on, on, and out of SIght 

Everyone's VOlce was suddenly hfted, 
And beauty came like the settmg sun 
My heart was ~haken WIth tears, and horror 
Dnfted away 0, but every,one 
Was a bIrd, and the song was wordless, the smgmg WIll never be done. 
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From My Diary, July 1914 
WILFRID OWEl'Ii 

Leaves 
Murmuring by myriads m the shimmering trees. 

Lives 
Wakenmg wIth wonder m the Pyrenees. 

Buds . 
CheerIly chIrpmg in the early day 

Bards 
Smgmg of summer scythmg thro' the hay. 

Bees 
Shakmg the heavy dews from bloom and frond. 

Boys 
Burstmg the surface of the ebony pond 

Flashes 
Of SWImmers carvmg thro' the sparklmg cold. 

Fleshes 
Gleammg wlth wetness to the mornmg gold 

A mead 
Bordered about WIth warblmg water brooks 

A maId 
Laughmg the love-laugh WIth me, proud of looks. 

The heat 
Throbbmg between the upland and the peak 

Her heart 
QUIvermg WIth paSSIOn to my pressed cheek 

BraIdmg 
Of floatmg flames across the mountam brow. 

Broodmg 
Of stIllness, and a sIghmg of the bough 

StIrs 
Of leaflets in the gloom; soft petal-showers; 

Stars 
Expandmg WIth the starr'd nocturnal flowers. 



Greater Love 

WILFRED OWEN 

Red lIps are not so red 
As the stained stones lussed by the EnglIsh deaci. 

Kmdness of wooed and wooer 
Seems shame to theIr love pure 
o Love, your eyes lose lure 

When I behold eyes bhnded m my stead' 

Your slender attitude 
Trembles not exqulSlte hke lImbs kmfe-skewed, 

Rollmg and rollmg there 
Where God seems not to care, 
Tdl the fierce love they bear 

Cramps them m death's extreme decrepItude 

Your VOlce smgs not so soft,-
Though even as wmd murmunng through raftered loft,

Your dear VOlce IS not clear, 
GentJe, .and evenmg de.ar, 
As theIrs whom none no\\- hear 

Now earth has stopped theIr plteous mouths that coughed. 

Heart, you were never hot, 
Nor large, nor full hke hearts made great with shot, 

And though your hand be pale, 
Paler are all which traIl 
Your cross through flame and haIl 

Weep, you may weep, for you may touch them not 

Breakfast 

WILFRID GIBSON 

We ate our breakfast lying on our backs 
Because the shells were screechmg overhead. 
I bet a rasher to a loaf df bread 
That Hull United would beat Halifax 
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When Simmy Stainthorpe played full-back instead 
Of Billy Bradford. Ginger raised his head 
And cursed, and took the bet, and dropt back dead. 
We ate our breakfast lying on our backs 
Because the shells were screechmg overhead. 

The Soldier 

RUPERT BROOKE 

If I should die, think only thIs of me 
That there's some corner of a foreIgn field 

That IS for ever England There shall be 
In that nch earth a ncher dust concealed, 

A dust whom England bore, shaped, made aware, 
Gave, once, her flowers to love, her ways to roam, 

A body of England's, breathmg EnglIsh aIr, 
Washed by the nvers, blest by suns of home 

And thmk, thIs heart, all evIl shed away, 
A pulse m the eternal mmd, no less 

GIves somewhere back the thoughts by England gIven; 
Her sIghts and sounds, dreams happy as her day, 

And laughter, learnt of friends, and gentleness, 
In hearts at peace, under an EnglIsh heaven 

I Have a Rendezvous with Death 

ALAN SEEGER 

I have a rendezvous with Death 
At some dIsputed barncade, 
When Spring comes back with rustling shade 
And apple blossoms fill the air-
I have a rendezvous with Death 
When Spnng bnngs back blue days and fair. 
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It may be he shall take my hand, 
And lead me into his dark land, 
And close my eyes and quench my breath
It may be I shall pass rum stIll. 
I have a rendezvous wIth Death 
On some scarred slope of battered hIll, 
When Spnng comes round agam thIS year 
And the first meadow flowers appear 

God knows 'twere better to be deep 
PIllowed In sIlk and scented down, 
Where Love throbs out In bhssful sleep, 
Pulse mgh to pulse, and breath to breath, 
Where hushed awakenIng~ arc dear 
But I've a rendezvous wlth Death 
At mldmght m some fhmmg to\\D, 
When Spnng tnps north agam thls year, 
And I to my pledged word am true, 
I shall not fall that rcndezvou~ 

The Song of the Ungirt Runners 

CHARLES HAMILTON SORLEY 

We swing ungIrded 'hlps, 
And lIghtened are our eyes, 
The ram IS on our bps, 
We do not run for prlZe. 
We know not whom we trust 
Nor whltherward we fare, 
But we run because we must 

Through the great WIde au. 

The waters of the seas 
Are troubled as by storm 
The tempest stnps the trees 
And does not leave them warm. 
Does the tearmg tempest pause? 
Do the tree tops as~ It why? 
So we run without a cause 

'Neath the bIg bare sky 
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The rain is on Our lips, 
We do not run for prize. 
But the stonn the water whips 
And the wave howls to the skies. 
The wmds arIse and strIke It 
And scatter it hke sand, 
And we run because we like it 

Through the broad brIght land. 

Epitaph on an Army of Mercenaries 

A. E. HOUSMAN 

These, 10 the day when heaven was falling, 
The hour when earth's foundatIons fled, 

Followed their mercenary calhng 
And took their wages and are dead 

Their shoulders held the sky suspended, 
They stood, and earth's foundatIons stay; 

What God abandoned, these defended, 
And saved the sum of things for pay. 

Co1l6ct6d Poems, by Rupert Brooke New York Dodd 1915 
Poems, by Wlifred Owen New York Vlkmg 1921 
Battle, and Other Poems, by WilfrId GIbson New York Macmillan. 19 16 
Fuel, by WIlfnd Gibson New York Macnullan 1934 
Satmcal Poems, by Slegfned Sassoon. New York Vlkmg 1928 
Vigils, by Slegfned Sassoon New York Vl1ung 1936 
Rk')imBd Rummatlons, by SiegfrIed Sassoon. New York. Vlkltlg 194 1• 



IN MY INTRODUCTION to this anthology I said that in The Trav
eller's Lzbrary I had mcluded three novels. If I had had room to do 
this here, I should have been hard put to it to decide which novels to 
choose In order to carry out the scheme I had in mmd. The central one 
would certamly have been a detective story, for the vogue of this kmd of 
fictIon has been the most remarkable hterary event of our time. The 
detective novel has long ceased to be a form that is dismissed with a 
scornful shrug of the shoulders by the wise and good Murder stories 
are "read, we are told, by statesmen and bishops, by philosophers and 
bank presidents. No one then need any longer feel It necessary to 
apologize for hit taste for them. The names of famous sleuths are as 
famlhar to us as the names of film stars. 

But SInce I could not possIbly prInt here a complete novel, I have 
put together the three short stones to which I now invite your atten
tIOn. I am encouraged to do thIs because no less an authority than 
Ellery Queen in the introductIOn to a recent anthology has With en
gaging candor stated that the detectIve novel is only a short story 
padded out to novel length. 

In passmg, I should mentIOn the fact that I am well aware that 
Ellery Queen IS a name that covers the personahtles of two writen 
assisted In their labors, if rumor speaks true, by a staff of stenographen, 
secretaries, reformed burglars, legal advisers and medical experts. The 
Ilzad and the Odyssey are the result of generatIOns of poetic opera
tion, during which older versions of ,the matenal were assimilated and 
altered, and we know that even when they were <complete, entire pas
Sages of later ongin were inserted, but scholars still continue to speak 
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of Homer as \hough one man, the blind old man of Chios, were 
the sole author of the two epics, so I feel justified in sinularly referring 
to the two wrIters who have written the many books that have carned 
the name of Ellery Queen to the remotest parts of the earth. 

It IS natural that the publIc should prefer a detective novel to a 
detectlVe story, for when you are out to be thrIlled, you want WIthIn 
reason to be thrIlled as long as may be. It IS unsatIsfactory to get a good 
murder and be glVen its solution at the end of a dozen pages, you want 
to be tantahzed by suspect after suspect, teased by clue after clue, untIl 
in the small hours of the morning you have reached page three hundred 
and can go to sleep, your CUrIosIty satIsfied, WIth the happy feelmg 
of somethmg done 

Before leavmg you to read the three tales that follow. I should lIke 
to pomt out to you that It is very dIfficult to wnte a detectIve story 
that IS excltmg and mystIfymg and that does not too greatly outrage 
probablhty The author may Justly claIm a certam suspenSIOn of dIS
belief, but he should not ask you to accept behaVIOr that runs contrary 
to elementary common sense The motIve for the murder should at 
least be plausible, Its method not so complIcated as to seem ImpOSSIble, 
and (to my mind at least) the murderer should have been able to 
persuade hImself that WIth any luck he could get away With it. I 
thmk these three stones satIsfy these demands as well as can reasonably 
be expected In an imperfect world 

The Avenging Chance 

ANTHONY BERKELEY 

ROGER SHERINOHAM was mclmed to thmk afterwards that the POIsoned 
Chocolates Case, as the papers called It, was perhaps the most perfectly 
planned murder he had ever encountered. The motIve was so ObVIOUS, 
when you knew where to look for it-but you dIdn't know, the method 
was so stgruficant when you had grasped Its real essentIals--but you 
didn't grasp them; the traces were so thInly covered, when you had 
realised what was covenng them-but you dIdn't realISe. But for a 
pIece of the merest bad luck, which the murderer could not poSilbly 
have foreseen, the crone must hayt: been added to the classical list of 
great mysterIes 

This is the gISt of the case, as Chief Inspector Moresby told it one 
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evening to Roger in the latter's rooms III the Albany afWeek or so after 
it happened'-

On the past Fnday morning, the fifteenth of November, at half past 
ten o'clock, III accordance WIth hIS IllvarIable custom, SIr Wilham 
Anstruther walked mto hIS club III PIccadIlly, the very exclusive Ram
bow Club, and asked for hIS letters The porter handed hIm three and 
a small parcel SIr W tlham walked over to the fireplace III the big 
lounge hall to open them 

A few mmutes later another member entered the club, a Mr Graham 
Beresford Therc were a lctter and a couple of cIrculars for hIm, and 
he also strolled over to the fireplace, noddmg to SIr Wilham, but not 
speakmg to hIm. The two men only knew each other very slIghtly, and 
had probably never exchanged more than a dozen words m all 

Havmg glanced through hIS letters, SIr WIlham opened the parcel 
and, after a moment, snorted WIth dIsgust Beresford looked at hIm, 
and With a grunt SIr Wilham thrust out a letter whIch had been en
closed m the parcel ConcealIng a smIle (SIr WIlham's ways were a 
matter of some amusement to hIS fellow members), Beresford read 
the letter It was from a bIg firm of chocolate manufacturers, Mason 
& Sons, and set forth that they were puttmg on the market a new 
brand of hqueur chocolates deSIgned espeCIally to appeal to men, would 
Sir WIlham do them the honour of acceptmg the enclosed two-pound 
box and lettmg the firm have hIS candId opmIOn on them ~ 

"Do they thInk I'm a blank chorus gIrl''' fumed SIr WIlham "Wnte 
'em testtmomals about theIr blank chocolates, Indeed I Blank 'em I I'll 
complaIn to the blank commIttee That sort of blank tiling can't blank 
well be allowed here" 

"Well, It'S an III wmd so far as I'm concerned," Beresford soothed 
him "It's remmded me of somethmg My WIfe and I had a bo'\{ at the 
ImperIal last mght I bet her a box of chocolates to a hundred CIga
rettes that she wouldn't spot the villam by the end of the second act. 
She won I must remember to get them Have you seen It-The Creak
mg Skull~ Not a bad show" 

SIr WIlham had not seen It, and SaId so WIth force 
"Want a box of chocolates, dId you say?" he added, more mildly. 

"Well, take thIS blank one I don't want It" 
For a moment Beresford demurred pohtely and then, most un

fortunately for himself, accepted The money so saved meant nothing 
to hIm for he was a wealthy man, but trouble was always worth saving. 

By an extraordinanly lucky charlee nelther the outer wrapper of 
the box nor Its coverIng letter were thrown into the fire, and tlus was 
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the more fortu!ate in that both men had tossed the envelopes of their 
letters into the flames. Sir WIlliam did, indeed, make a bundle of the 
wrapper, letter and string, but he handed It over to Beresford, and the 
latter simply dropped it Inside the fender. This bundle the porter tiub. 
sequently extracted and, be10g a man of orderly habits, put it tI,.Jily 
away in the waste paper basket, whence it was retneved later by the 
police. 

Of the three unconscious protagonists in the impending tragedy, 
Sir William was without doubt the most remarkable Still a year 01 

two under fifty, he looked, with his flam10g red face and thIckset figure, 
a typical country squire of the old school, and both his manners and 
his language were in accordance with tradition HIS habits, especially 
as regards women, were also in accordance wIth tradItIOn-the tradI
tion of the bold, bad baronet which he undoubtedly was. 

In comparison with him, Beresford was rather an ordinary man, a 
tall, dark, not handsome fellow of two.and-thirty, qUIet and reserved 
His father had left him a rich man, but idleness dId not appeal to hIm, 
and he had a finger m a good many bUSIness pIes 

Money attracts money Graham Beresford had 10herited it, he made 
it, and, inevitably, he had mamed it, too. The daughter of a late ship
owner in Liverpool, with not far off half a mIllIon 10 her own nght 
But the money was incidental, for he needed her and would have mar· 
ned her just as ineVItably (said hIS friends) If she had not had a 
farthing A tall, rather senous·mmded, hIghly cultured gIrl, not so 
young that her character had not had time to form (she was twenty-five 
when Beresford married her, three years ago), she was the Ideal wife 
for him. A bit of a Puritan perhaps m some ways, but Beresford, whose 
wild oats, though duly sown, had been a sparse crop, was ready enough 
to be a Puritan himself by that time If she was To make no bones about 
it, the Beresfords succeeded in achieving that eighth wonder of the 
modern world, a happy marnage 

And into the middle of it there dropped with irretrievable tragedy, 
the box of chocolates. • 

Beresford gave them to her after lunch as they sat over their coffee, 
with some jesting remark about paying his honourable debts, and she 
opened the box at once. The top layer, she noticed, seemed to consist 
only of kirsch and maraschmo Beresford, who dId not belIeve in spoil. 
ing good coffee, refused when she offered hIm the box, and his Wife ate 
the first one alone As she did so she exclaimed in surprise that the 
filling seemed exceedingly strong and posluvely burnt her mc.uth. 

Beresford explained that they were samples of a new brand and then, 
made curious by what his wife had said, took one too A burmng taste, 
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not mtolerable but much too strong to be pleasant, followed the release 
of the liquid, and the almond flavouring seemed quite excessive 

"By Jove," he said, "they are strong. They must be filled wIth neat 
alcohol." 

"Oh, they wouldn't do that, surely," said hIS wIfe, takmg another 
"But they are very strong I thmk I rather lIke them, though" 

Beresford ate another, and dIslIked It shll more "I don't," he saId 
with deCIsion "They make my tongue feel qmte numb I shouldn't eat 
any more of them If I were you I thmk there's somethmg wrong WIth 
them" 

"Well, they're only an experIment, I suppose," she saId "But they 
do burn. I'm not sure whether I lIke them or not" 

A few mmutes later Beresford went out to keep a busmess appomt
ment m the CIty He left her ~tIll trymg to make up her mmd whether 
she lIked them, and stIll eatmg them to deCIde Beresford remembered 
that scrap of conversatIOn afterwards very VIVIdly, because It was the 
last time he saw hIS wlfe alIve 

That was roughly half past two At a quarter to four Beresford 
arrIved at hIS club from the CIty In a taXl, m a state of collapse. He 
was helped mto the bwldmg by the drIver and the porter, and both 
deSCrIbed hIm subsequently as pale to the pomt of ghasthness, WIth 
starlllg eyes and lIVId bps, and rus skm damp and clammy HIS mind 
seemed unaffected, however, and when they had got hIm up the steps 
he was able to walk, WIth the porter's help, mto the lounge 

The porter, thoroughly alarmed, wanted to send for a doctor at once, 
but Bere~ford, who was the last man In the world to make a fuss, re
fused to let hIm, saying that it must be mdlgestIon and he would be all 
rIght m a few mmutes To SIr WIlham Anstruther, however, who was 
m the lounge at the tIme, he added after the porter had gone 

"Yes, and I bebeve it was those mfernal chocolates you gave me, now 
I come to thmk of It I thought there was somethmg funny about them 
at the bme I'd better go and find out If my WIfe-" He broke off 
abruptly. HIS body, whIch had been leanmg back lImply in hIS chair, 
suddenly heaved rIgIdly uprIght, hIS jaws locked together, the lIVid bps 
drawn back m a horrIble grin, and hIS hands clenched on the arms of 
his chair. At the same bme SIr WIlham became aware of an unmistak
able smell of bItter almonds. 

Thoroughly alarmed, belIeving indeed that the man was dying under 
hIS eyes, SIr WIlham raIsed a shout for the porter and a doctor. The 
other occupants of the lounge hurrIeq up, and between them they got 
the convulsed body of the unconscIOUS man into a more comfortable 
position. Before the doc to\" could arrIve a telephone message was re-
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ceived at the ckb from an agitated butler askmg if Mr. Beresford was 
there, and if so would he come home at once as Mrs. Beresford had 
been taken seriously ill. As a matter of fact she was already dead. 

Beresford dId not die He had taken less of the pOlson than Ius wife, 
who after his departure must have eaten at least three more of the 
chocolates, so that Its actlOn was less rapid and the doctor had time to 
save rum As a matter of fact it turned out afterwards that he had not 
had a fatal dose By about eIght o'clock that night he was conSCIOUS; the 
next day he was practically convalescent 

As for the unfortunate Mrs Beresford, the doctor had arrived too 
late to save her, and she passed away very rapIdly m a deep coma. 

The pohce had taken the matter m hand as soon as Mrs Beresford's 
death was reported to them and the fact of pOlson estabhshed, and It 
was only a very short tIme before thmgs had become narrowed down 
to the chocolates as the active agent 

SIr WIlham was mterrogated, the letter and wrapper were recovered 
from the waste paper basket, and, even before the sIck man was out of 
danger, a detective mspector was askmg for an mterview WIth the man
aging duector of Mason & Sons Scotland Yard moves qUIckly 

It was the pollee theory at thIS stage, based on what SIr WIlliam and 
the two doctors had been able to tell them, that by an act of cnmmal 
carelessness on the part of one of Mason's employees, an exceSSIve 
amount of 011 of bItter almonds had been mcluded m the fillmg mixture 
of the chocolates, for that was what the doctor had deCIded must be the 
poisorung ingredIent However, the managmg dIrector quashed thIS Idea 
at once 011 of bItter almonds, he asserted, was never used by Mason's 

He had more mterestmg news still Havmg read wIth undIsgUIsed 
astonishment the covermg letter, he at once declared that 1t was a 
forgery No such letter, no such samples had been sent out by the firm 
at all l a new vanety of lIqueur chocolates had never even been mooted 
The fatal chocolates were theIr ordmary brand 

Unwrappmg and exammmg one more clo~ely, he called the In
spector's attentlOn to a mark on the underSIde, wruch he suggested was 
the remams of a small hole dnlled m the ca~e, through willch the hquid 
could have been extracted and the fatal fillmg mserted, the hole after
wards bemg stopped up wIth softened chocolate, a perfectly sunple 
operatlOn 

He exammed 1t under a magmfymg glass and the Inspector agreed 
It was now clear to hIm that somebody had been trymg dehberately 
to murder SIr WIlham Anstrut~r 

Scotland Yard doubled Its actIVItIes The chocolates were sent for 
analysIS, SIr WIlham was intervIewed agam, and so was the now con-

268 



I 
scious Beresford. From the latter the doctor insisted that the news or 
his wife's death must be kept till the next day, as In his weakened 
condition the shock might be fatal, so that nothing very helpful was 
obtained from hIm. 

Nor could SIr WIlham throw any lIght on the mystery or produce a 
single person who mIght have any grounds for trymg to kIll hIm He 
was livmg apart from hiS wIfe, who was the prIncIpal beneficiary in 
his wIll, but she was In the South of FIance, as the French pohce subse
quently confirmed HIS estate In Worcestershire, heavIly mortgaged. 
was entaIled and went to a nephew, but as the rent he got for it barely 
covered the mterest on the mortgage, and the nephew was consIder
ably better off than SIr Wilham himself, there was no motIve there. 
The polIce were at a dead end 

The analysIs brought one or two interestIng facts to lIght Not oil of 
bitter almonds but mtrobenzme, a kmdred substance, chIefly used in 
the manufacture of amlme dyes, was the somewhat surpnsmg pOlson 
employed Each chocolate m the upper layer contamed exactly SIX 
mmIm~ of It, m a mIxture of kITSch and maraschmo. The chocolates 
In the other layers were harmless. 

As to the other clues, they seemed equally useless. The sheet of 
Mason's note paper was IdentIfied by Merton's, the pnnters, as of their 
work, but there was nothmg to show how It had got mto the murderer's 
possession All that could be saId was that, the edges bemg dIstInCtly 
yellowed, It must be an old pIece The machIne on which the letter had 
been typed, of course, could not be traced From the wrapper, a pIece 
of ordmary brown paper WIth SIr WIlham's address hand-pnnted on it 
m large capitals, there was nothmg to be learnt at all beyond that the 
parcel had been posted at the offiee in Southampton Street between the 
hours of 8.30 and 9 30 on the preVIOUS evening 

Only one thmg was qUIte clear. Whoever had coveted SIr WIlham's 
life had no mtentIon of paymg for It WIth Ius or her own 

"And now you know as much as we do, Mr. Sheringham," concluded 
Chief Inspector Moresby; "and If you can say who sent those chocolates 
to Sir WIlliam, you'll know a good deal more." 

Roger nodded thoughtfully. 
"It's a brute of a case I met a man only yesterday who was at school 

with Beresford He didn't know him very well because Beresford was 
on the modern SIde and my friend wa~ a classical bird, but they were 
in the same house He says Beresford's absolutely knocked over by his 
WIfe's death. I WISh you could find out who sent those chocolates, 
Moresby." 



"So do I, :Jr. Sheringham," said Moresby gloomily. 
"It might have been anyone in the whole world," Roger mused. 

''What about feminine jealousy, for instance' Sir William's private 
life doesn't seem to be Immaculate I dare say there's a good deal of 
oft' with the old hght-o'-love and on WIth the new." 

"Why, that's Just what I've been lookmg into, Mr. Sheringham, SIr," 

retorted Cruef Inspector Moresby reproachfully. "That was the first 
thing that came to me. Because If anythIng does stand out about thIS 
business it is that It's a woman's crime Nobody but a woman would 
send poisoned chocolates to a man Another man would send a poi
soned sample of whIsky, or somethmg lrke that" 

"That's a very sound pomt, Moresby," Roger medItated "Very 
sound indeed And SIr Wilham couldn't help you?" 

"Couldn't," said Moresby, not without a trace of resentment, "or 
wouldn't I was mchned to belIeve at first that he mIght have his 
suspicions and was shIeldmg some woman But I don't thmk so now." 

"Humph!" Roger dId not seem qUIte so sure "It's remInISCent, thIS 
case, isn't It? DIdn't some lunatIc once send pOIsoned chocolates to the 
CommIssIoner of Pollee hImself? A good cnme always gets ImItated, 
as you know." 

Moresby brIghtened 
"It's funny you should say that, Mr. Shermgham, because that's the 

very conclUSIOn I've come to I've tested every other theory, and so far 
as I know there's not a soul WIth an mterest m SIr Wilham's death, 
whether from motIves of gam, revenge, or what you lIke, whom I 
haven't had to rule qUIte out of it In fact, I've pretty well made up my 
mind that the person who sent those chocolates was some IrresponsIble 
lunatIc of a woman, a socIal or rehglOus fanatIc who's probably never 
even seen hIm And If that's the case," Moresby SIghed, "a fat chance I 
have of ever laymg hands on her" 

"Unless Chance steps m, as It so often does," saId Roger brightly, 
"and helps you A tremendous lot of cases get solved by a stroke of 
sheer luck, don't they? Chance the Avenger It would make an ex
cellent film tItle But there's a lot of truth m it If I were superstItIous, 
wruch I'm not, I should say It wa5n't chance at all, but ProvIdence 
avenging the vIctIm" 

"Well, Mr Shermgham," saId Moresby, who was not superstItious 
either, "to tell the truth, I don't mmd what It is, so long as It lets me 
get my hands on the rIght person" 

If Moresby had paId rus VISIt ~ Roger Sheringham WIth any hope of 
tappmg that gentleman's brams, he went away dlSappomted. 

To tell the truth, Roger was mclined to agree with the Cluef In-
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-spector's >lonclusion, that the attempt on the life of Sir William An
struther and the actual murder of the unfortunate Mrs. Beresford 
must be the work of some unknown criminal lunatic. For tlus reason, 
although he thought about it a good deal during the next few days, he 
made no attempt to take the case in hand. It was the sort of affair, 
necessltatmg endless inquiries that a private person would have neIther 
the time nor the authonty to carry out, whIch can be handled only by 
the offiCIal polIce. Roger's mterest In it was purely academIC. 

It was hazard, a chance encounter nearly a week later, whIch trans
lated thiS mterest from the academIC mto the personal. 

Roger was in Bond Street, about to go through the dIstressing ordeal 
of bUYIng a new hat Along the pavement he suddenly saw bearmg 
down on hIm Mrs Verreker-le-Flemmmg Mrs Verreker-le-Flemmmg 
was small, exqUISIte, rich, and a Widow, and she sat at Roger's feet 
whenever he gave her the opportumty But she talked She talked, m 
fact, and talked, and talked And Roger, who rather hked talking him
self, could not bear it He tned to dart across the road, but there was 
no opemng In the traffic stream He was cornered 

Mrs Verreker-le-Flemmmg fastened on him gladly 
"Oh, Mr Sheringham I Just the person I wanted to see Mr Sher

ingham, do tell me. In confidence Are you takmg up thIS dreadful 
business of poor Joan Beresford's death ')" 

Roger, the frozen and imbeCIle grin of ciVIlIsed intercourse on his 
face, tned to get a word in, Without result. 

"I was horrIfied when I heard of it-SImply horrified You see, Joan 
and I were such very close fnends QUite mtImate And the awful 
thmg, the truly temble thmg IS that Joan brought the whole business 
on herself Isn't that appalllng~" 

Roger no longer wanted to escape 
"What dId you say?" hp managed to msert incredulously. 
"I suppose it's what they call tragic irony," Mrs. Verreker-Ie-Flem

ming chattered on "Certamly It was tragIC enough, and I've never 
heard anythmg so ternbly IrOnIcal You know about that bet she made 
with her husband, of course, so that he had to get her a box of choco
lates, and if he hadn't SIr WIlham would never have given hIm the 
pOIsoned ones and he'd have eaten them and dIed rumself and good 
nddance? Well, Mr Shermgham--" Mrs Verreker-Ie-Flemming 
lowered her voice to a conspirator's whisper and glanced about her in 
the approved manner. "I've never told anybody else this, but I'm te11ing 
you because 1 know you'll appreCIate It Joan wasn't playmg faIT'" 

"How do you mean?" Roger asked. bewildered. 
Mrs Verreker-le-Flemmmg was artlessly pleased with her sensation 
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"Why, she'~ seen the play before. We went togt'ther, the very first 
week it was on She knew who the vIllain was all the time." 

"By Jove'" Roger was as impressed as Mrs Verreker-Ie-Flemmiog 
could have wished "Chance the Avenger! We're none of us immune 
from it" 

"Poetic justice, you mean?" twittered Mrs. Verreker-le-FlemmingJ 

to whom these remarks had been somewhat obscure "Yes, but Joan 
Beresford of all people' That's the extraordInary thIng I should never 
have thought Joan would do a thmg lIke that She was such a nice gIrl. 
A httle close WIth money, of course, consIdermg how well-off they are, 
but that isn't anything Of course it was only fun, and puIIing her hus
band's leg, but I always used to thmk Joan was such a senous gzrl, Mr 
Sheringham I mean, ordinary people don't talk about honour, and 
truth, and playing the game, and all those thmgs one takes for granted 
But Joan dId She was always saymg that thIS wasn't honourable, or 
that wouldn't be playmg the game Well, she paId herself for not play
ing the game, poor gIrl, dIdn't she? StIli, It all goes to show the truth of 
the old sayIng, doesn't It?" 

"What old saymg?" saId Roger, hypnotised by thIS flow. 
"Why, that still waters run deep. Joan must have been deep, I'm 

afraId" Mrs Vcrreker-le-Flemmmg sighed It was eVIdently a SOCIal 
error to be deep "I mean, she certamly took me m She can't have 
been qUIte so honourable and truthful as she was always pretendmg, 
can she? And I can't help wondermg whether a gIrl who'd deceIve 
her husband In a little thmg lIke that mIght not-oh, well, I don't 
want to say anythmg agamst poor Joan now she's dead, poor darlmg. 
but sht' can't have been quzte such a plaster samt aftt'r all, can she" I 
mean," saId Mrs Verreker-le-Flemmmg, in hasty extenuatIOn of these 
suggestIons, "I do think psychology is so very interestmg, don't you, 
Mr Shenngham"" 

"Sometimes, very," Roger agreed gravely. "But you mentioned SIr 
William Anstruther Just now. Do you know him, too"" 

"I used to," Mrs Verreker-Ie-Flemming replied, without particular 
interest "Horrible man' Always runrung after some woman or other 
And when he's tired of her, just drops her-blff'-hke that At least," 
added Mrs Verreker-le-Flemmmg somewhat hastIly, "so I've heard." 

"And what happens If she refuses to be dropped"" 
"Oh dear, I'm sure I don't know 1 suppose you've heard the latest." 
Mrs Verreker-Ie-Flemming hurried on, perhaps a tnfle more pmk 

than the dehcate aids to nature po her cheeks would have warranted. 
"He's taken up with that Bryce woman now. You know, the wife of 
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the oil man, or petrol, or whatever he made his mont;y in It began 
about three weeks ago. You'd have thought that dreadful business of 
bemg responsIble, In a way, for poor Joan Beresford's death would 
have sobered him up a little, wouldn't you? But not a blt of it, he-" 

Roger was following another lme of thought. 
"What a pIty you weren't at the ImperIal wIth the Beresfords that 

everung She'd never have made that bet If you had been" Roger 
looked extremely mnocent "You weren't, I suppose" 

"P" querIed Mrs Verreker-Ie-Flemmmg m surprIse "Good gracIous, 
no. I was at the new revue at the PaVIlIon L'ldy Gavelstoke had a box 
and asked me to Jom her party " 

"Oh, yes Good show, Isn't It? I thought that sketch The Semplternal 
Trzangle very clever Didn't you?" 

"The Sempzternal Trzangle~" wavered Mrs Verreker-le-Flemmmg. 
"Yes, m the first half" 
"Oh' Then I didn't s~e It I got there dlsgracefuIIy late, I'm afraid. 

But then," said Mrs Verreker-le-Flemmmg WIth pathos, "I always do 
seem to be late for SImply cverythmg " 

Roger kept the rest of the conversation resolutely upon theatres But 
before he left her he had ascertamed that she had photographs of both 
Mrs Beresford and Sir WillIam Anstruther, and had obtamed permis. 
sion to borrow them some hme As soon as she was out of view he 
haIled a taXI and gave Mrs Vcrreker-le-Flemmmg's address He 
thought It better to tah.e advantage of her permission at a tIme when 
he would not have to pay for It a second bme over 

The parlourmald seemed to thmk there was nothmg odd in his 
miSSIOn, and took him up to the drawmg-room at once A corner of 
the room was devoted to the Silver-framed photographs of Mrs. 
Verrcker-le-Flcmmmg's fnends, and there were many of them. Roger 
exammed them With mterest, and finally took away With hIm not two 
photographs but SIX, those of Sir Wilham, Mrs Beresford, Beresford, 
two strange males who appeared to belong to the SIr WIlham perIod, 
and, lastly, a lIkeness of Mrs. Verreker-le-Flemmmg herself. Roger 
Irked confusmg hIS traIl 

For the rest of the day he was very busy 
HIS activItIes would have no doubt seemed to Mrs. Verreker-le~ 

Flemmmg not merely bafHmg but pomtless. He paId a VIsit to a public 
lIbrary, for mstance, and consulted a work of reference, after wruch he 
took a taXI and drove to the offices of the Anglo-Eastern Perfumery 
Company, where he mqwred for a certain Mr. Joseph Lea Hardwick 
and seemed much put out on hearmg that no such gentleman was 
known to the firm and was certamly not employed In any of theIr 
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branches. Mapy questions had to be put about thE' firm. and its 
branches before he consented to abandon the quest. 

After that he drove to Messrs. Weall and Wilson, the well-known 
institution which protects the trade interests of indiVlduals and advises 
its subscribers regardmg investments Here he entered lus name as a 
subscnber, and explammg that he had a large sum of monc), to invest, 
filled in one of the special inquiry forms whIch are headed Strictly 
Confidential. 

Then he went to the Rainbow Club, in Piccadilly 
Introducmg hImself to the porter Without a b,ush as connected with 

Scotland Yard, he asked the man a number of questIOns, more or less 
trivial, concernmg the tragedy 

"Sir WIlham, I understand," he said finally, as If by the way, "dId 
not dme here the evening before" 

There it appeared that Roger was wrong SIr Wilham had dmed In 

the club, as he did about three times a weck. 
"But I quite understood he wasn't here that evemng," Roger sdld 

plaintively. 
The porter was emphatic. He remembered qUite well So dId a 

waIter, whom the porter summoned to corroborate hIm SIr Wilham 
had dmed, rather late, and had not left the dmmg-room till about nme 
o'clock. He spent the evemng there, too, the walter knew, or at least 
some of it, for he himself had taken hIm a whISky and soda m the 
lounge not less than half an hour later. 

Roger retired. 
He retired to Merton's, in a taxi. 
It seemed that he wanted some new note paper printed, of a very 

speCIal kmd, and to the young woman behmd the counter he specified 
at great length and in wearISome detail exactly what he dId want. 
The young woman handed hIm the books of specimen plcces and 
IlSked him to see If there was any style there which would SUIt him 
Roger glanced through them, remarkmg garrulously to the young 
woman that he had been recommended to Merton's by a very dear 
friend, whose photograph he happened to have on him at that moment. 
Wasn't that a cunous comcIdence;> The young woman agreed that 
It was. 

"About a fortnight ago, I think, my fnend was in here last," said 
Roger, producing the photograph "RecognIse thts?" 

The young woman took the photograph, wIthout apparent interest. 
"ch, yes, I remember. About some note paper, too, wasn't it;> So 

that's your friend Well, it's a small world. Now this ill a line we're 
IiClling a good deal of just now." 
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Roger went back to his rooms to dine. Afterwards, 'feeling restless, 
he wandered out of the Albany and turned up Plccaddly. He wandered 
round the Circus, thinklOg hard, and paused for a moment out of habit 
to mspect the photographs of the new revue hung outside the Pavdion. 
The next thing he reahsed was that he had got as far as Jermyn Street 
and was standmg outSide the Imperial Theatre Glancmg at the adver
tisements of The Creakzng Skull, he saw that it began at half past 
eight Glancing at hiS watch, he saw that the tIme was twenty-nine 
mmutes past the hour He had an evenmg to get through somehow. He 
went inside 

The next mornmg, very early for Roger, he called on Moresby at 
Scotland Yard 

"Moresby," he said without preamble, "I want you to do something 
for me Can you find me a taximan who took a fare from Plccaddly 
CIrCUS or Its neighbourhood at about ten past nme on the evenmg 
before the Bere~ford cnme to the Strand somewhere near the bottom 
of Southampton Street, and another who took a fare back between 
those pomts? I'm not sure about the first Or one taxI might have been 
used for the double Journey, but I doubt that Anyhow, try to find out 
for me, WIll you;»> 

"What arc you up to now, Mr Shenngham?" ~10resby asked 
suspiCIously 

"Breakmg down an mterestmg alIbi," replIed Roger serenely "By 
the way, I know who sent tho~e chocolates to Sir Wilham I'm just 
bUlldmg up a Dice structure of eVidence for you Rmg up my rooms 
.... hen you\,e got those taximen" 

He strolled out, leavmg Moresby pOSitively gaping after him. 
The rest of the day he spent apparently trying to buy a second-hand 

typewnter He was very particular that It should be a Hamllton No 4. 
When the shop people tned to mduce hIm to consider other makes he 
refused to look at them, saymg that he had had the Hamllton No 4 so 
strongly recommended to him by a fnend who had bought one about 
three weeks ago Perhaps it was at thiS very shop? No? They hadn't 
sold a Hamilton No 4 for the last three months? How odd. 

But at one shop they had ~old a Hamilton No 4 within the last 
month, and that was odder still 

At half past four Roger got back to ms rooms to aWaIt the telephone 
message from Moresby At half past five it came 

"There are fourteen taxidrivers here, IIttermg up my office," said 
Moresby offenSively "What do you want me to do WIth 'em?" 

"Keep them tIll I come, Cluef Inspector," returned Roger with 
dignity. 



The intelVle~ with the fourteen was bnef enough, however. To each 
man in tum Roger showed a photograph, holdmg it so that Moresby 
oould not see It, and asked If he could recognise hIs fare. The ninth 
man dId so, without hesItation 

At a nod from Roger, Moresby dIsmissed them, then sat at his table 
and tried to look offiCIal Roger seated hImself on the table, lookmg 
most unofficial, and swung hIS legs As he dId so, a photograph fell 
unnoticed out of his pocket and fluttered, face downwards, under the 
table. Moresby eyed It but dId not pIck It up 

"And now, Mr. Sheringham, SIr," he saId, "perhaps you'll tell me 
what you've been dOIng?" 

"CertaInly, Moresby," saId Roger blandly "Your work for you I 
really have solved the thmg, you know Here's your eVIdence" He took 
from hIS notecase an old letter and handed It to the ChIef Inspector 
"Was that typed on the same machIne as the forged letter from 
Mason's, or was It not?" 

Moresby studIed It for a moment, then drew the forged letter from 
a drawer of hIS table and compared the two mInutely 

"Mr Shenngham," he saId soberly, "where dId you get hold of thIS?" 
"In a secondhand typewrIter shop III St MartIn'!, Lam. The machme 

was sold to an unknown customer about a month ago They Identified 
ilie customer from that same photograph As It happened, thIS machme 
had been used for a tIme m the office after It was repaIred, to see that 
it was 0 K , and I eaSIly got hold of that specImen of Its work" 

"And where IS the machme now?" 
"Oh, at the bottom of the Thames, I expect," Roger smIled "I tell 

you, thIS crImmal takes no unneces~ary chance~ But that doesn't 
matter There's your eVIdence" 

"Humph I It's all rIght so far as It goes," conceded Moresby "But 
what about Mason'5 paper?" 

"That," SaId Roger calmly, "was extracted from Merton's book of 
sample note papers, as 1'd guessed from the very yellowed edges mIght 
he the case I can prove contact of the cnmInal WIth the book, and 
there is a gap whIch WIll certamly turn out to have been filled by that 
piece of paper" 

"That's fine," Moresby saId more heartIly 
"As for the taXIman, the cnmmal had an alIbI You'vc heard It 

broken down Bctween ten past nme and twenty-five past, m fact dunng 
the time when the parcel must have been posted, the murderer took 
a hurned Journey to that neIghbourhood, gOIng probably by bus or 
Underground, but returning, as r expected, by taXI, because time would 
be getting short" 



"Aud the murderer, Mr. Sheringham?" 
"The person whose photograph is in my pocket," Roger said un

kindly "By the way, do you remember what I was saymg the other day 
about Chance the Avenger, my excellent film tItle? Well, It'S workecl 
again. By a chance meetmg In Bond Street WIth a SIlly woman I was 
put, by the merest accIdent, In possessIon of a pIece of informatIon 
whIch showed me then and there who had sent those chocolates 
addressed to SIr WIlham. There were other possIbIlIties, of course, and 
I tested them, but then and there on the pavement I saw the whole 
thmg, from first to last" 

"Who was the murderer, then, Mr Shermgham?" repeated Moresby. 
"It was so beautIfully planned," Roger went on dreamily "We 

never grasped for one moment that we were making the fundamental 
mIstake that the murderer all along intended us to make." 

"And what was that?" asked Moresby 
"Why, that the plan had mI~carTled That the wrong person had 

been killed That was just the beauty of It The plan had not mis
carned It had been brIllIantly successful The wrong person was nol 

killed Very much the rIght person was" 
Moresby ga<;ped 
"Why, how on earth do you make that out, SIr?" 
"Mrs Beresford was the objectIve all the time That's why the plot 

was so mgemous Everythmg was antICipated It was perfectly natural 
that Sir Wilham should hand the chocolates over to Beresford It was 
foreseen that we should look for the cnmmal among Sir WIlham', 
asSOCIates and not the dead woman's It was probably even foreseen 
that the cnme would be conslde~d the work of a woman I" 

Moresby, unable to walt any longer, snatched up the photograph 
"Good heavens 1 But Mr. Shenngham, you don't mean to tell me that 
.. SIr WillIam hImself I" 
"He wanted to get nd of Mrs Beresford," Roger continued "He 

had liked her well enough at the begInnmg, no doubt, though It was 
her money he was after all the tIme 

"But the real trouble was that she was too close with her money He 
wanted It, or some of it, pretty badly; and she wouldn't part There', 
no doubt about the motive I made a lIst of the firms he's mterested iD. 
and got a report on them They're all rocky, every one He'd got 
through all hIS own money, and he had to get more 

"As for the mtrobenzme which puzzled us so much, that was simple 
enough I looked it up and found tMt beside the uses you told me, it's 
used largely in perfumery. And he's got a perfumery business The 
Anglo-Eastern Perfumery Company. That's how he'd know about it 



being poisonous, of course. But I shouldn't think he got his supply from 
there. He'd be cleverer than that He probably made the stuff himself. 
Any schoolboy knows how to treat benzol with nitric acid to get 
nitrobenzine." 

"But," stammered Moresby, "but Sir William ... He was at Eton." 
"Sir Wilham?" said Roger sharply. "Who's talking about Sir Wil

liam? I told you the photograph of the murderer was m my pocket." 
He whipped out the photograph m quesbon and confronted the 
astounded ChIef Inspector wIth It "Beresford, man' Beresford's the 
murderer of hIS own WIfe 

"Beresford, who stIll had hankerings after a gay hfe," he went on 
more mIldly, "dIdn't want hIS WIfe but dId want her money. He con
trived thIS plot, providmg as he thought against every contmgency that 
could pOSSIbly arIse. He establIshed a mIld ahbi, If SuspIcIOn ever should 
arIse, by takmg hIS WIfe to the Imperial, and shpped out of the theatre 
at the first interval (I sat through the first act of the dreadful thms 
myself last rught to see \\-hen the mterval came) Then he hurried 
down to the Strand, posted hIS parcel, and took a taxJ. back He had 
ten mmutes, but nobody would notice if he got back to the box a 
minute late 

"And the rest simply followed. He knew SIr WIllIam came to the 
club every mornmg at ten thIrty, as regularly as clockwork, he knew 
that for a psychological certamty he could get the chocolates handed 
over to him If he hmted for them, he knew that the polIce would go 
chasing after all sorts of false traIls startmg from Sir WIlham And as 
for the wrapper and the forged letter, he carefully dIdn't destroy them 
because they were calculated not only to dIvert SUspIcIon but actually 
to pomt away from him to some anonymous lunatic." 

"'Well, it's very smart of you, Mr Sheringham," Moresby said, with 
a little Sigh, but qUIte ungrudgmgly "Very smart mdeed What was it 
the lady told you that showed you the whole thing in a flash;m 

"Why, it wasn't so much what she actually told me as what I heard 
between her words, so to speak What she told me was that MM. 
Beresford knew the answer to that bet, what I deduced was that, being 
the sort of person she was, it was quite incredIble that she should have 
made a bet to which she knew the answer Ergo, she didn't Ergo, 
there never was such a bet Ergo, Beresford wa~ lying Ergo, Beresford 
wanted to get hold of those chocolates for some reason other than he 
stated. After all, we only had Beresford's word for the bet, hadn't we? 

"Of course he wouldn't have len her that afternoon till he'd seen her 
take, or somehow made her take, at least SIX of the chocolates, more 
than a lethal dose. That's why the stuff was In those meticulous six
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minim doses. And 80 that he could take a couple himself, of course. A 
clever stroke, that." 

Moresby rose to his feet. 
"Well, Mr. Sheringham, I'm much obliged to you, sir. And now I 

shall have to get busy myself." He scratched hIs head. "Chance the 
Avenger, eh? Well, I can tell you one pretty bIg thing Beresford left 
to Chance the Avenger, Mr Sheringham Suppose SIr WIlham hadn't 
handed over the chocolates after alP Supposmg he'd kept 'em, to give 
to one of his own ladles?" 

Roger positIvely snorted He felt a personal pride in Beresford by 
thIS tIme 

"Really, Moresby' It wouldn't have had any serious results if Sir 
WIlham had Do gIVe my man credIt for bemg what he is You don't 
imagIne he sent the pOIsoned ones to SIr WIlham, do you? Of course 
not' He'd send harmless ones, and exchange them for the others on 
his way home Dash It all, he wouldn't go nght out of hIs way to 
present opportumtles to Chance 

"If," added Roger, "Chance really IS the nght word." 

The Crime in Nobody's Room 

CARTER DICKSON 

BANDS WERE PLAYING and seven suns were shmmg, but thIS took place 
entIrely in the head and heart of Mr Ronald Denham He beamed on 
the car-park attendant at the Regency Club, who aSSISted hIm mto the 
taXI He beamed on the taxldnver He beamed on the mght porter who 
helped hIm out at hIS flat in Sloane Street, and he felt an IrreSIStible 
urge to hand banknotes to everyone In SIght 

Now, Ronald Denham would have denied that he had taken too 
many dnnks It was true that he had attended an excellent bachelor 
party, to celebrate JImmy Bellchester's weddmg But Denham would 
have maintamed that he was upheld by spirItual thmgs; and he had 
proved his exalted temperance by leavmg the party at a time when 
many of the guests were stIll present 

As he had pointed out m a speech, it was only a month before his 
own wedding to MISS Amta Bruce Anita, m fact, lIved in the same 
block of fiats and on the same floor ~ hImself ThIS fact gave him great 
pleasure on the way home. Like most of us, Denham m this mood felt 
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_strong urge to wake people up in the middle of the night and talk to 
them. He wonoered whether he ought to wake up Aruta. But in his 
reformed state he decided agamst it, and felt hke a saint. He would 
not even wake up Tom Evans, who shared the Bat with hIlk-though 
that stern young business man usually worked so late at the office that 
Denham got m before he did 

At a few minutes short of mIdmght, then, Denham steered hill way 
into the foyer of MedIci Court Pearson, the night porter, followed 
him to the automatic lift. 

"Everythmg all rIght, sir?" inquIred Pearson in a stage whisper. 
Denham assured hIm that it was, and that he was an excellent fellow. 

''You-er-don't feel like smgmg, do you, sir?" asked Pearson with 
some anxiety 

"As a matter of fact," said Denham, who had not previously con
sidered thIS, "I do You are full of excellent Ideas, Pearson But let UE 

sing nothing Improper, Pearson. Let It be somethmg of noble sentiment, 
like-" 

"Honestly, sir," urged Pearson, "if it was me, I wouldn't do it. He's 
upstaIrs, you know We thought he was gomg to Manchester thIS after
noon, to stay a week, but he changed hIS mmd He's upstain now" 

This terrible hmt referred to the autocrat of MedICI Court. CellIm 
Court, Bourbon Court, and half a dozen other great hIve, SIr Rufus 
Anningdale, hIgh khan of bUIlders, not only filled London WIth 
furnished flats whIch really were the last word m luxury at a low prIce 
he showed hIS prIde in hIS own merchandIse by hvmg III them 

"No specIal quartersJer me," he was quoted a, saying, WIth fist 
upraised for emphasis f}\fo castle m Surrey or barracks III Park Lane 
Just an ordmary flat, and not the most expensive of 'em eIther That's 
where I'm most comfortable, and that's where you'll find me." 

ConSIdermg all the good thmgs provided m Armmgdale's Furrushed 
Flats, even hIS autocratIc laws were not much resented Nor could 
anyone resent the fact that all the flats m a given bUIldmg were 
furmshed exactly alIke, and that the furmture must be kept in ~he 
positIOn Rufus Arrnmgdale gave It MedICI Court was "RenaISSance;" 
as Bourbon Court was "LOUIS XV" a tower of rooms hke luxurious 
cells, and only to be dIstmguIshed from each other by an ornament on 
a table or a pICture on a wall 

But SIr Ruh,'s leases even dIscouraged pIctures. Considering that 
he was somethmg of an art collector mmself, and had often been 
photographed III hIS own flat WIth hIS faVOUrIte Greuze or Corot, some 
annoyance was felt at thIS SIT ltufus Armmgdale dId not care. You 
either leased one of hIS flats, or you dIdn't. He was that IOlt of man. 
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Otherwise, of course, Ronald Denham's adventure could not have 
happened He returned from the bachelor party; he'took Pearson's 
advice about the singing; he went.up m the automatic lift to the second 
floor; and he walked into what the champagne told hIm was his own 
flat. 

That he went to the second floor IS certam Pearson saw him put his 
finger on the'proper button m the hft. But nothmg else is certam, since 
the hall upstairs was dark Pushmg open a door--elther his key fitted it 
or the door was open-Denham congtatulated hImself on getting home. 

Also, he was a lIttle gIddy, He found hImself m the small foyer, 
where lights were on After a short interval he must have moved into 
the sIttmg room, for he found hImself sIttmg back m an armchair and 
contemplatmg famihar surroundmgs through a haze Lights were 
turned on here as well yellow-shaded lamps, one with a pattern like 
a dragon on the shade 

Somethmg began to trouble him There was something odd, he 
thought, about those lamp shades. After some study, It occurred to him 
that he and Tom Evans hadn't any lamp shades hke that. They did 
not own any bronze book ends eIther. As for the curtams 

Then a pIcture on the wall swam out of obhvion, and he stared at 
it. It was a small dull-coloured pIcture over the SIdeboard. And it 
penetrated mto hIS mmd at last that he had got mto the wrong flat. 

Everythmg now showed Itself to hIm as wrong It was as though a 
blur had come mto focus 

"Here, I'm sorry I" he saId aloud, and got up 
There was no reply The hemousness of hIS offence partly steadied 

him. Where m the name of samty was he? There were only three other 
flats on the second floor One of these was Amta Bruce's Of the others, 
one was occupIed by a bnsk young newspaper man named Conyers, 
and the other by the formIdable SIr Rufus Armmgdale 

Complete pamc caught hIm He felt that at any moment a wrathful 
occupant mIght descend on hIm, to clll hIm a truef at worst or a 
snooper at best. Turmng round to scramble for the door, he almost ran 
mto another vlSltor m the wrong flat 

This VISItor sat qUIetly m a tall chaIr near the door. He was a thm. 
oldIsh, well-dressed man, weanng thick-lensed spectacles, and his head 
was bent forward as though m medItatIOn He wore a soft hat and a 
thin Ollskm waterproof coloured green' a Jaunty and blhous-looking 
coat for such a quiet figure The quiet hght made It gleam 

"Please excuse-----" Denham began in a rush, and talked for some 
seconds before he reahzed that the IIliln had not moved 

Denham stretched out his hand. The coat was one of those smooth, 
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almost seamless American waterproofs, yellowlSh outside and ~n 
inside, and for'some reasOn the man was now weanng :t inside out. 
Denham was in the act of telhng him this when the heaa lolled, the 
1D'looth ouskin gleamed agaIn, and he saw that the man was dead. 

Tom Evans, stepping out of the hft at a quarter past one, found tht; 
hall of the second floor In complete darkness When he had turned on 
the lights from a SWItch beside the lift, he stopped short and swore 

Evans, lean and swarthy, WIth darkIsh eyebrows mergmg mto a 
single line across hIS forehead, looked a httle hke a Norman baron In a 
romance. Some might have said a robber baron, for he carried a bnef 
case and was a stern man of bUSIness despIte hIS youth But what he 
saw now made hIm momentanly forget hiS evenIng's work The hall 
showed four doors, wIth theIr mIcroscopIC black numbers, set some 
distance apart Near the door leadIng to Amta Bruce's fiat, Ronald 
Denham sat hunched on an oak settle There was a lump at the base 
of hIs skull, and he was breathmg m a way Evans dId not lIke 

It was five mmutes more before Denham had been whacked and 
pounded mto semi-conscIOusness, and to such a blIndmg headache that 
its pam helped to reVIve rum FIrst he became aware of Tom's lean, 
hook-nosed face bendmg over hIm, and Tom's usual fluency at 

preachmg 
"I don't mmd you gettmg drunk," the VOIce came to hIm dlml). 

"In fact, I expected It But at least you ought to be able to carry your 
liquor decently What the deVIl have you been up to, anyway? Hoy'" 

"He had hIS ramcoat on InsIde out," was the first thmg Denham saId 
Then memory came back to him lIke a new headache or a new explo. 
Slon, and he began to pour out the story 

"--and I tell you there's a dead man m one of those flats' I thmk 
he's been murdered. Tom, I'm not drunk, I swear I'm not Somebody 
sneaked up berund and bashed me over the back of the head Just after 
I found rum " 

"Then how dId you get out here?" 
"Oh, God, how should I know? Don't argue, help me up I suppose 

I must have been dragged out here If you don't belIeve me, feel the 
back of my head Just feel It " 

Evans heSItated He was always practlcai, and there could be no 
denymg the brUlse He looked uncertamly up and down the hall. 

"But who is thIs dead man?" he demanded. "And whose flat is 
he in?" 

"I don't know. He was an oldish man WIth thick glasses and a green 
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~ncoat. I never saw him before. Looked a bit like an American, 
somehow." • 

"Nonsense 1 Nobody wears a green raincoat." 
"I'm telling you, he was weanng it inside out. If you ask me why, 

I'm going to bat my head against the wall and go to sleep again." He 
wIshed he could do thIs, for he could not see straight and his head felt 
hke a printmg press In full blast. "We ought to be able to identIfy the 
flat easIly enough. I can give a complete descrIption of It--" 

He paused, for two doors had opened simultaneously in the hall. 
Amta Bruce and SIr Rufus Annmgdale came out, in dIfferent stages of 
anger or CUrIOSIty at the noise 

If Evans had been more of a psychologist, he might have anticipated 
the effect thIS would ha\<e on them. As It was, he stood looking from 
one to the other, thmkmg whatever thoughts you care to attribute to 
hIm For he was an employee of Sir Rufus, as manager of the Sloane 
Square Office of Annmgdale Flats, and he could risk no trouble. 

Amta seemed to take 10 the SItuatIon at a glance She was small, 
dark, plump, and fluffy-haired She was wearmg a neghge and smoking 
a CIgarette Seemg the expresslOns of the other three, she removed the 
cigarctte from her mouth in order to SmIle. Sir Rufus ArmIngdale did 
not look so much formidable as fretful He had one of those powerful 
faces whose features seem to have run together hke a bull pup's But 
the old dressmg gown, fastened up at the throat as though he were 
cold, took away the suggestIOn of an autocrat and made hIm only a 
homeholder 

He breathed through his nose, rather helplessly, untIl he saw an 
employee HIS confidence returned 

"Good morn 109, Evans," he ~ald "What's the meamng of thls;l" 
Evans rIsked It "I'm afraId It'S trouble, Slf Mr Denham-well, he's 

found a dead man m one of the flats" 
"Ron I" CrIed Amta 
"A dead man," repeated Annmgdale, without surprise. "Where;l" 
"In one of the fiats He doesn't know wluch " 
"Oh? Why doesn't he know which?" 
"He's got a frIghtful bump on the back of hIS head," said Anita, 

explormg She looked back over her shoulder and spoke swiftly "It's 
qUIte all rIght, Tom Don't get excited He's d-r-u-n-k." 

"I am not drunk," said Denham, with tense and sinister calmness 
"May I also pomt out that I am able to read and write, and that I 
have not had words spelled out in front of me since I was four yean 
old;l Heaven give me s-t-r-e-n-g-t-h 1 I tell you, I can describe the 
place." 



He did so. Afterwards there was a silence. Anita, her eyes shining 
curiously, dropped her cigarette on the autocrat:s hardwood floor and 
ground It out. The autocrat seemed too .abstracted to notice. 

"Ron, old dear," Amta said, going over and sitting down beside him, 
"I'll believe you If you're as serious as all that. But you ought to know 
it isn't my flat." 

"And I can tell you It isn't mine," grunted Armingdale. "There 
certainly isn't a dead man in it. I've just corne from there, and I 
know." 

If they had not known Armingdale's reputation so well, they might 
have suspected hIm of trying to make a Joke But his expressIOn belied 
it as w~11 It was heavy and lowermg, WIth more than a suggestIon of 
the bull pup 

"This picture you say you saw," he began "The one over the side
board Could you deSCrIbe it;>" 

"Yes, I think so," saId Denham desperately "It was a rather small 
portr3.1t of a lIttle girl lookmg sideways over some roses, or flowers of 
some kind. Done m that greYish-brown stuff; I think they call It 
sepia." 

Armingdale stared at him. 
"Then I know It Isn't mine," he Said "I never owned a sepia draw

ing in my lIfe If tlus young man IS telling the truth, there's only one 
flat left. I thmk I shall Just take the responsIbIlIty of knocking, 
afld--" 

His worried gaze moved down towards the door of the flat occupied 
by Mr Hubert Conyers, of the Dally Record But It was unnecessary 
to knock at the door It opened WIth such celerIty that Denham won
dered whether anyone had been looking at them through the slot of 
the letter box, and Hubert Conyers stepped out bnskly He was an 
unobtruSIve, sandy-haired httle man, very dlfferent from Denham's 
idea of a JournalIst HIS only extravagance was a taste for blended 
shadmgs in hiS clothes, from SUlt to shirt to necktIe, though he usually 
contnved to look rumpled He was always obhgmg, and as busy as a 
parlour clock But hIS manner had a subdued persuasIVeness which 
could worm rum through narrower places than you might have 
imagined. 

He came forward drawing on his coat, and \\-Ith a deft gesture he got 
mto the middle of the group. 

"Sorry, sorry, sorry," he began, seeming to propitlate everyone at 
OGCe. "I couldn't help overhearing, you know. Good evemng, SIr Rufus. 
The fact is, it's not my flat either. Just now, the only ornaments in my 
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.;ttmg room are a iot of well-filled ashtrays and a bottle of mflk. Come 
and see, if you like." • 

'fhere was a silence, wlule Conyers looked anxious. 
"But it's got to be somebody's flat!" snapped Sir Rufus Armingdale, 

with a no-nonsense aIr "Stands to reason. A whole confounded sitting 
room can't vamsh hke smoke Unless-stop a bit-unless Mr Denham 
got off at some other floor" 

"I don't know 1 may have" 
"And I don't m10d admittmg--" said Arm1Ogdale, heSitating as 

everyone looked at him cunously. The autocrat seemed worned. "Very 
well The fact is, I've got a picture m my flat something lIke the one 
Mr. Denham described It's Greuze's 'Young Girl with Prunroses.' But 
mme's an oil paInt1Og, of course Mr Denham is talkmg about a sepia 
draWIng That IS, If he really saw anythIng Does thiS dead man exist 
at all?" 

Denham's protestations were cut short by the hum of an ascending 
lift. But It was not the ordinary hft 10 front of them; it was the service 
lift at the end of the hall The door was opened, and the cage grating 
pulled back, to show the frightened face of the mght porter. 

"Sir," saId Pearson, addressmg Armmgdale as though he were be
gmmng an oratron "I'm glad to see you, sir You always tell us that if 
somethmg senom happens we're to come straIght to you instead of 
the manager Well, I'm afraid thiS IS senous I-the fact is, I found 
something m thiS hft" . 

Denham felt that they were bemg haunted by that phrase, "the fact 
is" Everybody seemed to use It He recalled a play In WIDch it was 
main tamed that anyone who began a sentence lIke thIS was usually 
tellIng a he But he had not tIme to thmk about thiS, for they had 
found the elusive dead man 

The unknown lay on hiS face m one corner of the hft A lIght in the 
roof of the steel cage shone down on hIS grey felt hat, on an edge of his 
thIck spectacles, and on his OIlskm waterproof But the coat was no 
longer green, for he was now wearmg It right-side-out m the ordmary 
way 

Anita, who had come qUIetly round beside Denham, seIzed his arm. 
The night porter restramed Torn Evans as the latter bent forward. 

"I shouldn't touch him, SIr, if I was you There's blood" 
"Where?" 
Pearson mdlcated a stain on the grey-rubber floor. "And if I'm any 

Judge, sir, he dIed of a stab through the heart I-I lifted him up a bit. 
But I don't see any kmd of kmfe thnt could have done It." 

"Is this the man you saw?" Armingdale asked Denham quietly. 
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Denham nodded. Something tangible, something to weigh and 
handle, seemed'to have brought the force back to Armingdale's per
sonality. 

"Except," Denham added, "that he's now wearing his raincoat right
side-out. Why? WIll somebody tell me that? Why?" 

"Never mind the ramcoat," Amta said close to his ear. "Ron, you 
don't kp.ow him, do you? You'll swear you don't know him?" 

He was startled. She had spoken without apparent urgency, and so 
low that the others might not have heard her But Denham, who 
knew her so well, knew that there was urgency behmd the unwmkmg 
seriousness of her eyes UnconSCiously she was shakmg rus arm. HIS Wits 
had begun to clear, despite the pain m hiS skull, and he wondered 

"No, of course I don't know him Why should P" 
"NothIng! NothIng at all S5-t I" 
"Well, I know him," said Hubert Conyers 
Conyers had been squattmg down at the edge of the hft, and 

crarung his neck to get a close view of the body Without toucrung It. 
Now he straightened up He seemed so eXCIted that he could barely 
control himself, and hiS mild eye looked wicked. 

"1 interviewed hIm a couple of days ago," said Conyers. "Surely you 
know rum, Sir Rufus?" 
. "'Surely' is a large word, young man No, I do not know him 

Why?" 
"That's Dan Randolph, the American real-estate kmg," said Conyer<;, 

keepmg a watchful eye on Armmgdale "All of you wIll have heard of 
him he's the fellow who always deals m spot cash, even if It'S a mdhon 
I'd know those spectacles anywhere He's as near-sighted as an owl 
Er-am I correctly mformed, Sir Rufus, that he was m England to do 
some business WIth you?" 

Armingdale smIled bleakly "You have no mformatIon, young man," 
he saId. "And so far as I'm concerned you're not gettmg any So that's 
Dan Randolph! I knew he was m England, but he's certamly not 
made any busmess proposItIon to me " 

"Maybe he was commg to do it " 
"Maybe he was," said Armmgdale, with the same air of a parent to 

a child He turned to Pearson "You say you found him in that hft 
When did you find him? And how did you come to find him?" 

Pearson was voluble "The hft was on the ground floor, SIr. I Just 
happened to glance through the lIttle glass panel, and I see him lymg 
there So I thought I'd better run the hft up here and get you. As for 
putting him there-" He pOlqted to the recall button on the wail 
outside the lIft "Somebody on any floor, SIr, could have shoved lunl 
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in here, and pressed this button, and sent him downstalrs. He certainly 
wasn't put in on the ground floor. Besides, I saw him come into the 
building to-mght." 

"Oh?" put In Conyers softly. "When was this?" 
"Might have been eleven o'clock, sir." 
"Whom was he commg to see "" 
Pearson shook hIS head helplessly and with a certain impatience. 

"These am't servIce flats, SIr, where you telephone up about every 
viSItor. You ought to know we're not to ask vlSltors anythIng unless they 
seem to need help, or unless It's somebody who has no business here. 
I don't know He went up In the mam hft, that's all I can tell you." 

"Well, what floor dId he go to?" 
"I dunno" Pearson ran a finger under a tight collar "But excuse me, 

sir, may I ask a questIon, if you please? What's wrong exactly?" 
"We've lost a room," saId Ronald Denham, WIth mSpIratIOn. "Maybe 

you can help Look here, Pearson' you've been here in these flats a long 
time You've been insIde most of them-m the SItting rooms, for 
instance ?" 

"I thmk I can say I've been in all of 'em, SIr." 
"Good Then we're lookmg for a room decorated like this," said 

Denham For the thud time he descnbed what he had seen, and 
Pearson's expression grew to one of acute anguish At the end of it he 
shook his head 

"It's nobody's room, sir," the porter answered simply. "There's not 
a sIttmg room lIke that in the whole bUIldmg" 

At three o'clock in the morning, a sombre group of people sat in 
Sir Rufus Armmgdale's flat, and dId not even look at each other. The 
pohce work was nearly done A bnsk dlvlSlonal detectlVe-mspector, 
accompamed by a sergeant, a photographer, and a large amiable man 
in a top hat, had taken a statement from each of those concerned. But 
the statements revealed nothmg 

Denham, m fact, had receIved only one more mental jolt. Entering 
Armmgdale's flat, he thought for a second that he had found the 
miSSIng room The usual chaIrs of stamped Spanish leather, the re
fectory table, the carved gewgaws, greeted hIm hke a famIliar night
mare. And over the sideboard hung a fanuhar plcture-that of a small 
girllookmg sideways over an armful of roses 

"That's not it?" said Anita qwckly. 
"It's the same subject, but it's not the same picture. That's in oils. 

What sort of game do you suppose IS goIng on in this place "" 
Amta glanced over her shoulder. She had dressed before the arrival 
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of the police, and alto, he thought, she had put on more make-up than 
was necessary. 

"Qwck, Ron; before the others get here Were you tellmg the tJ1lth?" 
"Certamly. You don't tlunk--?" 
"Oh, I don't know and I don't care; I just want you to tell me. Ron, 

you elidn't kIll hun yourself?" 
He had not even tIme to answer before she stopped him Sir Rufus 

Anningdale, Conyers, and Evans came through from the foyer, and 
with them was the large amIable man who had accompamed DIVISional 
Inspector Davidson HIS name, It appeared, was Colonel March. 

"You see," he explaIned, with a broad gesture, "I'm not here offi
cially. I happened to be at the theatre, and I dropped In on Inspector 
Davidson for a talk, and he asked me to come along So If you don't 
like any of my questions, Just tell me to shut my head. But I do 
happen to be attached to the Yard--" 

"I know you, Colonel," saId Conyers, WIth a crooked grin. "You're 
the head of the Ragbag Department, D-3 Some call it the Crazy 
House." 

Colonel March nodded seriously. He wore a dark overcoat, and had 
a top hat pushed back on hIS large head, thIS, WIth his fiond complex
ion, sandy moustache, and bland blue eyes, gave hIm somethIng of the 
look of a stout colonel m a comIC paper. He was smokmg a large
bowled pipe WIth the effect of seemIng to sniff smoke from the bowl 
rather than draw it through the stem. He appeared to be enJOYIng 
himself. 

"It's a compliment," he assured them "After all, somebody has got 
to sift all the queer complaints If somebody comes III and reports (say) 
that the Borough of Stepney IS being terrOrIzed by a blue pIg, I've got 
to deCide whether It's a pIece of lunacy, or a mIstake, or a hoax, or a 
serious crime Otherwise good men would only waste theIr tIme You'd 
be surprued how many such complamts there are. But I was thmkIng, 
and so was Inspector DaVIdson, that you had a very SImIlar SItuation 
here. If you wouldn't mind a few extra queshons--" 

"As many as you hke," saId Sir Rufus Armingdale. "PrOVIded some
body's got a hope of solVIng this damned--" 

"As a matter of fact," saId Colonel March, frowning, "Inspector 
Davidson has reason to belIeve that h is already solved. A good man~ 
DaVIdson. " 

There was a silence. Something unintentionally sinister seemed to 
have gathered in Colonel March'f affable tone. For a moment nobody 
dared to ask him what he meant. 

"Already solved?" repeated .Hubert Conyers . 
.,AA 



"Suppose we begin with you, Sir Rufus," said Mhch with great 
courtesy. "You have told the inspector that you did not know Daniel 
Randolph personally. But it seems to be common knowledge that he 
was in England to see you." 

Armmgdale heSItated. "I don't know lus reasons He may have been 
here to see me, among other things Probably was He wrote to me 
about it from Amenca. But he hasn't approached me yet, and I didn't 
approach hIm first It's bad busmess" 

"What was the nature of tius busmess, Sir Rufus?" 
"He wanted to buy an optlOn I held on some property In-never 

mind where I'll tell you m pnvate, If you Insist" 
"Was a large sum mvolved?" 
Armmgdale seemed to struggle With himself "Four thousand, more 

(lr less" 
"So It wasn't a major bUSIness deal. Were you gOIng to sel!?" 
"Probably" 
Colonel March's abstracted eye wandered to the picture over the 

sideboard "Now, SIr Rufus, that Greuze, 'Young Gul WIth Pnmroses.' 
I thmk It was recently reproduced, In Its natural Size, as a full-page 
IllustratIon m the Metropolztan Illustrated News" 

"Yes, It was," saId Armmgdale He added, "In--sepia." 
Somethmg about thIS afterthought made them all move forward to 

look at hIm It was hke the puzzle of a half truth nobody knew what 
It meant 

"Exactly Just two lIlore questIons I belIeve that each of these flats 
('ommUlllcates With a fire escape leadmg down mto the mews belund;'" 

"Yes What of It?" 
"WIll the same key open the front door of each of the flats?" 
"No, certamly not All the lock patterns are different" 
"Thank you Now, Mr Conyers-a questlOn for you. Are you 

marrIed?" 
Hitherto Conyers had been regardmg him With a look of watchful 

expectancy, like an urchm about to sma~h a wmdow and run. Now he 
scowled 

"MarrIed? No" 
"And you don't keep a valet?" 
"The answer to that, Colonel, is loud and prolonged laughter. 

Honestly, I don't like your 'social' manner Beston, our CrIme news 
man, knows you And It'S always, 'Blast you, Beston, if you print one 
hmt about the Thingummy case I'lLhave your hIde' What dIfference 
does It make whether I'm marned or not, or whether I have a valet 
or not?" 



"A great deal," said March seriously. "Now, Miss Bruce. What is 
your occupation, Miss Bruce?" 

"I'm an mterlor decorator," answered Anita. 
She began to laugh It may have been with a tinge of hysteria, but 

she sat back in a tall chair and laughed until there were tears In her 
eyes 

"I'm terribly sorry," she went on, holding out her hand as though 
to stop them, "but don't you see? The murder was done by an mterlor 
decorator That's the whole secret" 

Colonel March cut short Armmgdale's shocked protest 
"Go on," he saId sharply. 
"I thought of It first off Of course there's no 'vamshmg room' Some 

sitting room has just been redecorated All the actual furmshmgs, 
tables and chairs and Sideboards, are Just the same m every room The 
only way you can teII them apart IS by smaIl movable thmgs-pictures, 
lamp shades, book ends-which could be changed In a few mmutes 

"Ron accidentaIly walked mto the murderer's flat Just after the 
murderer had kIlled that old man That put the murderer in a pretty 
awful pOSItIon Unless he kIlled Ron too, he was caught With the body 
and Ron could IdentIfy hiS flat. But he thought of a bettcr way He 
sent that man's body down in the hft and dragged Ron out mto the 
hall. Then he Simply altered the decoratIOns of hiS flat Afterwards he 
could Sit down and dare anyone to IdentIfy it as the place where the 
body had been" 

Anita's face was flushed With either defiance or kar 
"Warm," saId Colonel March "UnquestIOnably warm. That is why 

I was wondermg whether you couldn't teII us what really happened" 
"I don't understand you" 
"Well, there are objectIOns to the redecoration You've got to suppme 

that nobody had ever been m the flat before and seen the way It \\, .. ~ 
orlgmally decorated You've also got to suppose that the murderer 
could find a new set of lamp shades, pIcturcs, and book ends m the 
middle of the night --Haven't you got It the wrong way round;'" 

"The wrong way round;>" 
"Somebody," saId March, droppmg hiS courtesy, "prepared a dummy 

room to begm WIth He put m the new lamp shades, the book ends, the 
copy of a well-known picture, even a set of new curtams He enter
tained Randolph In that dummy room He kIIIed Randolph there 
Afterwards, of course, he simply removed the kruck-knacks and set the 
place right agam But it was the dummy room mto which Ronald 
Denham walked. That, Mr. Denham, was why you did not recog
nize--" 



"Recognize what?" roared Denham. "Where was n" 
"In the sitting room of your own fiat:' said Colonel March gravely. 

·'If you llad been sober you mIght have made a mistake, but you were 
so full of champagne that your instInct brought you home after all." 

1 here were two doors In the room, and the blue uniform of a polIce-
man appeared In each. At March's signal, Inspector Davidson stepped 
forward. He saId. 

"Thomas Evans, I arrest you for the murder of Daniel Randolph. I 
have to warn you that anythmg you say will be taken down m wnting 
and may be used in eVIdence at your tnal." 

"Oh, look here," protested Colonel March, when they met in Arm
ingdale's flat next day, "the thIng was SImple enough We had tWIce as 
much trouble over that kId In Bayswater, who pInched all the oranges. 
And you had all the facts. 

"Evans, as one of SIr Rufus's most hIghly placed and trusted em
ployees, was naturally In a posItIon to know all about the projected busi
ness deal with Randolph And so he planned an mgemous SWIndle. A 
swmdle, I am certam, was all he mtended 

"Now you, SIr Rufus, had mtended to go to Manchester yesterday 
aiternoon, and remam there for a week. (Mr Denham heard that 
from the rught porter, when he was adVised agamst smging.) That 
would leave your flat empty. Evans telephoned to Randolph, poSIng 
as you He asked Randolph to come round to your flat at eleven o'clock 
at mght, and settle the deal. He added that you mzght be called away 
to Manchester, but, m that event, hIS secretary would have the neces
sary papers ready and Signed. 

"It would have been easy Evans would get into your empty flat by 
way of the fire escape and the wmdow. He would pose as your secre
tary Randolph-who, remember, always paId spot cash even jf it 
mvolved a mllhon-would hand over a packet of banknotes for a 
forged document 

"Why should Randolph be suspicious of anything? He knew, as half 
the newspaper-readIng world knows, that SIr Rufus hved on the second 
floor of MediCI Court He had seen photographs of Slr Rufus with his 
favounte Greuze over the SIdeboard. Even If he asked the hall porter 
for directIOns, he would be sent to the nght flat Even If the hall porter 
saId SIr Rufus was in Manchester, the ground had been prepared and 
Randolph would ask for Sir Rufus's secretary. 

"Unfortunately, a hitch occurred. SIr Rufus decided not to go to 
Manchester. He deCIded it yesterday afternoon, after all Evans's plans 
had been made and Randolph was due to amve. But Evans needed 
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that money; as.we have discovered to-day, he needed it desperately 
He wanted that four thousand pounds. 

"So he hit on another plan. SlI' Rufus would be at home and his flat 
could not be used. But, WIth all the rooms exactly ahke except for 
decorations, why not an ~mztatlon of SIr Rufus's flat? The same plan 
would hold good, except that Randolph would be taken to the wrong 
place. He would come up m the hft at eleven Evans would be waItmg 
WIth the door of the flat open, and would take him to a place super
fiCIally resemblmg SIr Rufus's. The numbers on the doors are very 
small; and Randolph, as we know, was so near-sIghted as to be almost 
blInd. If Evans adopted some dIsguIse, however clumsy, he could never 
afterwards be IdentIfied as the man who ~wmdled Randolph. And he 
ran no nsk In usmg the flat he shared WIth Denham" 

Amta interposed "Of course I" she saId "Ron was at a bachelor 
party, and ordInanly It would have kept mm there whoopmg untIl 
two or three o'clock m the mornmg But he reformed, and came home 
early." 

Denham groaned. "But I stIll can't beheve It," he insisted. "Tom 
Evans? A murderer?" 

"He mtended no murder," saId Colonel March "But, you see, 
Randolph suspected somethmg Randolph showed that he suspected. 
And Evans, as a practIcal man, had to kIll hIm You can guess why 
Randolph suspected?" 

"Well?" 
"Because Evans IS colour-blmd," said Colonel March. 
"It's too bad," Colonel March went on sadly, "but the Cflme was 

from the first the work of a colour-blmd man Now, none of the rest 
of you could quahfy for that defiCIency As for SIr Rufus, I can thmk 
of nothIng more Improbable than a colour-blmd art collector-unless 
it is a colour-blmd mteflor decorator. Mr. Conyer~ here shows by the 
blended hues of brown or blue m hIS SUitS, smrts, and tIcs that he has a 
fine eye for colour effect, and he possesses no ';Hfe or valet to choose 
them for hIm 

"But Evans? He is not only partlally, but wholly colour-blmd. You 
gave us a spmted account of It Randolph's body was sent up III the 
hit by Pearson When Evans stepped forward, Pearson warned hIm 
not to touch the body, saymg that there was blood Evans said, 
'Where?'-though he was starmg straight down in a small, brIghtly 
lighted hit at a red bloodstam on a grey-rubber floor Red on any 
surface except green or yellow i~ absolutely InVISIble to colour-blmd 
men. 

"That was also the reason why Randolph's waterproof was put on 
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insIde out Randolph had removed his hat and coat when he first came 
into the Bat. After Evans had stabbed him with a cl~sp knife, Evans 
put the hat and coat back on the body previous to dIspoSIng of it. But 
be could not dlstInguish between the yellowish outsIde and the green 
Inside of that seamless OIlskIn 

"You, Mr. Denham, let yourself into the flat wlth your own key: 
which In itself told us the locatIon of the 'vamshed' room, for no two 
keys are alIke I also thInk that Miss Bruce could have told us all along 
where the 'vamshed' room was I am Inclmed to suspect she saw 
Randolph going mto your flat, and was afraId you might be concerned 
in the murder" 

"Oh, well," said Amta philosophically. 
"Anyway, you spoke to a corpse about his coat being inside-out; and 

Evans rectIfied the error before he put the body in the hft He had to 
knock you out, of course But he genuinely didn't want to hurt you. 
He left the bUIldmg by way of the fire escape mto the mews. He dis
posed of his stage propertIes, though he was foolIsh enough to keep the 
money and the clasp knife on hIS person, where they were found when 
we searched hIm When he came back here, he used the main lift in the 
ordmary way as though he were returning from hIS office And he was 
genuInely concerned when he found you still unconscIOUS on the bench 
in the hall " 

There was a silence, broken by Armingdale's snort. 
"But colour bhndness' What's that got to do with the solution? How 

dId you come to thmk the murderer must have been colour-bhnd to 
begm wlth ';'" 

Colonel March turned to stare at rum. Then he shook his head, with 
a slow and dIsmal smIle. 

"Don't you see It even yet?" he asked. "That was the starting pomt. 
We suspected It for the same reason Randolph suspected an Imposture. 
Poor old Randolph wasn't an art CrItic Any sort of coloured daub, in 
the ordmary way, he would have swallowed as the orIgmal 'Young Girl 
WIth PrImroses' he expected to see But Evans dIdn't allow for the one 
thmg even a near-sIghted man does know colour In his effort to 
imitate the decoratIons of SIr Rufus's flat, the fool hung up as an od 
paintmg nothmg more than a sepia reproduction out of an Illustrated 
weekly." 
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A Man Called Spade 

DASHIELL HAMMETT 

SAMUEL SPADE put his telephone aSIde and looked at his wat~h It was 
not quite four o'clock He called, "Yoo-hoo'" 

Effie Penne came In from the outer office She was eatIng a pIece 
of chocolate cake 

"Tell SId WIse I won't be able to keep that date tills afternoon," 
he saId. 

She put the last of the cake into her mouth and hcked the bps of 
forefinger and thumb "That's the thIrd time thIS week" 

When he smIled, the v's of hIS chIn, mouth, and brows grew longer. 
"I know, but I've got to go out and save a hfe" He nodded at the 
telephone "Somebody's scaring Max BlIss" 

She laughed. "Probably somebody named John D ConsCIence" 
He looked up at her from the CIgarette he had begun to make 

"Know anything I ought to know about hIm?" 
"Nothmg you don't know I was Just thmkmg about the tIme he 

let hIS brother go to San Quentin." 
Spade shrugged "That's not the worst thmg he's done" He lIt hIS 

cigarette, stood up, and reached for hiS hat "But he's all nght now 
All Samuel Spade chents are honest, God-feanng folk If I'm not back 
at closmg tIme Just run along" 

He went to a tall apartment bUIldIng on Nob HIll, pressed a button 
set in the frame of a door marked 10K. The door was opened Iffi

medIately by a burly dark man m wrinkled dark clothes He was nearly 
bald and carned a gray hat In one hand 

The burly man saId, "Hello, Sam" He smIled, but hIS small eyes 
lost more of theIr shrewdness "What are you dOIng here?" 

Spade saId, "Hello, Tom" His face was wooden, hIS VOIce expres
sionless "BlIss in?" 

"Is he I" Tom pulled down the corners of hIS truck-hpped mouth 
"You don't have to worry about that" 

Spade's brows came together "Well?" 
A man appeared m the vestlbule behmd Tom He was smaller than 

either Spade or Tom, but compactly buIlt He had a ruddy, square 
face and a close-trimmed, grizzled mustache HIS clothes were neat 
He wore a black bowler perched on the back of hIS head 

Spade addressed tlus man over Tom's shoulder "Hello, Dundy." 
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Dundy nodded briefly and came to the door. His' blue eyes were 
hard ana prying. 

"What 18 it?" he asked Tom. 
"B-I-i-s-s, M-a-x," Spade spelled patiently. "I want to see him. He 

wants to see me. Catch on?" 
Tom laughed. Dundy did not Tom said, "Only one of you gets 

your wish" Then he glanced sidewise at Dundy and abruptly stopped 
laughing He seemed uncomfortable. 

Spade scowled "All nght," he demanded irntably; "is he dead or 
has he klned somebody-'>" 

Dundy thrust his square face at Spade and seemed to push his 
words out wIth hIs lower hp "What makes you thmk eIther?" 

Spade said, "Oh, sure' I come callmg on Mr Bliss and I'm stopped 
at the door by a couple of men from the polIce Homicide DetaIl, and 
I'm supposed to thmk I'm Just mterruptmg a game of rummy." 

"Aw, stop It, Sam," Tom grumbled, lookmg at neither Spade nor 
Dundy "He's dead" 

"Killed?" 
Tom wagged hiS head slowly up and down. He looked at Spade 

now. "What've you got on it?" 
Spade replied m a delIberate monotone, "He called me up this 

afternoon-say at five mmutes to four-I looked at my watch after 
he hung up and there was still a minute or so to go-and Said some
body was after hiS scalp He wanted me to come over It seemed rea] 
~nough to rum-It was up m hiS neck all nght " He made a small gesture 
With one hand "Well, here I am" 

"Didn't say who or how?" Dundy asked 
Spade shook hiS head "No Just somebody had offered to kill 

rum and he beheved them, and would I come over nght away" 
"DIdn't he-?" Dundy began qUlckly. 
"He didn't say anythmg else," Spade Said "Don't you people tell 

me anythmg?" 
Dundy said curtly, "Come m and take a look at rum." 
Tom said, "It's a sight" 
They went across the vestibule and through a door into a green 

and rose hving room. 
A man near the door stopped sprinkling white powder on the end 

of a glass-covered small table to say, "Hello, Sam." 
Spade nodded, said, "How are you, Phels?" and then nodded at 

the two men who stood talkmg by III window. 
The dead man lay With his mouth open. Some of his clothes had 

been taken off His throat was puffy and dark. The end of Ius tongue 
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showing in a earner of his mouth was bluish, swollen. On ros bare 
chest, over the heart, a five-pomted star had been outlined in black 
ink and in the center of It a T. 

Spade looked down at the dead man and stood for a moment silently 
studymg rum Then he asked, "He was found like that?" 

"About," Tom said "We moved him around a httle" He jerked 
a thumb at the shirt, undershirt, vest, and coat lymg on a table. "They 
were spread over the floor" 

Spade rubbed his chm His yellow-gray eyes were dreamy. """'hen?" 
Tom saId, "We got It at four twenty HIS daughter gave It to us." 

He moved hIS head to mdlcate a closed door. "You'll see her." 
"Know anythmg?" 
"Heaven knows," Tom said wearIly "She's been kind of hard to 

get along With so far" He turned to Dundy. "Want to try her agam 
now?" 

Dundy nodded, then spoke to one of the men at the window. "Start 
siftmg hiS papers, Mack He's supposed to've been threatened." 

Mack saId, "Right" He pulled hIS hat down over hiS eyes and 
walked towards a green gecretazre In the far end of the room. 

A man came m from the corrIdor, a heavy man of fifty with a 
deeply lmed, graYish face under a broad-brImmed black hat He said, 
"Hello, Sam," and then told Dundy, "He had company around half 
past two, stayed Just about an hour A big blond man in brown, maybe 
forty or forty-five Didn't send hiS name up I got It from the Flhpmo 
in the elevator that rode rum both ways." 

"Sure it was only an hour?" Dundy asked 
The gray-faced man shook hiS head "But he's sure it wasn't more 

than half past three when he left He says the afternoon papers came 
in then, and thiS man had rIdden down With hIm before they came" 
He pushed hiS hat back to scratch hiS head, then pomted a thick finger 
at the deSign mked on the dead man's breast and asked somewhat 
plaintively, "What the deuce do you ~uppose that trung IS?" 

Nobody replIed Dundyasked, "Can the elevator boy Identify hIm?" 
"He says he could, but that am't always the same thmg. Says he 

never saw hIm before." He stopped lookIng at the dead man. "The 
girl's gettmg me a lIst of hiS phone calls How you been, Sam?" 

Spade satd he had been all nght. Then he SaId slowly, "ffis brother's 
big and blond and maybe forty or forty-five." 

Dundy's blue eyes were hard and bright. "So what?" he asked. 
"You remember the Graystonel..oan swindle. They were both in it, 

but Max eased the load over on Theodore and It turned out to be 
one to fourteen years in San Quentin." 
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Dundy was slowly wagging his head up and dow'h. "I remember 
now. Where is he?" 

Spade shrugged and began to make a cigarette. 
Dundy nudged Tom WIth an elbow. "Fmd out." 
Tom saId, "Sure, but If he was out of here at half past three and 

this fellow was sull alIve at five to four-" 
"And he broke hIS leg so he couldn't duck back 10," the gray-faced 

man sald JOVIally 
"Fmd out," Dundy repeated. 
Tom saId, "Sure, sure," and went to the telephone. 
Dundy addressed the gray-faced man "Check up on the news

papers, see what tIme they were actually dehvered this afternoon" 
The gray-faced man nodded and left the room 
The man who had been search10g the secretalre said, "Vh-huh:" 

and turned around hold1Og an envelope 10 one hand, a sheet of paper 
10 the other 

Dundy held out hIS hand. "Something?" 
The man saId, "Vh-huh," agam and gave Dundy the sheet of paper. 
Spade was lookmg over Dundy\ shoulder 
It was a small sheet of common whIte paper beanng a penCIled mes

sage 10 neat, undIstmgUlshed handwntmg 

When thzs reaches you I Will be too close for you to escape-this hme. 
We wzll balance our accounts-for good. 

The SIgnature was a five-pomted star cnclosmg a T, the design on 
the dead man's left breast 

Dundy held out hIS hand agam and was gIVen the envelope. Its 
~tamp was French The address was typewntten 

MAX BLISS, ESQ 

AMSTERDAM APARTMENTS 

SAN FRANCISCO, CALIF 

USA. 

"Postmarked Pans," he said, "the second of the month" He counted 
sWlftly on hIS fingers "That would get It here today, all rIght" He 
folded the message slowly, put It 10 the envelope, put the envelope 10 
hIS coat pocket "Keep dlggmg," he told the man who had found 
the message 

The man nodded and returned to the ~ecretazre 
Dundy looked at Spade. "What ~o you th10k of It?" 
Spade's brown clgarette wagged up and down WIth hlS words. "1 

don't hke it. I don't lIke any of It." 
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Tom put d6wn the telephone. "He got out the fifteenth of last 
month," he said. "I got them trying to locate him." 

Spade went to the telephone, called a number, and asked for Mr. 
Darrell. Then: "Hello, Harry, this is Sam Spade. . . . Fme. How's 
Lil? ... Yes .... Listen, Harry, what does a five.pointed star WIth 
a capital T in the lTI1ddle mean? ... What? How do you spell it;l 
... Yes, I see .... And If you found it on a body? ... Neither do 
1. ... Yes, and thanks I'll tell you about it when I see you .... 
Yes, give me a ring ., Thanks .. 'By" 

Dundyand Tom were watchlOg him closely when he turned from 
the telephone. He saId, "That's a fellow who knows thmgs some
times. He says it's a pentagram WIth a Greek tau-t-a-u-m the mIddle, 
a sign magicians used to use. Maybe ROSicruCIans stIll do." 

"What's a ROSIcrucian?" Tom asked 
"It could be Theodore's first InItial, too," Dundy saId 
Spade moved hIS shoulders, saId carelessly, "Yes, but if he wanted 

to autograph the Job It'd been Just as easy for him to SIgn hiS name .. 
He then went on more thoughtfully, "There are ROSIcrUCIans at 

both San Jose and Pomt Lorna I don't go much for thiS, but maybe 
we ought to look them up " 

Dundy nodded. 
Spade looked at the dead man's clothes on the table. "Anythmg m 

his pockets?" 
"Only what you'd expect to find," Dundy rephed "It's on the table 

there" 
Spade went to the table and looked down at the little pile of watch 

and chain, keys, wallet, address book, money, gold penCil, handker
cruef, and spectacle case beSIde the clothmg He did not touch them, 
but slowly pIcked up, one at a time, the dead man's shIft, undershIrt, 
vest, and coat A blue necktIe lay on the table beneath them. He 
scowled Irritably at It "It hasn't been worn," he compiamed 

Dundy, Tom, and the coroner's deputy, who had stood silent all 
this wrule by the wmdow-he was a small man WIth a slim, dark, In

telligent face-came together to stare down at the unwnnkled blue 
silk. 

Tom groaned miserably Dundy cursed under hiS breath Spade 
lifted the necktie to look at Its back. The label was a London haber
dasher's. 

Spade SaId cheerfully, "Swell. San Francisco, Point Lorna, Sal: 
Jose, Paris, London." 

Dundy glowered at him. 



The gray4aced man came in. "The papets got here.at three thirty, 
all right," he said. His' eyes widened a little. "What's ~p?" As he 
crossed the room towards them he said, "I can't find anybody that 
saw Blondy sneak back in here again" He looked uncomprehend
ingly at the necktie until Tom growled, "It's brand-new", then he 
whistled softly 

Dundy turned to Spade. "The deuce with all this," he said bitterly. 
"He's got a brother with reasons for not hking him. The brother 
Ju~t got out of stir. Somebody who looks like lus brother left here at 
half past three. Twenty-five minutes later he phoned you he'd been 
threatened. Less than half an hour after that his daughter came in 
and found him dead-strangled." He poked a finger at the small, dark
faced man's chest "Right?" 

"Strangled," the dark-faced man said precisely, "by a man. The 
hands were large" 

"0 K" Dundy turned to Spade again "We find a threatening 
letter. Maybe that's what he was tellmg you about, maybe It was 
somethmg hIS brother saId to lum. Don't let's guess Let's stick to what 
we know. We know he--" 

The man at the secretalre turned around and saId, "Got another 
one." HIS mien was somewhat smug 

The eyes WIth whIch the five men at the table looked at him were 
identIcally cold, unsympathetic. 

He, nOWIse dIsturbed by their hostihty, read aloud. 

"DEAR BLISS: 

I am wntzng this to tell you for the last time that I want my money 
back, and I want It back by the first of the month, all of It. If I don't 
get It I am gomg to do somethzng about It, and you ought to be ablt 
to guess what I mean. And don't thznk I am klddzng 

Yours truly, 
DANIEL TALBOT" 

He grinned. "That's another T for you." He picked up an envelope. 
"Postmarked San DIego, the twenty-fifth of last month." He grinned 
agam. "And that's another city for you" 

Spade shook his head. "Pomt Loma's down that way," he said. 
He went over with Dundy to look at the letter. It was written in 

blue ink on white stationery of good quality, as was the address on 
the envelope, in a cramped, angular handwriting that seemed to have 
notlung in coromon with that of the penciled letter. 

Spade said ironically, "Now we're gettIng somewhere." 
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DuDdy made an impatient gesture. "Let" stick to whal we know,'" 
he growled. 

"Sure," Spade agreed. "What is it?" 
There was no reply. 
Spade took tobacco and cigarette papers from his pocket. "Didn't 

somebody say something about talking to a daughter?" he asked. 
"We'll talk to her." Dundy turned on lus heel, then suddenly 

frowned at the dead man on the floor. He Jerked a thumb at the small, 
dark-faced man "Through with it?" 

"I'm through." 
Dundy addressed Tom curtly "Get rid of it." He addressed the 

gray-faced man "I want to see both elevator boys when I'm finl~hed 
WIth the gIrl " 

He went to the closed door Tom had pointed out to Spade and 
knocked on It 

A slIghtly harsh female voice within asked, "What IS Ie" 
"Lieutenant Dundy I want to talk to MISS BlIss" 
There was a pause, then the voice Said, "Come In" 

Dundy opened the door and Spade followed rum mto a black, gray, 
and Sliver room, where a bIg-boned and ugly mIddle-aged woman In 

black dress and whIte apron sat be5lde a bed on wInch a gul lay. 
The girl lay, elbow on pIllow, cheek on hand, facmg the btg-boned, 

ugly woman She was apparently about eighteen years old She wore 
a gray smt Her hau was blond and short, her face finn-featured and 
remarkably symmetncal She dId not look at the two men commg 
mto the room 

Dundy spoke to the bIg-boned woman, while Spade was hghtmg 
his CIgarette "We want to ask you a couple of questIons, too, Mrs. 
Hooper You're Bhss's housekeeper, aren't you?" 

The woman said, "I am." Her shghtly harsh voice, the level gaze 
of her deep-set gray eyes, the stIllness and SIZe of her hands lymg 
in her lap, all contnbuted to the impressIOn she gave of restmg strength 

"What do you know about thIS?" 
"I don't know anythtng about It. I was let off this morrung to go 

t>ver to Oakland to my nephew's funeral, and when I got back you 
and the other gentlemen were here and-and tlus had happened." 

Dundy nodded, asked, "What do you thmk about it?" 
"I don't know what to tlunk," she rephed stmply. 
"Didn't you know he expected It to happen?" 
Now the girl suddenly stopped watdung Mrs. Hooper. She sat up 

in bed, turrung wuie, excited eyes on Dundy, and asked, "What do 
,.ou mean?" 



"I mean what I saId. He'd been threatened. He calltS up Mr. Spade" 
-he incijcated Spade WIth a nod-"and told him so just a few minutes 
before he was killed." 

"But who-?" she began. 
"That's what we're asking you," Dundy said. "Who had that much 

against him?" 
She stared at him in astonishment. "Nobody wauld-" 
This tIme Spade mterrupted her, speakmg wIth a softness that 

made hIs words seem less brutal than they were "Somebody did." 
When she turned her stare on him he asked, "You don't know of 
any threats"" 

She shook her head from SIde to side with emphasIs 
He looked at Mrs Hooper "You'" 
"No, sIr," she saId. 
He returned hIs attentIon to the gIrl "Do you know Darnel Talbot?" 
"Why, yes," she saId "He was here for dmner last night" 
"Who IS he?" 
"1 don't know, except that he hves m San DIego, and he and Father 

had some sort of busmess together I'd never met hlffi before" 
"What sort of terms were they on ,,, 
She frowned a httle, saId slowly, "FrIendly" 
Dundy spoke "What business was your father in;l" 
"He was a finanCIer." 
"You mean a promoter?" 
"Yes, I suppose you could call it that" 
"Where IS Talbot staymg, or has he gone back to San DIego'" 
"I don't know" 
"What does he look hke?" 
She frowned agam, thoughtfully "He's kind of large, with a red 

face and whIte half and a white mustache" 
"Old?" 
"I guess he must be sixty; fifty-five at least" 
Dundy looked at Spade, who put the stub of his cigarette in a 

tray on the dressmg table and took up the questIonmg "How long 
smce you've seen your uncle?" 

Her face flushed "You mean Uncle Ted?" 
He nodded 
"Not smce," she began, and bit her lip. Then.she saId, "Of course, 

you know Not smce he first got out of prison." 
"He came here?n 
"Yes." 
"To see your father?" 



"oe course.» I 
"What sort of tenns were they on?" 
She opened her eyes wide. "Neither of them is very demonstrative," 

she said, "but they are brothers, and Father was gIving him money 
to set him up in business again." 

"Then they were on good tenns jllt 
"Yes," she replied in the tone of one answermg an unnecessary 

question 
"Where does he live?" 
"On Post Street," she said, and gave a number. 
"And you haven't seen him since ';)" 
"No He was shy, you know, about haVIng been in prison-It She 

firushed the sentence with a gesture of one hand 
Spade addressed Mrs. Hooper: "You've seen him smce?" 
"No, sir." 
He pursed his bps, asked slowly, "Either of you know he was here 

this afternoon?" 
They said, "No," together. 
"Where dld-?" 
Someone knocked on the door. 
Dundy said, "Come in." 
Torn opened the door far enough to stIck his head in. "HIS brother's 

here," he said 
The girl, leaning forward, called, "Oh, Uncle Ted I" 
A big, blond man in brown appeared behmd Tom. He was sun

burned to an extent that made hIS teeth seem whIter, hIS clear eyes 
bluer, than they were. 

He asked, "What's the matter, Miriam';)" 
"Father's dead," she said, and began to cry 
Dundy nodded at Tom, who stepped out of Theodore Bliss's way 

and let him corne into the room. 
A woman came in behmd him, slowly, heSItantly. She was a tall 

woman In her late twenties, blond, not qUIte plump. Her features 
were generous, her face pleasant and intelhgent. She wore a small 
brown hat and a mink coat 

Bliss put an ann around his niece, kissed her forehead, sat on the 
bed beside her. "There, there," he said awkwardly 

She saw the blond woman, stared through her tears at her for a 
moment, then said, "Oh, how do you do, Miss Barrow?" 

The blond woman said, "I'm.awfully sorry to-" 
Bliss cleared his throat, and said, "She's Mrs. Bliss now. We were 

married thrs afternoon " 



Dundy looked angrily at Spade. Spade, making a c~rette, seemed 
about to laugh. 

Miriam Bliss, after a moment's surprised silence, said, "Oh, I do 
wish you all the happiness in the world." She turned to her uncle 
while his wife was murmuring "Thank you" and said, "And you too, 
Oncle Ted." 

He patted her shoulder and squeezed her to him. He was looking 
questIoningly at Spade and Dundy. 

"Your brother dIed this afternoon," Dundy saId. "He was mur
dered" 

Mrs. Bliss caught her breath. Bliss's arm tightened around his niece 
WIth a httle Jerk, but there was not yet any change In rus face "Mur
dered?" he repeated uncomprehendmgly. 

"Yes" Dundy put hIs hands in hIs coat pockets "You were here 
this afternoon" 

Theodore Bhss paled a bttle under hiS sunburn, but saId, "I was," 
steadIly enough. 

"How long?" 
"About an hour. I got here about half past two and-" He turned 

to hiS WIfe. "It was almost half past three when I phoned you, 
wasn't it?" 

She said, "Yes." 
"Well, I left right after that." 
"DId you have a date with hIm?" Dundy a~ked 
"No. I phoned hIS office"-he nodded at rus wlfe--"and was told 

he'd left for home, so I came on up. I wanted to see hIm before Elise 
and I left, of course, and I wanted mm to come to the weddmg, but 
he couldn't He saId he was expecting somebody We sat here and 
talked longer than I had intended, so I had to phone ElIse to meet 
me at the MUnICIpal Building" 

After a thoughtful pause, Dundy asked, "What tIme?" 
"That we met there?" Bliss looked mquinngly at hIS wIfe, who 

saId, "It was just quarter to four." She laughed a little. "I got thert" 
first and I kept looking at my watch." 

Bliss saId very delIberately, "It was a few minutes after four that 
we were marrIed. We had to walt for Judge WhItfield-about ten 
minutes, and it was a few more before we got started-to get through 
with the case he was hearing. You can check it up-Supenor Court, 
Part Two, I think." 

Spade whirled around and pointed. at Tom. "Maybe you'd better 
check it up." 

Tom said, "Oke," and went away from the door. 

~o~ 



"If that's 8O't you're all right, Mr. BIla," DuIldy said, ''but I have 
to ask these things. Now, did your brother say who he was expecting?" 

"No," 
"Did he say anything about haVIng been threatened?" 
"No He never talked much about hIS affaIrs to anybody, 110t even 

to me. Had he been threatened?" 
Dundy's lips tIghtened a lIttle. "Were you and he on mtImate terms?" 
"FrIendly, if that's what you mean ., 
"Are you sure?" Dundy asked. "Are you sure neIther of you held 

any grudge against the other?" 
Theodore BlIss took lus arm free from around hIS mece Increasing 

pallor made his sunburned face yellowIsh He saId, "Everybody here 
knows about my haVIng been in San Quentm You can speak out, 
If that's what you're gettmg at " 

"It is," Dundy saId, and then, after a pause, "Well?" 
Bliss stood up "Well, what?" he asked Impabently. "DId I hold 

a grudge agaInst hIm for that? No. Why should P We were both 
m It He could get out, I couldn't I was sure of bemg convicted 
whether he was or not HaVIng hIm sent over WIth me wasn't gomg 
to make it any better for me We talked It over and deCIded I'd go 
it alone, leavmg hIm outSIde to pull thmgs together And he did If 
you look up rus bank account you'll see he gave me a check for twenty
five thousand dollars two days after I was dIscharged from San 
Quentin, and the regIstrar of the National Steel CorporatIOn can tell 
you a thousand shares of stock have been transferred from hIS name 
to mine SInce then " 

He smiled apologetIcally and sat down on the bed agam "I'm 
sorry I know you have to ask dungs" 

Dundy Ignored the apology "Do you know Damel Talbot'" he asked 
Bliss Said, "No" 
HIS WIfe said, "I do, that IS, I've seen hIm He was In the office 

yesterday" 
l)1.\ndy looked her up and down carefully before askmg, "What 

office?" 
"I am-I was 1\1r Bhss's socretary, and-" 
"Max BlISS's?" 
"Yes, and a Damel Talbot came Ul to see hIm yesterday afternoon, 

if it's the same one" 
"What happened?" 
She look.ed at her husband, 'Vho sald, "If you know anythmg, for 

heaven's sake tell them" 
She said, "But nothmg really happened. I thought they were angry 
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with ea(:h other at first, but when they left together they were laugh
mg and talking, and before they went Mr. Bliss rang for me and 
told me to have Trapper-he's the bookkeeper-make out a check to 
Mr. Talbot's order." 

"Did he?" 
"Oh, yes I took it in to hIm. It was for seventy-five hundred and 

some dollars." 
"What was It for?" 
She shook her head "I don't know" 
"If you were Bhss's secretary," Dundy insisted, "you must have SOIne 

idea of what hIS bUSIncSS with Talbot was" 
"But I haven't," she saId "I'd never even heard of hIm before." 
Dundy looked at Spade Spade's face was wooden Dundy glowered 

at hIm, then put a questIOn to the man on the bed "What kmd of 
necktIe was your brother weanng when you sa"" hIm last?" 

Bllss blmhcd, thcn stared distantly past Dundy, and finally shut 
his eyes When he opened them he saId, "It was green with~I'd 
know it If I saw It Why?" 

Mrs Bhss s:lld, "Narrow diagonal stripes of dIfferent shades of 
green That's the one he had on at the office thiS mornmg." 

"Where doe~ he keep Ius necktIes?" Dundy asked the housekeeper. 
She ro,e, saymg, "In a closet In hIS bedroom I'll show you" 
Dund} and the newly mamed Bhsses followed her out. 
Spade put hIS hat on the dressmg table and asked Mmam BlIss) 

"''''hat tIme dId you go out?" He sat on the foot of her bed 
"Today? About one o'clock I had a luncheon engagement for one 

and I was a lIttle late, and then I went shoppmg and then-" She 
broke off WIth a shudder. 

"And then you came home at what time?" HIS VOIce was fnendly, 
matter-of-fact 

"Some hme after four, I guess." 
"And what happened?" 
"I f-found Father l}mg there and I phoned-I don't know whether 

I phoned downstalTS or the pollee, and then I don't know what I did. 
I fainted or had hystencs or something, and the first thmg I remember 
IS commg to and findmg those men here and Mrs Hooper" She looked 
hIm full 10 the face now. 

"You dIdn't phone a doctor?" 
She lowered her eyes agam. "No, I don't thmk so" 
"Of course you wouldn't, If you knew he was dead," he said casually. 
She was sIlent. 
"You knew he was dead;»11 he asked. 



She raised h~ eyes and looked blankly at him. "But he was d.ead," 
she said. 

He smiled. "Of course; but what I'm getting at is, did you make 
sure before you phoned?" 

She put a hand to her throat. "I don't remember what I did," she 
said earnestly "I think I just knew he was dead" 

He nodded understandingly. "And if you phoned the polIce it was 
because you knew he had been murdered" 

She worked her hands together and looked at them and said, "I 
suppose so. It was awful. I don't know what I thought or did." 

Spade leaned forward and made hiS VOlce low and persuasive. "I'm 
not a police detective, MISS Bhss I was engaged by your father
a few minutes too late to save hlm. I am, In a way, workmg hr you 
now, so If there is anythmg I can do--maybe somethmg the pollce 
wouldn't-" He broke off as Dundy, followed by the Bhsses and the 
housekeeper, returned to the room "What luck?" 

Dundy said, "The green tIe's not there" HIS SUSpICIOUS gaze darted 
from Spade to the gtrl "Mrs Hooper says the blue tIe we found IS 

one of half a dozen he Just got from England" 
BlIss asked, "What's the Importance of the tie?" 
Dundy scowled at him "He was partly undressed when we found 

him. The tie With hiS clothes had never been worn " 
"Couldn't he have been changtng clothes when whoever kIlled hIm 

came, and was killed before he had finished dressing?" 
Dundy's scowl deepened. "Yes, but what did he do With the green 

tIe? Eat It?" 
Spade saId, "He wasn't changing clothes. If you'll look at the shIrt 

collar you'll see he must've had it on when he was choked." 
Tom came to the door. "Checks all nght," he told Dundy. "The 

Judge and a bailIff named Kittredge say they were there from about 
a quarter to four tIll five or ten minutes after. I told KIttredge to 
co.me over and take a look at them to make sure they're the same ones" 

Dundy sard, "RIght," Without turning his head and took the pencIled 
threat SIgned with the T in a star from his pocket He folded It so 
only the signature was visible. Then he asked, "Anybody know what 
this is?" 

Miriam BlIss left the bed to join the others in lookmg at it. From 
it they looked at one another blankly. 

"Anybody know anything about it?" Dundy asked 
Mrs. Hooper said, "It's lIke ""hat was on poor Mr. Bliss's chest, 

but-" The others said, "No" 
"Anybody ever seen anythmg bke it before?" 
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They said they had not. , 
Dundy said, "All right. Wait here. Maybe I'll have something else 

to ask you after a wlule." 
Spade saId, "Just a minute. Mr. Bliss, how long have you known 

Mrs Bhss?" 
Bliss looked cUrIously at Spade "Smce I got out of prIson," he re

plied somewhat cautIOusly "Why?" 
"Just SInce last month," Spade saId as if to himself. "Meet her 

through your brother?" 
"Of course-Ill hIS office Why?" 
"And at the MUnICIpal BUlldmg this afternoon, \\-ere you together 

llll the time?" 
"Yes, certaml) " BlIss spoke sharply. "What are you getting at?" 
Spade smIled at him, a fnendly smile "I have to ask thmgs," he said. 
Bliss smIled too "It's all right" HIS smIle broadened "As a matter 

of fact, I'm a har We weren't actually together all the time I went 
out mto the corudor to smoke a cigarette, but I assure you every 
bme I looked through the glass of the door I could see her still sitting 
m the courtroom v. here I had left her" 

Spade's smIle was as hght as Bhss's Nevertheless, he asked, "And 
when you weren't lookmg through the glass you were in sight of 
the door? She couldn't've left the courtroom WIthout your seeing 
her?" 

Bhss's smIle v.ent away "Of course she cOllldn't," he saId, "and I 
wasn't out there more than five mmutes .. 

Spade saId, "Thank~," and followed Dundy mto the hvmg room, 
shuttmg the door behmd hIm 

Dundy looked sIdewl~e at Spade "An)'thmg to Ie" 
Spade shrugged 
Max Bhss's body had been removed Besides the man at the secretatre 

and the gray-faced man, two Flhpmo boys m plum-colored uniforms 
were in the room They sat close together on the sofa 

Dundy saId, "Mack, I want to find a green necktle I want tlllS 
house taken apart, thIS block taken apart, and the ",hole neIghbor
hood taken apart tIll you find It Get what m€n you need" 

The man at the secretalre rose, saId "RIght," pulled hIS hat do~n 
over hIS eyes, and went out 

Dundy scowled at the FIhpmos "Whtch of you saw the man in 
brown?" 

The smaller stood up. "Me, sir." 
Dundy opened the bedroom door and said, "Bliss." 
Bliss came to the door. 



The Filipino','! face lighted up. "Yes, sir, him." 
DUll<iy shut the dOQr in Bliss·s fac::c. "Sit down." 
The boy sat down hastily. 
Dundy stared gloomIly at the boys untIl they began to fidget. Then, 

"Who else dId you bring up to this apartment thIS afternoon?" 
They shook theIr heads in unison from SIde to SIde "Nobody else, 

sir," the smaller one sald A desperately 10grabatmg snule ~tretched 
Ius mouth wide across his face 

Dundy took a threatemng step towards them "Nuts'" he snarled. 
"You brought up MISS Bhss." 

The larger boy's head bobbed up and down "Yes, Slr Yes, SIr 
I bnng them up I thmk you mean other people" He too tned a 
smile. 

Dundy was glarmg at him "Never mmd what you think I mean 
Tell me what I ask Now, what do you mean by 'them'?" 

The boy's smIle dIed under the glare He looked at the floor between 
his feet and saId, "Mlss Bhss and the gentleman" 

"What gentleman? The gentleman 10 there?" He Jerked his head 
toward the door he had shut on BlIss 

"No, sir. Another gentleman, not an Amencan gentleman" He had 
raised his head agaln and now bnghtness came back mto hIS face. 
"1 tlunk he IS Armenian." 

"Why?" 
"Because he not lIke us Americans, not talk lIke us " 
Spade laughed, asked, "Ever seen an Armeman?" 
"No, SIT That IS why I thmk he-" He shut hIS mouth WIth a clIck 

as Dundy made a growlmg nOIse m his throat 
"What'd he look lIke?" Dundy asked 
The boy lIfted hIS shoulders, spread hIS hand5 "He tall, hke thIS 

gentleman." He mdlcated Spade "Got dark haIr, dark mustache. 
Very"-he frowned earnestly-"very mce clothes Very ruce-lookJ.ng 
man Cane, gloves, spats, even, and-" 

"Young?" Dundy asked 
The head went up and down agam "Young Yes, sIr" 
"When chd he leave?" 
"Five mmutes,'~ the boy replIed. 
Dundy made a chewmg mobon WIth hIS Jaws, then asked. "What 

time dId they come 1o?" 
The boy spread hIS hands, lifted his shoulders agam "Four o'clock 

-maybe ten mmutes after" 
"Did you bring anybody else up before we got here?" 
The Filipinos shook theIr heads in unison once more. 
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Dundy spoke out the side of his mouth to Spade:. "Get her." 
Spade opened the bedroom door, bowed slightly, said, "Will you 

come out a moment, MIss Bliss?" 
"What IS It?" she asked wanly. 
"Just for a moment," he said, holdmg the door open. Then he 

suddenly added, "And you'd better come along, too, Mr Bhss." 
MIrIam Bhss came slowly into the livIng room followed by her 

uncle, and Spade shut the door behmd them MISS Bhss's lower hp 
tWitched a httle when she saw the elevator boys She looked appre
henSIvely at Dundy 

He asked, "What's thIS fiddlededee about the man that came m 
With you?" 

Her lower IIp tWItched agam. "Wh-what?" She trIed to put be
wIlderment on her face Theodore Bhss hastIly crossed the room, 
stood for a moment before hcr as If he mtended to say somethmg, 
and then, apparently changmg hiS mmd, took up a posItIon behmd 
her, hIS arms cro~~ed over the back of a chaIr 

"The man who came m With you," Dundy said harshly, rapidly. 
"Who IS he? Where IS he? Why'd he leave? Why dIdn't you say any .. 
thmg about hIm 7" 

The gIrl put her hands over her face and began to cry "He dIdn't 
have anythmg to do wIth It," she blubbered through her hands "He 
dIdn't, and It would Just make trouble for him" 

"NIce boy," Dundy saId "So, to keep hIS name out of the news
papers, he runs off and leaves you alone WIth your murdered father." 

She took her hands away from her face "Oh, but he had to," she 
CrIed "HIS WIfe IS so Jcalous, and If she knew he had been WIth me 
agam she'd certamly dIvorce hIm, and he hasn't a cent III the world 
of rus own" 

Dundy looked at Spade Spade looked at the gogglIng FIlipinos 
and Jerked a thumb at the outer door "Scram," he Said. They went 
out qUIckly 

"And who IS thIS gem?" Dundy asked the gIrl 
"But he didn't have any-" 
"'Vho IS he;'" 
Her shoulders drooped a httle and she lowered her eyes "His name 

IS Bans Smekalov," she SaId weanly. 
"Spell It" 
She spelled It 
"Where does he lIve?" 
"At the St. Mark Hotel" 
"Does he do anythmg for a living except marry money?" 
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Anger came toto her face as she raised it, but wentaway as quickly. 
"He doesn't do anything," she said. 

Dundy wheeled to address the gray-faced man. "Get him'" 
The gray-faced man grunted and went out. 
Dundy faced the girl again. "You and this Smekalov in love wIth 

each other?" 
Her face became scornful. She looked at hun WIth scornful eyes 

and sald nothmg 
He sald, "Now your father's dead, will you have enough money 

for him to marry If rus WIfe dIvorces rum?" 
She covered her face wIth her hands 
He saId, "Now your father's dead, wIll-?" 
Spade, leamng far over, caught her as she fell He lIfted her eaSily 

and earned her mto the bedroom When he came back he shut the 
door behmd rum and leaned agamst It "Whatever the rest of It was," 
he said, "the famt's a phony" 

"Everything's a phony," Dundy growled. 
Spade gnnned mockmgly. "There ought to be a law making cnmmals 

gIve themselves up " 
Mr BlIss smlled and sat down at hIS brother's desk by the window 
Dundy's VOlce was dIsagreeable "You got nothmg to worry about," 

he Sald to Spade. "Even your chent's dead and can't complam But 
If I don't come across I've got to stand for ndmg from the captain, 
the chIef, the newspapers, and heaven knows who all " 

"Stay wIth it," Spade saId sootrungly, "you'll catch a murderer 
sooner or later yet" HIS face became senous except for the lIghts 
in rus yellow-gray eyes "I don't want to run thIs Job up any more 
alleys than we have to, but don't you thmk we ought to check up 
on the funeral the housekeeper said she went to? There's sometrung 
funny about that woman" 

After lookmg suspIciously at Spade for a moment, Dundy nodded, 
and saId, "Tom'll do It" 

Spade turned about and, shakmg hIS finger at Tom, saId, "It's a 
ten-to-one bet there wasn't any funeral. Check on It . don't mISS 
a tnck" 

Then he opened the bedroom door and called Mrs Hooper. "Ser· 
geant Polhaus wants some information from you," he told her 

'Nrule Tom was writmg down names and addresses that the woman 
gave him, Spade sat on the sofa and made and smoked a cigarette, 
and Dundy walked the floor slowly, scowlmg at the rug. WIth Spade's 
approval, Theodore BlIss rose anCi rejomed his WIfe III the bedroom. 

Presently Tom put his notebook in his pocket, said, "Thank you," 
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to the housekeeper, "Be seeing you," to Spade and Pundy, and left 
the apartment. 

The housekeeper stood where he had left her, ugly, strong, serene, 
patient. 

Spade twisted himself around on the sofa until he was loolung 
into her deep-set, steady eyes "Don't worry about that," he said, 
flirting a hand toward the door Tom had gone through "Just routine." 
He pursed his lIps, asked, "What do you honestly think of this thing, 
Mrs. Hooper?" 

She rephed calmly, In her strong, somewhat harsh voice, "I think 
It'S the Judgment of God" 

Dundy stopped pacing the floor 
Spade saId, "What?" 
There was certainty and no excitement m her VOIce "The wages 

of sm is death" 
Dundy began to advance towards Mrs Hooper m the manner of 

one stalking game Spade waved hIm back WIth a hand which the 
sofa hId from the woman. lhs face and vOIce showed mterest, but 
were now as composed as the woman's "Sm?" he asked 

She said, " 'Whosoever shall offend one of these httle ones that be
lIeve m me, It were better for him that a millstone were hanged 
around hiS neck, and he were cast mto the sea'" She spoke, not as 
if quotmg, but as If saying somethmg she believed. 

Dundy barked a questlOn at her. "What little one?" 
She turned her grave gray eyes on hIm, then looked past hIm at the 

bedroom door 
"Her," she saId, "MIriam" 
Dundy frowned at her "HIS daughter?" 
The woman saId, "Yes, hIS own adopted daughter" 
Angry blood mottled Dundy's square face "What the heck is 

this?" he demanded He shook hIS head as If to free It from some 
clIngmg thIng "She's not really hIS daughter?" 

The woman's seremty was In no way dIsturbed by lus anger. "No. 
HIS wife was an mvalId most of her lIfe They dIdn't have any chIldren." 

Dundy moved hIS Jav.s as If chewmg for a moment and when he 
spoke agaIn rus VOIce was cooler "What dId he do to her?" 

"I don't know," she saId, "but I truly belIeve that when the truth's 
found out you'll see that the money her father-I mean her real father 
-left her has been-" 

Spade mterrupted her, taking pams to speak very clearly, moving 
one hand In small CIrcles WIth hts words. "You mean you don=t 
actually know he's been gypping her? You Just suspect it~" 
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She put a hand over her heart. "I know it here," she replied cabnly. 
Dundy looked at Spade, Spade at Dundy, and Spade's eyes were 

shiny WIth not altogether pleasant merriment Dundy cleared lus 
throat and addressed the woman again "And you thmk tlus"-he 
waved a hand at the floor where the dead man had lam-"was the 
judgment of God, huh?" 

"I do." 
He kept all but the barest trace of craftiness out of hiS eyes. "Then 

whoever did It was Just actmg as the hand of God?" 
"It's not for me to say," she replied 
Red began to mottle hIS face agam "That']] be all rIght now," 

he said m a chokmg VOice, but by the time she had reached the bed
room door hiS eyes became alert agam and he caIled, "Walt a mmute " 
And when they were facmg each other. "Listen, do you happen to be 
a Rosicrucian?" 

"I WIsh to be nothmg but a ChristIan" 
He growled, "All rIght, all nght," and turned hiS back on her 

She went mto the bedroom and shut the door He Wiped hIs fore. 
head with the palm of hIS rIght hand and complained weanly, "Great 
Scott, what a famIlyl" 

Spade shrugged "Try mvestIgatmg your own ~omc time" 
Dundy's face whitened HIS lips, almost colorless, came back tight 

over hiS teeth He balled hiS fists and lunged to~ards Spade. "What 
do you-?" The pleasantly surprIsed look on Spade's face stopped 
hun He averted hIS eyes, wet lu, lips with the tip of hIS tongue, 
looked at Spade agam and away, essayed an embarrassed smile, and 
mumbled, "You mean any famIly. Vh-huh, I guess so" He turned 
hastily towards the corndor door as the doorbell rang 

The amusement tWltchmg Spade's face accentuated hIS lIkeness to 
a blond satan. 

An amIable, drawlmg vOice came in through the corridor door: 
"I'm Jim KIttredge, Supenor Court. I was told to come over here." 

Dundy's vOice "Yes, come in" 
Kittredge was a roly.poly ruddy man In too-tight clothes with the 

shine of age on them. He nodded at Spade and saId, "1 remember 
you, Mr. Spade, from the Burke-Harris SUlt" 

Spade said, "Sure," and stood up to shake hands With him. 
Dundy had gone to the bedroom door to caIl Theodore Bhss and 

his wife. Kittredge looked at them, smiled at them amiably, said, 
"How do you do?" and turned to Dundy. "That's them, all rIght." 
He looked around as if for a place to Spit, found none, and saId, 
"It \\-as just about ten minutes to four that the gentleman there came 
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in t/le courtroom and asked me how long His Honor would be, and 
I told him about ten minutes, and they waited there; and right after 
court adjourned at four o'clock we married them" 

Dundy said, "Thanks." He sent Kittredge away, the Bhsses back 
to the bedroom, scowled with diMahsfaction at Spade, and saId> "So 
what?" 

Spade, sittmg down again, rephed, "So you couldn't get froro here 
to the Murucipal Bwldmg In less than fifteen mmutes on a bet, 
so he couldn't've ducked back here while he was waItmg for the Judge, 
and he couldn't have hustled over here to do It after the weddmg and 
before Mlnam arnved" 

The dissatlsfactlOn m Dundy's face Increased. He opened Ius mouth, 
but shut It m silence when the gray-faced man came m with a tall. 
slender, pale young man who fitted the descnptlOn the FIlIpmo had 
gIven of Mmam BlIss's comparuon. 

The gray-faced man said, "Lieutenant Dundy, Mr Spade, Mr. Boris 
-uh-SmekaIO\ " 

Dundy nodded curtly 
Smekalov began to speak Immediately HIS accent was not heavy 

enough to trouble hili hearers much, though rus r's sounded more lIke 
w's. "LIeutenant, I must beg of you that you keep thIS confidential. 
If It should get out It WIll rum me, LIeutenant, rum me completely 
and most unjustly I am most mnocent, SIr, I assure you, In heart, 
spmt, and deed, lIot only innocent, but m no way whatever connected 
With any part of the whole hornbJe matter There IS 110--" 

"Walt a mmute" Dundy prodded Smekalov's chest WIth a blunt 
finger. "Nobody's saId anythmg about you bemg mIxed up in any
tIung-but It'd looked better If you'd stuck around" 

The young man spread hIS arms, hIS palms forward, m an expansIve 
gesture. "But what can I do? I have a WIfe who--" He shook rus 
head VIOlently "It IS ImpOSSIble I cannot do It." 

The gray-faced man saId to Spade m an madequately subdued 
VOIce, "Goofy, these RussIans" 

Dundy screwed up hIS eyes at Smekalov and made hIS "Olce judjCIal. 
"You've probably," he saId, "put yourself m a pretty tough spot." 

Smekalov seemed about to cry. "But only put yourself in my place." 
he begged, "and you-" 

"Wouldn't want to" Dundy seemed, m hIS callous way, sorry fOl 
the young man "Murder's nothIng to play WIth 111 thIS country." 

"Murder' But I tell you, LIeutenant, I happen' to enter lUto this 
sltuatIon by the merest mIschance oniy I am not-" 

"You mean you came m here with Mtss Bhss by aCCIdent?" 
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The young IQaI1 looked as if he would like to say "Ves." He &aid, 
'1io," slowly, then went ort with increasing rapidity: "But that was 
nothing, sir, nothing at all. We had been to lunch. I escorted her 
home and she said, 'Will you corne in for a cocktail?' and I would. 
That is all, I give you my word." He held out his hands, palms up. 
"Could it not have happened so to you?" He moved lus hands in 
Spade's direction. "To you?" 

Spade said, "A lot of things happen to me DId Bliss know you 
were runrung around with lus daughter?" 

"He knew we were fnends, yes" 
"Did he know you had a '.Hfe?" 
Smekalov said cautlOusly, "I do not thmk so" 
Dundy said, "You know he didn't" 
Smekalov mOIstened his bps and did not contradict the lIeutenant. 
Dundy asked, "What do you tlunk he'd've done If he found out?" 
"I do not know, SIr " 

Dundy stepped close to the young man and spoke through hIS 
teeth m a harsh, delIberate vOice "What dzd he do when he found 
out?" 

The young man retreated a step, his face willte and fnghtened 
The bedroom door opened and MIriam 1311ss came mto the room. 

"Why don't you leave him alone?" she asked mdlgnantly "I told 
you he had nothmg to do with It. I told you he didn't know anythmg 
about it" She was beside Smekalov now and had one of hiS hands 
in hers "You're Simply makmg trouble for him Without domg a bit 
of good. I'm awfully sorry, 13ons, I tried to keep them from bothenng 
you." 

The young man mumbled unintelligibly. 
"You tned, all nght," Dundy agreed. He addressed Spade' "Could 

it've been hke thiS, Sam? Bhss found out about the 'WIfe, knew they 
had the lunch date, came home early to meet them when they came 
in, threatened to tell the Wife, and was choked to stop him" He 
looked Sidewise at the girl. "Now, If you want to fake another famt, 
hop to it." 

The young man screamed and flung himself at Dundy, clawmg 
with both hands. Dundy grunted-"Uh!"-and struck him in the 
face with a heavy fist The young man went backwards across the 
room until he collided With a chair. He and the chair went down 
on the floor together. Dundy said to the gray-faced man, "Take him 
down to the Hall-matenal wltnliss." 

The gray-faced man said, "Oke," picked up Smekalov's hat, and 
went over to help pick him up. 
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Tlteodort Bliss, his wife, and the housekeeper bad come to the dOO1' 
Miriam Bliss had left open. Miriam Bliss was crymg, stamping her 
foot, threatening Dundy: "I'll report you, you coward. You had no 
right to ••. " and so on. Nobody paid much attennon to her; they 
watched the gray-faced man help Smekalov to his feet, take him away. 
Smekalov's nose and mouth were red smears. 

Then Dundy saId, "Hush," negligently to Minam Bliss and took 
a slip of paper from hiS pocket. "1 got a list of the calls from here 
today. Sing out when you recogruze them." 

He read a telephone number. 
Mrs. Hooper saId, "That is the butcher. I phoned him before I 

left this mornmg" She said the next number Dundy read was the 
grocer's. 

He read another. 
"That's the St Mark," Miriam Bliss said. "I called up Boris." She 

IdentIfied two more numbers as those of friends she had called 
The sixth number, Bhss said, was his brother's office "Probably 

my call to ElIse to ask her to meet me." 
Spade said, "Mme," to the seventh number, and Dundy Said, "That 

last one's polIce emergency" He put the slIp back m hiS pocket. 
Spade said cheerfully, "And that gets us a lot of place~." 
Tht:: doorbell rang 
Dundy went to the door. He and another man could be heard talk. 

mg m VOlCes too low for their words to be recognized m the hvmg 
room. 

The telephone rang Spade answered it. "Hello. ,No, this is 
Spade Walt a mm- All nght " He listened "Right, I'll tell him. • • . 
I don't know. I'll have him call you .•. RIght" 

When he turned from the telephone Dundy was standmg, hands 
behmd him, m the vestIbule doorway. Spade saId, "O'Gar says your 
RUSSIan went completely nuts on the way to the Hall. They had to 
shove hIm mto a straIt-Jacket." 

"He ought to been there long ago," Dundy growled. "Come here." 
Spade followed Dundy into the vestIbule. A unifonned polIceman 

stood m the outer doorway. 
Dundy brought his hands from behind him. In one was a necktie 

With narrow diagonal stnpes m varymg shades of green, in the other 
was a platinum scarfpin m the shape of a crescent set with small 
diamonds. 

Spade bent over to look at three" small, irregular spots on the tie. 
"Blood?" 



''Or dirt," Dp..ndy wd. "He found thetn crumpled u.p m a n.eIfB
paper in the rubblSh can. on the corner,'" 

"Yes, SlI, >1 the uniformed man sald proudly, "there I found them, 
all wadded up in-" He stopped because nobody was payIng any 
attention to him. 

"Blood's better," Spade was saying. "It gives a reason for taking 
the tie away. Let's go in and talk to people." 

Dundy stuffed the be in one pocket, thrust ills hand holdmg the 
pin into another "RIght-and we'll call It blood" 

They went mto the hvmg room Dundy looked from Bhss to BlIss's 
wife, to Bhss's mece, to the housekeeper, as 1£ he dId not hke any of 
them. He took hIS fist from rus pocket, thrust It straIght out in front 
of rum, and opened It to show the crescent pm lymg m hIS hand. 
"What's that?" he demanded 

MIrIam Bhss was the first to speak. "Why, It's Father's pm," she 
said. 

"So it is?" he said disagreeably. "And did he have It on today?" 
"He always wore it" She turned to the others for confirmatIOn 
Mrs Bhss said, "Yes," while the others nodded 
"Where did you find it?" the girl asked 
Dundy was surveymg them one by one agam, as If he hked them 

less than ever HIS face was red "He always wore It," he saId angrIly, 
"but there wasn't one of you could say, 'Father always wore a pm 
Where is It?' No, we got to walt ttll It turns up before we can get a 
word out of you 2bout It" 

BlIss said, "Be faIr How were we to know-?" 
"Never mind what you were to know," Dundy saId "It's coming 

round to the pomt where I'm gOing to do some talkmg about what 
I know." He took the green neck be from hI' pocket "ThIS IS hIS tIe?" 

Mrs. Hooper saId, "Yes, SIr" 
Dundy said, "Well, It'S got blood on it, and It'S not hIS blood, be

cause he didn't have a scratch on hIm that we could sec" He looked 
narrow-eyed from one to another of them "No\v, .uppose you were 
tryIng to choke a man that wore a scarfpin, and he was wrestlmg 
WIth you, and-" 

He broke off to look at Spade 
Spade had crossed to where Mrs. Hooper was standing Her big 

hands were clasped in front of her. He took her right hand, turned 
it over, took the wadded handkerchief from her palm, and there was 
a two-inch-Iong fresh scratch m the flesh. 

She had passIvely allowed rum ~o examine her hand. Her mien lost 
none of its tranquillIty now. She said notillng 
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"WeIP" he asked. • 
"1 scratched It on Miss Miriam's pin fixing her on the bed when 

she fainted," the housekeeper saId calmly 
Dundy's laugh was bnef, bItter. "It'll hang you Just the same:' 

be saId. 
There was no change in the woman's face "The Lord's will be 

done," she replied. 
Spade made a peculiar noise in his throat as he dropped her hand. 

"Well, let's see how we stand." He grmned at Dundy. "You don't 
hke that star-T, do you?" 

Dundy srud, "Not by a long shot" 
"Neither do I," Spade saId "The Talbot threat was probably on 

the level, but that debt ~eems to have been squared. Now-walt a 
mmute I" He 'Went to the telephone and called hIS office. "The tIe 
thmg looked pretty funny, too, for a while," he saId whIle he waIted, 
"but 1 guess the blood takes care of that." 

He spoke mto the telephone "Hello, Effie. LIsten Wlthm half an 
hour or so of the time Dhss called me, dId you get any call that maybe 
wasn't on the level? Anythmg that could have been a stall? ... Yes, 
before.. Thmk now" 

He put hIS hand over the mouthpIece and said to Dundy, "There's 
a lot of deVIltry gomg on m thIS world." 

He spoke mto the telephone agam. "Yes? ... Yes ... Kruger? 
Yes Man or woman? .. Thanks. No, I'll be through m 

half an hour. Walt for me and I'll buy your dmner 'By" 
He turned a\\ ay from the telephone "About half an hour before 

BlIss phoned, a man called my office and asked for Mr Kruger" 
Dundy frowned "So what?" 
"Kruger wasn't there" 
Dundy's frown deepened "Who's Kruger?" 
"I don't know," Spade SaId blandly "I never heard of hIm." He 

took tobacco and CIgarette papers from hIS pockets "All nght, Bliss, 
where's your scratch?" 

Theodore BlIss saId, "What?" wlule the others stared blankly at 
Spade. 

"Your scratch," Spade repeated in a consciously pattent tone. His 
attention was on the CIgarette he was making. "The place where 
your brother's pm gouged you when you were choking hun." 

"Are you crazy?" Bhss demanded. "I was-" 
"Vh-huh, you were bemg marrie~ when he was killed. You were 

not." Spade mOlStened the edge of his CIgarette paper and smoothed 
it with hIS forefinger. 



Mrs. Bliss s~1te now, stammering a little: "But ht-but Max 8liss 
called-" 

"Who says Max Bliss called me?" Spade asked "I don't know 
~t 1 wouldn't know his voice All 1 know is a man called me and 
said he was Max Bliss. Anybody could say that" 

"But the telephone records here show the call came from here," 
she protested 

He shook his head and smiled. "They show I had a call from here, 
.and I dId, but not that one. I told you somebody called up half an 
hour or so before the supposed Max BlIss call and asked for Mr. 
Kruger." He nodded at Theodore BlIss "He was smart enough to 
get a call from thIS apartment to my office on the record before he 
left to meet you". 

She stared from Spade to her husband WIth dumfounded blue eyes. 
Her husband said lightly, "It's nonsense, my dear. You know-" 
Spade did not let hIm fimsh that sentence "You know he went 

out to smoke a cigarette In the corridor while waitIng for the judge, 
and he knew there were telephone booths In the corrIdor. A mInute 
would be all he needed." He ht hiS cigarette and returned hIs hghter 
to his pocket 

Bliss said, "Nonsense'" more sharply. "Why should I want to kill 
Max?" He smIled reassurmgly Into hiS wife's horrIfied eyes "Don't 
let this disturb you, dear PolIce methods are sometImes-" 

"All nght," Spade saId, "let's look you over for scratches" 
Bhss wheeled to face hIm more dIrectly. "Damned Ii you wIll'" He 

put a hand behInd him 
Spade, wooden-faced and dreamy-eyed, came forward 

Spade and Effie Perme sat at a small table In JulIus's Castle on 
Telegraph HIll Through the WIndow beSIde them ferryboats could 
be seen carrymg hghts to and from the CIties' hghts on the other Side 
of the bay 

" ... hadn't gone there to lull rum, chances are," Spade was saying; 
"just to shake rum down for some more money, but when the fight 
started, once he got his hands on hIS throat, I guess, hiS grudge was 
too hot in him for rum to let go till Max was dead Understand, I'm 
just putting together what the eVIdence says, and what we got out of 
his wife, and the not much that we got out of him " 

Effie nodded. "She's a nice, loyal wIfe" 
Spade drank coffee, shruggeq. "What for? She knows now that 

he made his play for her only because she was Max's secretary. She 
knows that when he took out the marrIage license a couple of weeks 
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ago it was only to string her along so she'd get him, the photostatic 
copies of the records that tied Max up with the Graystone Loan 
swindle. She knows-- Well, she knows she wasn't Just helping an 
injured innocent to clear his good name." > 

He took another SIp of coffee "So he calls on his brother this after
noon to hold San Quentm over his head for a pnce agam, and there's 
a fight, and he kIlls hIm, and gets his wnst scratched by the pm whIle 
he's chokIng rum. Blood on the tie, a scratch on rus wnst-that won't 
do He takes the tie off the corpse and hunts up another, because 
the absence of a tie wIll set the police to thmkIng He gets a bad 
break there Max's new tIes are on the front of the rack, and he grabs 
the first one he comes to All nght. Now he's got to put It around the 
dead man's neck-or walt-he gets a better Idea Pull off some more 
clothes and puzzle the polIce The tle'll be Just as mconspiCUOUS off as 
on, If the shirt's off too UndreSSIng him, he gets another Idea. He'll give 
the pohce somethmg else to worry about, so he draws a mystic SIgn 
he has seen somewhere on the dead man's chest" 

Spade emptIed hIS cup, set It down, and went on "By now he's 
gettmg to be a regular master mind at bewildenng the pohce. A 
threatenmg letter sIgned wIth the trung on Max's chest The afternoon 
mat! IS on the desk One envelope's as good as another so long as It's 
typewntten and has no return address, but the one from France adds a 
touch of the foreIgn, so cut comes the ongInal letter and in goes the 
threat He's overdOIng It now, see? He's giVIng us so much that's wrong 
that we can't help suspectmg thmgs that seem all nght-the phone 
call, for mstance 

"Well, he's ready for the phone calls now-his alIbI. He picks my 
name out of the pnvate detectlves m the phone book and does the 
Mr Kruger tnck, but that's after he calls the blond ElIse and tells her 
that not only have the obstacles to theIr marnage been removed, but 
he's had an offer to go m busmess in New York and has to leave right 
away, and wIll she meet hIm m fifteen mmutes and get mamed? 
There's more than Just an alIbI to that. He wants to make sure she is 
dead sure he dIdn't kIll Max, because she knows he doesn't hke Max. 
and he doesn't want her to thmk he was Just strmgmg her along to get 
the dope on Max, because she might be able to put two and two to
gether and get somethmg like the nght answer 

"WIth that taken care of, he's ready to leave. He goes out quite 
openly, with only one thing to worry about now-the tie and pin in his 
pocket He takes the pm along because he's not sure the police mIghtn't 

I 
find traces of blood around the setting of the stones, no matter how 
carefully he wipes it. On his way out he picks up a newspaper-buy .. 
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one from. the ntwsboy he meets at the street door-wads tie and pin 
up in a piece of it, and drops it in the rubbish can at the cortler. That 
seems all right. No reason for the poIrce to look for the tie. No reaSOD 

for the street cleaner who empties the can to InVestIgate III crwnpled 
piece of newspaper, and if something does go wrong-what the deuce' 
-the murderer dropped it there, but he, Theodore, can't be the mur
derer, because he's gomg to have an ahbl 

"Then he Jumps in his car and drIves to the Mumcipal BuIldmg. 
He knows there are plenty of phones there and he can always say he's 
got to wash hIS hands, but It turns out he doesn't have to WhIle they're 
waIting for the Judge to get through wIth a case he goes out to smoke a 
CIgarette, and there you are-'Mr Spade, thIS IS Max Bllss and I've 
been threatened' " 

Effie Perme nodded, then asked, "Why do you suppose he pIcked on 
a pnvate detectIve Instead of the polIce?" 

"Playmg safe If the body had been found, meanwhIle, the polIce 
mlght've heard of It and trace the call A prIvate detectIve wouldn't 
be lIkely to hear about It tIll he read It In the papers" 

She laughed, then saId, "And that was your luck." 
"Luck? I don't know." He looked gloomIly at the back of hIS left 

hand. "I hurt a knuckle stoppmg hIm and the Job only lasted an after
noon. Chances are whoever's handlmg the estate'll raIse hobs If I send 
them a bIll for any decent amount of money" He raised a hand to at
tract the walter's attentIOn "Oh, well, better luck next tune Want to 
catch a mOVIe or have you got somethmg else to do?" 

Eller" Queen's Challenge To The Reader, An Anthology New York Blue RIb
bon Books 1940 

101 Years' Entertainment The Great DetectIVe Stones, 1841-1941, edIted by 
Ellery Queen Boston Little, Brown 1942 

OmnIbus of Crime, edited by Dorothy Sayers New York Coward-McCann 
1929 

Hangman's HolIday, by Dorothy Sayers New York. Harcourt 1933 
Tiu Complete Dashiell Hammett New York Knopf 1934 



I T IS USEFUL to note the facts that T. S ElIot was born in 8t 
LouIs, graduated at Harvard, and studIed at the 80rbonne and at Ox
ford He ha~ been a teacher, a bank clerk, an edItor and a pubhsher. 
He settled m England m 1914, bemg then twenty-sIx, and m \927 be
came a BrItIsh subject He has wntten a conSIderable amount of prose, 
but hIs prose IS not particularly dIstmgUlshed It IS not always lucId. He 
has not often gIven rus essays form, and WIth one notable exceptIon, 
the Dante, they gIve the unpresslOn of obiter dIcta, drawn out to some 
length, rather than of accomphshed works of art But he IS certamly 
the most Important poet now wrItmg He has had a marked influence 
ot! modern poetry both m England and Amen ca. W H Auden, 
Stephcn Spender, and Day-LeWIS, some of whose verses you will have 
rend earher m thIS volume, have been notably affected by It I look 
upon myself as very fortWlate 10 that I have been able to gIve here 
three of hlS fincst poems 

I speak of poetry only with dIffidence, and now my dIffidence is in
creased by the CIrcumstance that ElIot hImself has wntten of poetry 
m general WIth authonty, though sometImes WIth preJuwce, and of 
ius own poetry WIth modesty, reasonableness and good-humor. One 
should always accept what a wnter says about the art he practIces WIth 
reservatlOn, for rus remarks are apt to be colored by hIs own practice. 
We none of us WrIte as we would lIke to we WrIte as best we can. It 
lS very natural to make your lmutatlOns the cornerstone of your art and 
becau.se you can only write 10 such and such a way to deCIde that that 
lS the best way of wrIting 

But there. is o.ne POUlt that Eliot makes. over and aver agam, and that 
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is one with whirh I heartily agree. He claims that poetry .~be an 
enjoyment to read. But there are many kinds of Poetryl and the sort of 
enjoyment you get fmm one kmd is cWI'erent from that which you get 
from another. You must not ask from a poet somethmg that he does 
not attempt to gIVe you. 

I have a notIon that there is a poetry that appeals rather to the head 
than to the heart, the poetry of Dryden, for mstance, and a poetry that 
appeals to the heart rather than to the head, Verlame, say, and I have 
no doubt that the greatest poetry of all appeals to both, and here, I 
suppose, the claSSIC example would be the great speeches that 
Shakespeare put mto the mouths of Hamlet and Othello But to my 
mmd there IS another sort of poetry, one that appeals to what, know
mg no other word to express what I mean, I must call the subcon
SCIOUS There IS a poetry that gIVes you the same sort of thnll, a strange 
pnmeval feeling, that you get when on a nver In Borneo you hear thf' 
drums beating m a dIstant VIllage, when you walk alone m those SIlent 
stealthy woods of South Carolma, or when in the Jungle of Indo
Chma you come upon those vast, those colossal heads of Brahma that 
form the towers of a rumed temple. 

It IS Just that feelmg I get when I read the poems, the later poem~, 
of T S Eliot I do not pretend I altogether understand them, though 
each time I read them I think I understand them better, but that I~ 
the emotIOn I get from them, a peculIar thnll, an anxIOUS ammal 
excitement that I find m the work of no other poet 

I do not know whether these poems Will ever become part of the 
herItage of our people as parts of Shakespeare and Milton, certain 
poems of Wordsworth and Keats, have become, nor whether those 
who love r-etry Will carry In theIr minds smgle lmes like "Nor praIse 
the deep vermilIon of the rose," or "the sleep that IS among the 
lonely hills" that nse m the conSCIOusness at odd times, none knows 
why, and refresh the SpIrIt with their fragrance That IS no bUSiness of 
mme But there are lInes in "Ash-Wednesday" of such beauty, of such 
magic, of such power to fire the ImaginatIOn that I thmk they may well 
become part of our common conscIOusness 

Much has been WrItten about ElIOt by more competent critics than 
I HIS philosophy has been discussed, and reVIled, hIS technique has 
been studied. I don't know that anyone has been struck by the m
congruItIes of the personality that hIS writings disclose I mentIOned his 
essays a little willIe ago They are remarkable for their good sense, but 
the pleasure one takes m readin& them is mitigated by his pedagOgiC 
supercIliousness He seems to lecture us WIth a ruler m hi. hand with 
which he is prepared to rap us sharply over the knuckles unless we ac. 
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"" 
cept Mtything he says as incontestable. He is neithc;r indulgr;m.t nor 
persuasive, but harsh, contemptuous and domineering. But when 
you read his poetry, a very different picture presents itself; you get the 
impression then of an unhappy, tortured man, but with a humor that 
is not only grim, but can be gay and impish, of a frustrated man to 
whom Me is stenle, who loathes the vulgarity he nevertheless seeks and 
who, looking mto hiS heart, finds there only emptiness, hatred of him
self and despaIr 

ThIS is the way the world ends 
Not WIth a bang but a whzmper 

You read further you find compassIOn and even tenderness for the 
human bemgs that are strugglmg meffectually towards an uncertain 
goal, faith that clutches With dogged resolve at a straw and a woeful, 
weary resIgnatIOn So discordant may be the elements that combine to 
create the plausIble harmony that IS human character I must ask 
you to forgive me If I have wntten of T S Ehot at undue length. I 
wanted you to read lus poems because I thmk he is the greatest poet of 
our tIme, and I thought It might help you If I told you a little of the 
sort of man I take him, from readmg hIS work, to be. 

Ash-Wednesday 

19.30 

T S ELIOT 

1 

Because I do not hope to tum again 
Because I do not hope 
Because I do not hope to turn 
Desirmg thiS man's gift and that man's scope 
I no longer strive to strive towards such things 
(Why should the aged eagle stretch its wmgs?) 
Why should 1 mourn 
The vamshed power of the usual reIgn? 

Because I do not hope to know again 
The infirm glory of the Positive hour 
Because I do not think 



Because I know I shall not know 
The one veritable transitory power 
Because I cannot drink 
There, where trees flower, and springs flow, for the~ IS nothing agam 

Because I know that time is always tIme 
And place IS always and only place 
And what is actual is actual only for one time 
And only for one place 
I rejOICe that thmgs are as they are and 
I renounce the blessed face 
And renounce the voice 
Because I cannot hope to turn agam 
Consequently I reJOIce, havmg to construct somethmg 
Upon whIch to rejOICe 

And pray to God to have mercy upon us 
And I pray that I may forget 
These matters that WIth myself I too much dISCUSS 

Too much explam 
Because I do not hope to turn agam 
Let these words answer 
For what IS done, not to be done agam 
May the Judgment not be too heavy upon us 

Because these wings are no longer wings to fly 
But merely vans to beat the air 
The rur which IS now thoroughly small and dry 
Smaller and dryer than the wIll 
Teach us to care and not to care 
Teach us to SIt stIll 

Pray for us smners now and at the hour of OUr death 
Pray for us now and at the hour of our death 

II 

Lady, three white leopards sat under a juniper-tree 
In the cool of the day, havmg fed. to satIety 
On my legs my heart my lIver and that which had been contained 
1_ hollow round of my skull. And God said 
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Shall these bones live? shall these 
Bones live? And that whIch had been contained 
In the bones (which were already dry) said chirping' 
Because of the goodness of thts Lady 
And became of her lovelmess, and because 
She honours the Virgm in meditatIon, 
We shme wIth bnghtness And I who am here dissembled 
Proffer my deeds to oblIvIOn, and my love 
To the postenty of the desert and the fnut of the gourd 
I t IS this whIch recovers 
My guts the stnngs of my eyes and the mdlgeshble portIons 
\Vhlch the leopard5 reject The Lady IS withdrawn 
In a .... hlte gown, to contemplation, m a white gown 
Let the whIteness of bones atone to forgetfulnes~ 
There IS no hfe m them As I am forgotten 
And VI auld be forgotten, so I would forget 
Thm devoted, concentrated in purpose And God said 
Prophesy to the wmd, to the wmd only for only 
The wmd WIll hsten, And the bones sang chIrpmg 
With the burden of the grasshopper, saYing 

Lady of Silences 
Calm and dl~tressed 
Torn and most whole 
Rose of memory 
Rose of forgetfulness 
Exhausted and hfe-glving 
Warned reposeful 
The smgle Rose 
Is now the Garden 
Where all loves end 
Termmate torment 
Of love unsatisfied 
The greater torment 
Of love satisfied 
End of the endless 
Journey to no end 
ConclUSIOn of all that 
Is mconclusible 
Speech Without word and 
Word of no speech 
Grace to the Mother 



,For the Gardenl 
Where a1110ve ends. 

Under a juniper-tree the bones sang, scattered and shining 
We are glad to be scattered, we did httle good to each other, 
Under a tree 10 the cool of the day, With the blessmg of sand. 
Forgetting themselves and each other, united 
In the qUiet of the desert. ThiS IS the land which ye 
Shall diVlde by lot. And neither dIvision nor UOIty 
Matters. This IS the land. We have our 1Ohentance. 

III 

At the first turning of the second stair 
I turned and saw below 
The same shape twIsted on the banister 
Under the vapour 10 the fetid air 
Strugghng With th.'O deVlI of the stairs who wears 
The deceitful face of hope and of despaIr 

A.t the .. cl:.ond turning of the li.ec.ond stalf 
I left them twisting, turnmg below, 
There were no more faces and the stair was dark, 
Damp, jagged, lIke an old man's mouth dnvellmg, beyond repaIr, 
Or the toothed gullet of an aged shark. 

At the first turning of the thIrd stair 
Was a slotted wmdow bellied hke the fig's fruit 
And beyond the hawthorn blossom and a pasture scene 
The broadbacked figure drest in blue and green 
Enchanted the may tIme WIth an antique flute 
Blown haIr IS sweet, brown hair over the mouth blown, 
Lilac and brown haIr, 
DlstractlOn, music of the flute, stops and steps of the m10d over the 

tlurd stair, 
Fading, fad1Og, strength beyond hope and despaIr 
Chmbmg the thud staIr 

Lord, I am not worthy 
Lord, I am not worthy 

but speak the word only. 
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IV 

Who walked between the violet and the violet 
Who walked between 
The vanous ranks of varied green 
Going in white and blue, in Mary's colour, 
Talking of tnvlal thmgs 
In ignorance and m knowledge of eternal dolour 
Who moved among the others as they walked, 
Who then made strong the fountains and made fresh the springs 

Made cool the dry rock and made firm the sand 
In blue of larkspur, blue of Mary's colour, 
Sovegna vos 

Here are the years that walk between, bearing 
Away the fiddles and the flutes, restonng 
One who moves m the time between sleep and waking, wearing 

White light folded, sheathed about her, folded 
The new years walk, restormg 
Through a bnght cloud of tears, the years, restoring 
With a new verse the anCient rhyme. Redeem 
The bme. Redeem 
The unread vision in the higher dream 
While Jewelled UnIcorns draw by the gIlded hearse. 

The Silent sister veiled in white and blue 
Between the yews, behind the garden god, 
Whose flute IS breathless, bent her head and signed but spoke no word 

But the fountain sprang up and the bud sang down 
Redeem the time, redeem the dream 
The token of the word unheard, unspoken 

Till the wmd shake a thousand whispers from the yew 

And after thiS our exIle 

v 

If the lost word is lost, if the spent word is spent 
If the unheard, unspoken 



Word is unspoken, unheard; 
Still is the unspbken word, the Word unheard, 
The Word WIthOut a word, the Word within 
The world and for the world; 
And the lIght shone in darkness and 
Against the Word the unstilled world stIli whirled 
~bout the centre of the SIlent Word 

o my people, what have I done unto thee 

Where shall the word be found, where wdl the word 
Resound? Not here, there IS not enough silence 
Not on the sea or on the islands, not 
On the mamland, m the desert or the ram land, 
For those who walk m darkness 
Both In the day bme and In the nIght time 
The right tlme and the nght place are not here 
No place of grace for those who aVOld the face 
No time to reJOlce for those who walk among nOlse and deny the voice 

Will the veIled sister pray for 
Those who walk m darkness, who chose thee and oppose thee, 
Those who are torn on the horn between season and season, tlffie ana 

bme, between 
Hour and hour, word and word, power and power, those who Walt 
In darkness;! WIll the vCIled SIster pray 
For children at the gate 
Who wdl not go away and cannot pray: 
Pray for those who chose and opposo 

o my people, what have I done unto thce. 

Will the veded SIster between the slender 
Yew trees pray for those who offend her 
And are ternfied and cannot surrender 
And affirm before the world and deny between the rocks 
In the last desert between the last blue rocks 
The desert m the garden the garden lD the desert 
Of drouth, splttmg from the mouth the wIthered apple-seed 

o my people 



VI 

Although I do not hope to tum again 
Although I do not hope 
Although I do not hope to turn 

Wavenng between the profit and the loss 
In thIS bnef transIt where the dreams cross 
The dreamcrossed tWlhght between bIrth and dymg 
(Bless me father) though I do not wIsh to WIsh these thmgs 
From the WIde wmdow towards the grarute shore 
The whIte salls strll fly seaward, seaward flymg 
Unbroken wmgs 

And the lost heart stIffens and rejOICeS 
In the lost hlac and the lost sea VOICes 
And the weak SpIrIt qUIckens to rebel 
For the bent golden-rod and the lost sea smell 
QUIckens to recover 
The cry of quaIl and the whIrlIng plover 
And the bhnd eye creates 
The empty forms between the ivory gates 
And smell renews the salt savour of the sandy earth 

ThIS IS the tIme of tensIOn between dying and birth 
The place of soh tude where three dreams cross 
Between blue rocks 
But when the VOIces shaken from the yew-tree drIft away 
Let the other yew be shaken and reply 

Blessed SIster, holy mother, spmt of the fount am, spmt of the garden, 
Suffer us not to mock ourselves WIth fdsehood 
Teach us to care and not to care 
Teach us to SIt stIll 
Even among these rocks, 
Our peace III HIS WIll 
And even among these rocks 
SIster, mother 
And spmt of the fiver, spmt of the sea; 
Suffer me not to be separated 

And let my cry come unto Thee 



The Hollow Men 
A penny for the Old- Guy 

T. S. ELIOT 

I 

We are the hollow men 
We are the stuffed men 
Leamng together 
HeadpIece filled wIth straw Alas' 
Our dned VOIces, when 
We whIsper together 
Are qmet and meamngless 
As wmd m dry grass 
Or rats' feet over broken glass 
In our dry cellar 

Shape wIthout form, shade wIthout colour, 
Paralysed force, gesture wIthout mobon, 

Those who have crossed 
WIth dIrect eyes, to death's other Kmgdom 
Remember uS-If at all-not as lost 
Violent souls, but only 
As the hollow men 
The stuffed men. 

II 

Eyes I dare not meet in dreams 
In death's dream kmgdom 

These do not appear 
There, the eyes are 
SunlIght on a broken column 
There, IS a tree swin~nep; 
And voices are 
In the wind's singing 
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More distant and more solemn 
Than a fading star. 

Let me be no nearer 
In death's dream kmgdom 
Let me also wear 
Such dehberate disgUIses 
Rat's skm, crowskm, crossed staves 
In a field 
Behavmg as the wmd behaves 
No nearer-

Not that final meetmg 
In the tWIlIght kmgdom 

III 

ThiS is the dead land 
ThiS IS cactus land 
Here the stone Images 
Are raised, here they receIve 
The supphcatIOn of a dead man's hand 
Under the twmkle of a fadmg ~tar. 

Is It like this 
In death's other kmgdom 
Wakmg alone 
At the hour when we are 
Tremblmg wIth tenderness 
LIpS that would kIss 
Form prayers to broken stone 

IV 

The eyes are not here 
There are no eyes here 
!n thIS valley of dymg stars 
In tms hollow valley , 
This broken Jaw of our lost kmgdoms 
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In this last of meeting places 
We grope together 
And aVOld speech 
Gathered on tlus beach of the tumid river 

Sightless, unless 
The eyes reappear 
As the perpetual star 
MultIfohate rose 
Of death's twIlight kIngdom 
The hope only 
Of empty men. 

v 

Here we go round the przckly pear 
Pnckly pear przckly pear 
H ere we go round the pnckly pear 
At five o'clock In the mornmg. 

Between the Idea 
And the reailty 
Between the motIon 
And the act 
Falls the Shadow 

For Thme lS the Kmgdom 

Between the conceptIon 
And the creatIon 
Between the emotIon 
And the response 
Falls the Shadow 

Between the desire 
And the spasm 
Between the potency 
And the eXIstence 
Between the essence 
And the descent 
Falls the Shadow' 

Ltfe lS ver)' long 

For Thine %s the KinGdom 
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For Thine is 
Life is 
For Thme is the 

ThIS IS the way the world ends 
Thzs IS the way the world ends 
ThIs IS the way the world ends 
Not With a bang but a whImper, 

Mr. Eliot's Sunday Morning Service 

T S ELIOT 

Look, look, master, here comes two reltgtous caterptlll'rs 
THE JEW OF MALTA. 

Polyphlloprogem tIve 
The sapIent sutlers of the Lord 
Dnft across the wmdow-panes 
In the begmnmg was the W OYo. 

In the begmning was the Word 
SuperfetatIOn of 'TO Ell, 
And at the mensual turn of tIme 
Produced enervate Ongen 

A pamter of the Umbnan school 
Deslgned upon a gesso ground 
The mmbus of the BaptIzed God. 
The wllderness is cracked and browned 

But through the water pale and thm 
Shll shme the unofIendmg feet 
And there above the painter set 
The Father and the Paraclete 

The sable presbyters approach 
The avenue of pemte~ce, 
The young are red and pustular 
Clutching piaculauve pence 
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Under the penitential gates 
Sustained by staring Seraphim 
Where the souls of the devout 
Burn lDvlSlble and dIm 

Along the garden-wall the bees 
WIth halfY belhes pass between 
The stammate and pIstllate, 
Blest office of the epicene 

Sweeney shIfts from ham to ham 
StIrrmg the water III hIs bath 
The masters of the subtle schools 
Are controversIal, polymath 

The Achievement of T S ELIot, by F 0 Matthlessen Boston Houghton Mif. 
flm 1935 

Collected Poems> by T S Ehot New York Harcourt 1936 
The Rock (a play), by T S Ehot New York Harcourt 193.* 
Murder In the Cathedral (a play), by T S Eliot New Yorl- Harcourt 1935 
FtJmlly Reunion (a play), by T. S Ehot New York Harcoun 1939 
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ALDOUS HUXLEY is an essayist whom I would be ready to rank 
with Hazhtt. The essay such as It was wntten 10 Its great days has fallen 
into decay. Though essays are wntten shll, they are eIther technical 
pieces on hterary or other subjects, 10tereshng chiefly to experts, or 
tittle-tattle about any subject upon which an author thmks he can 
wnte a couple of thousand words to fill the column of a newspaper 
or a page or two in a magazllle They bear readlllg m book form with 
difficulty 

If Charles Lamb, Hazhtt, Macaulay or Bagehot were wnt10g now 
they would find It hard to get a hearmg The essayist needs character 
to beglll with, then he needs an encyclopedic l..no\\<ledge, he needs 
humor, ea'e of manner so that the ordmary person can read him 
without labor, and he mmt know how to combme entertalllment With 
lllstructlOn These qualIficatIOns are not easy to find Aldous Huxley 
ha~ them, so, m a much smaller way had Vlrgmla Woolf. To my 
mmd both these wnters have been mure successful III thiS partIcular 
style than 10 the novel It IS smgular that thIS should be so, for both 
seem to be possessed of many of the gifts necessary to wnte fictIOn 
I hazard the suggestlOn that If Vlrglma Woolf dId not wnte It so SUC

cessfully as mIght have been expected, see10g how keen her observatIon 
was and how subtle her sense of character, It IS because she had an 
madequate acquamtance \Hth hfe 

Aldous Huxley has greater gIfts than she had, a VIgor, and a versa
nhty that were beyond her, and If -he has never qUite acqUlred the 
great pm,tIon as a novehst that hIs talent seems to authorIZe, I thmk 
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it is because of his deficient sympathy with human beings. The novelfn 
must be able to get into the skin of the creatures of hIs in~ntion, see 
with theIr eyes and feel with their fingers, but Aldous Huxley See& 

them hke an anatomIst He dIssects out theIr nerves, uncovers their 
arteries with precisIOn, and peers into the ventrIcles of their hearts. 
The process gIves nse in the reader to a certam dIscomfort In saymg 
thIS I do not wish to dIsparage Aldous Huxley's fiCtion, he has the 
priceless gIft of readabIlIty, so that even though you balk at hIs attitude, 
you are held by hIs narratIve skIll and stImulated by hIs orIgmalIty. 

E M. Forster IS best known in thIS country for hIs novel A Pa~sage 
to Indza It IS generally conSIdered the best book that has been WrItten 
about that unhappy and dIvided country. He too is a novelIst of great 
gtfts who has never won the fame his merits demand. He writes beautI
ful EnglIsh, he has WIt and humor; and he can create characters that 
are freshly seen and VIvIdly alive, then he makes them do thmgs that 
you know very well, so roundly and soundly has he set them before 
you, they couldn't pOSSIbly do You don't belIeve, and when you don't 
beheve what a novelIst tells you, he's done E M. Forster has WrItten 
two volumes of short stories, but I have preferred to gIVe you here th". 
interestmg and tImely pIece I now inVIte you to read. 

"How WrItmg Is WrItten" was delivered as a lecture, I belIeve, at 
Oxford, and I have heard that the undergraduates went to mock; I 
would not go so far as to say that they remamed to pray, but they were 
interested and Impressed and at the end of the lecture the speaker was 
rapturously applauded It was rIght that they should be Impressed, for 
Gertrude Stem has a personality that is ImpreSSIve, and It would have 
been unfortunate If they had not been interested, for m thIS dIscourse 
there IS a lot of horse sense I have prInted it as a characteristIc example 
of a wrIter who, for all her extravagance and affectatIon, has had a 
noteworthy mfluence, dIrectly or indIrectly, on much of the wntmg 
in America today 

Comfort 
Novelty of the Phenomenon 

ALDOUS HUXLEY 

FRENCH HOTEL-KEEPERS call it'Le con/art moderne, and they are 
right. For comfort is a thing of recent growth, younger than steam, 
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4L child when telegraphy was born, only a generation pider than radio. 
The invention of the means of being comfortable and the pursuit of\ 
comfort as a desirable end-one of the most desirable that human 
beIngs can propose to themselves-are modem phenomena, unparal
leled m hIstory since the time of the Romans. LIke all phenomena with 
whIch we are extremely famIlIar, we take them for granted, as a fish 
takes the water in wmch It hves, not realizmg the oddIty and novelty 
of them, not botherIng to consider their sigruficance. The padded chair, 
the well-sprung bed, the sofa, central heatmg, and the regular hot bath 
-these and a host of other comforts enter into the daily hves of even 
the most moderately prosperous of the Anglo-Saxon bourgeOlsie. Three 
hundred years ago they were unknown to the greatest kIngs. Tms is a 
cunous fact whIch deserves to be exammed and analysed. 

The first thmg that stnkes one about the discomfort in which our 
ancestors hved is that it was mamly voluntary Some of the apparatus 
of modern comfort IS of purely modem mvention, people could not put 
rubber tyres on theIr carnages before the dIscovery of South AmerIca 
and the rubber plant But for the most part there is nothing new about 
the matenal baSIS of our comfort. Men could have made sofas and 
smokmg-room chaIrs, could have installed bathrooms and central heat
mg and samtary plumbmg any time durmg the last three or four thou
sand years. And as a matter of fact, at certain periods they dId indulge 
themselves In these comforts. Two thousand years before Christ, the 
mhabltants of Cnossos were familiar with sanitary plumbing. The 
Romans had Invented an elaborate system of hot-air heating, and the 
bathIng facIhtIes In a smart Roman VIlla were luxurious and complete 
beyond the dreams of the modern man. There were sweating-rooms, 
massage-rooms, cold plunges, tepId dryIng-rooms with (If we may be
heve Sldomus Apollmans) Improper frescoes on the walls and com
fortable couches where you could he and get dry and talk to your 
fnends As for the publIc baths they were almost mconceivably luxuri
ous. "To such a helght of luxury have we reached," said Seneca, "that 
we are dIssatIsfied If, m our baths, we do not tread on gems." The size 
and completeness of the thermae was proportionable to theIr splendour. 
A SIngle room of the baths of DlOclehan has been transformed mto 
a large church. 

I t would be pOSSIble to adduce many other examples showing what 
could be done WIth the lImIted means at our ancestors' dISposal in the 
way of making hfe comfortable They show sufficlently clearly that if 
the men of the MIddle Ages and early modern epoch hved in filth and 
discomfurt, It was not for any lack or abliity to change their mode of 
lIfe, it was because they chose to I1ve in this way, because filth and 
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discomfort fitte? in wlth therr princlples and preJudlce~, polItkal, 
moral, and religIOus 

COMFORT AND THE SPIRITUAL LIFE 

What have comfort and cleanlmess to do WIth polItICS, morals, and 
relIgIOn? At a first glance one would say that there was and could be 
no casual connechon between armchaIrs and democraclCs, sofas and 
the relaxatIOn of the family system, hot baths and the decay of ChrIS
tian orthodoxy But look more closely and you WIll dIscover that there 
exists the closest connectIon between the recent gro\\<th of comfort and 
the recent hIStOry of Ideas I hope In thIS essay to make that connectlOn 
mamfest, to show why It wa& not possIble (not matenally, but psycho
lOgIcally ImpOSSIble) for the ItalIan prmces of the quattrocento, for 
the Ehzabethan, even for LOUIS XIV to lIve In what the Romans would 
have called common cleanlIness and decency, or enjoy \\<hat would be 
to us mdIspensable comforts 

Let us begm WIth the conslderabon of armchaIrs and central heatmg 
These, I propose to 5how, only became possIble WIth the breakdo\>\n 
of monarcrucal and feudal power and the decay of the old famIly and 
SOCIal ruerarchies. SmokIng-room chaIrS and sofas eXIst to be lolled In 

In a well-made modern armchaIr you cannot do anythIng but loll 
Now, lollIng IS neIther dIgmfied nor respectful When we WIsh to appear 
impreSSIve, when we have to admmlster a rebuke to an Infenor, we do 
not he m a deep chaIr WIth our feet on the mantelplCce, we SIt up and 
try to look majesbcal SImIlarly, when we WIsh to be polIte to a lady 
or show respect to the old or emment, we cease to loll, we stand, or 
at least we straIghten ourselves up. Now, In the past human socIety was 
a hIerarchy In whIch every man was always engaged m bemg unpreSSIve 
towards hIS Infenors or respectful to those above hIm Lollmg m such 
SocletlCs was utterly ImpOSSIble It was as much out of the questIOn for 
LoUls XIV. to loll In the presence of rus courbers as It was for them 
to loll m the presence of theIr kIng It was only when he attended a 
seSSlOn of the Parlement that the Kmg of France ever lolled m pubhc. 
On these occaSIOns he reclmed m the ~ed of JustIce, willIe prInces sat, 
the great officers of the crown stood, and the smaller fry knelt. Com
fort was proclaimed as the appanage of royalty Only the kmg mIght 
stretch hIS legs We may feel sure, nowever, that he stretched them 
m a very majestIc manner The lollIng was purely ceremomal and 
accompamed by no loss of dIgnIty At ordmary tImes the kmg was 
seated, it is true, but seated In a dignified and upnght pOSItIon, the 
appearance of majesty had to be kept up. (For, after all, majesty L' 
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mainly a question of maJestical appearance) The ~ourtien, mean
while, kept up the appearances of deference, either standmg, or else, 
if theIr rank was very hIgh and thelf blood pecuharly blue, sIttmg, even 
m the royal presence, on stools What was true of the kmg's court was 
true of the nobleman's household, and the sqUIre was to hIS dependants, 
the merchant was to hIS apprentices and .ervants, what the monarch 
was to hIS courhers In all cases the supenor had to express rus supenor
Ity by bemg dlgmfied, the mfenor hIs mfenonty by bemg deferentIal; 
there could be no lollmg Even m the mtlmaCles of famIly hfe It was 
the same the parents ruled lIke popes and pnnces, by dlVme right; 
the chIldren were theIr subjects Our fathers took the fifth command
ment very senously-how senou~ly may be Judged from the fact that 
durmg the great Calvin's theocratIc rule of Geneva a chIld was pub
lIcly decapItated for havmg ventured to strIke Its parents LollIng on 
the part of chIldren, though not perhaps a capItal offence, would have 
been regarded as an act of the grossest dIsrespect, pUI1lshable by much 
flagellatIOn, starvmg, and confinement For a slIghter msult-neglect 
to touch hIS cap-Vespaslano Gonzaga kIcked his only son to death, 
one shudders to thmk what he mIght have becn provoked to do If 
the boy had lolled If the chIldren mIght not loll III the presence of 
theIr parents, neIther mIght the parents 1011 III the presence of theIr 
chIldren, for fear of demeanmg themselves m the eyes of those whose 
duty It wa~ to honour them Thus we see that m the European so
CIety of two or three hundred yean ago It was ImpossIble for any 
one-from the Holy Roman Emperor and the Kmg of France dOVvn 
to the poorest beggar, from the bearded patrIarch to the baby-to loll 
m the presence of anyone else Old furmture reflects the phYSIcal habIts 
of the hierarchIcal WClety for "hlch It was made It was 10 the power 
of medIaeval and renaIssance craftsmen to create armchaIrs and sofas 
that mIght have rivalled m comfort tho,e of to-day But SOCIety bemg 
what, 10 fact, It was, they dld nothmg of the kmd It was not, mdeed, 
unbl the sIxteenth century that chaIrs became at all common Before 
that bme a chaIr was a symbol of authonty CommIttee-men now 1011, 
Members of Parhament are comfortably seated, but authonty shll be
longs to a Chalrman, stIlI lssues from a symbohcal Chalr In the MIddle 
Ages only the great had chaIrS When a great man travelled, he took 
hls chalr WIth hIm, so that he mlght never be seen detached from the 
outward and VISIble SIgn of hIS authOrIty To thIs day the Throne no 
less than the Crown IS the symbol of royalt) In medIaeval tImes the 
vulgar sat, whenever It was permlsslkllc for them to SIt, on benches, 
stools and settles WIth the nse, durmg the RenaIssance perIod, of a 
nch and independent bourgeolSle, chaus began to be more freely used. 
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Those who couH afford chairs sat in them, but sat with dignity and 
discomfort; for the chairs of the sixteenth century were stlll very throne
like, and imposed upon those who sat in them a painfully majestic att!· 
tude. It was only m the eighteenth century, when the old hierarchies 
were seriously breakIng up, that furmture began to be comfortable. 
And even then there was no real lolhng ArmchaIrs and sofas on which 
men (and, later, women) might indecorously sprawl, were not made 
untd democracy was firmly estabhshed, the middle classes enlarged to 
gigant!c proportions, good manners lost from out of the world, women 
emancipated, and family restramts dissolved 

CENTRAL HEATING AND THE FEUDAL SYSTEM 

Another e~sentlal component of modem comfort-the adequate heat
ing of houses-was made Impossible, at least for the great ones of the 
earth, by the polItical structure of ancient societies Plebeians were 
more fortunate in this respect than nobles. Livmg in small houses, 
they were able to keep warm But the nobleman, the prmce, the lung, 
and the cardmal inhabited palaces of a grandeur correspondmg With 
their social posItIon In order to prove that they were greater than other 
men, they had to live in surroundmgs conSiderably more than hfe-slze 
They received their guests m vast halls hke roller-skatmg rinks, they 
marched in solemn processIOns along gallenes as long and as draughty 
as Alpme tunnels, up and down tnumphal staIrcases that looked hke 
the cataracts of the NIle frozen mto marble Bemg what he was, a great 
man m those days had to spend a great deal of hiS time m performmg 
solemn symbolIcal charades and pompous ballets-performances whIch 
reqUlred a lot of room to accommodate the numerous actors and spec
tators ThIS explaInS the enormous dlmenslOns of royal and pnncely 
palaces, even of 'the house of ordmary landed gentlemen They owed 
It to theIr posltlon to lIve, as though they were gIants, In room~ a hun
dred feet long and thirty high How splendId, how magmficent' But 
oh, how bleak' In our days the self-made great are not expected to keep 
up their posItion m the splendid style of those who were great by divine 
nght Sacnficmg grandIOSity to comfort, they hve m rooms small 
enough to be heated (And so, when they were off duty, did the great 
m the past, most old palaces contam a senes of tmy apartments to 
which their owners renred when the charades of state were over. But 
the charades were long-drawn affalfS, and the unhappy pnnces of old 
days had to spend a great deal of time bemg magnificent in ICY audi
ence-chambers and among the wrustlmg draughts of interminable gal
leries.) Drivmg in the environs of ChIcago, I was shown the house of 
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a man who W~ reputed to be one of the richest and. most influential 
of the city. It was a mechum-sized house of perhaps fifteen or twenty 
smalhsh rooms. I looked at it m astorushment, thmking of the vatt 
palaces m which I myself have lived m Italy (for consIderably less rent 
than one would have to pay for garagmg a Ford m ChIcago). I re
membered the rows of bedrooms as bIg as ordmary ballrooms, the 
drawmg-rooms hke ratlway stations, the staIrcase on wIDch you could 
dnve a couple of lImousmes abreast. Noble palazzz, where one has 
room to feel oneself a superman' But remembenng also those terrible 
wmds that blow m February from the Apenrunes, I was mclIned to 
thmk that the rIch man of ChIcago had done well m sacnficmg the 
magmficences on whIch hIS counterpart m another age and country 
would have spent hIS rIches. 

BATHS AND MORALS 

It IS to the decay of monarchy, arIstocracy, and ancient social ruer
archy that we owe the two components of modern comfort rutherto 
dIscussed, the thIrd great component-the bath-must, I thmk, be 
attnbuted, at any rate m part, to the decay of Chnstian morals There 
are stIll on the contment of Europe, and for all I know, elsewhere, 
convent schools m whIch young ladles are brought up to belIeve that 
human bodIes are objects of so Impure and obscene a character that 
It IS smful for them to see, not merely other people's nakedness, but 
even theIr own Baths, when they are pcrmltted to take them (every 
alternate Saturday) must be taken In a chemIse descendmg well below 
the knees And they are even taught a speCIal techruque of dressing 
which guarantees them from catchmg so much as a glImpse of their 
own skm These schools are now, happIly, exceptIOnal, but there was a 
time, not so long ago, when they were the rule TheIrs is the great 
ChrIstIan ascetic tradition whIch has flowed on in maJcstIc continuity 
from the tIme of St Anthony and the unwashed, underfed, sex-starved 
monks of the Thebald, through the centunes, almost to the present day. 
It is to the weakenmg of that tradItIon that women at any rate owe 
the luxury of frequent bathmg. 

The early ChrIStians were by no means enthusiastic bathers; but it 
IS faIr to pomt out that ChnstIan ascetic tradition has not at all times 
been hostlle to baths as such That the Early Fathers should have found 
the promiScUIty of Roman bathmg shockmg is only natural. But the 
more moderate of them were preparctd to allow a bmlted amount of 
wasrung, proVided that the business was done with decency. The final 
decay of the great Roman baths was as much due to the destructiveness 
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of the Barbarians as to Christian ascetic objecuons Durmg the Ages 
of Faith there was actually a revival1lf bathmg The Crusaders came 
back from the East, bnngmg wIth them the oriental vapour bath, whicb 
seems to have had a consIderable popularIty all over Europe For rea
sons wruch It IS difficult to understand, its populanty gradually waned, 
and the men and women of the late sIxteenth and early seventeenth 
centunes secm to have been almost as dIrty as theIr barbarous ancestors 
MedIcal theory and court fashIOns may have had somethmg to do With 
these fluctuatIOns 

The ascetlc traditIOn was always strongest where women were con
cerned. The Goncourts record m theIr dIary the opimon, whIch seems 
to have been current m rcspcctable CIrcles durmg thc Sccond EmpIre, 
that female lmmodesty and nnmoralrty had mcreased wlth the growth 
of the bath habIt "GIrlS should wash less" "as the ObVIOUS corollary. 
Young ladlcs who enJoy theIr bath owe a debt of gratItude to VoltaIre 
for hIS mockcnes, to the nmeteenth-century SCIenttsts for theIr materIal
Ism If these men had never IIVcd to undermine the convent school 
tradillon, our gIrlS mIght still be as modest and as dIrty as theIr 
ancestresses 

COMFORT AND MEDICINr. 

It is, however, to the doctors that bath-lovers owe thClr greatest debt 
The discovery of mIcrobIC mfecllon has put a premIum on cIeanlmess 
We wash now WIth relIgIOUS fervour, lIke the Hmdus Our baths have 
become somethmg lIke magIC ntes to protect us from the powers of eVIl, 
embodIed in the dirt-lovmg germ We may vcnture to prophesy that 
thIS medical relIgIOn WIll go stIll further m undermmmg the ChnstIan 
ascetic traditlon Smce the dIscovery of the benefiCIal effects of sun
lIght, too much clothmg has become, medIcally speakmg, a 8m Im
modesty IS now a VIrtue It is qUIte lIkely that the doctors, whose pres
tige among us IS almo~t equal to that of the medicme men among the 
savages, w111 have us stark naked before very long That WIll be the last 
stage III the process of makmg clothes more comfortable. It IS a process 
WhIch has been gomg on for some time-first among men, later among 
women-and among ItS determmmg causes are the decay of hierarchic 
formahsm and of Chnstlan morahty. In hIS lIvely httle pamphlet 

escrlbmg Gladstone's ViSIt to Oxford shortly before lus death, Mr. 
Fletcher has recorded the Grand Old Man's comments on the dress 
of the undergraduates Mr Gladstone, it appears, was dIstressed by the 
informalIty and the cheapness 0{ the students' clothes In his day, he 
.aid, young men went about with a hundred pounds worth of clothes 
~d jewellery on their persons, and every self-respecting youth had 9t 
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least one paJ!' of trousers in whIch he neve\, sat down for fear of spoiling 
its shape. ~r. Gladstone visIted Oxford at a time whet! undergraduates 
still wore very hIgh starched collars and bowler hats One wonden 
what he would have saId of the open shirts, the gaudIly coloured sweat
ers, the loose flannel trousers of the present generatIon Dignified 
appearances have never been less assIduously kept up than they are 
at present, mformaiity has reached an unprecedented pItch. On all 
but the most solemn occasIOns a man, whatever hIS rank or posItion, 
may wear what he finds comfortable. 

The obstacles m the way of women's comforts were moral as well 
as polttical Women were compelled not merely to keep up social ap
pearances, but also to conform to a tradItIon of ChrIstIan ascetIc moral
ity Long after men had abandoned theIr uncomfortable formal clothes, 
women were stIll submlttmg to extraordmary mconvemences in the 
name of modesty It was the war whICh lIberated them from their bond
age When women began to do war work, they found that the tradi
tIonal modesty m dress was not compatIble wIth effiCIency They pre
ferred to be effiCIent HaVIng dIscovered the advantages of immodesty, 
they have remamed Immodest ever smce, to the great Improvement 
of theIr health and mcrease of theIr personal comfort Modern fashions 
are the most comfortable that women have ever worn Even the ancient 
Greeks were probably less comfortable TheIr undertumc, It IS true, was 
as ratIOnal a garment as you could WIsh for, but theIr outer robe was 
SImply a pIece of stuff wound round the body lIke an IndIan san, and 
fastened WIth safety-pms No woman whose appearance depended on 
safety-pms can ever have felt really comfortable. 

COMFORT AS AN END IN ITSELF 

Made pOSSIble by changes m the tradItIonal phIlosophy of hfe, com
Iort IS now one of the causes of ItS own further spread For comfort 
has now become a physIcal habIt, a fashton, an Ideal to be pursued 
for Its own sake The more comfort IS brought mto the world, the more 
it IS hkely to be valued To those who have known comfort, dIscomfort 
is a real torture And the fashIOn whIch now decrees the worship of 
comfort IS qUIte as Impenous as any other fashIOn Moreover, enormow 
matenal mterests are bound up WIth the supply of the means of com. 
fort The manufacturqs of furmture, of heatmg apparatus, of plumbmg 
fixtures, cannot afford to let the love of comfort dIe In modem adver
tIsement they have means for compellmg it to hve and grow. 

Havmg now brIefly traced the spintual ongms of modern comfort, 
I must say a few words about Its effects One can never have something 
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lw ftOlhin~ .nd -the achievement of comfort has been accompanjed 
by a compensating loss of other equally, or perhaps more, valuable 
things. A man of means who builds a house to-day is- in g~neral con
cerned primanly With the comfort of hiS future residence. He will spend 
a great deal of money (for comfort is very expensive. in America they 
talk of giving away the house wIth the plumbmg) on bathrooms, heat
ing apparatus, padded furmshmgs, and the lIke, and havmg spent it, 
he will regard lus house as perfect. His counterpart in an earher age 
would have been prImanly concerned wIth the Impressiveness and 
magnificence of rus dwellIng-With beauty, m a word, rather than com
fort_ The money our contemporary would spend on baths and central 
heatIng would have been spent In the past on marble staircases, a grand 
f~ade, frescoes, huge sUites of gIlded rooms, pIctures, statues Sixteenth
century popes hved in a discomfort that a modern bank manager 
would consider unbearable; but they had Raphael's frescoes, they had 
1he Sistine chapel, they had their gallenes of ancIent sculpture Must 
we pity them for the absence from the VatIcan of bathrooms, central 
heatIng, and smoking-room chairs ~ I am InclIned to thmk that our 
present passion for comfort IS a lIttle exaggerated Though I personally 
enjoy comfort, I have hved very happily m houses deVOid of almost 
everything that Anglo-Saxons deem mdlspensable OrIentals and even 
South Europeans, who know not comfort and live very much as our 
ancestors lIved centunes ago, seem to get on very well WIthout our 
elaborate and costly apparatus of padded luxury. I am old-fashIOned 
enough to belIeve III lugher and lower thmgs, and can see no pomt III 
matenal progress except in so far as It subserves thought. I lIke labour
saving deVices, because they economize tIme and energy whICh may be 
devoted to mental labour (But then I enJoy mental labour, there are 
Jlenty of people who detest It, and who feel as much enthUSiasm for 

! thought-savmg deVIces as for automatIc dIshwashers and sewmg
machines) I lIke rapId and easy transport, because by enlargmg the 
world in wluch men can hve It enlarges their mmds Comfort for me 
has a slffidar JustIfication It faclhtates mental hfe. Discomfort handi
caps thought, It IS ddncult when the body IS cold and achmg to use 
the mind. Comfort IS a means to an end The modern world seems 
to regard it as an end m Itself, an absolute good One day, perhaps, 
the earth wIll have been turned mto one vast feather-bed, With man's 
body dozing on top of It and hIs mmd underneath, lIke Desdemona, 
sglothered 
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Mary Wollstonecrajt 

VIRGINIA WOOLF 

GREAT WARS are strangely intermittent in theIr effects The French 
Revolution took some people and tore them asunder, others it passed 
over without disturbmg a half of their heads. Jane Austen, It is said, 
never mentIoned It, Charles Lamb Ignored It, Beau Brummell never 
gave the matter a thought But to Wordsworth and to GodWin it was 
the dawn, unmistakably they saw 

France standing on the top of golden hours, 
And human nature seeming born again 

Thus it would be easy for a pIcturesque histonan to lay SIde by side 
the most glarmg contrasts-here In Chesterfield Street was Beau Brum
mell lettmg hIs chill fall carefully upon his cravat and dlscussmg in a 
tone studiously free from vulgar emphaSIS the proper cut of the lapel 
of a coat, and here m Somers Town was a party of Ill-dressed, excited 
young men, one WIth a head too bIg for his body and a nose too long 
for hIS face, holdmg forth day by day over the tea-cups upon human 
perfectIbIlIty, Ideal umty, and the rIghts of man There was also a 
woman present WIth very brIght eyes and a very eager tongue, and the 
young men, who had mIddle-class names, lIke Barlow and Holcroft and 
Godwm, called her simply "Wollstonecraft", as If It dId not matter 
whether she were married or unmarned, as If she were a young man 
lIke themselves 

Such glanng discords among intelligent people-for Charles Lamb 
and GodWIn, Jane Austen and Mary Wollstonecraft were all highly 
intellIgent-suggest how much mfluence CIrcumstances have upon OpIn
Ions If GodWIn had been brought up In the precmcts of the Temple 
and had drunk deep of antIqUIty and old letters at Christ's Hospital, 
he mIght never have cared a straw for the future of man and his rights 
in general. If Jane Austen had lam as a cruld on the landing to prevent 
her father from thrashmg her mother, her soul might have burnt with 
such a passIOn agamst tyranny that all her novels might have been 
consumed III one cry for Justice. 

Such had been Mary Wollstonecraft's first experience of the joys of 
married hfe And then her SIster Everma had been married miserably 
and had bitten her wedding ring to pieces m the coach. Her brother 
had been a burden on her; her father's farm had failed, and in order 
to start that dIsreputable man WIth the red face and the violent temper 
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and the dirty hair in life again she had gone into bondage among the 
aristocracy as a governess-in short, she had never known what happi
ness was, and, In its default, had fabncated a creed fitted to meet the 
sordid mIsery of real human hfe The staple of her doctrIne was that 
nothing mattered save independence "Every oblIgatIOn we receive 
from our fellow-creatures is a new shackle, takes from our native free
dom, and debases the mInd" Independence was the first necessity for a 
woman, not grace or charm, but energy and courage and the power 
to put her will mto effect, were her nece~sary qualItIes It was her hIgh
est boast to be able to say, "I never yet resolved to do anythmg of con
sequence that I did not adhere readily to It" Certamly Mary could 
say thls.wlth truth When she was a httle more than thIrty she could 
look back upon a senes of actIOns which she had carned out In the 
teeth of OppOSItIon She had taken a house by prodigIOUS efforts for hel 
friend Fanny, only to find that Fanny's mmd was changed and she dId 
not want a house after all She had started a school She had persuaded 
Fanny into marrylOg Mr Skeys She had thrown up her school and 
gone to LIsbon alone to nurse Fanny when she dIed On the voyage 
back she had forced the captam of the ShIP to rescue a wrecked French 
vessel by threatenmg to expose him If he refused And when, overcome 
by a paSSIOn for Fuseh, she declared her WIsh to lIve WIth hIm and had 
been refused flatly by hIS WIfe, she had put her pnnclple of declSlve 
action instantly mto effect, and had gone to Pans determmed to make 
her lIVIng by her pen 

The RevolutIon thus was not merely an event that had happened 
outside her, It was an actIve agent In hcr own blood She had been in 
revolt all her hfe-agaInst tyranny, agamst law, agamst convention. 
The reformer's love of humamty, whIch has so much of hatred m It 
as well as love, fermented withm her The outbreak of revolutIOn m 
France exprcssed some of her deepest theOrIes and conVIctIOns, and she 
dashed off m the heat of that extraordmary moment those two eloquent 
and danng books-the Reply to Burke and the VzndzcatlOn of the 
R:ghts of Woman, which are so true that they seem now to con tam 
nothing new m them-theIr onglOality has become our commonplace. 
But when she was in Pans lodgmg by herself m a great house, and saw 
with her own eyes the Kmg whom she despIsed dnvIng past surrounded 
by NatIOnal Guards and holdmg hImself With greater dlgmty than she 
expected, then, "I can scarcely tell you why", tears came to hcr eyes 
"I am going to bed," the lctter ended, "and, for the fir~t tIme m my 
life, I cannot put out the candle." Thmgs were not so Simple after all. 
She could not understand even her own feelIngs She saw the most 
c:berishet\ of her conVIctIons put IOta practIce-and her eves filled With . 
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tears. She had won fame and independence and the rIght to live her 
own hfe-and she wanted something dIfferent. "I do' not" want to be 
loved like a goddess," she wrote, "but I wish to be necessary to you." 
For Imlay, the fascmatmg Amencan to whom her letter was addressed, 
had been very good to her Indeed, she had fallen passIOnately In love 
WIth hIm But It was one of her theorIes that love should be free-"that 
mutual affectIon was marrIage and that the marnage tie should not 
bind after the death of love, If love should dIe" And yet at the same 
tIlne that she wanted freedom she wanted certamty. "I like the word 
affectIOn," she wrote, "because It slgmfies somethmg habItual." 

The conflict of all these contradIctIOns shows Itself m her face, at 
once so resolute and so dreamy, so sensual and so mtelhgent, and beau
tiful mto the bargam wIth Its great COIls of haIr and the large brIght 
eyes that Southey thought the most expressIve he had ever seen The 
hfe of such a woman was bound to be tempestuous Every day she made 
theones by whIch hfe should be lIved, and every day she came smack 
agamst the rock of other people's prejudices Every day too-for she 
was no pedant, no cold-blooded theonst-somethmg was born In her 
that thrust aSIde her theones and forced her to model them afresh. She 
acted upon her theory that she had no legal claIm upon Imlay; she 
refused to marry hIm, btlt when he left her alone week after ''leek With 
the child she had borne hIm her agony was unendurable. 

Thus dIstracted, thus puzzlmg even to herself, the plausIble and 
treacherous Imlay cannot be altogether blamed for faIlmg to follow the 
rapIdIty of her changes and the alternate reason and unreason of her 
moods Even frIends whose hkmg was ImpartIal were dIsturbed by her 
dlscrepanclCs Mary had a paSSIOnate, an exuberant, love of Nature, 
and yet one mght when the colours In the sky were so exqulSlte that 
Madeleme Schweizer could not help saymg to her, "Come, Mary
corne, nature-lover-and enjoy thiS wonderful spectacle-thIs constant 
transItIOn from colour to colour", Mary never took her eyes off the 
Baron de W olzogen "I must confess," wrote Madame SchweIzer, "that 
thIS erotIC absorptIon made such a disagreeable ImpreSSIOn on me, that 
all my pleasure vamshed " But If the sentImental SWISS wa~ disconcerted 
by Mary's sensualIty, Imlay, the shrewd man of bUSIness, \\-as exas
perated by her Intelhgence Whenever he saw her he YIelded to her 
charm, but then her qUIckness, her penetration, her uncompromlSlng 
idealIsm harassed hIm She saw through hIS excuses, she met all hiS 
reasons, she was even capable of managIng hiS bUSIness There was no 
peace WIth her-he must be off ag~ And then her letters followed 
him, torturIng hIm with their smcerIty and their inSight They were so 
outspoken, they pleaded so paSSIOnately to be told the truth, they 
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Iihowed such a contempt for soap and alum and wewth and c01I).fortJ 
they repeated, !is he suspected, SQ truthfully that he had only to aay 
the word, "and you shall never hear of me more", that he could not 
endure it. Ticklmg mmnows he had hooked a dolphm, and the creature 
rushed lum through the waters till he was dIzzy and only wanted to 
escape. After all, though he had played at theory-makmg too, he was 
a busmess man, he depended upon soap and alum, "the secondary 
pleasures of hfe", he had to admit, "are very neccssary to my comfort". 
And among them was one that for ever evaded Mary's Jealous scrutmy 
Was it busmess, was It pohtICS, was It a woman, that perpetually took 
him away from her? He shIlhed and shalhed, he was very charmmg 
when they met, then he dIsappeared agam Exasperated at last, and 
half insane WIth SuspICIOn, she forced the truth from the cook A httle 
actress in a strollmg company was rus mIstress, she learnt True to her 
own creed of declSlve actlOn, Mary at once soaked her skIrts so that she 
mIght smk unfaIlmgly, and threw herself from Putney Bndge But she 
was rescued, after unspeakable agony she recovered, and then her "un
conquerable greatness of mmd", her gIrhsh creed of mdependence, 
asserted Itself agam, and she determmed to make another bId for happI
ness and to earn her hvmg WIthout takmg a penny from Imlay for 
herself or theIr chIld 

It was m trus cnSIS that she agam saw Godwm, the httle man WIth 
the bIg head, whom she had met when the French RevolutIon was 
makmg the young men m Somers Town thmk that a new world was 
being born She met rum-but that IS a euphemIsm, for m fact Mary 
Wollstonecraft actually v~sIted hIm In hIS own house Was It the effect 
of the French RevolutIOn? Was It the blood she had seen Split on the 
pavement and the cnes of the fUrIOUS crowd that had rung In her ears 
that wade It seem a matter of no Importance whether she put on her 
cloak and went to VISIt Godwm m Somers Town, or waIted m Judd 
Street West for Godwm to come to her? And what strange upheaval 
of human hfe was It that msplred that CUrIOUS man, who was so queer 
a mIxture of meanness and magnanImIty, of coldness and deep feelmg 
-for the memOIr of hIS WIfe could not have been WrItten WIthout 
unusual depth of heart-to hold the VIew that she dId rIght-that he 
respected Mary for tramplIng upon the idIotIc conventIon by whIch 
women's lIves were tIed down? He held the most extraordmary VIews 
on many subjects, and upon the relatlOllS of the sexes m particular He 
thought that reason should influence even the love between men and 
women. He thought that there w~s somethIng spIrItual In theIr relatlOn
ship. He had written that "marnage is a law, and the worst of all laws 

marriage is an affair of property, and the worst of all propertIes". 
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He held the belief that if two people of the opposite sex,like eaCh other, 
they should live together without any ceremony, or, for lIVing together 
is apt to blunt love, twenty doors off, say, in the same street. And he 
went further, he said that if another man lIked your Wife "thiS will 
create no dli£.culty We may all enJoy her conversatiOn, and we shall 
all be wise enough to consider the sensual Intercourse a very triVIal 
obJect." True, when he wrote those words he had never been In love, 
now for the first tIme he was to expenence that sensatIOn It came very 
qUIetly and naturally, growing "WIth equal advances In the mind of 
each" from those talks In Somers Town, from those dISCUSSIons upon 
everything under the sun whIch they held so Improperly alone In hIs 
rooms "It was fnend~hlp melting Into love ", he wrote "When, 
In the course of things, the disclosure came, there was nothmg In a 
manner for eIther party to disclose to the other" Certamly they were 
in agreement upon the most essentIal pomt, they were both of OpInIOn, 
for Instance, that marnage was unnecessary They would contmue to 
lIve apart Only when Nature agam mtervened, and Mary found her
self WIth chIld was It worth while to lose valued fnends, she asked, 
for the sake of a theory;> She thought not, and they were married And 
then that other theory-that It IS best for husband and Wife to lIve 
apart-was not that also mcompatIble With other feelmgs that were 
commg to buth m her? "A husband IS a convement part of the furni
ture of the house", she wrote Indeed, she dIscovered that she was pas
sionately domestIc Why not, then, revise that theory too, and share 
the same roof Godwm should have a room some doors off to work in, 
and they should dme out separately If they lIked-theIr work, their 
fnends, should be separate Thus they settled It, and the plan worked 
admIrably The arrangement combmed "the novelty and lIvely sensa
tIOn of a VlSlt WIth the more delIcIOUS and heart-felt pleasures of domes
tic hfe" Mary admItted that she was happy, GodWin confessed that, 
after all one's phIlosophy, It was "extremely gratIfYing" to find that 
"there IS someone who takes an mterest In one's happmess". All sorts 
of powers and emotIOns were lIberated in Mary by her new satisfactIon 
Trtfles gave her an exqUISIte pleasure-the SIght of Godwm and Imlay's 
chIld playmg together, the thought of theIr own chIld who was to bC 
born, a day's Jaunt mto the country One day, meeting Imlay in the 
New Road, she greeted him WithOUt bItterness But, as Godwin wrote, 
"Ours IS not an Idle happiness, a paradise of selfish and transitory 
pleasures" No, it too was an expenment, as Mary's hfe had been an 
expenment from the start, an attemJilt to make human conventions 
conform more closely to human needs And theIr marriage was only a 
begmrung, all sorts of things were to follow after. Mary was going to 
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have a child. She was going to write a book to be called The Wrongs 
of Women. She wa~ going to reform education. She was gomg to come 
down to dmner the day after her chIld was born She was going to 
employ a mIdwIfe and not a doctor at her confinement-but that ex
periment was her last She dIed m chIld-bIrth. She whose sense of her 
own eXIStence was so mtense, who had cried out even in her misery, 
"I cannot bear to think of being no more--of losmg myself-nay, it 
appears to me impossIble that I should cease to eXIst", dled at the age 
of thirty-sIx. But she has her revcnge Many mIllions have dIed and 
been forgotten In the hundred and thIrty years that have passed smce 
she was buned, and yet as we read her letters and hstcn to her argu
ments and consIder her experIments, above all, that most frUItful experi
ment, her relatIOn wIth Godwm, and reah\e the hIgh-handed and hot
blooded manner m whIch she cut her way to the qUIck of Me, one 
form of ImmortalIty IS hers undoubtedly she IS ahve and actIve, she 
argues and experImcnts, we hear her VOlce and trace her mfluence even 
now among the hvmg 

What I Believe 

E M FORSTER 

I DO NOT beheve in behef But thIS IS an age of faIth, in which one is 
surrounded by so many mliltant creeds that, m self-defense, one has 
to formulate a creed of one's own Tolerance, good temper, and sym
pathy are no longer enough m a world whIch IS rent by rebgJOus and 
racial persecutIOn, III a world where Ignorance rules, and SCIence, whIch 
ought to have ruled, plays the subservIent pImp Tolerance, good 
temper, and sympathy-well, they are what matter really, and if the 
human race IS not to collapse they must come to the front before long. 
But for the moment they don't seem enough, theIr action IS no stronger 
than a Bower battered beneath a mIlItary Jack-boot They want stIffen
ing, even if the process coarsens them. FaIth, to my mmd, IS a stdferung 
process, a sort of mental starch, whIch ought to be apphed as spanngly 
as possible. I dISlrke the stuff. I do not belIeve m It, for Its own sake, 
at all. My lawgIvers are Erasmus and Montalgne, not Moses ~lld St. 
Paul. My temple stands not upf)n Mount MOrIah but m that ElYSIaIl 
Field where even the immoral are adnutted 
I~, however, to lIve in an Age of Faith-the sort of thing I used 
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to hear praIsed and recommended when I was a bolo It is damned 
unpleasant, really. It is bloody in every sense of the word. And I have 
to keep my end up in it Where do I start? 

WIth personal relationshIps Here is someth1Og comparatIvely solid 
in a world full of vIOlence and cruelty. Not absolutely sohd, for psy
chology has splIt and shattered the Idea of a "person" and has shown 
that there is someth1Og 10calculable 10 each of us, whIch may at any 
moment nse to the surface and destroy our normal balance. We don't 
know what we're lIke We can't know what we're lIke. We can't know 
what other people are hke How then can we put any trust In personal 
relatIOnshIps, or clmg to them 10 the gatherIng polItical storm? In 
theory we can't But In practlce we can and do. For the purpose of 
hVIng one has to assume that the personahty IS sohd, and the "self" 
is an entity, and to Ignore all contrary eVidence And SInce to Ignore 
evidence is one of the charactenstlc~ of faith, I certamly can proclaim 
that I belIeve m personal relatIOnsrups 

Startmg from them, I get a httle order mto the contemporary chaos. 
One must be fond of people and trmt them If one Isn't to make a mess 
of hfe, and It IS therefore esscntlal that they shouldn't let one down. 
They often do The moral of whIch IS that I must, myself, be as relIable 
as possIble, and thIs I try to be But relIabIlIty Isn't a matter of contract. 
It IS a matter for the heart, whICh signs no documents In other words, 
rehabllity IS ImpoSSIble unless there IS a natural warmth. Most men 
possess thiS warmth, though they often have bad luck and get chIlled. 
Personal relatIonshIps are despised today. They are regarded as bour
geois luxunes, as products of a time of fair weather which has now 
passed, and we are urged to get rId of them, and to dedicate ourselves 
to some moyement or cause 10stead I hate the Idea of dymg for a cause, 
and jf I had to choose between betraY10g my country and betraying my 
fnend, I hope I should have the guts to betray my country. Such a 
choICe may scandalIze the modern reader, and he may stretch out rus 
patnotic hand to the telephone at once, and nng up the pohce It 
wouldn't have shocked Dante, though. Dante placed Brutus and Cas
sius In the lowest Circle of Hell because they had chosen to betray their 
friend Julius Caesar, rather than their country, Rome. 

This brIngs me along to democracy, "even Love, the Beloved Repub
lic, which feeds upon Freedom and hves" Democracy Isn't a beloved 
repubhc really, and never wIll be. But it is less hateful than other con
temporary forms of government, and.to that extent It deserves our sup~ 
port, It does start from the assumptIOn that the 10dIvldual is important, 
and that ail types are needed to make a clvIhzatlon. It doesn't dIvide 
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iudtizens into ~e bossers and the bossed, as an efficiency-regime tends 
to do. The people I admire most are those who are senSItive and want 
to create something or discover something, and don't see life in terms 
of power, and such people get more of a chance under a democracy 
than elsewhere. They found relIgIOns, great or small, or they produce 
hterature and art, or they do dIsmterested scientIfic research, or they 
may be what are called "ordmary people," who are creative in their 
private bves, br10g up theIr chIldren decently, for instance, or help 
their neighbors All these people need to express themselves, they !:an't 
do so unless SOCIety allows them hberty to do SO, and the society which 
allows them most lIberty IS a democracy. 

Democracy has another ment It allows criticism, and if there isn't 
publIc cnticism there arc bound to be hushed-up scandals. That is why 
I belIeve 10 the press, despIte an ItS lIes and vulganty, and why I believe 
in Parhament The BntIsh ParlIament IS often sneered at because It's 
a talking-shop Well, I belIeve 10 It because it is a talkmg-shop. I belIeve 
in the PrIvate Member who makes hImself a nUisance He gets snubbed 
and is told that he IS cranky or Ill-mformed, but he exposes abuses 
which would otherwIse never have been mentIOned, and very often an 
abuse gets put nght Just by bemg mentIOned OccasIOnally, too, 10 my 
country, a well-meamng pubhc offiCIal loses hIS head m the cause of 
efficiency, and thmks himself God AlmIghty Such offiCIals are particu
larly frequent 10 the Home Office Well, there wIll be questIOns about 
them in ParlIament sooner or later, and then they'll have to mend their 
ways. Whether ParlIament IS eIther a representatIve body or an effi
cient one IS very doubtful, but I value It because It CritiCIzes and talks, 
and because Its chatter gets WIdely reported. 

So two cheers for democracy one because it admIts variety and one 
because It perlDlts cnticism. Two cheers are quite enough there is no 
occasion to give three Only Love, the Beloved RepublIc, deserves that. 

What about force, though;J WhIle we are trying to be senSItive and 
advanced and affectlOnate and tolerant, an unpleasant question pops 
up, doesn't all SOCIety rest upon force;J If a government can't count 
upon the pohce and the army how can It hope to rule;J And If an mdi
vidual gets knocked on the head or sent to a labor camp, of what signifi
cance are hIS opmions? 

This dIlemma doesn't worry me as much as it does some. I realize 
that all SOCIety rests upon force. But all the great creative actions, all 
the decent human relatlons, occur, during the mtervals when force has 
not managed to come to the front. These mtervals are what matter. I 
want them to be as frequent and as lengthy as posslble, and I can them 
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"civilization." Some people idealize force and pull i,f into the i&e
ground and worship it, instead of keeping it in the background as long 
as possible. I think they make a mistake, and I thmk that their oppo
sites, the mystics, err even more when they declare that force doesn't 
eXISt. I belIeve that It does eXist, and that one of our jobs is to pre
vent it from gettmg out of Its box. It gets out sooner or later, and then 
it destroys us and all the lovely thmgs which we have made. But It 
isn't out all the tIm~, for the fortunate reason that the strong are so 
stupid. Consider theIr conduct for a moment in the Nlebelungs' Rmg. 
The gIants there have the gold, or 10 other words the guns, but they do 
nodung with It, they do not realIze that they are all-powerful, WIth the 
result that the catastrophe is delayed and the castle of Valhalla, inse
cure but glOrIOUS, fronts the storms for generatIOns. Fafrur, coded rouna 
his hoard, grumbles and grunts, we can hear him under Europe today; 
the leaves of the wood already tremble, and the Bird calls its warnmgs 
uselessly Fafmr WIll destroy us, but by a blessed dIspensation he IS 
stupId and slow, and creatIOn goes on Just outSIde the pOIsonous blast 
of hIS breath The NIetzschean would hurry the monster up, the mystK 
would say he dIdn't eXist, but Wotan, WIser than eIther, hastens to 
create warnors before doom declares Itself The ValkYrIes are symbols 
not only of courage but of mtelhgence, the} represent the human spirlt 
snatching Its opportumty whIle the gomg IS good, and one of them 
even finds tIme to love BrunhIlde's last song hymns the recurrence of 
love, and smce it is the pnvilege of art to f'xaggerate, she goes even 
further and proclaims the love which IS eternally trIUmphant and feeds 
upon Freedom, and lIves 

So that IS what I feel about force and violence I look the other way 
until fate stnkes me. Whether thiS IS due to courage or to cowardIce 
m my own case I cannot be sure But I know that if men hadn't looked 
the other way in the past nothmg of any value would survIve The 
people I respect most behave as If they were Immortal and as if SOCIety 
were eternal Both assumptIOns are false both of them must be ac
cepted as true If we are to go on eatmg and working and loving, and 
are to keep open a few breathmg holes for the human spmt. No mll
lenruum seems hkely to descend upon humamty; no better and stronger 
League of NatIOns will be instItuted, no form of Christiamty and no 
alternative to ChristIamty Will brmg peace to the world or integnty 
to the indIvidual, no "change of heart" will occur. And yet we needn't 
despair, indeed we cannot despair; the evidence of history shows us that 
men have always 10sisted on behavmg creatIvely under the shadow of 
the sword, and that we had better follow thell" example under the 
Jhadow of the airplanes. 



There lS of course hero worship, fervently recommended as a pana
cea In some quaiters But here we shall get no help Hero worshIp is a 
dangerous VIce, and one of the minor merIts of a democraLY is that it 
does not encourage It, or produce that unmanageable type of cItIzen 
known as the Great Man It produces instead dIfferent kmds of small 
men, and that's a much finer achIevement But people who can't get 
interested In the varIcty of hfe and can't make up theu: own mmds get 
dIscontented over thiS, and they long for a hero ~ bow down before 
and to follow blmdly It's sIgmficant that a hero IS an Integral part of 
the authontanan stock-m-trade today An effiCIency-regIme can't be 
run wIthout a few heroes stuck about to carry off the dullnes~-much as 
plums have to be put mto a bad puddmg to make It palatable One 
hero at the top and a smaller one each SIde of hIm IS a faVOrIte arrange
ment, and the tImid and the bored are comforted by such a tnmty and, 
bowmg down, feel exalted by It 

No, I dIstrust Great Men They produce a desert of umfonmty 
around them and often a pool of blood, too, and I always feel a lIttle 
man's pleasure when they Lome a cropper I belIeve In arIstocracy 
though-If that's the rIght word, and If a democrat may use It Not 
an arIstocracy of power, based upon rank and mfluence, but an arIS
tocracy of the sensItIve, the consIderate, and the plucky Its members 
are to be found m an natIOns and classes, and an through the ages, and 
there is a secret under~tandmg bet'Aleen them when they meet. They 
represent the true human tradItIOn, the one permanent VIctOry of our 
queer race over cruelty and chaos Thousands of them perIsh In obscur
Ity, a few are great names They are sensItIve for others as well as for 
themselves, they are conSIderate WIthout beIng fus~y, their pluck IS not 
swankiness but the power to endure, and they can take a Joke I gIve 
no examples-It IS rIsky to do that-hut the reader may as well conSIder 
whether thIS is the type of person he would lIke to meet and to be, and 
whether (gOIng further With me) he would prefer that the type should 
not be an ascetIc one I'm agaInst ascetICIsm myself I'm "'Ith the old 
Scotchman who wanted less chastlty and more delIca.cy I don't feel 
that my arIStocrats are a real arIStocracy If they thw<irt theIr bodIes, 
SIllce bodIes are the mstruments through whIch we regIster and enJoy 
the world StIll, I don't In~Ist here 1hIS Isn't a major POInt It's clearly 
pOSSible to be senSItIve, com.Iderate, and plucky and yet he an ascetIc 
too, and If anyone possesses the first three qualItIes, I'll let hIm m' On 
they go-an mVlIlcible army, yet not a VICtOrIOUS one The anstocrats, 
the elect, the chosen, the best people-all the words th~lt deSCrIbe them 
are false, and all attempts to orgamze them fall AgaIU and agam au
thonty, seemg theIr value, has trIed to nec them and to uuhze them as 
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the Egyptian pnesthood or the ChristIan church or the Chinese civil 
service or the Group Movement, or some other worthy stunt. But they 
slip through the net and are gone, when the door IS shut they are no 
longer m the room, then temple, as one of them remarked, IS the hoh
ness of the heart's imaginatIOn, and theIr kmgdom, though they never 
possess It, IS the wIde-open world 

WIth thIS type of' person knocking about, and constantly crossmg 
of,e's path If one has eyes to see or hands to feel, the expenment of 
earthly Me cannot be dIsmIssed as a faIlure But It may well be haIled 
as a tragedy, the tragedy bemg that no deVice has been found by which 
these pnvate decenCIes can be transferred to publIc affans As soon as 
people hilve power they go crooked and sometImes dotty, too, because 
the posse~s!On of power lIfts them mto a regIOn where normal honesty 
never pays For m~tance, the man who IS sellmg nev.~papers outsIde the 
House of ParlIament can ~afely leave hiS papers to go for a dnnk, and 
his cap beSIde them anyone who takes a paper IS sure to drop a copper 
mto the cap But the men who are Inside the homes of Parhament
they can't trust one another lIke that, sttllless can the government they 
compose tru~t other governments No caps upon the pavement here, but 
~mpiClOn, treachery, and armaments The more hIghly publIc lIfe IS 
orgamzed the lower does Its moralIty smk, the natluns of today behave 
to each other worse than they ever dId m the past, they cheat, rob, 
bully, and bluff, make war Without nohce, and kIll as many women and 
children as possIble, whereas pnmltlve tnbes were at all events re
stramed by taboos 

The SavIOr of the future-If ever he comes-wIll not preach a new 
gospel He Will merely utIhze my anstocracy, he Will make effective 
the good WIll and the good temper which are already eXlstmg In other 
words he WIll mtroduce a new techmque In economICS, we are told 
that If there wa~ a new techmquc of dlstnbutlOn, there need be ao 
poverty, and people would not starve III one place whIle crops were 
dug under m another A SImIlar change IS needed m the sphere of 
morals and polItICS The deSIre for It IS by no means new, It was ex
pressed, for example, In theologIcal terms by Jacopone da Todl over SIX 
hundred years ago "Ordma questo amore, 0 tu che ml amI," he said 
("0 thou who lovest me, set thIS love In order") HIS prayer was not 
granteu and I do not myself belIeve that It ever wlll be, but here, and 
not through a change of heart, IS our probable route Not by becommg 
better, but by ordermg and dIstnbutulg Ius natlve goodness, WIll man 
shut up force into ItS box, and so gam time to explore the universe and 
to set his mark upon it worthIly 
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Such a change, claim the orthodox, can only be made by Cbristiamt)', 
and will be malie by it in God's good tIme: man always has failed and 
always wIll faU to organize his own goodness, and it is presumptuous 
of hIm to try. ThIs chum leaves me cold. I cannot belIeve mat Chris
tianity wIll ever cope with the present world-wide mess, and I thInk 
that such influence as it retains In modem society is due to its financIal 
backing rather than to Its spmtual appeal It was a spintual force once, 
but the indwellIng spmt wIll have to be restated If it is to calm the 
waters agam, and probably In a non-Christian form 

These are the reflectIons of an mdlVIduahst and a lIberal who has 
found his lIberalIsm crumblmg beneath hIm and at first felt ashamed 
Then, lookmg around, he deCIded there was no speCIal reason for 
marne, SInce other people, whatever they felt, were equally insecure. 
And as for mdIvidualIsm-there seems no way out of thIS, even If one 
wants to find one. The dIctator-hero can grmd down hIs CItIzens tIll 
they are all alIke, but he can't melt them mto a smgle man. He can 
order them to merge, he can mCIte them to mass-antICs, but they are 
obliged to be born separately and to dIe separately and, owmg to these 
unaVOIdable termmI, WIll always be runmng off the totalItarIan ralls 
The memory of bIrth and the expectatIOn of death always lurk wlthm 
the human bemg, makmg hIm separate from hIS fellows and conse
quently capable of Intercourse WIth them Naked I came mto the world, 
naked I shall go out of It I And a very good thmg, too, for It remmds 
me that I am naked under my shIrt UntIl psychologIsts and blOloglSb 
have done much more tmkenng than seems hkely, the mdlvldual re
mams firm and each of us must consent to be one, and to make the best 
of the dIfficult Job. 

How Writing Is Written 

GERTRUDE STEIN 

WHAT I WANT to talk about to you IS Just the general subject of how 
wntmg IS wntten. The begmnmg of It IS what everybody has to know· 
everybody is contemporary WIth his penod A very bad painter once 
saId to a very great painter, 'Do what you hke, you cannot get nd of 
the fact that we are contemporaries.' That is what goes on in wntIng. 
The whole crowd of you are contemporary to each other, and the whole 
busmess of writing IS the questIOn of hving in the contemporariness. 
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Eacb geReration has to live in that. The thing that is important is that 
nobody knows what the contemporariness is. In other ~ords, they don't 
know where they are going, but they are on their way. 

Each generation has to do wIth what you would call the daily life. 
and a writer, pamter, or any sort of creatIve artIst, is not at all ahead of 
hls time. He is contemporary He can't live m the past, because It is 
gone. He can't hve m the future, because no one knows what It IS He 
can hve only in the present of hIs daIly lIfe He IS expressmg the thing 
that IS being expressed by everybody else in their dally hves The thmg 
you have to remember IS that everybody lIves a contemporary daily 
hfe The wnter bves It, too, and expresses It ImperceptIbly The fact 
remams that m the act of hvmg, everybody has to hve contemporanly 
But m the thmgs concernmg art and hterature they don't have to hve 
contemporanly, because It doesn't make any dIfference, and they lIve 
about forty years behmd theIr tIme And that IS the real explanatIon of 
""hy the artIst or pamter IS not recognIzed by hIs contemporarIes He IS 
expressmg the time-sense of his contemporarIes, but nobody IS really 
mterested After the nC'w generatIOn has come, after the grandchildren, 
so to speak, then the oppOSItion dies out· because after all there is then 
a new contemporary expreSSIOn to oppose 

That IS really the fact about contemporarmess As I see the whole 
crowd of you, If there are any of you who are going to express your
selves contemporanly, you wIll do somethmg whIch most people won't 
want to look at Most of you wIll be so busy hvmg the contemporary 
lIfe that It wIll be lIke the tIred busmess man in the thmgs of the mmd 
you Will want the thmgs you know And too, If you don't bve con
temporanly, you are a nuisance That IS why we bve contemporarily. 
If a man goes along the street With horse and carnage m New York 
In the snow, that man IS a nUIsance, and he knows It, so now he doesn't 
do It. He would not be bvmg, or actmg, contemporarIly' he would 
only be In the way, a drag 

The world can accept me now because there is commg out of your 
generatIOn somebody they won't lIke, and therefore they accept me 
because I am suffiCiently past in havmg been contemporary so they don't 
have to dIslIke me So thIrty years from now I shall be accepted And 
the same thmg WIll happen agam that IS the reason why every 
generatIOn has the same thmg happen It will always be the same story, 
because there is always the same SItuation presented The contemporary 
thmg in art and hterature is the thmg wIDch doesn't make enough dif
ference to the people of that generatIpn so that they can accept it or 
reject It 

Most of you know that in a funny kmd of way you are nearer your 
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grandparents than your parents. Since this contemporariness is alwayi 
there, nobody ~alizes that you cannot follow it up. That is the reason 
people discover-those interested in the actIvities of other people--that 
they cannot understand their contemporaries If you Iuds started in to 
wrIte, I wouldn't be a good judge of you, because I am of the thrrd 
generatIOn What you are gomg to do I don't know any more than 
anyone else But I created a movement of which you are the grandchil
dren. The contemporary thmg IS the thing you can't get away from. 
That is the fundamental thmg m all wntmg 

Another thing you have to remember IS that each period of tIme not 
only has Its contemporary qualIty, but It has a time-sense Things move 
more qUIckly, slowly, or dIfferently, from one generatIOn to another 
Take the Nmeteenth Century The Nmeteenth Century was roughly 
the Enghshman's Century And their method, a~ they themselves, in 
their worst moments, speak of it, IS that of 'muddlmg through' They 
begm at one end and hope to come out at the other theIr grammar, 
parts of speech, methods of talk, go WIth thIS fashion The Umted 
States began a dIfferent phase when, after the CIvil War, they diS
covered and created out of theIr mner need a dIfferent way of hfe 
They created the Twentieth Century The Umted State~, mstead of 
havmg the feelmg of begmnmg at one end and endmg at another, had 
the conceptIOn of assemblmg the whole thmg out of Its parts, the 
whole thmg whIch made the TwentIeth Century productive The 
Twentieth Century conceIved an automobIle as a whole, so to speak, 
and then created It, bUllt It up out of Its parts It was an entuely dIf
ferent pomt of VIew from the Nmeteenth Century's The Nmeteenth 
Century would have seen the parts, and worked towards the automo
bIle through them. 

Now m a funny sort of way thIS expresses, in dIfferent terms the dIf
ference between the hterature of the NIneteenth Century and the 
hterature of the TwentIeth Thmk of your readmg If you look at it 
from the days of Chaucer, you WIll see that what you mIght call the 
'mternal hIstory' of a country always affects ItS use of wntmg It makes 
a dIfference m the expreSSIOn, m the vocabulary, even m the handlmg of 
grammar In an amusmg story m your Lzterary Magazzne, when the 
author speaks of the fact that he is tIred of usmg quotatIOn marks and 
isn't gomg to use them any more, with hIm that 15 a Joke, but when I 
began WrItIng, the whole questIOn of punctuatIOn was a vItal questIOn 
You see, I had thIS new conception I had thIS conceptIon of the whole 
paragraph, and In The Makzng (If Amencans I had thIS Idea of a whole 
thing. But If you thmk of contemporary EnglIsh writers, It doesn't 
work like that at aU. They conceive of it as pIeces put together to make 
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a whole, and I concetved it as a whole made up of its parts. I didn't 
know what I was doing any more than you know, bur in response to 
the need of my period I was doing this thing. That IS why I came in 
contact wIth people who were unconsCIously domg the same dung. 
They had the TwentIeth Century conceptIon of a whole So the. ele
ment of punctuation was very vItal. The comma was Just a nUISance. 
If you got the thmg as a whole, the comma kept Irntatmg you all along 
the hne If you think of a thmg as a whole, and the comma keeps 
sticking out, It gets on your nerves; because, after all, it destroys the 
realIty of the whole So I got rid more and more of commas. Not be
cause I had any prejudIce agamst commas; but the comma was a 
stumblIng-block When you were conceIvmg a sentence, the comma 
stopped you That IS the IllustratIon of the questIon of grammar and 
parts of speech, as part of the dally lIfe as we lIve It. 

The other thmg whIch I accomplIshed was the gettmg rid of nouns. 
In the TwentIeth Century you feel lIke movement The Nmeteenth 
Century dIdn't feel that way The element of movement was not the 
predommatmg thmg that they felt You know that In your lIves move
ment is the thmg that OCCUplCS you most-you feel movement all the 
time And the Dmted States had the first instance of what I call 
TwentIeth Century wrItmg You see It first m Walt WhItman He was 
the begmmng of movement He dIdn't see It very clearly, but there was 
a sense of movement that the European \\as much mfluenced by, be
cause the TwentlCth Century has become the American Century That 
IS what I mean \\hen I say that each generatron has Its own lIterature. 

There IS a thIrd element You see, everybody In thIS generatIOn has 
his sense of tIme whIch belongs to hIS crowd But then, you always have 
the memory of what you were brought up WIth In most people that 
makes a double tIme, whIch makes confUSIOn When one IS begmmng to 
write he is always under the shadow of the thmg that IS Just past And 
that is the reason why the creatIve person always has the appearance of 
ughness There IS thIS perSIstent drag of the habIts that belong to you. 
And m strugglmg away from thIS thmg there IS always an uglmess. 
That is the other reason why the contemporary Writer IS always refused. 
It IS the effort of escapmg from the thmg \\hIch IS a drag upon you 
that is so strong that the result IS an apparent uglmess, and the world 
always says of the new wrIter, 'It IS so ugly" And they are nght, because 
it ,s ugly If you disagree wIth your parents, there IS an uglmess in the 
relatIOn There IS a double reSIStance that makes the essence of tlus 
thmg ugly 

You alway~ have In your wrItmg the'reslstance outsIde of you and In

SIde of you, a shadow upon you, and the thmg whIch you must express 
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, I 
In the beginmng of your writing, this struggle is so tremendous that that 
result is ugly; dnd that is the reason why the followers are always ac~ 
cepted before the person who made the revolution. The person who 
has made the fight probably makes it seem ugly, although the struggle 
has the much greater beauty. But the followers die out; and the man 
who made the struggle and the quahty of beauty remains 10 the in
tenSIty of the fight Eventually it comes out all nght, and so you have 
this very queer situatlOn whIch always happens wIth the followers the 
onginal person has to have 10 hIm a certam element of uglmess You 
know that IS what happens over and over agam the statement made 
that it is .gly-the statement made agamst me for the last twenty years. 
And they are qUlte nght, because It is ugly. But the essence of that 
ugliness IS the thmg whIch WIll always make It beautIful I myself thmk 
it IS much more interestmg when It seems ugly, because III It you see 
the element of the fight The lIterature of one hundred years ago is per
fectly easy to see, because the sedIment of uglmess has settled down and 
you got the solemmty of Its beauty But to a person of my temperament, 
It is much more amusmg when It has the vItahty of the struggle 

In my own case, the Twentieth Century, whIch Amenca created after 
the ClVll War, and whIch had certam elements, had a defimte mfluence 
on me And m The Makzng of Amerzcans, whIch IS a book I would hke 
to talk about, I gradually and slowly found out that there were tv-o 
things I had to thmk about, the fact that knowledge IS acqUlred, so to 
speak, by memory, but that when you know anythmg, memory doesn't 
come m. At any moment that you are COnsCIOUS of knowmg anythlOg, 
memory plays no part When any of you feels anybody else, memory 
doesn't come mto It You have the sense of the ImmedIate Remember 
that my ImmedIate forebears were people lIke Merechth, Thomas Hardy, 
and so forth, and you WIll see what a struggle It was to do tlllS thmg 
Trus was one of my first efforts to gIve the appearance of one tIme
knowledge, and not to make It a narrative story ThIs IS what I mean 
by immedIacy of descnptIon you WIll find It in The Makzng of Amerz
cans: 'It happens very often that a man has It m hIm, that a man does 
something, that he does very often that he does many thlOgS, when he 
IS a young man when he is an old man, when he IS an older man' Do 
you see what I mean? And here IS a description of a thmg that is very 
interestmg. 'One of such of these klOd of them had a little boy and 
thts one, the lIttle son wanted to make a collectlOn of butterflIes and 
beetles and It was all excItmg to rum and it was all arranged then and 
then the father said to the son you are certatn this IS not a cruel thing 
that you are wanting to be domg, ktlling thmgs to make collectIOns of 
them, and the son wa~ very rusturbed then and they talked about It 
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together the two of them and mOre and more they ta1k~d about it then 
and thEn at last the boy was convinced It was a cruel thing and he said 
he would not do It and the father said the little boy was a noble boy 
to give up pleasure when it was a cruel one. The boy went to bed 
then and then the father when he got up in the early morning saw a 
wonderfully beautiful moth in the room and he caught hIm and he 
kllled him and he pmned hIm and he woke up his son then and showed 
it to hIm and he saId to hIm "see what a good father I am to have 
caught and kIlled thiS one," the boy was all mIXed up mSlde him and 
then he said he would go on wIth rus collectmg and that wa.t all there 
was then of discussmg and thIS IS a httle descnption of sometlung that 
happened once and It IS very interestIng' 

I was tryIng to get thls present lmmedlacy without trying to drag m 
anythIng else I had to use present partICIples, new constructlOns of 
grammar The grammar-constructlOns are correct, but they are 
changed, in order to get thiS ImmedIacy In short, from that time I have 
been trymg m every pOSSIble way to get the sense of Immediacy, and 
practIcally all the work I have done has been m that directlOn. 

In The Makzng of Amerzcans I had an Idea that I could get a sense 
of ImmedIacy If I made a deSCriptIon of every kmd of human beIng 
that eXIsted, the rules for resemblances and all the other things, until 
really I had made a deSCrIption of every human beIng-I found this 
out when I was at Harvard workmg under WIlham James. 

Did you ever see that artICle that came out In The Atlantzc Monthly 
a year or two ago, about my expenments WIth automatIc writIng? It 
was very amusmg The experIment that I did was to take a lot of people 
m moments of fatigue and rest and actIVIty of vanous kmds, and see 
tf they could do anythIng WIth automatIc WrItIng I found they could 
not do anythmg With automatIc wrItmg, but I found out a great deal 
about how people act I found there a certam kmd of human being 
who acted m a certain way, and another kmd who acted In another 
kmd of way, and theIr resemblances and their dlfferences. And then 
I wanted to find out if you could make a hIstory of the whole world, 
If you could know the whole life history of everyone In the world, their 
slIght resemblances and lack of resemblances. I made enormous charts, 
and I tried to carry these charts out. You start in and you take every
one that you know, and then when you see anybody who has a certam 
expressIon or turn of the face that remmds you of some one, you find 
out where he agrees or disagrees with the character, until you build up 
the whole scheme. I got to the place where I dIdn't know whether I 
knew people or not. I made so many charts that when I used to go 
down the streets of Paris I wondered whether they were people 1 
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knew or ones I(didn't. That IS what The Makzng of AmerIcans was in
tended to be. I was to make a descnptlOn of every kmd of human 
being untIl I could know by these vanattons how everybody was to be 
known Then I got very much mterested m thIS thmg, and I wrote about 
nine hundred pages, and I came to a lOgIcal conclusIOn that thIs thmg 
could be done Anybody who has patIence enough could lIterally and 
enmely make of the whole world a hIstory of human nature When I 
found It could be done, I lost mterest m it As soon as I found defimtely 
and clearly and completely that I could do It, I stopped wntmg the 
long book It dIdn't mterest me any longer In domg the thmg, I found 
out thIS questIOn of resemblances, and I found m makmg these 
analyses that the resemblances were not of memory I had to remember 
what person looked lIke the other person. Then I found thIS contradIc
non. that the resemblances were a matter of memory There were two 
prime elements mvolved, the element of memory and the other of 
llDmediacy. 

The element of memory was a perfectly feaSible thmg, so then I gave 
it up I then started a book whIch I called A Long Gay Book to see 
If I could work the thmg up to a faster tempo I wanted to see If I could 
make that a more complete VISlOn. I wanted to see If I could hold It 
in the frame Ordmanly the novels of the N meteenth Century live 
by assocIatIon, they are wont to call up other pictures than the one they 
present to you. I dIdn't want, ""hen I saId 'water,' to have you thmk of 
runnmg water Therefore I began lImItIng my vocabulary, because I 
wanted to get nd of anythmg except the picture withm the frame 
WhIle I was wntmg I dIdn't want, when I used one wor!.!, to make It 
carry WIth It too many aSSOCIatIons. I wanted as far as pOSSible to make 
it exact, as exact as mathematIcs, that IS to say, for example, If one 
and one make two, I wanted to get words to have as much exact
ness as that When I put them down they were to have thIS qualIty. 
The whole hIstory of my work, from The Makmg of Amerzcans, has 
been a hIstory of that I made a great many dlscovenes, but the dung 
that I was always trymg to do was thIS thmg. 

One thmg WhICh came to me IS that the TwentIeth Century gIves of 
itself a feelmg of movement, and has m Its way no feelmg for events. 
To the TwentIeth Century events are not important. You must know 
that. Events are not excltmg Events have lost theIr mterest for people. 
You read them more lIke a soothIng syrup, and If you lIsten over the 
radIO you don't get very eXCIted The thIng has got to thIs place, that 
events are so wonderful that they are not excItmg Now you have to 
remember that the busmess of an artist IS to be excltmg If the tbmg 
has lts proper VItality, the result must be excltmg. I was struck with 
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~t during the War. the average clough-boy standing on a street corner 
domg nothmg-( they say, at the end of theIr dom~ rwthmg, 'I guess 
I'll go 'home') -was much more eXCltmg to people than when the sol
dIers went over the top The populace were passlOnaiely mterested in 
thcIr standmg on the street corners, more so than 10 the St. MIhid 
dnve And It IS a perfectly natural thmg Events had got so contmuous 
that the fact that events were takmg place no longer ~tunulated any
body To see three men, strangers, standmg, expressed theIr personahty 
to the European man so much more than anythmg else they could do. 
That tlung Impressed me very much But the novel wluch tells about 
what happens I~ of no mterest to anybody It IS qUIte charactenstJ.c that 
m The Makzng of Amerzcans, Proust, Ulysses, nothmg much happens. 
People are mterested m eXIstence Newspapers excIte people very lIttle. 
SometImes a personalIty breaks through the newspapers-Lmdbergh, 
DIllmger,-\\>hen the personalIty has vItalIty It wasn't what DIlhnger 
dzd that eXCited anybody The fcelmg IS perfectly simple You can see 
It m my FOUT Saints Samts shouldn't do anythmg The fact that a samt 
IS there IS enough for anybody The FOUT Samts was wntten about as 
statIc as I could make It The samts conversed a little, and It all dld 
somethmg. It did somethmg more than the theatre whIch has trIed to 
make events has done For our purposes, for our contemporary pur
poses, evcnts have no Importance. I merely say that for the last thIrty 
years events are of no Importance They may make a great many people 
unhappy, they may cause convulSIOns m hIstory, but from the stand
pomt of excltpment, the 1..md of f'xcltement the Nmeteenth Century got 
out of evrnts doe~n't eXI~t 

And I~O what I am trpng to make you understand is that every con
cemporary wnter has to find out what IS the mner tIme-sense of hiS con· 
temporanness The wnter or pamter, or what not, feels thIS tiling more 
VIbrantly, and he has a paSSIOnate need of puttmg It down, and that 
IS what creativeness does He spends hiS hfe m puttmg down th1S thmg 
wruch he doesn't know IS a contemporary thlllg If he doesn't PUt down 
the contemporary thmg, he Isn't a great wnter, for he has to lIve III the 
past. That IS what I mean by 'everythmg is contemporary.' The mmor 
poets of the penod, or the precIOus poets of the penod, are all people 
who are under the shadow of the past. A man who 1S makmg a revolu
tion has to be contemporary A mmor person can lIve m the Imagma
tIOn That tells the story pretty completely 

The questIon of repetitIon IS very Important. It IS Important because 
there IS no sueh thmg as repetItIon Everybody tells every story in about 
the same way. You know perfectly well that when you and your room
mates tell somethmg, you are tellmg the same story in about the- same 

363 



way. But the point about it is this. Everybody is telling the story in tilt. 
same way. But if ybu listen carefully, you wIll see that not all the ~tory is 
the same. There is always a slIght variation. Somebody comes in, and you 
tell the story over again. Every time you tell that !'tory It is told slIghtly 
dxfferently. All my early work was a careful lIstening to all the people 
tellmg their story, and I conceived the idea which IS, funruly enough, 
the same as the idea of the cinema. The CInema goes on the same prIn
clple. each pIcture 15 Just infiruteslmally dIfferent from the one before. 
If you listen carefully, you say somethIng, the other person says some
thing; but each tIme It changes just a lIttle, untIl finally you come to 
the point where you conVInce hun or you don't conVInce hIm. I used 
to lIsten very carefully to people talkmg. I had a paSSIOn for knOWIng 
just what I call theIr 'InsIdes.' And m The Ai akzng of Amencans I dId 
thIs thlDg, but of course to my mmd there IS no repetItIOn For mstance, 
in these early 'Portraits,' and in a whole lot of them in thiS book 
(Portrazts and Prayers) you Will see that every time a statement IS made 
about someone bemg somewhere, that statement 15 different. If I had 
repeated, nobody would hstcn Nobody could be in the room WIth a 
person who saId the same thmg over and over. He would dnve every
body mad. There has to be a very shght change Reallv hsten to the way 
you talk, and every tIme you change It a httle bIt. That change, to me, 
was a very important thIng to find out You WIll see that when I kept 
on sayIng something was somethmg or somebody was somebody, I 
changed It just a htde bIt untIl I got a whole portraIt I conceIved the 
idea of bUlldmg thIS thmg up It was all based upon thIS thmg of 
everybody's slIghtly butldmg thIS thmg up. What I was after was thiS 
immedIacy. A SIngle photograph doesn't gIVe It I was tryIng for thIS 
dung, and so to my mInd there IS no repetItIOn The only thmg that IS 
repetItlOn is when somebody tells you what he has learned No matter 
how you say It, you say It differently. It ~as tms that led me In all that 
early work 

You see, finally, after I got tms thmg as completely as I could, then, 
of course, It beIng my nature, I wanted to tear It down I attacked the 
problem from another way. I lIstened to people. I condensed It In about 
three words There agam, If you read those later 'PortraIts,' you wIll 
see that I used three or four words 1L1stead of makmg a cmema of it. I 
wanted to condense It as much as possIble and change It around, until 
you could get the movement of a human bemg If I wanted to make a 
pIcture of you as you Sit there, I would walt untIl I got a picture of you 
as md1vlduals and then I'd chang~ them untIl I got a pIcture of }OU 

as a whole 
I dId these 'Portraits,' and then I got the idea of doing plays. I had 
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the 'Portraits' so mu(.h in my head that 1 would almost know how 
you dIffer one from the other. I got thIS Idea of th~ play, and put it 
down in a few words I wanted to put them down m that way, and I 
began wntmg plays and I wrote a great many of them The Nme
teenth Century wrote a great many plays, and none of them are now 
read, because the Nmeteenth Century wanted to put their novels on 
the stage The better the play the more statIc The mmute you try to 
make a playa novel, it doesn't worL.. That IS the reason I got mterested 
in domg these plays 

When you get to that pOInt there IS no essentIal difference between 
prose and poetry ThIS IS essentIally the problem With which your genera
tIon WII! have to wrestle The thmg has 63t to the pomt where poetry 
and prose have to concern themselvLs With the static thmg That IS up 
to you 
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I HAVE PUT Stephen Vmcent Benet's "The Devll and Damel 
WebstC'r" In thlS group because I dld not know where else to put It. 
It IS a good story, but It does not seem qmte to belong to our day and 
age It IS contemporary with Washmgton Irvmg's RIp Van Wmkle and 
The Legend of Sleepy Hollow and can very well stand companson with 
those famous tales Benet was born m I8g8 and so IS still at the heIght 
of hiS creatIve powers I have placed next to It a story by Katherme 
Anne Porter 

Katherme Anne Porter IS not only an engagmg essaYIst, but a good 
CrItlc, and I much wanted to enrIch thIS book with a pIece she wrote 
on Thomas Hardy for The Southern Revzew The hterary essay IS a 
form of lIterature for whIch I have a predIlectIOn and thIS one seemed 
to me full of sound seme But smce It IS to be publIshed shortly m a 
volume of essays, her publIsher reasonably enough preferred that It 
should not appear first m an anthology That IS your bad luck and 
mme, for though Katherine Anne Porter IS one of the most dls
tmgulshed and orIgmal ~hort story WrIters m Amenca, she needs space 
to develop her great qualItIes and I have been oblIged to content my
self WIth one of her brIefer, though still admlrable, pIeces 

Contemporary WIth her IS James Thurber, as wry and melancholy 
a humonst as any that has found III the pathos and absurdIty of his 
fellow creatures occaSIOn for dIsconsolate laughter, and I have followed 
thIS story With "There's Money in Poetry," by Konrad Bercovlcl, 
whIch I have chosen first because I thought It very funny and secondly 
because It was ObVIOUS that, m such a survey as thiS purports to be, a 
JeWIsh story was essentIal 
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} close this group WIth Gertrude Atherton's powerful story "The Fog
horn.'" Mrs Atherton was born 10 1857 and, well in her eighties now, 
is sull writ10g with 10defatIgable energy. 

The Devil and Daniel Webster 

STEPHEN VINCENT BENET 

IT's A STORY thcy tcll m the border country, \\ here Massachusetts joins 
Vermont and New HampshIre 

Yes, Dan'l Webster's dead-or, at least, they buned him But every 
time there's a thunderstorm around Marshfield, they say you can hear 
his rolling VOlce m the hollows of the sky. And they say that If you go to 
his grave and speak loud and clear, "Dan' I Webster-Dan'l Webster!" 
the ground'll begm to shIver and the trees begm to shake And after a 
whIle you'll hear a deep VOlce saYing, "NeIghbor, how stands the 
U mon ';I" Then you better answer the U man stands as she stood, rock
bottomed and copper-sheathed, one and mdlVlSlble, or he's hable to 
rear nght out of the ground At least, that's what I was told when I 
was a youngster 

You see, for a while, he was the biggest man m the country. He 
never got to be PresIdent, but he was the bIggest man There were 
thousands that trusted m hIm nght next to God AlmIghty, and they 
told stones about hIm that were hke the stones of patnarchs and such. 
They saId, when he stood up to speak, stars and stnpes eame nght out 
in the sky, and once he spoke agamst a nver and made It smk into 
the ground They saId, when he walked the woods WIth rus fishmg rod, 
KillaIl, the trout would Jump out of the streams nght mto rus pockets, 
for they knew It was no use puttmg up a fight agamst hIm, and, when he 
argued a ca~e, he could turn on the harps of the blessed and the 
shakmg of the earth underground That was the kmd of man he was, 
and hIS bIg farm up at Marshfield was sUItable to hIm The chickens 
he raIsed were all whIte meat down to the drumsticks, the cows were 
tended like children, and the big ram he called GolIath had horns With 
a curl hke a mormng-glory vme and could butt through an Iron door. 
But Dan'l wasn't one of your gentlemen farmers, he knew all the ways 
of the land, and he'd be up by candlelIght to see that the chores got 
done. A man WIth a mouth lIke a mastiff, a brow lIke a mountam and 
eyes lIke burning anthraCite-that was Dan'} Webster In hiS prune. And 
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the bIggest case he argued never got written down in the books, for he 
argued it agaIhst the devil, nip and tuck and n.) holds barred. And this 
is the way I used to hear it told 

There ",as a man named Jabez Stone, lIved at Cross Corners, New 
HampshIre He wasn't a bad man to start wIth, but he was an unlucky 
man If he planted corn, he got borers, If he planted potatoes, he got 
bhght He had good-enough land, but It dIdn't prosper hun, he had a 
decent WIfe and chIldren, but the more chIldren he had, the less there 
was to feed them If stones cropped up in Ius neighbor's field, boulders 
boiled up in hIS, If he had a horse wIth the spavms, he'd trade It for one 
WIth the staggers and give somethmg extra There's some folks bound to 
be like that, apparently But one day Jabez Stone got Sick of the whole 
busmess 

He'd been plowing that morning and he'd Just broke the plowshare 
on a rock that he could have sworn hadn't been there yesterday. And, 
as he stood lookmg at the plowshare, the off horse began to cough
that ropy kmd of cough that means Sickness and horse doctors There 
'" ere two children down WIth the measles, hiS WIfe was aIlmg, and he 
had a whItlow on hIS thumb It was about the last straw for Jabez 
Stone "I vow," he saId, and he looked around hIm kmd of desperate
"I vow It'S enough to make a man want to sell hIS soul to the deVIl I And 
I would, too, for two cents I" 

Then he felt a kmd of queerness come over hIm at havmg saId what 
he'd saId, though, naturally, bemg a New Hampshlfeman, he wouldn't 
take It back But, all the same, when It got to be evenmg and, as far 
as he could see, no notlce had been taken, he felt reheved III hIS mmd, 
for he was a relIgIOUS man But notIce IS always taken, sooner or later, 
Just lIke the Good Book says And, sure enough, next day, about sup
perhme, a soft-spoken, dark-dres~ed stranger drove up m a handsome 
buggy and asked for J abez Stone 

Well, Jabez told hIS family It was a lawyer, come to see him about a 
legacy But he knew who It was 

He dIdn't lIke the looks of the stranger, nor the way he smIled with 
his teeth. They were white teeth, and plentiful-some say they were 
filed to a pomt, but I wouldn't vouch for that And he didn't hke it 
when the dog took one look at the stranger and ran away howlmg, WIth 
his tall between hIS legs But havmg passed hIS word, more or less, he 
stuck to It, and they went out behmd the barn and made theIr bargam. 
Jabez Stone had to prIck hIS finger to sign, and the stranger lent hIm 
a silver pm The wound healeq clean, but It left a lIttle whIte scar 

After that, all of a sudden, thmgs began to pIck up and prosper for 
Jabez Stone HIS cows got fat and his herses sleek, hIS crops were the 
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envy of the neighborhood, and lightning might strike all over the 
val1ey, but it wouldn't strike his barn. Pretty soon, he was one of th( 
prosperous people of the county; they asked him to stand for select
man, and he stood for it; there began to be talk of runrung him for 
state senate. All m all, you might say the Stone family was as happy 
and contented as cats in a dairy. And so they were, except for J abez 
Stone. 

He'd been contented enough, the first few years. It's a great thing 
when bad luck turns, it dnves most other things out of your head 
True, every now and then, espeCIally in ramy weather, the httle whIte 
scar on hIS finger would gIve hIm a twmge. And once a year, punctual 
as clockwork, the stranger WIth the handsome buggy would come dnv
Ing by But the sIxth year, the stranger lIghted, and, after that, his 
peace was over for ] abez Stone 

The stranger came up through the lower field, sWltchmg his boots 
WIth a cane-they were handsome black boots, but] abez Stone never 
lIked the look of them, partIcularly the toes And, after he'd passed 
the tIme of day, he saId, "Well, Mr Stone, you're a hummer' It's a 
very pretty property you've got here, Mr Stone" 

"Well, some mIght favor It and others mIght not," SaId Jabez Stone, 
for he was a New HampshIreman. 

"Oh, no need to decry your mdustry'" saId the stranger, very easy> 
shOWing hIS teeth m a smIle. "After all, we know what's been done, and 
It'S been according to contract and specIficatIOns. So when-ahern-the 
mortgage falls due next year, you shouldn't have any regrets" 

"Speakmg of that mortgage, mIster," saId ]abez Stone, and he looked 
around for help to the earth and the sky, "I'm begmrung to have one 
or two doubts about It" 

"Doubts?" saId the stranger, not qUIte so pleasantly. 
"Why, yes," saId Jabez Stone "ThIS bemg the U. S A and me al

ways haVing been a relIgIOUS man" He cleared hIS throat and got 
bolder. "Yes, SIr," he saId, "I'm begtnning to have consIderable doubts 
as to that mortgage holdmg in court" 

"There's courts and courts," saId the stranger, clickmg hIS teeth 
"StIll, we might as well have a look at the ongmal document" And he 
hauled out a bIg black pocketbook, full of papers "Sherwm, Slater, 
Stevens, Stone," he muttered "I, Jabez Stone, for a term of seven 
years-- Oh, It'S qUIte in order, I thmk." 

But Jabez Stone wasn't hstenmg, for he saw something else flutter 
out of the black pocketbook It was somethmg that looked hke a moth, 
but It wasn't a moth And as Jabez Stone stared at it, It seemed to speak 
to hIm m a small sort of pIpmg VOIce, terrIble small and thID, but ter-
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nDle human. ;'Neighbor Stone!" it squeaked "Neighbor Stone' Help 
me! For God's sake, help me f" 

But before Jabez Stone could stir his hand or foot, the stranger 
whipped out a bIg bandanna handkerchlCf, caught the creature mIt, 
just hke a butterfly, and started tymg up the ends of the bandanna. 

"Sorry for the Interruption," he saId. "As I was saymg--" 
But Jabcz Stone was shah.mg all over lIke a scared,horse 
"That's MIser Stevens' vOIce'" he saId, in a croak. "And you've got 

him in your handkerchIef'" 
The stranger looked a httle embarrassed 
"Yes, I really should have transferred hIm to the collecting box," 

he saId WIth a sImper, "but there were ~ome rather unusual speclmem 
there and I dIdn't want them crowded. Well, well, these httle con. 
tretemps WIll occur" 

"I don't know what you mean by contertan," saId Jabez Stone, 
"but that was Miser Stevens' vOIce' And he aIn't dead' You can't tel] 
me he IS' He was Just as spry and mean as a woodchuck, Tuesday'" 

"In the mIdst of hfe--" saId the stranger, kmd of pIOUS "Listen '" 
Then a bell began to toll 10 the valley and J abez Stone lIstened, With 
the sweat runnmg down hIS face For he knew it was tolled for Ml~er 
Stevens and that he was dead 

"These long-standmg accounts," saId the stranger WIth a sigh, "one 
really hates to clOhe them But busmess IS busmess " 

He stIll had the bandanna m hlo hand, and Jabez Stone felt SIck 
as he saw the cloth struggle and flutter 

"Are they all a~ small as that?" he a~ked hoar;( Iy 
"Small?" saId the stranger "Oh, I see what you mean Why, they 

vary" He measured Jabez Stone >\Ith hIS eyes, and Ius teeth ;howed 
"Don't worry, Mr Stone," he saId "You'll go WIth a very good grade 
I wouldn't trust you outside the collectmg box Now, a man lIke Dan'l 
Webster, of course-well, we'd have to bwld a speCIal box for hIm, and 
even at that, I ImagIne the wing spread would astomsh you But, In 

your case, as I was saymg--" 
"Put that handkerchief away'" saId Jabez Stone, and he began to beg 

and to pray But the best he could get at the end was a three years' ex
tenSIOn, \-\<lth conditIOns. 

But ttll you make a bargam lIke that, you've got no Idea of how fast 
four years can run. By the last months of those years, Jabez Stone'b 
known an over the state and there's talk of runnmg him for governor~ 
and It'S dust and ashes m hIS m()uth For every day, when he gets up, h{. 
thInkS, "There's one more mght gone," and every rught when he he~ 
down, he thinks of the black pocketbook and the soul of Miser Stevens 
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and It makes hlm blck at heart. Tlll, finally, he can't bear it any • longer, and, In the last days of the last year, he lutches up }us horse and 
drIves off to seek Dan'} Webster. For Dan'l was born In New Hamp
~hrre, only a few mIles from Cross Corners, and It's well known that 
he has a partIcular soft spot for old neIghbors 

It was early In the mornmg when he got to Marshfield, but Dan'] 
was up already, talkmg Latm to the farm hands and wresthng with 
the ram, GolIath, and trymg out a new trotter and workmg up 
speeches to make agamst John C Calhoun But when he heard a New 
Hampslureman had come to see hIm, he dropped everythmg else he 
was dOIng for that was Dan'l's way He gave Jabez Stone a breakfast 
that five men couldn't eat, went mto the hVIng hIstOry of every man 
and woman In Cross Corners, and finally asked hIm how he could serve 
hIm 

Jabez Stone allowed that it was a kInd of mortgage case. 
"Well, I haven't pleaded a mortgage case m a long time, and I 

rlon't generally plead now, except before the Supreme Court," saId 
Dan'l, "but If I can, I'll help you" 

"Then I've got hope for the first tIme m ten years," Said Jabez 
Stone, and told hIm the detaIls. 

Dan'] walked up and down as he lIstened, hands behind hIS back, 
now and then askIng a question, now and then plungmg hIS eyes at the 
floor, as if they'd bore through It hke gImlets. When Jabez Stone had 
fimshed, Dan'l puffed out hIS cheeks and blew. Then he turned to Jabez 
Stone and a smIle broke over hIS face lIke the sunnse over Monadnock. 

"You've certamly glven yourself the devIl's own row to hoe, NeIgh
bor Stone," he saId, "but I'll take your case" 

"You'll take It?" saId J abez Stone, hardly darmg to belIeve 
"Yes," saId Dan'l Webster. "I've got about seventy-five other things 

to do and the Missoun CompromIse to straIghten out, but I'll take your 
case. For If two New Hampshrremen aren't a match for the devil, we 
mIght as well gIve the country back to the IndIans." 

Then he shook Jabez Stone by the hand and said, "Did you come 
down here in a hurry?" 

"Well, I admit I made time," said Jabez Stone. 
"You'll gOt back faster," said Dan'} Webster, and he told 'em to hitch 

up ConstItutIon and ConstellatIOn to the carnage. They were matched 
grays WIth one whIte forefoot, and they stepped lIke greased lightning 

Well, I won't deSCrIbe how eXCIted and pleased the whole Stone fam
Ily was to have the great Dan'l Webster for a guest, when they finally 
got there Jabez Stone had lost his hat on the way, blown off when they 
overtook a wmd, but he dldn't take much account of that But after sup-
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per he sent ~e family off to bed, for he had most particular business 
with Mr. Webster. Mrs. Stone wanted them to sit in the front parlor, 
but Dan'l Webster knew front parlors and said he preferred the kitchen. 
So it was there they sat, waitmg for the stranger, with a jug on the 
table between them and a bright fire on the hearth-the stranger being 
scheduled to show up on the stroke of mIdnight, accordmg to specifica
tions. 

Well, most men wouldn't have asked for better company than Dan') 
Webster and a Jug But with every tIck of the clock Jabez Stone got 
sadder and sadder HIS eyes roved round, and though he sampled the 
jug you could see he couldn't taste It Fmally, on the stroke of I I 30 he 
reached over and grabbed Dan'l Webster by the arm 

"Mr. Webster, Mr Webster'" he saId, and hiS VOice was shakmg with 
fear and a desperate courage "For God's sake, Mr Vv ebster, harness 
your horses and get away from thiS place whIle you can '" 

"You've brought me a long way, neighbor, to tell me you don't hke 
my company," said Dan'l Webster, qUite peaceable, pullIng at the Jug 

"MIserable wretch that I am , .. groaned Jabcz Stone. "I've brought 
you a deVIlIsh way, and now I see my folly Let him take me If he 
Wills. I don't hanker after it, I must say, but I can stand It But 
you're the Union's stay and New HampshIre's pnde' He mustn't get 
you, Mr. Webster' He mustn't get you'" 

Dan'l Webster looked at the dIstracted man, all gray and shakmg m 
the firelIght, and laId a hand on hIS shoulder 

"I'm oblIged to you, Neighbor Stone," he saId gently "It's kmdly 
thought of. But there's a Jug on the table and a case In hand. And I 
never left a Jug or a case half fimshed m my hfe " 

And Just at that moment there was a sharp rap on the door 
"Ah," SaId Dan'! Webster, very coolly, "I thought your clock was a 

tnfle slow, Neighbor Stone" He stepped to the dOOI and opened It 
"Come III , .. he saId 

The stranger came in-very dark and tall he looked m the firelIght 
He was carrymg a box under hiS arm-a black, Japanned box With lIttle 
air holes m the ltd At the Sight of the box, Jabez Stone gave a low cry 
and shrank mto a comer of the room 

"Mr Webster, I presume," said the stranger, very pohte, but with 
his eyes glowmg lIke a fox's deep in the woods 

"Attorney of record for Jabez Stone," saId Dan'l Webster, but hIS 
eyes were glOWIng too "Might I ask your name?" 

"I've gone by a good many/, said the stranger carelessly. "Perhaps 
Scratch Will do for the evening I'm often called that in these regzons" 

Then he sat down at the table and poured himself a drink from 
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the Jug. The lIquor was cold In the jug, but It came s~aming into the 
glass 

"And now," saId the stranger, smIlmg and showmg hIS teeth, "I shall 
call upon you, as a law-abldmg cItIzen, to aSsIst me m taking possessIOn 
of my property" 

Well, with that the argument began-and It went hot and heavy At 
first, Jabez Stone had a flicker of hope, but when he saw Dan'l Webster 
bemg forced back at pomt after pomt, he just scrunched m hIS corner, 
WIth hIS eyes on that Japanned box For there wasn't any doubt as to 
the deed or the signature-that was the worst of It Dan'l Webster 
t\'dstecl and turned and thumped hIS fist on the table, but he couldn't 
get away from that He offered to compromise the case, the stranger 
VI ouIdn't hear of It He pOInted out the property had mcreased 111 value, 
and state senator'> ought to be worth more, the stranger stuck to the 
letter of the law He was a great lawyer, Dan'l Webster, but we know 
who's the Kmg of Lawyers, as the Good Book tells US, and It seemed 
as If, for the fint hme, Dan'l Webster had met hIS match 

Fmally, the ~tranger yawned a lIttle "Your SpIn ted efforts on be
half of your dIent do }OU credIt, Mr Web;,ter," he Said, "but If you 
have no more argument~ to adduce, I'm rather pressed for time"-and 
Jabez Stone shuddered 

Dan'I Webster's brow looked dark as a thundercloud 
"Pressed or not, you shall not have thiS man '" he thundered "Mr. 

Stone IS an AmerIcan clhzen, and no Amencan clhzen may be forced 
1Oto the serVIce of a foreign prmce We fought England for that m '12 

and we'll fight all hell for It agam '" 
"ForeIgn?" saId the stranger "And who calb me a foreIgner?" 
'WeIl, 1 never yet heard of the dev--of your cIalmmg Amencan 

CItIzenship," Said Dan'l Webster V\lth surpnse 
"And who WIth a better tIght?" said the stranger, Vlilth one of hiS ter

nbIc smiles "When the first wrong was done to the first IndIan, I was 
there When the fint slaver put out for the Congo, I stood on her deck 
Am I not 111 your hooks and stones and belIefs, from the first settle
ments on;> Am I not spoken of, still, m every church m New England? 
'TIS true the North claIms me for a Southerner and the South for a 
Northerner, but I am neIther, 1 am merely an honest Amencan lIke 
yourself-and of the best descent-for, to tel! the truth, Mr. Webster, 
though I don't lIke to boast of It, my name IS older m thIS country than 
yours" 

"Aha'" saId Dan'l Webster, WIth tbe vems standmg out m hiS fore
head "Then I stand on the Constitution r I demand a trial for my 
chent'" 
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.. "The case is,hardly one for an ordmary court, said the stranger, liis 
eyes flIckering "And, mdeed, the lateness of the hour--" 

"Let it be any court you choose, so It is an AmerIcan judge and an 
American Juryl" saId Dan'l Webster in his pride "Let It be the quick 
or the dead l I'll abIde the Issue I" 

"You have saId It," saId the stranger, and pomted hIs finger at the 
door. And wIth that, and all of a sudden, there was a rushmg of wmd 
outsIde and a nOIse of footsteps They came, clear and dlstmct, through 
the night And yet, they were not lIke the footsteps of hvmg men 

"In God's name, who comes so late?" crIcd J abez Stone, m an ague of 
fear. 

"The jury Mr Webster demands," saId the stranger, sIppmg at hIs 
bOIling glass "You must pardon the rough appearance of one or two, 
they WIll have come a long way" 

And wIth that the fire burned blue and the door blew open and 
twelve men entered, one by one 

If Jabez Stone had been sIck wIth terror before, he was blmd wIth 
terror now For there was Walter Butler, the loyalIst, ~ho spread fire 
and horror through the Mohawk Valley m the tImes of the RevolutIOn, 
and there was SImon Girty, the renegade, who saw whIte men burned 
at the stake and whooped wIth the IndIans to see them burn HIS eyes 
were green, lIke a catamount's, and the stams on hIS huntmg shIrt dId 
not come from the blood of the deer Kmg PhIlIp was there, WIld and 
proud as he had been m hfe, wIth the great gash III hIS head that gave 
hIm his death wound, and cruel Governor Dale, who broke men on 
the wheel There was Morton of Merry Mount, who so vexed the 
Plymouth Colony, wIth rus flushed, loose, handsome face and hIS hate 
of the godly There was Teach, the bloody pirate, wIth hIS black beard 
curlmg on hIS breast The Reverend John Smeet, wIth hIS strangler's 
hands and hIS Geneva gown, walked as damtIly as he had to the gal
lows. The red pnnt of the rope was stIll around rus neck, but he car
ried a perfumed handkerchIef m one hand One and all, they came mto 
the room wIth the fires of hell still upon them, and the stranger named 
their names and theIr deeds as they came, tIll the tale of twelve was 
told. Yet the stranger had told the truth-they had all played a part 
in Amenca 

"Are you satIsfied WIth the JUry, Mr Webster?" Said the stranger 
mockmgly, when they had taken theIr places 

The sweat stood upon Dan'l Webster's brow, but hiS VOIce was 
clear. 

"Quite satisfied," he said. "Though I mISS General Arnold from the 
company." 
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"BenedIct Arnold 15 engaged upon other business," said the stranger, 
oVlth a glower "Ah, you asked for a justice, I belIeve''' 

He pomted hIS finger once more, and a tall man, soberly clad in 
Pun tan garb, wIth the burning gaze of the fanatic, stalked 1Oto the room 
and took rus Judge's place. 

"JustIce Hathorne 15 a Junst of experience," saId the stranger "He 
presIded at certam wItch tnals once held m Salem. There were others 
who repented of the busmess later, but not he " 

"Repent of such notable wonders and undertak1Ogs?" saId the stem 
old Justice "Nay, hang them-hang them all''' And he muttered to 
hImself m a way that struck Ice mto the soul of Jabez Stone 

Then the tnal began, and, as you mIght expect, It dIdn't look any
ways good for the defense And Jabcz Stone dIdn't make much of a WIt
ness m hIS own behalf He took one look at SImon Glrty and screeched, 
and they had to put hIm back m hIS corner m a kmd of swoon 

It dIdn't halt the tnal, though, the tnal went on, as tnals do. Dan'l 
Webster had faced some hard Junes and hangIng Judges m hIs tIme, 
but trus was the hardest he'd evcr faced, and he knew It They sat 
there wlth a kmd of glItter m theIr eyes, and the stranger's smooth 
VOIce went on and on. Every tIme he'd raIse an obJectIOn, lt'd be 
"ObjectIOn sus tamed," but whenever Dan'l objected, It'd be "Objec
tIOn demed" Well, you couldn't expect frur play from a fellow lIke 
thIS Mr. Scratch 

It got to Dan'l m the end, and he began to heat, lIke lfon in the 
forge When he got up to speak he was gomg to flay that stranger WIth 
c:very tnck known to the law, and the Judge and JUry too He dIdn't 
l-are If It was contempt of court or what would happen to hlfn for It. 
fIe dIdn't care any more what happened to Jabez Stone He just got 
madder and madder, thmkmg of what he'd say And yet, cUflously 
enough, the more he thought about It, the less he was able to arrange 
rus speech rn hIS mrnd 

TIll, finally, It was tIme for hIm to get up on hIS feet, and he dId so, 
ali ready to bust out WIth IIghtmngs and denuncIatIOns. But before 
he started he looked over the Judge and JUry for a moment, such bemg 
1115 custom And he notIced the glItter m theIr eyes was tWIce as strong 
as before, and they all leaned forward Like hounds Just before they 
get the fox, they looked, and the blue IIllSt of eVIl m the room thick
ened as he watched them. Then he saw what he'd been about to do, 
and he wIped rus forehead, as a man ffilght who's Just escaped fallmg 
mto a pIt in the dark 

For It was rum they'd come for, not only Jabez Stone. He read it lD 

the glitter of their eyes and in the way the stranger rud his mouth 
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with one hand And if he fought them with thelI own weapons, he'd 
fall into their poWer, he knew that, though he couldn't have told you 
how It was hIS own anger and horror that burned 10 theIr eyes, and he'd 
have to wipe that out or the case was lost. He stood there for a moment, 
hiS black eyes burmng lIke anthracite. And then he began to speak. 

He started off m a low VOIce, though you could hear every word 
They say he could call on the harps of the blessed when he chose And 
this was Ju~t as sImple and easy as a man could talk But he didn't 
start out by condemmng or revIlmg He was talkmg about the thulgs 
that make a country a country, and a man a man 

And he began WIth the sImple thmgs that everybody's known and 
felt-the freshness of a fine morn1Og when you're young, and the taste 
of food when you're hungry, and the new day that's every day when 
you're a cruld He took them up and he turned them III hIS hands They 
were good thmgb for any man But WIthout freedom, they SIckened 
And when he talked of those enslaved, and the sorrows of slavery, hIS 
VOIce got lIke a big bell He talked of the early days of AmerIca and 
the men who had made those days It wasn't a spread-eagle speech, 
but he made you see It He admlttcd all the wrong that had ever been 
done. But he showed how, out of the wrong and the rIght, the suffer-
109 and the starvatlons, somethmg new had come. And everybody had 
played a part III It, even the traItors 

Then he turned to J abez Stone and showed him as he was-an 
ordtnary man who'd had hard luck and wanted to change It And, be
cause he'd wanted to change It, now he was gomg to be pumshed for 
all etermty And yet there was good III Jabez Stone, and he showed that 
good. He was hard and mean, III some ways, but he was a man. There 
was sadness III bemg a man, but It was a proud thmg too And he 
showed what the pnde of It was tIll you <.auldn't help feelmg It Yes, 
even m hell, If a man was a man, you'd know It And he wdsn't 
pleadmg for anyone person any more, though hlb vOIce rang lIke an 
organ He was tellmg the story and the failures and the endlcss Jour
ney of mankmd They got tncked and trapped and bamboozled, but 
It was a great Journey And no demon that was ever foaled could know 
the mwardness of It-It took a man to do that 

The fire began to dIe on the hearth and the Wind before mormng 
to blow The lIght was gettmg gray ill the room when Dan'l Webster 
finished. And hiS words came back at the end to New Hampsrure 
ground, and the one spot of land that each man loves and chngs to 
He pamted a pIcture of that, and to-each one of that JUry he spoke of 
dungs long forgotten For 1m voice could search the heart, and that Wa! 
his gUt and rus strength And to one, his VOIce wa~ like lhe forest and 
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its secrecy, and to another hke the sea and the stonns of the sea; and 
one heard the cry of his lost nation in it, and alwther saw a little 
harmless scene he hadn't remembered for years. But each saw some
tlung. And when Dan'l Webster finished he dIdn't know whether or 
not he'd saved Jabez Stone. But he knew he'd done a muacle. For the 
glItter was gone from the eyes of Judge and JUry, and, for the mo
ment, they were men again, and knew they were men. 

"The defense rests," saId Dan'l Webster, and stood there like a 
mountam HIS ears were stIll ringmg WIth his speech, and he didn't 
hear anythmg else till he heard Judge Hathorne say, "The JUry will 
retire to consIder its verdict" 

Walter Butler rose in hIS place and hIS face had a dark, gay pride on 
it. 

"The JUry has consIdered its verdIct," he said, and looked the 
stranger full In the eye "We find for the defendant, Jabez Stone." 

WIth that, the smde left the stranger's face, but Walter Butler did 
not flinch 

"Perhaps 'tis not stnctly m accordance WIth the evidence," he said, 
"but even the damned may salute the eloquence of Mr Webster." 

WIth that, the long crow of a rooster splIt the gray mormng sky, 
and Judge and JUry were gone from the room J1Ke a puH of smoke and 
as If they had never been there The stranger turned to Dan'l Webster, 
smtlmg wryly 

"Major Butler was always a bold man," he saId. "I had not thought 
hIm qUlte so bold Nevertheless, my congratulatIOns, as between two 
gentlemen" 

"I'll have that paper first, If you please," saId Dan'l Webster, and he 
took It and tore It mto four-pIeces It was queerly warm to the touch 
"And now," he Said, "I'll have' you I" and hIS hand came down lIke a 
bear trap on the stranger's arm For he knew that once you bested any
body hke Mr Scratch m faIr fight, hIS power on you was gone. And he 
could see that Mr Scratch knew It too 

The stranger tWIsted and WrIggled, but he couldn't get out of that 
gnp "Come, come, Mr Webster," he said, smIhng palely "This sort 
of thmg IS ndIc--ouch I-is ndiculous ,If you're warned about the 
costs of the case, naturally, I'd be glad to pay--" 

"And so you shall''' said Dan'l Webster, shakmg hIm tIll his teeth 
rattled. "For you'll sit right down at that table and draw up a docu
ment, prorrusmg never to bother Jabez Stone nor hIS heirs or assigns 
nor any other New Hampslureman tIll doomsday! For any hades 
we want to raIse m this state, we can raise ourselves, without assistanCe 
from strangers." 
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'.Ow:h!" Bald the stranger. "Ouch' Well, they never did run veN 
big to the barrel, but-ouch!-I agree'" 

So he sat down and dre\\' up the docwnent But Dan'l Webster kept 
his hand on lus coat collar all the time. 

"And, now, may I go?" saId the stranger, qUIte humble, when 
Dan'l had seen the docwnent was m proper and legal form. 

"Go;'" saId Dan'l, gtvmg him another shake "I'm stdl trymg to 
figure out what I'll do With you. For you've settled the costs of the 
case, but you haven't settled With me. I thmk I'll take you back to 
Marshfield," he saId, kmd of reflective "I've got a ram there named 
Gohath that can butt through an Iron door. I'd kmd of hke to turn 
you loose in Ius field and see what he'd do" 

Well, WIth that the stranger began to beg and to plead And he 
begged and he pled so humble that finally Dan'l, who was naturally 
kmdhearted, agreed to let lum go The stranger seemed ternble 
grateful for that and SaId, Just to show they were fnends, he'd tell 
Dan'l's fortune before leavmg So Dan'l agreed to that, though he 
didn't take much stock in fortune-tellers ordmanly But, naturally, 
the stranger was a htde dIfferent. 

Well, he pned and he peered at the hnes m Dan'l's hands And he 
told him one thmg and another that was qUIte remarkable. But 
they were all in the past. 

"Yes, all that's true, and It happened," said Dan'l Webster. "But 
what's to come m the future~" 

The stranger grmned, kmd of happIly, and shook hIS head. 
"The future's not as you thmk It," he said "It's dark You have 

a great ambitIOn, Mr. Webster." 
"I have," saId Dan'l firmly, for everybody knew he wanted to be 

President. 
"It seems almost wltlun your grasp," said the stranger, "but you 

will not attam It. Lesser men wtll be made PresIdent and you wdl be 
passed over" 

"And, rl I am, I'll stIll be Damel Webster," said Dan'} "Say on" 
"You have two strong sons," said the stranger, shakmg his head. 

"You look to found a hne But each wIll die m war and neither reach 
greatness" 

"Live or me, they are stIll my sons," SaId Dan'l Webster "Say on" 
"You have made great speeches," SaId the stranger "You Will make 

more." 
"Ab," said Dan'l Webster 
"But the last great speech you will make WIll turn many of your 

own against you," SaId the strangeI. "They Will call you Ichaboc1j 
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they wul call you by other names Even in New England, some will 
~ay you have turned your coat and sold your country, a~d theIr voices 
wIll be loud agamst you hll you dIe" 

"So it IS an honest speech, It does not matter what men say," said 
Dan'l Webster Then he looked at the stranger and their glances 
locked 

"One question," he said "I have fought for the Umon all my hfe 
Will I see that fight won agamst those who would tear it apart?" 

"Not whIle you hve," saId the stranger, gnmly, "but it Will be won 
And after you are dead, there are thousands who wIll fight for your 
cause, because of words that you spoke" 

"Why, then, you long-barreled, slab-SIded, lantern-Jawed, fortune
tellmg note shaver'" saId Dan'} Webster, WIth a great roar of laughter, 
"be off WIth you to your own place before I put my mark on you' 
For, by the thirteen ongmal colomes, I'd go to the PIt Itself to save the 
Umon'" 

And With that he drew back hIS foot for a kick that would have 
stunned a horse It was only the tIp of hIS shoe that caught the stranger 
but he went flymg out of the door WIth hIS collectmg box under his 
arm 

"And now," said Dan'l Webster, seeing Jabez Stone begmrung to 
rouse from hIS swoon, "let's see what's left m the jug, for It's dry 
work talkmg all mght I hope there's pie for breakfast, NeIghbor 
Stone" 

But they say that whenever the devIl comes near Marshfield, even 
now, he gtves It a Wide berth And he hasn't been seen m the state 
of New Hampshire from that day to thIS I'm not talkIng about 
Massachusetts or Vermont 

Flowering Judas 

KATHERINE ANNE PORTER 

BRAGGIONI SIts heaped upon the edge of a stralghtbacked chair mud. 
too small for hIm, and smgs to Laura m a furry, mournful VOIce. Laura 
has begun to find reasons for aVOldmg her own house until the latest 
possible moment, for Braggiom IS there.almost every rught No matter 
how late she is, he wIll be sittmg there with a surly, waItIng expression, 
pulling at his kinky yellow hair, thumbing the strings of his guitar, 
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.narling a tune under his breath. Lupe the IndIan maid metjts Laura 
at the door, !!nd says Wlth a flicker of a glance towards the upper 
room, "He walts" 

Laura wishes to he down, she IS tired of her halrpms and the feel 
of her long tight sleeves, but she says to hIm, "Have you a new song 
for me this evemng?" If he says yes, she asks him to s10g It If he 
says no, she remembers hiS favonte one, and asks him to s10g It agam 
Lupe brmgs her a cup of chocolate and a plate of nce, and Laura 
eats at the small table under the lamp, first mvit10g BragglOnI, 
whose answer IS always the same "I have eaten, and besides, chocolate 
thickens the vOice" 

Laura says, "Smg, then," and BragglOm heaves himself mto song He 
scratches the gUitar famlharly as though It were. a pet ammal, acd 
sings passIOnately off key, tak10g the high notes 10 a prolonged pamful 
squeal Laura, who haunts the markets lIsten10g to the ballad smgers, 
and stops every day to hear the blmd boy playmg IllS reed-flute m 
SlXteenth of September Street, listens to BragglOnI With pitiless courtesy, 
because she dares not smile at hiS miserable performance Nobody dares 
to smile at him BragglOnI IS cruel to everyone, With a kmd of special
Ized insolence, but he IS so vam of hiS talents, and so sensItive to 
slights, It would reqUire a cruelty and vamty greater than hiS own 
to lay a finger on the vast cureless wound of hiS self-esteem It would 
require courage, too, for It IS dangerous to offend him, and nobody 
has thiS courage 

BragglOm loves himself With such tenderness and amplitude and 
eternal chanty that hIS followers-for he 15 a leader of men, a skIlled 
revolutlOmst, and hiS skm has been punctured m honorable warfare
warm themselves 10 the reflected glow, and say to each other "He has 
a real nobility, a love of humamty raIsed above mere personal affec
tions" The excess of thIS self-love has flowed out, 1OconvenIently 
for her, over Laura, \\ 1 0, \\1t11 so many others, owes her comfortable 
situatIOn and her salary to him When he IS m a very good humor, 
he tells her, "I am tempted to forgIve you for bemg a grmga Crmgzta l " 

and Laura, burmng, Imagme5 herself leanmg forward suddenly, and 
With a sound back-handed slap wlp10g the sucty smile from his face 
If he notices her eyes at these moments he gives no sign 

She knows what BragglOm would offer her, and she must resist 
tenaciously Without appearIng to reSist, and If she could aVOld It she 
would not admit even to herself the slow dnft of hIS mtention Dunng 
these long evenmgs which hav,e spoiled a long month for her, she SitS 
m her deep chaIr WIth an open book on her knees, restmg her eyes on 
the consoling ngidity of the printed page when the sight and sound of 
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Btaggioni smging threaten to identIfy themselves with ~ll her remem
bered ~ffiicttons and to add their weIght to her uneasy premomtIOns 
of the future The gluttonous bulk of BragglOm has become a symbol 
of her many dIsIllusIOns, for a revolutIOnIst should be lean, ammated 
by herOIC faIth, a vessel of abstract vIrtues ThIS IS nonsense, she knows 
It now and IS ashamed of It RevolutIOn must have leaders, and leader
ShIP IS a career for energetlc men She IS, her comrades tell her, full 
of romantic error, for what she defines as CYnICISm m them IS merely "a 
developed sense of reality" She IS almost too wIllIng to say, "I am 
wrong, I suppose I don't really understand the pnncIples," and after
ward she makes a secret truce WIth herself, determmed not to surrender 
her WIll to such expedient logIC But she cannot help feelmg that she 
has been betrayed Irreparably by the dISUnIon between her way of 
hvmg and her feelmg of what lIfe should be, and at times she IS 
almost contented to rest m thIS sense of gnevance as a pnvate store of 
consolatIOn SometImes she WIshes to run away, but she stays Now she 
longs to fly out of thIS room, down the narrow staIrs, and mto the 
street where the houses lean together like complrators under a smgle 
mottled lamp, and leave BraggIOm 5mgmg to hImself 

Instead she looks at BraggIOnI, frankly and clearly, hke a good chIld 
who understands the rules of behavlOr Her knees dmg together undel 
sound blue serge, and her round white collar IS not purposely nun
lIke She wears the umform of an Idea, and has renounced vanities. 
She was born Roman Catholtc, and m spIte of her fear of bemg seen 
by someone who mIght make a scandal of It, she slips now and agam 
mto some crumblmg little church, kneels on the chIlly stone, and says 
a Hall Mary on the gold rosary she bought in Tehuantepec It is no 
good and she ends by exammmg the altar WIth Its tmsel flowers and 
ragged brocades, and feels tender about the battered doll-shape of 
some male samt whose whIte, lace-tnmmed drawers hang lImply 
around hIS ankles below the hIeratIc dIgmty of hIS velvet robe. She 
ba~ encased herself In a set of pnncIples dCfI\-Cd from her early train
Ing, leavmg no detaIl of gesture or of personal taste untouched, and 
tor thIS reawn she wIll not wear lace made on machmes ThiS IS her 
prIvate heresy, for In her speCIal group the machme IS sacred, and WIll 
l)C the salvatIOn of the workers She loves fine lace, and there is a tiny 
edge of fluted cobweb on thIS collar, which is one of t~enty preCIsely 
ahke, folded m blue tIssue paper m the upper drawer of her clothes 
Lhest 

BraggIOnI catches her glance sohdly ~ If he had been waItmg for It, 
leans forward, balancmg his paunch between hIS spread knees, and 
sings with tremendous emphaSIS, weighing hls words He has, the song 

38l 



relates, no father and no mother, nor even a friend to console hun; 
lonely as a w~ve of the sea he comes and goes, lonely as a wave. His 
mouth opens round and yearns sideways, his balloon cheeks grow oily 
With the labor of song. He bulges marvelously in his expensIVe gar
ments Over his lavender collar, crushed upon a purple necktie, held 
by a diamond .hoop over his ammumtlOn belt of tooled leather worked 
m sIlver, buckled cruelly around his gaSpIng middle over the tops of 
his glossy yellow shoes BragglOni swells With omInOUS npeness, his 
mauve Silk hose stretched taut, his ankles bound With the stout leather 
thongs of his shoes 

When he stretches his eyelids at Laura she notes agaIn that his eyes 
are the true tawny yellow cat's eyes He IS nch, not m money, he tells 
her, but m power, and thiS power bnngs With It the blameless owner
shIp of thmg~, and the nght to mdulge his love of small lUXUrIes "I 
have a taste for the elegant refinements," he sald once, flounshmg a 
yellow Silk handkerchief before her nose "Smell that? It IS Jockey 
Club, Imported from New York" Nonetheless he IS wounded by hfe 
He wIll say so presently "It IS true eveI) thmg turns to dust In the 
hand, to gall on the tongue" He Sighs and hiS leather belt creaks lIke 
a saddle gIrth "I am dIsappOInted In everythmg as It comes Every
thmg" He shakes hIS head "You, poor thIng, you wIll be dIsappomted 
too You are born for It We are more alIke than you realIze In some 
thmgs Walt and see Some day you WIll remember what I have told 
~ou, you wIll know that BragglOm was your fnend " 

Laura feels a slow chIll, a purely phYSIcal ~ense of danger, a warnIng 
in her blood that VIOlence, mutIlatIOn, a ~hockmg death walt for her 
With lessenmg patience She has translated thiS fear mto somethmg 
homely, ImmedIate, and sometImes heSItates before crossmg the street 
"My personal fate IS nothIng, except as the testImony of a mental 
attitude," she remmds herself, quotmg from some forgotten philosophIC 
pnmer, and IS sensible enough to add, "Anyhow, I shall not be k,l(ed 
by an automobJle If I can help It ,. 

"It may be true I am as corrupt, in another way, as BragglOllI," 
~he thmk~ In ~plte of herself, "as callous, as mcomplete," and if thi~ 
IS so, any kInd of death seems preferable StIll she SitS qUIetly, she docs 
not run Where could she go? UninVited she has promised herself to 
thiS place, she can no longer imagme herself as hVIng In another coun
try, and there IS no pleasure in remembermg her life before she came 
here 

PreCisely what is the nature of this devotion, Its true motives, and 
what are Its obhgatlons;> Laura cannot say She spends part of her 
days in Xochlmdco, near by, teaching Indian children to say in 
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E.nghsh, "The cat is on the mat" When she appears 10 the classroOm 
they crowd about her With smtles on theIr wise, 1Ondcent, clay-colored 
faces, crymg, "Good morn1Og, my tItcher'" 10 lmmaculate VOices, and 
they make of her desk a fresh garden of flowers every day. 

Dur10g her leIsure she goes to umon meet10gs and hstens to busy 
Important VOlces quarrel10g over tactIcs, methods, 10ternal pohtIcs. 
She VISIts the prisoners of her own pohtical faIth 10 thar cells, where 
they entertalll themselves WIth count1Og cockroaches, repent10g of theIr 
mdlscretlons, composmg theIr memOIrs, wnt10g out marufestoes and 
plans for theIr comrades who are stIll walk10g about free, hands in 
pockets, SnIffing fresh aIr Laura bnngs them food and CIgarettes and 
a httle money, and she br10gs messages disgUised In eqUivocal phrases 
from the men outsIde who dare not set foot m the pnson for fear of 
disappear10g mto the cells kept empty for them. If the pnsoners con
fuse mght and day, and complam, "Dear httle Laura, tIme doesn't 
pass 10 thIS mfernal hole, and I won't know when It IS time to sleep 
unle55 I have a remmder," she bnngs them theIr favonte narcotics, 
and says 10 a tone that does not wound them WIth pIty, "Torught WIll 
really be n,ght for you," and though her SpanIsh amuses them, they 
find her comfortmg, useful If they lose patIence and all faIth, and 
curse the slowne~s of theIr fnends 10 commg to theIr rescue WIth 
money and mfluence, they trust her not to repeat everythmg, and If 
she 1OqUires, "Where do you thmk we can find money, or 1Ofluence?" 
they are certam to answer, "Well, there IS BragglOnl, why doesn't he do 
somethmg?" 

She smuggles letters from headquarters to men hldmg from fir10g 
squads III back streets m mIldewed houses, where they SIt m tumbled 
bcd~ and talk bitterly as If all MeXICO were at their heels, when Laura 
knows posItively they mIght appear at the band concert In the Alameda 
on Sunday mornIng, and no one would notIce them But BragglOni 
says, "Let them sweat a lIttle The next time they may be careful It 15 

very restful to have them out of the way for a whIle" She IS not 
afraId to knock on any door In any street after mldmght, and enter 10 
the darkness, and say to one of these men who IS really 10 danger: 
"They wIll be lookmg for you-senously-tomorrow morn1Og after six. 
Here IS some money from VIcente Go to Vera Cruz and Wait" 

She borrows money from the Roumaman agitator to gIve to hIs 
bItter enemy the PolIsh agitator. The favor of BragglOnI is their 
disputed tern tory, and BragglOnI holds the balance ruce\y, for he can 
use them both The Pohsh agttator, talks love to her over cafe tables, 
hop1Og to explOit what he beheves IS her secret sentlmental preference 
for rum, and he gives her misinformation whIch he begs her to repeat 
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as the solemn truth to certain persons. The Roumanian is more adroit. 
He is generous wfth rus money In all good causes, and hes to her wlth 
an au- of ingenuous candor, as if he were her good fnend and confidant. 

I She never repeats anytrung they may say BragglOni never asks ques
nons He has other ways to discover all that he wishes to know about 
them. 

Nobody touches her, but all praIse her gray eyes, and the soft, round 
under lip which promises gayety, yet IS always grave, nearly always 
firmly closed. and they cannot understand why she IS m MeXICO. She 
walks back and forth on her errands, With puzzled eyebrows, carrymg 
her httle folder of drawmgs and musIc and school papers No dancer 
dances more beautlfully than Laura walks, and she mspIres some 
amusmg, unexpected ardors, which cause httIe gOSSIp, because nothmg 
comes of them A young captam who had been a soldIer m Zapata's 
army attempted, dunng a horseback nde near Cuernavaca, to express 
hIS deSIre for her WIth the noble SImplICIty befittmg a rude folk-hero 
but gently, because he was gentle ThiS gentleness was hIS defeat, for 
when he alIghted, and removed her foot from the stIrrup, and essayed 
to draw her down mto hIS arms, her horse, ordmanly a tame one, 
shIed fiercely, reared and plunged away The young hero's horse 
caleered blmdly after hIS stable-mate, and the hero dId not return to 
the hotel untll rather late that evenmg At breakfast he came to her 
table m full charro dress, gray buckskm Jacket and trousers With 
stnngs of SlIver buttons down the leg, and he was m a humorous, 
careless mood "May I SIt WIth you?" and "You are a wonderful nder 
I was ternfied that }'ou mIght be thrown and dragged I should never 
have forgiven myself But I cannot admIre you enough for yout 
ndmg 1" 

"I learned to nde m Anzona," said Laura 
"If you WIll nde WIth me agam trus mornmg, I promISe you a horse 

that wIll not shy WIth you," he said But Laura remembered that she 
must return to MeXICO City at noon 

Next mornmg the cruldren made a celebratIOn and spent theIr 
playtlffie wntmg on the blackboard, "We lov ar bcher," and With 
bnted chalks they drew wreaths of flowers around the words The 
young hero wrote her a letter "I am a very foolIsh, wasteful, ImpulSive 
man I should have first saId I love you, and then you would not have 
run away But you shall see me agam." Laura thought, "I must send 
him a box of colored crayons," but she was trymg to forgIVe herself 
for havmg spurred her horse at tpe wrong moment 

A brown, shock-haIred youth came and stood m her pabo one mght 
and sang hke a lost soul for two hours, but Laura could thmk of nothing 
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to do about it. The moonlight spread a wash of gauzy silver over the 
clear spaces of the garden, and the shadows were 'cobalt blue. The 
scarlet blossoms of the Judas tree were dull purple, and the names of 
the colors repeated themselves automabcally in her mmd, wlule she 
watched not the boy, but his shadow, fallen 11ke a dark garment across 
the fountam nm, traIhng m the water. Lupe came SIlently and 
wruspered expert counsel m her ear "If you wIll throw hIm one lIttle 
flower, he wIll smg another song or two and go away" Laura threw 
the flower, and he sang a last song and went away with the flower 
tucked m the band of hIS hat Lupe saId, "He IS one of the orgamzers of 
the Typographers Umon, and before that he sold corndos m the 
Merced market, and before that, he came from GuanaJuato, where I 
was born I would not trust any man, but I trust least those from 
GuanaJuato" 

She dId not tell Laura that he would be back agam the next mght, 
and the next, nor that he would follow her at a certam fixed dIstance 
around the Merced market, through the Z6colo, up FrancIsco 1. 
Madero Avenue, and so along the Pasco de la Rcforma to Chapultepec 
Park, and mto the PhIlosopher's Footpath, stIll WIth that flower 
withenng m hIS hat, and an mdIvlSlble attentIOn m hIS eyes 

Now Laura IS accustomed to hIm, It means nothmg except that he 
IS mneteen years old and IS observmg a conventIOn WIth all propnety, 
as though It were founded on a law of nature, wiuch m the end It 
mIght well prove to be He IS begmnmg to wnte poems wluch he prmts 
on a wooden press, and he leaves them stuck lIke handbIlls 10 her door. 
She IS pleasantly dIsturbed by the abstract, unhurned watchfulness 
of hI5 black eyes whICh \VIII In time turn eaSIly towards another object 
She tells herself that throw1Og the flower was a mIstake, for she IS 
t\<\<enty-two years old and knows better, but she refuses to regret It, 
and persuades herself that her negatIOn of all external events as they 
occur IS a SIgn th<\t she IS gradu<\lly perfectmg herself 10 the stOlclsm 
she stnves to cultivate agamst that dIsas.er she fears, though she cannot 
name It 

She IS not at home In the world Every day she teaches chIldren who 
remam strangers to her, though she loves then tender round hands and 
theIr charmIng opportumst savagery She knocks at unfamlhar doors 
not knowmg whether a fnend or a stranger shall answer, and even If 
a known face emerges from the sour gloom of that unknown interIor, 
stIll It is the face of a stranger. No matter what thIs stranger says to 
her, nor what her message to hur, the very cells of her fle~h reject 
knowledge and kmslup In one monotonbus word. No. No No. She 
draws her strength from this one holy talisrnanrc word which does not 
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suffer her to be led into evil. Denying everything, she may walk any
where in safety, She looks at everything Wlthout amazement. 

No, repeats this firm unchangmg VOlce of her blood, and she looks 
at Braggioni Without amazement. He 18 a great man, he WIshes to 
impress this Simple girl who covers her great round breasts WIth 
thIck dark cloth, and who hides long, mvaluably beautiful legs unde. 
a heavy skirt She IS almost thm except for the mcomprehenslble 
fullness of her breasts, like a nursmg mother's, and BragglOm, who 
considers himself a Judge of women, speculates agam on the puzzle of 
her notOrIOUS vlrgmIty, and takes the liberty of speech which she 
permits without a sign of modesty, mdeed, Without any sort of SIgn, 
which IS disconcertmg 

"You thmk you are so cold, gnnglta' Walt and see You WIll surprIse 
yourself some day' May I be there to adVise you '" He stretches rus 
eyehds at her, and hIS Ill-humored eat's eyes waver m a separate glance 
for the two pomts of hght markmg the OpposIte ends of a smoothly 
drawn path between the swollen curve of her breasts He IS not put 
off by that blue serge, nor by her resolutely fixed gaze There IS all the 
time m the world HIS cheeks are bellymg WIth the wmd of song 
"0 girl WIth the dark eyes," he smgs, and reconSiders. "But yours are 
not dark I can change all that 0 girl With the green eyes, you have 
stolen my heart away'" then hIS mmd wanders to the song, and Laura 
feels the weight of hiS attentIOn bemg shifted elsewhere Smgmg thus, 
he seems harmless, he IS qwte harmless, there is notlling to do but Sit 
patiently and say "No," when the moment comes She draws a full 
breath, and her mmd wanders also, but not far. She dares not wander 
too far. 

Not for nothing has BragglOni taken pams to be a good revolutIOnist 
and a profeSSIOnal lover of humamty. He Will never die of It. He has 
the mahce, the cleverness, the Wickedness, the sharpness of Wit, the 
hardness of heart, stipulated for lovmg the world profitably. He WIll 

never dte of It He Will hve to see hlffiself kicked out from hlS feedmg 
trough by other hungry world-saviors Traditionally he must smg m 
spite of his hfe wruch dnves rum to bloodshed, he tells Laura, for hiS 
father was a Tuscany peasant who dnfted to Yucatan and marned a 
Maya woman a woman of race, an arIstocrat They gave rum the love 
and knowledge of music, thus and under the np of rus thumbnaIl, 
the strmgs of the mstrument complam like exposed nerves 

Once he was called Delgadlto by all the girls and married women 
who ran after him, he was so scrawny all h1S bones showed under h1S 
thin cotton clothmg, and he could squeeze hIS emptiness to the very 
backbone With hiS two hands He was a poet and the revolution was 
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only a dream then, too many women loved hun and sapped a:way his 
youth, and he could never find enough to eat an~here, anywhere! 
Now he IS a leader of men, crafty men who wrusper in rus ear, hungry 
men who walt for hours outsIde rus office for a word with lum, 
emacIated men WIth wIld faces who waylay hIm at the street gate With 
a timid, "Comrade, let me tell you. ." and they blow the foul breath 
from their empty stomachs 10 hIS face 

He IS always ~ympathet1c. He gives them handfuls of small cams from 
hiS own pocket, he promIses them work, there wIll be demonstrations, 
they must JOin the umons and attend the meetings, above all they must 
be on the watch for SPIeS They are closer to him than his own brothers, 
WIthout them he can do noth1Og-unbl tomorrow, comrade' 

Unhl tomorrow "They are stupId, they are lazy, they are treacherous, 
they would cut my throat for nothing," he says to Laura He has good 
food and abundant drink, he hires an automobIle and dnves 10 the 
Paseo on Sunday mornmg, and enJoys plenty of sleep 10 a soft bed 
beSIde a WIfe who dares not dIsturb hIm, and he SItS pampering his 
bones 10 easy btllows of fat, smglng to Laura, who knows and trunks 
these thmgs about him When he was fifteen, he tned to drown hIm
self because he loved a gIrl, hIS first love, and she laughed at hIm. "A 
thousand women havc paid for that," and hiS tight httle mouth turns 
down at the corners Now he perfumes ru5 hair With Jockey Club, 
and confides to Laura "One woman IS really as good as another for 
me, 10 the dark I prefer them all " 

HIS Wife organizes unions among the girls In the CIgarette factones. 
and walks ill plckct hnes, and cven speaks at mcetmgs m the eve rung. 
But she cannot be brought to acknowledge the benefits of true lIberty. 
"I tell her I must have my freedom, net She does not understand my 
pomt of vIew" Laura has heard thiS many hmes BragglOni scratches 
the gUitar and medItates "She IS an 10stmctlVely VIrtuous woman, pure 
gold, no doubt of that If she were not, I should lock her up, and 
she knows It" 

HIS wift', who works so hard for the good of the factory girlS, employs 
part of her leisure lymg on the floor weepmg because there are so 
many women m the world, and only one husband for her, and she 
never knows \\<here nor when to look for him He told her "Unless you 
can learn to cry when I am not here, I must go away for good" That 
day he went away and took a room at the Hotel Madnd. 

It IS thiS month of separation for the sake of hIgher principles that 
has been spOIled not only for Mrs, BragglOm, whose sense of reahty 
IS beyond cntJclsm, but for Laura, who feels herself bogged in a mght
mare Tomght Laura envies Mrs BragglOm, who is alone, and free 
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to weep as much as she pleases about a ct)ncrete wrong Laura has just 
come from a visit- to the prison, and she is waiting for tomorrow with 
a bitter anxiety at if tomorrow may not corne, but time may be caught 
immovably 10 thIS hour, with herself transfixed, BragglOru singtng on 
forever, and Eugeruo's body not yet discovered by the guard 

Braggiom says· "Are you gomg to sleep?" Almost before she can 
~hake her head, he begins tellmg her about the May-day disturbances 
coming on m Moreha, for the Catholics hold a fest:J.val m honor of the 
Blessed Vlrgtn, and the Socialists celebrate their martyrs on that day 
"There wIll be two mdependent processIOns, startmg from either end 
of town, and they WIll march untIl they meet, and the rest de
pends " He asks her to 011 and load hiS pistols Standmg up, he 
unbuckles hiS ammumt:J.on belt, and spreads It laden across her knees 
Laura SitS with the shells slIppmg through the cleamng cloth dipped 
in oil, and he says agam he cannot understand why she works so hard 
for the revolut:J.onary Idea unless she loves some man who IS In It 
"Are you not m love With someone?" "No," says Laura "And no one 
is 10 love WIth you?" "No" "Then It is your own fault No woman 
need go beggtng Why, what IS the matter WIth you? The legless 
beggar woman m the Alameda has a perfectly faithful lover Did you 
know that?" 

Laura peers down the pistol barrel and says nothmg, but a long, 
slow famtness rIses and subSIdes m her, BraggIODl curves hIS swollen 
fingers around the throat of the gUItar and softly smothers the musIc 
out of It, and when she hears hIm agam he seems to have forgotten 
her, and is speakmg in the hypnotic vOice he uses when talkmg in 
~mall rooms to a IIstenmg, close-gathered crowu Some day thIS world, 
now seemmgly so composed and eternal, to the edges of every sea shall 
be merely a tangle of gapmg trenches, of crashmg walls and broken 
bodies Everythmg must be torn from Its accustomed place where It has 
rotted for centurIes, hurled skyward and distrIbuted, cast down agam 
clean as ram, Without separate Identity. Nothmg shall survIVe that the 
stIffened hands of poverty have created for the nch and no one shall 
be left alIve except the elect SpIrIts destined to procreate a new world 
cleansed of cruelty and mJustIce, ruled by bem'volent anarchy "Pistols 
are good, I love them, cannon are even better, but m the end I pm 
my faith to good dynanute," he concludes, and strokes the pistol lymg 
in her hands "Once I dreamed of destroymg thiS City, In (ase It offered 
resistance to General Ortiz, but It fell mto hIS hands like an OVerrIpe 
pear " 

He is made restless by hiS own words, rises and stands waiting 
Laura holds up the belt to rum "Put that on, and go kill somebody 
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in Morella, and you WIll be happier," she says softly. The presence of 
death In the room makes her bold. "Today, I fOWld Eugeruo gOIng 
into a stupor. He refused to allow me to call the pmon doctor He bad 
taken all the tablets I brought him yesterday He saId he took them 
because he was bored." 

"He IS a fool, and rus death IS rus own business," says BragglOni, 
fastenmg hIS belt carefully. 

"I told hIm If he had waited only a httle whIle longer, you would 
have got hIm set free," says Laura "He saId he dId not want to walt." 

"He IS a fool and we are well TId of hIm," says BragglOm, reachmg 
for hIS hat 

He goes away Laura knows rus mood has changed, she WIll not see 
!urn any more for a whIle He WIll send word when he needs her to 
go on errands mto strange streets, to speak to the strange faces that 
wIll appear, lIke clay masks WIth the power of human speech, to mutter 
theIr thanks to BragglOm for rus help. Now she IS free, and she thinks, 
I must run whtle there IS tIme. But she does not go 

BragglOm enters his own house where for a month hIS WIfe has spent 
many hours every mght weepmg and tanglIng her haIr upon her 
pIllow She IS weepmg now, and she weeps more at the Sight of him, 
the cause of aU her sorrows He looks about the room Nothmg is 
changed, the smells are good and famIlIar, he IS well acquamted WIth 
the ",oman who comes toward hIm WIth no reproach except gnef on 
her face He says to her tenderly "You are so good, please don't cry 
any more, you dear good creature" She says, "Are you hred, my angel? 
SIt here and I wIll wa~h your feet" She brings a bowl of water, and 
icneelmg, unlaces hIS shoes, and when from her knees she raIses her 
~ad eyes under her blackened lIds, he is sorry for everythIng, and 
bursts mto tears "Ah, yes, I am hungry, I am tIred, let us eat somethIng 
together," he says, between sobs HIS WIfe leans her head on his arm 
and says, "ForgIve me!" and thIS tIme he IS refreshed by the solemn, 
endless ram of her tears 

Laura takes off her serge dress and puts on a whIte linen nightgown 
and goes to bed She turns her head a httle to one Side, and lYIng still, 
remInds herself that It IS tIme to sleep. Numbers tIck m her brain like 
httle clocks, soundless doors close of themselves around her If you 
would sleep, you must not remember anything, the chIldren WIll say 
tomorrow, good morning, my teacher, the poor pnsoners who come 
every day brmgmg flowers to their pilor 1-2-3-4-5 it IS monstrous to 
confuse love WIth revolutIOn, night WIth day, hfe WIth death-ah, 
Eugemo! 

The tolling of the mIdnight bell is a signal, but what does it mean? 
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Get up, Laura, and follow me' come out of your sleep. out of your 
bed, out of thisc strange house. What are you doing in this house? 
Without a word, without fear she rose and reached for Eugenio's 
hand, but he eluded her WIth a sharp, sly smIle and dnfted away. This 
IS not all, you shall see-Murderer, he saId, follow me, I Will show you 
a new country, but It IS far away and we must hurry No, saId Laura, 
not unless you take my hand, no, and she clung first to the staIr 
rail, and then to the topmost branch of the Judas tree that bent down 
slowly and set her upon the earth, and then to the rocky ledge of a 
cliff, and then to the Jagged wave of a sea that was not water but 
a desert of crumblmg stone Where are you takmg me, she asked In 

wonder but wIthout fear To death, and It IS a long way off, and we 
must hurry, saId Eugemo. No, saId Laura, not unless you take my hand 
Then eat these flowers, poor pnsoner, saId Eugemo m a VOIce of pIty, 
take and cat and from the Judas tree he strIpped the warm bleedmg 
flowers, and held them to her bps She saw that hIS hand was fleshless, 
a cluster of small white petnfied branches, and hIS eye sockets were 
without bght, but she ate the flowers greedIly for they satIsfied both 
hunger and thIrst Murderer' saId Eugemo, and Canmbal' This is 
my body and my blood Laura crIed No' and at the sound of her own 
VOIce, she awoke tremblmg, and was afraid to sleep agam 

The Greatest Man in the World 

JAMES THURBER 

LOOKING BACK on It now, from the vantage pomt of 1940, one can onl) 
marvel that it hadn't happened long before It did The Umted States 
of AmerIca had been, ever smce Kitty Hawk, blmdly constructmg the 
elaborate petard by whIch, sooner or later, It must be hOlst It was 
ineVItable that some day there would come roarmg out of the skies a 
natIonal hero of msufficient intelligence, background, and character 
successfully to endure the mountmg orgies of glory prepared for avi
ators who stayed up a long tIme or flew a great distance Both Lmd
bergh and Byrd, fortunately for natIOnal decorum and mternatIOnal 
arruty, had been gentlemen, so had our other famous aviators They 
wore theIr laurels gracefully, wlthslood the awful weather of pubhcIty, 
married excellent women, usually of fine famIly, and quietly retired 
to private lIfe and the enjoyment of thru varymg fortunes No un-
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toward incidents, on a worldwide scale, marred the perfection of their 
(Onduct on the penlous heights of fame. The exceptloo to the rule 
was, however, bound to occur and It dId, In July, 1935, when Jack 
("Pal") Smurch, erstwhile mechanIc's helper In a small garage in 
Westfield, Iowa, flew a second-hand, sIngle-motored Bresthaven 
Dragon-Fly III monoplane all the way around the world, Without 
stoppmg 

Never before in the hIstory of aviatIon had such a flIght as Smurch's 
ever been dreamed of No one had even taken senously the weIrd 
floatmg auxlhary gas tanks, mventlOn of the mad New Hampshire 
professor of astronomy, Dr Charles LeWIS Gresham, upon whIch 
Smurch placed full relIance When the garage worker, a slIghtly bUIlt, 
surly, unprepossessmg young man of twenty-two, appeared at Roose
velt FIeld early In July, 1935, slowly chewmg a great qUId of scrap 
tobacco, and announced "Nobody am't seen no flym' yet," the news
papers touched bnefly and satmcally upon hIS proJectcd twenty-five
thousand-mIle flIght Aeronautlcal and automotIve experts dismissed 
the Idea curtly, Implymg that It was a hoax, a publiCIty stunt The 
rusty, battered, second-hand plane wouldn't go The Gresham aUXlhary 
tanks wouldn't work It was SImply a cheap Joke 

Smurch, however, after callmg on a gtrl In Brooklyn who worked In 

the flap-foldmg dcpartment of a large paper-box facmry, a gIrl whom 
he later descnbed as hiS "sweet patootIe," chmbed nonchalantly mto 
hIS ndiculous plane at dawn of the memorable seventh of July, 1935, 
Spit a curve of tobacco JUIce mto the shIl alT, and took off, carryIng 
WIth hIm only a gallon of bootleg gm and six pounds of salamI 

When the garage boy thundered out over the ocean the papers were 
forced to record, m all senousness, that a mad, unknown young man
hiS name was vanously misspelled-had actually set out upon a prepos
terous attempt to span the world In a nckety, one-engmed contraptIOn, 
trustmg to the long-distance refuellmg deVice of a crazy schoolmaster. 
When, nme days later, WIthout havmg stopped once, the tmy plane 
appeared above San FranCISco Bay, headed for New York, spluttering 
and chokmg, to be sure, but stIll magnificently and miraculously aloft, 
the headlInes, which long SlIlce had crowded everythmg else off the 
front page-even the shootmg of the Governor of IllInOIS by the 
Capone gang-swelled to unprecedented Size, and the news stories 
began to run to twenty-five and thIrty columns It was noticeable, 
however, that the accounts of the epocl"t-makIng flight touched r ... the! 
lIghtly upon the aVIator hImself ThiS was not because facts about the. 
hero as a man were too meager, but because they were too complete. 
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Reporters, who had been rushed out to Iowa when Smurch's plane 
was first sigkted over the httle French coast town of Serly-Ie-Met, 
to dIg up the story of the great man's hfe, had promptly dlScovered 
that the story of his life could not be prmted. HIS mother, a sullen 
short-order cook in a shack restaurant on the edge of a tOUflsts' 
campmg ground near Westfield, met all inqumes as to her son With 
an angry "Ah, the hell WIth him; I hope he drowns." HIS fatlter 
appeared to be In Jatl somewhere for steahng spothghts and laprobes 
from tOUflSts' automobIles, hiS young brother, a weakrrunded lad, 
had but recently escaped from the Preston, Iowa, Reformatory and 
was already wanted in several Western towns for the theft of money
order blanks from post offices These alannmg dlscovenes were stIll 
pllmg up at the very tIme that Pal Smurch, the greatest hero of the 
twentIeth century, blear-eyed, dead for sleep, half-starved, was pllotmg 
hiS crazy Junkheap hIgh above the regIOn m which the lamentable 
story of hiS prIvate hfe was bemg unearthed, headed for New York 
and a greater glory than any man of hiS tIme had ever known 

The necessity for prmtmg some account III the paper& of the young 
man's career and personalIty had led to a remarkable predIcament. 
It was of course ImpossIble to reveal the facts, for a tremendous popular 
feelIng In favor of the young hero had sprung up, lIke a grass fire, 
when he was halfway across Europe on hiS fhght around the globe. 
He was, therefore, described as a modest chap, taCIturn, blond, pop
ular WIth hiS frIends, popular WIth girls The only avaIlable snapshot 
of Smurch, taken at the wheel of a phony autoffiobde In a cheap 
photo studIO at an amusement park, was touched up so that the httle 
vulganan looked qUite handsome HIS tWisted leer was smoothed 
into a pleasant smde The truth wa&, m thIS way, kept from the 
youth's ecstatIc compatnots, they dId not dream that the Smurch 
family was despIsed and feared by ItS neIghbors m the obscure Iowa 
town, nor that the hero himself, because of numerous unsavory ex
plOIts, had come to be regarded in Westfield as a nwsance and a 
menace He had, the reporters discovered, once kmfed the prmcIpal 
of hIS high school-not mortally, to be sure, but he had kmfed hun, 
and on anotlter occaSIOn, surpnsed in the act of stealmg an altarcloth 
from a church, he had bashed the sacnstan over tlte head with a pot 
of Easter lihes, for each of these offences he had served a sentence 
in the reformatory. 

Inwardly, the authorItles, both in New York and in Washington, 
prayed that an understandmg Providence might, however awful such 
a thmg seemed, bring disaster to tlte rusty, battered plane and its 
illustrious pilot, whose unheard-of flight had aroused the civilized 
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wot"ld to hosanna! of hysterical praise. The a\l.thorities were con
vinced that the character of the renowned aviator was lucb that the 
limelight of adulation was bound to leveal him, to all the world, 

• as a congenital hooligan mentally and morally unequipped to cope 
with his own prodIgious fame. "I trust," said the Secretary of State, 
at one of many secret Cabmet meetings called to consider the natlonal 
dilemma, "I trust that his mother's prayer wIll be answered," by 
which he referred to Mrs Emma Smurch's wish that her son mIght 
be drowned It was, however, too late for that-Smurch had leaped 
the AtlantIc and ttlen the Pacific as If they were mIllponds. At three 
mmutes after two o'clock on the afternoon of July 17, 1935, the 
garage boy brought his IdIOtic plane mto Roosevelt Field for a perfect 
three-pomt landmg 

It had, of course, been out of the question to arrange a modest httle 
reception for the greatest flier III the hIstory of the world He was 
receIved at Roosevelt FIeld wIth such elaborate and pretentious cere
momes as rocked the world Fortunately, however, the worn and 
spent hero promptly swooned, had to be removed bodIly from hIS 
plane, and was spmted from the field wIthout haVIng opened hIS 
mouth once Thus he dId not JeopardIze the dIgmty of thIS first 
receptIon, a receptIOn Illummed by the presence of the Secretanes 
of War and the Navy, Mayor MIchael J Monarity of New York, 
,he PremIer of Canada, Governors Fanmman, Groves, McFeely, and 
Cntchfield, and a bnlliant array of European dIplomats Smurch dId 
not, In fact, come to m time to take part m the gIgantIC hullabaloo 
arranged at CIty Hall for the next day He was rushed to a secluded 
nursmg home and confined m bed It was mne days before he was 
~ to get up, or to be more exact, before he was permItted to get 
'tfP~eanJlM9Ile the greatest mmds m the country, in solemn assembly, 
had arran" a secret conference of city, state, and government offiCIals, 
whIch Smurch was to attend for the purpose of bemg mstructed III the 
ethIcs and behavior of heroism. 

On the day that the httle mechanic was finally allowed to get up 
and dress and, for the first time m two weeks, took a great chew of 
tobacco, he was permItted to receIve the newspapermen-this by way 
of testing hIm out Smurch dId not walt for questIons "Youse guys," 
he saId-and the Tzmes man wmced-"youse guys can tell the cock
eyed world dat I put it over on Lmdbergh, see? Yeh-an' made an 
ass 0' them two frogs" The "two frogs" was a reference to a pair 
of gallant French filers who, III attempting a flIght only halfway 
round the world, had, two weeks before, unhappdy been lost at sea. 
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The Ttmes man was bold enough, at tlus point, to sketch out fen 
Smurch the ,accepted fonnula for mtervlews 1n cases of thIS kind; 
he explamed that there should be no arrogant statements belIttling 
the achIevements of other heroes, particularly heroes of foreIgn nations. 

"Ah, the hell wIth that," said Smurch. "I dtd It, see? 1 dId it, an' 
I'm talkm' about It." And he dId talk about it. 

None of thIS extraordmary mtervIew was, of course, printed. On 
the contrary, the newspapers, already under the dIscIplIned dIreCtIOn 
of a secret dIrectorate created for the occaSIOn and composed of states. 
men and edItors, gave out to a panting and restless world that "Jacky," 
lS he had been arbItrarily nIcknamed, would consent to say only 
that he was very happy and that anyone could have done what he 
dId "My achwvement has been, 1 fear, shghtly exaggerated," the 
Tzmes man's artIcle had hIm protest, wIth a modest smIle These 
newspaper stones were kept. from the hero, a restnctIon whIch dId 
not serve to abate the nsmg malevolence of hIS temper The SItuatIOn 
Was, mdeed, extremely grave, for Pal Smurch was, as he kept m
sIstmg, "rarm' to go" He could not much longer be kept from a 
natIon clamorous to homze hIm It was the most desperate CrISIS the 
Uruted States of AmerIca had faced SInce the SInk.mg of the LusItama. 

On the afternoon of the twenty-~eventh of July, Smurch was spmted 
away to a conference-room In whIch were gathered mayors, governors, 
government offiCIals, behavionst psycholOgIsts, and edItors He gave 
them each a lImp, mOIst paw and a brIef unlovely gnn "Hah ya?" 
he saId When Smurch was seated, the Mayor of New York arose 
and, wIth ObVIOUS peSSImIsm, attempted to explam what he must 
say and how he must act when presented to the world, endmg hIS 
talk wIth a hIgh trIbute to the hero's courage and mtegnty , d,. 

Mayor was followed by Governor Fanmman of New Yorlr" ho, J'!Ih. 
a touchmg declaratIon of faith, introduced Camere.. "~.)ttlswood, 
Second Secretary of the Amencan Embassy m Pans, the gentleman 
selected to coach Smurch m the amemtIes of publtc ceremomes SIttmg 
In a chaIr, wIth a SOIled yellow tIC m hIS hand and hIS shIrt open 
at the throat, unshaved, smokmg a rolled CIgarette, Jack Smurch 
lIstened with a leer on hIS lIps "I get ya, 1 get ya," he cut m, nastIly 
"Ya want me to ack hke a softy, huh? Ya want me to ack lIke that 
- --- baby-face Lmdbergh, huh? Well, nuts to that, see?" Every 
one took in hIS breath sharply, It was a Sigh and a hISS. "Mr Lmd
bergh," began a Umted States Senator, purple WIth rage, "and Mr 
Byrd-" Smurch, who was panng hIS natls WIth a Jackknife, cut In 

agam. "Byrd'" he exclaImed. "Aw fa God's sake, dat bIg-" Somebody 
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thut off his blasphemies with a sharp word. A newcomer had entered 

~
~room. Everyone stood up, except Smurch, who, suH busy with his 

, dId not even glance up "Mr Smurch," said someone, sternly, 
"the President of the United States!" It had been thought that the 

t!!resence of the Chief Execunve mIght have a chasten10g effect upon 
r~~e young hero, and the former had been, thanks to the remarkable 
{:ooperatlOn of the press, secretly brought to the obscure conference
room. 

A great, painful sIlence fell Smurch looked up, waved a hand at 
the President "How ya corrun' ';I" he asked, and began rolhng a fresh 
cIgarette The SIlence deepened Someone coughed 10 a stramed way. 
"Geez, It's hot, am't Ie" saId Smurch He loosened two more shirt 
buttons, revealIng a haIry chest and the tattooed word "SadIe" en
closed in a stenCIlled heart The great and Important men m the 
room, faced by the most serIOUS cnSI~ 10 recent Amencan hiStory, 
exchanged worried frowns Nobody seemed to know how to proceed. 
"Come awn, come awn," saId Smurch "Let's get the hell out of here! 
When do I start cuttm' in on de partIes, huh? And what's they 
gom' to be zn It';l" He rubbed a thumb and forefinger together mean
ingly. "Money'" exclaImed a state senator, shocked, pale "Yeh. 
money," said Pal, flIppmg hiS CIgarette out of a wmdow "An' big 
money" He began rollmg a fresh CIgarette "BIg money," he repeated, 
frownmg over the nce paper He tIlted back m hIS chaIr, and leered at 
each gentleman, separ3tely, the leer of an ammal that knows Its power, 
the leer of a leopard loose In a blrd-and-dog shop "Aw fa God's 
sake, let's get some place where It's cooler," he saId "I been cooped 
up plenty for three weeks I" 

Smurch stood up and walked over to an open wmdow, where he 
,~~od star.mg down into the street, nme floors below The famt shouting 
__ ~ws 'Ill. floated up to hIm He made out hIS name "Hot dog'" 
he CrIed, '!:.tng, ecstatIC He leaned out over the SIll "You tell 'em, 
babIes '" he shouted down "Hot dlggIty dog '" In the tense httle 
knot of men standmg behmd hIm, a qUIck, mad Impulse flared up. 
An unspoken word of appeal, of command, seemed to ring through 
the room. Yet It was deadly sIlent Charles K L. Brand, secretary to 
the Mayor of New York CIty, happened to be standmg nearest 
Smurch, he looked mqumngly at the PreSIdent of the Umted States. 
The PreSIdent, pale, grim, nodded shortly. Brand, a tall, powerfully 
bruit man, once a tackle at Rutgers, stepped forward, seIzed the greatest 
man in the world by hIS left shoulder and the seat of hIS pants, and 
pushed rum out the wmdow 

"My God, he's falIen out the wmdow!" cned a qUick-witted editor. 
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"Get me out of here!" cned the President. Several men sprang tel 
his side and Jte was hurriedly escorted out of a door toward a sJ.dt 
entrance of the bullding The edItor of the AssoCIated Press tOO1 
charge, being used to such thmgs Cnsply he ordered certam men to 
1eave, others to stay, qUIckly he outlIned a story whIch all the pape~ 
were to agree on, scnt two men to the street to handle that end of 
the tragedy, commanded a Senator to sob and two Congressmen to 
go to pIeces nervously In a word, he skIllfully set the stage for the 
gigantic task that was to follow, the task of breakmg to a grief
strIcken world the sad story of the untImely, aCCIdental death of Its 
most lllustnous and spectacular figure. 

The funeral was, as you know, the most elaborate, the finest, the 
solemn est, and the saddest ever held III the UnIted States of America. 
The monument III ArlIngton Cemetery, WIth Its clean whIte shaft of 
marble and the Slmple deVIce of a tmy plane carved on Its base, IS 
a place for pIlgrIms, m deep reverence, to VISIt. The natIOns of the 
world paid lofty tnbutes to httle Jacky Smurch, Amenca's greatest 
hero At a gIVen hour there were two mmutes of sIlence throughout 
the nation Even the mhabitants of the small, beWIldered town of 
Westfield, Iowa, observed tms touchmg ceremony, agents of the 
Department of JustIce saw to that One of them was espeCIally as
signed to stand grImly m the doorway of a httle ~hack restaurant on 
the edge of the tounsts' campmg ground Just outSIde the town There, 
under hIS stern scrutmy, Mrs Emma Smurch bowed her head above 
two hamburger steaks sIzzhng on her gnU-bowed her head and 
turned away, so that the Secret ServIce man could not see the tWIsted, 
strangely famIhar, leer on her lIps 

(( There's Money in Poetry '-' 

KONRAD BERCOVICI 

ON THE TRANSATLANTIC steamer a stoutIsh man of about fifty, bald. 
headed and blue-eyed, extended a hand as bIg as a ham and mtroduced 
llimself 

"Levme IS IDV name What js yours~ I am m the sIlJto.busme'\S, what 
is your busmess?" 

I mumbled that my bwmess was of no importance. After dinner, 
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tvhen the coffee was brought in, the purser and the capta.J.n of the 
aoat greeted me and sat down at our table for a few moments. I 
hltroduced my companIOn, who, bemg overawed that such important 
personages should be on friendly tenus with me, asked again. 

"What did you say your busmess was;'" 
My answer was very vague Puzzled, Mr Levine looked at me 

with SuspIcIOn 
An hour later LeVIne tapped me famIliarly on the shoulder. 
"Say, I found out what you are They tell me you're a WrIter Why 

the hell dIdn't you tell me so? That's nothIng to be ashamed of! That's 
nappe ned even m my family. Good mght" 

The followmg day Mr LeVIne had made up hiS mmd to tell me the 
story of hiS life Instead of dlscouragmg hun I egged him on It was 
better to get through With It When a man has made up hiS mmd to 
tell you the story of lllS hfe there IS no escape The longer you make 
hIm walt for the occasIOn the more ornate hIS story will be ... and 
the more untrue NothIng IS so bormg as the mvented romance of un~ 
Imagmatlve people 

After dmner I went up on deck, sat down on a chair beSIde him, 
and saId 

"You wanted to tell me somethmg? Go ahead, Levme, let's hear." 
Levme hemmed and hawed 
"To make a long story short, It was thIS way I'm going to tell it 

to you bnefly, but from soup to nuts, as they say 
"To begIn WIth, KantrOWitz, who IS also m the SIlk business, is an 

old fnend of mme who came to Amenca about the same time I came, 
twenty years ago We were both III the same bUSIness SometImes there 
was a lIttle competItIOn between us Sometimes we worked hand in 
hand In the mam, we were fnends SometImes we had a httle fight, a 
httle squabble, a Ilttle quarrel, but when I thought we had parted 
forever, KantrowItz buys a httle property up m the Bronx and lets me 
know that there IS another lot beSIde it which can be had for the same 
pnce he had paId, and we bUIld the same kmd of hoose, sO It should 
cost cheaper, the archItect and everythmg else, and we remam fnends 
fore\>er agaIn for a long tIme He has what he has, I have what I have, 
and the famIhes arc fnends and everythmg IS all nght 

"When the tIme comes and silk IS good one of rus sons, the oldest 
one, as soon as he has fimshed hIgh school goes mto his father's business. 
A.-one all around, and falls III love WIth a gIrl of the neIghborhood, and 
gets marned to her, moves over to Wilshmgton HeIghts, and IS doing 
vtry fine That oldest boy of Kantrowitz IS the SpIt Image of rus father. 
What rus father had done at twenty he does at twenty. What Ius father 
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has done at forty he WIll de at forty. A regular fellow. The kind of III 
IOn a man WlSh!eS to have not a stranger 

"But the other son, IZZY-Wlth hIm It's not so good What's happenedlll 
was that when Izzy was twelve or thirteen years old and was still in 
&Chool they printed in the school paper a poem written by Izzy himself, I 
which was called 'IndIan Wmd' And so KantrowItz goes around and 
shows it to everybody that hIS son IS a poet, and frames It and hangs 
it up in the office You could not talk to KantroWItz for five mmutes 
without he should show you the poem of hIS son framed and hung up 
on the wall. I came to talk busmess He showed me Izzy's pIcture. 
And it made the older son good and angry What If he hadn't wntten 
poetry, wasn't he a good son? 

"That's all very mce and fine for a boy thIrteen years old, and no~ 
born in thIS country, who WrItes poems that get prInted In the papers; 
the whole neIghborhood IS proud of hIm He IS a celebnty already. 
:But the boy fimshes hIgh school, and the father wants he should come 
mto hIS bUSiness, and Izzy wouldn't even hear about It Then It IS not 
so good He wants to be a poet 

"Well, for a year or so we dIdn't know nothmg about It and dIdn't 
know how much KantrowItz ""as worned and all the quarrels m the 
famIly KantrowItz IS a proud man, a self-made man, and keeps a secret 
what IS not so mce m rus famIly But ""hen the boy got to be eIghteen, 
nineteen years old and was stIll domg nothmg except wntmg poetry, I 
had to look at hIm because he ""a~ commg every mght to my house 
to read to my Margaret rus poems So I say~ to hIm one day 

"'Izzy, what's gomg to be the end of It? When are you gomg mto 
business? Poetry IS no busmess tor a KantrOWItz You got to comIder 
the famIly" 

"So Izzy looks at me as If I had called hIS father names, and hl 
shrugged hIS shoulders as If what I saId was talkmg maybe Crunese, and 
when he goes away, my daughter asks me ""hat busmess have I got 
to talk to lzzy like that, and she tclh me lzzy IS a great poet So I 
says to her that I knew that already, that I saw the poem that got 
pnnted m the school magazme years ago, but what had that got to do 
WIth business? And a boy that comes round to my house, I want I 
should know what he IS domg Loafers should corne mto my house yet' 

"So a week passes, and another week, and KantrowItz comes up to 
my office one day, and I can see he is very warned So I says to hIm 

"'How's busmess, KantrowItz?' 
"KantrowItz says busme~s IS all right So I ask rum how was the 

health? And he says that wa~ all nght, too I wondered what could 
be worrymg hIm Fmally, he tells me It's about Izzy That a boy hk(l 
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this could happen ~ his family-with the best of examples always be
~re hun! His father and brother m business, all his family in business, 
"and everybody in business, and he should Just loaf, and does nothing. 
I talk to mm and I talk to hIm, he says, and it's hke talkmg to the 
wall And what would the end be, he asks me, WIth tears in his eyes. 

"So I consoled him and said don't worry; it would all come out all 
nght, WIth a father hke you and a brother .•.• I know Izzy is not 
a bad boy. 

"All the time I wanted to tell him that the fault is really with 
KantrOWItz, for he had turned the boy's mmd by showing the poem and 
hangmg It up in hIS office, so that he got a swelled head and thmk!!. 
that he IS better than everybody But even if I dIdn't tell hIm, Kan
troWItz understood that that was what I meant, so he said 

" 'I know It was my own fault But I was so proud How should I 
know what is gomg to happen? How ~hould I know that he will not 
want to do what I WIll tell hIm and wnte poetry forever" 

" 'Don't worry,' I told hIm, 'thmgs WIll corne out all nght Izzy 
is of good famIly and blood IS thicker than water There am't been 
any poet in your famIly yet?' I ask. 

"'No,' says KantroWItz 'Have you ever heard of such a thmg in 
my family? No banlrupts and no poets' 

"That evemng when I came home and found Izzy sIttmg near my 
daughter on a couch and readmg to her poetry from a paper, I got 
very angry, and I saId to hIm that he had no busmess to worry his father 
and mother and shame hIS falmly and loaf and wnte poetry and that 
I was the best fnend of the famIly and wouldn't have saId a word but 
he had no business to SIt near my Margaret on a couch and read poetry 
to her. And I gave It to hIm good and hard FIrSt he should go and 
make a man of hImself, and then you should talk to my daughter. So 
Izzy gets angry, and my Margaret talks to me as she has never talked 
before-says she IS m Amenca, and not m Russia So I saId to my 
Margaret that for women It was all nght, 1£ she wanted to read poetry 
or do anythmg honest she wanted, It was all right, but for a boy whose 
famIly ",as m busmess it was a rumatIOn So he shouldn't come any 
more to our house. 

"I thought I knew my Margaret, that she wouldn't see hIm because 
she wouldn't do what her father dIdn't want her to do And everything 
was all nght But we are III America. Women got Illdependent even 
from their famIlIes that supports them. Of course for women that 
work independence IS 0 K But it t}lrned out O.K. as you WIll hear 
bter, even If I almost wed, and it IS even the reason I took a trip 
to the old country. 
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"But you~should have seen Kantrowitz then. lIe worned more in '" 
week than lus fo.ther had worried in a hfetune. And hIs father was the 
kind that spoke polincs and carried the world on his shoulders. He 
worned more about that boy's future than he dId about busmess. He 
would SIt in my office and cry like a baby HIS boy was no good! HIS 
son was gettmg worse from year to year And already he was twenty
one, with no thought of anythmg at all, and happy only when a poem 
of his got prmted somewheres m the magazmes. 

"Margaret used to read it to me when It appeared, and when she 
read it, it sounded all nght, but It was always about flowers and nvers 
and such thmgs, so I saId to her one day: 

"'Look In five years that he wntes poetry, show me what he has 
done There is maybe two pages in a magazme Was that enough work 
for a man m five years? Nobody has nothmg agamst a man wntmg 
poetry. but after busmess, when you got a bttle tIme Nobody 
could wnte poctry cIght hours a day, and even the Soclahsts say a 
man got to work eIght hours a day' 

"So she sIghs and looks at me as if to say 'you know nothmg,' and 
from then on she ~tops showmg me his poetry, and I stop talkmg about 
him And KantrowItz Just loses rus head that such a misfortune should 
happen in hiS house, that one of 111s sons shouldn't want to do anythmg 
senous And It breaks my heart To all the warnes a man got 10 bUSI
ness there should yet comc such a thmg 10 Amenca Poetry' 

"And then one day KantroWitz comes mto my office, and I could 
see nght away from how he actcd that he was vcry happy The biggest 
order couldn't have made hIm so happy No And so I thmk what 
could have happened to hIm' I am In conference WIth my s.llesmen, 
but I stop the conference and I call hIm aSIde and say 

" 'What 1S It, KantrowItz? Tell me qUIck, I'm dymg' 
"But he \\-as so eXCited he could hardly talk, and finally he ~ays 
"'You were nght, Levme. You were nght My Izzy has come to hh 

senses Blood IS thIcker than water This mormng he took a positIon 
With the A G B Sdk Company, and he IS gomg on the road 10 a week! 
That boy has saved my hfe' And Kantrowitz cnes IIke.a baby 

"It made me very happy I couldn't tell you how happy It made me 
The b1ggest order of s1lk couldn't have done It A man got feehngs 
even if he IS In bUSIness, you know And so I tell KantroWItz I have a 
bIg conference on, but the conference could walt for to-morrow And 
the two of us went down town and we had a good bottle of wme over 
it, and we hadn't been so happy t.ogether in a long tIme, taIkmg about 
the old country and about people we knew and about everything We 
hadn't done so bad In tills country We have made money. EverythIng 
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was all right And our children were all nght. There was nothing to 
worry abOut and blood was tlncker than water • 

"I went home and told the good news to my WIfe. But when 
Margaret, my daughter, hears that Izzy has come to hIs senses and IS 
gomg on the road she begms to cry and cry as If she had heard the 
worst news So you never can understand women, I thmk to myself 
Nobody ever dId So how should I know what she cnes about? But I 
knew she dId not cry for happmess I knew that There IS a great dif
ference So I let her alone and dunk maybe she cnes because he goes 
on the road and she wouldn't see hIm no more as often For I knew 
that she dId meet hIm even If I had ordered the contrary GIrlS are m
dependent In thIS country, and a father that knows gIVes an order and 
then closes the eyes when he Isn't obeyed 

"A month later, Izzy comes back from the road He IS a new man 
He has cut hiS haIr short HIS clothes are pressed The A G B. SIlk 
people are very satI~fied WIth hIm I callcd them up on the telephone 
and a~ked them how It goes WIth hIn1 So I thmk to myself now If he 
should come to talk to my Margaret I won't say anythmg, for I 
understood that Margaret didn't dislIke hIm But what do you thmk 
happens When he comes to talk to her, she wouldn't speak to rum. 
She IS angry that he should be no more a poet' Women got polItIcal 
pghts but they are as foolIsh as ever They don't want bread, they want 
Jewelry poetry 

"So he goe~ back on the road, and hIS father IS very happy, and tells 
me that the boy learned In two month~ the busmess better than any
body could have learned It m ten years Why not? SIlk was m the 
KantroWItz famIly for two hundred years The boy knew SIlk just as 
50rnebody commg from a famtly of mUSICians knows mUSIC He was 
Just born WIth It He dIdn't have to go to school to learn It and know 
the dJllerence between SIlk and cotton But I say nothmg, and the 
father IS happy, and everythmg IS allught KantrowItz was crazy about 
the boy About poetry that wa5 not m the famIly I understand he should 
have made such a nOIse and hang Up the pIcture on the wall But 
about SIlk 1 How could a KantrOWItz not know sIlk? 

"MeanwhIle every morrung as I go out of my house I see letters 
commg from the road to my Margaret, so I say nothmg The boy goes 
back and forth on the road Each tIme he comes back, he sees Margaret 
SometImes she talks to him one way and sometImes she talks to hIm 
another way, hot, cold, but I say nothmg. Watch and see I always 
belIeve blood IS thicker than water And there am't been no poet yet 
In my famtly neIther 

"MeanwhIle hIS brother, who has been partners Wlth the father, has 
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gone into business for himself. Izzy comes' home and goes into partner
ship with hIs father And his father, you couldn't talk to hIm, he was 
so proud of Izzy He spoded that boy twenty-four hours a day He 
was afraid Izzy would go back to poetry. 

"Now there comes out a new kind of sIlk, and every wholesaler 
in town gets the sample Izzy looks at that piece of silk, and touches 
It and smells It and caresses It You am't never seen such thmgs the boy 
did with that pIece of silk' The wholesaler had gIven It a name-I 
don't know what-but Izzy looks at the silk and smells It, and presses 
it to hiS cheeks and to hiS hps hke he was crazy, and then he says again 

"'IndIan Wmd I' And hIS eyes were sparklmg, and his face was red 
just hke he was drunk from touchmg that piece of silk Just hke that 
'Indian Wmd I' 

"And when he sends an order he asks that they should pnnt 'Indian 
Wind' all around the selvages of the silk, and pack It m a specIal kmd 
of tmted sIlk paper 

"And 'IndIan Wmd' becomes such a craze that the women would 
have nothmg but 'Indian Wmd' and wouldn't buy sIll.. that didn't 
have marked around It 'IndIan Wmd,' even If It was exactly the same 
And the orders fly to KantroWItz, untIl It almost put everybody else In 

the husmess out of the busmess. 'This IS the same silk as the other,' I 
explain to customers But they don't want nothmg only 'Indian '>Vmd ' 
And then KantroWItz becomes very proud and shows to everybody 
that come3 m the office that first poem which was still hangmg on the 
wall with the name 'Indian Wmd.' And when I come to see hIm, he 
tells me: 

"'Levine, you were nght Such a boy I got l ' 

"And I give the man nght You got to be straight When the man 
is TIght he IS TIght even when It hurts your bUSiness 

"And so Izzy begms to come a httle more often to the house Business 
grows KantrOWitz and Son were makmg lots of money He and 
Margaret go out, and he spends money lIke water I say nothmg 
SometImcs they were happy, sometImes they wcrc not One day thev 
come homc and say they got marned Just hke that They wanted no 
wedding, no ccremony That boy was always a lIttle peculIar, even If 
he was a succes~ m busmcss It made me very happy and It saved me a 
lot of money, because the father of the girl pays the expenses of the 
weddmg And for busmess reasons I would have had to gIve a weddmg 
supper of five hundred plates at ten dollars aplcce Count It up, please 
And in thIS country you never r.now when a chIld of yours marries 
what the family IS And here I have known Izzy smce he was a lIttle 
boy and he was such a great success and had turned out to be A'one 
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with such a mind like rus, calling a silk 'Indian Wind,' With such ideas 
he had! And we were all very happy , 

"The season over, people from the sIlk mIlls began to come around 
with new samples 1 am very busy pIckIng the new samples, and when 
Kantrowitz comes in I can see from his face that he IS not so very 
happy 

" 'What IS Ie' I asks hIm 
" 'It's my Izzy,' he answers 'He a1O't come to the office In three days." 
" 'For why?' I asks him 
"'I telephone and telephone, and he answers that he IS very busy 

at home and that I should leave him alone, that he IS too busy to 
come to the office Lev1Oe,' KantrOWitz tells me, 'he IS your son also a 
httIe, now What can you do?' 

"I came home and 1 didn't tell my wife nothmg, for what's the use 
of worrymg her' 

"But when a man has got an only daughter and nothmg else in the 
world except hiS busmess and he IS no more young, I can assure you 
whatever I ate that mght was pOlson What does Izzy mean by not 
comm~ to the office for three days and answermg hiS own father that 
he has no time? No time for busmess' How IS that possible? 

"So I ask my Wife whether she has seen Margaret, and she saId that 
she had telephoned her up and asked her to come, and Margaret Said 
she was too busy, not to disturb her So I remembered my Margaret 
was never satI,fied that Izzy should not be a poet any more, and my 
blood got cold You never can tell WIth wonren 

"So after d10ner I couldn't hold out no more, so I said to my WIfe 
that I had to go somewhere very Important to a lodge meetmg and I 
get mto the first taxI and go down town to Washmgton Square where 
they hve In the taXi I thmk and d1lnk what «ould It be, and wonder 
why they should have chosen to lIve m such a place There are mcer 
houses m Wa,hmgton Heights and shll mcer ones m the Bronx Why 
should they hve 10 Washmgton Square? Even If he was m busmess, 
still he was a lIttle peculIar, and Margaret, even If she was my daughter, 
she, too, had crazy Ideas m the head So I get out of the taxI and ring 
the bell With my heart so heavy as If I was gomg to VISit a Sick relative 
or gomg to a creditors' meetmg of a bankrupt firm When the maid 
opens the door and I come in, my heart becomes twenty times heaVier 
than It already was, for there sits Izzy at a table and across from him 
~ltS my Margaret, and Izzy has agam. got long hair and smokes a pipe, 
and the table is just full of books And the whole house was not lIke 
the home of a business man. The furniture was dIfferent. Full of 



couches and candlesticks. Why candlesticks when there is electricity 
and not lIke m the old country? 

"'Just a mmute, Pop,' Izzy tells me, and he reads poetry from a 
book and gets terrIbly excited because Margaret does not agree When 
Izzy gets through, Margaret says 

" 'Just a mmute, Papa Sit down a mmute' And she reads another 
poem to me from a book 

"So I can see that the sickness has again come upon them, and I 
wonder that thiS can be a daughter of mme and a son of KantrOWitz 
that I have known so well for so many years I saw rum before me' 
If a hole should have opened before me I should have Jumped In 

They paid no attentlOn to me at all, as If I didn't eXlst Izzy takes out 
another book and reads Margaret takes out another book and reads 
back And they fight and quarrel about things I don't understand at all 
And he smokes a pipe and she smokes a cigarette And I feel I am 
gomg to die My heart smks. Then I can hold out no longer, so I get up 
and cry 

"'What IS the matter With you chIldren;l lzzy' Agam? You forget 
you are a marrIed man Izzy, again poetry I What's to become of you?' 

"And so Izzy looks at me as If I was the greatest dumb-bell ever lIved 
on God's earth Then he smiles at me, and picks up a book, and I 
can tell you that m one moment all my happmess comes back With a 
rush Between the leaves of the book were pieces of sample Silk, and 
they were lookmg through poetry books to find another name as good 
as 'Indian Wmd' for the new silks' So you ~ee poetry pays m busmess 
But you got to be an AmerIcan boy and know how to make use of 
It •.. and not lIke them old country poets that starved m garrets 

"But I got very &Ick, and the doctor orders a rest So I thmk I Will 
VISIt my people m the old country 

"So why didn't you tell me that you are a wrIter? That'~ nothmg to 
be ashamed of." 

The Foghorn 

GERTRUDE ATHERTON 

WHAT AN ABSURD vamty to sleep on a hard pillow and forego that 
last luxurious burrowmg mto th() very depths of a mass of baby pil
lows' her back was already as straight as-a chImney? who 
was the Frenchman that saId one must reject the worn counters? .•• 
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but this mornmg she would have hked that sensuous burrowing, and 
the pIllow had never seemed so hard, so flat .. yef how ddIicult it 
was to wake up' She had had the same expenence once before when 
the doctor had gIven her veronal for msomma . could Ellen, good 
creature, have put a tablet In the cup of broth she took last thing at 
night. 'as a WIse precautIOn,' the doctor had saId gem ally What a 
curse msomma was I But she had a congemtal fear of drugs and had 
told no one of thIS renewal of sleeplessness, knowmg It would pass 

And, after all, she dIdn't mmd lymg awake m the dark, she could 
thmk, oh, pleasant lovely thought~, despIte tIus mner perturbatIon
so cleverly concealed How than1.ful she was to be tall enough to carry 
off the new fashIOn In ~Ieeves' If trams would only come m agam, she 
~ould dress her haIr rugh some nIght (Just for fun) and look-not 
lIke her beloved Mary Stual t, for Mary was almost ugly if one 
analyzed her too CritIcally ClJarm? How much more charm counted 
than mere beauty, and she herself had It 'full measure and runnIng 
over,' as that rather fresh admIrer had announced when drmkmg her 
health at her commg-out party . what was hIS name? SIX years 
ago He was only a college boy how could one remember;! There 
had been so many smce 

Nmon de I'Enclm? She ~as passable m her portraIts, but famous 
mamly for l.eepmg young Diane de POlchers? She must have needed 
charm double-dIstilled If she looked anythmg lIke an ongmal portraIt 
of her hung at a loan exhibition m Pans flaxen hair, thm and straight, 
drawn severely from a bulgmg brow above msufferably sensual eyes
far too obvIOUS and 'easy' for the fastidIOus male of today-a flaxen 
complexIOn, flO hIgh lIghts, not very llltelhgent. Interestmg contrast 
m t~te centunes apart-perhaps 

Madame Recamler? Bctter-lookmg than most of the hIstOriC beau
tIes hair pIled rugh-but then she wore a slIp of an EmpIre gown 

. well, never mmd 
She ranked as a beauty herself, although perhaps charm had some

thmg to do WIth It Her mouth was rather WIde, but her teeth were ex
qwslte SomethIng rather obscure was the matter m that regIon of 
bnllIant enamel thl~ mornmg A toothache;> She had never had. a 
toothache Well, there was no pain.. what matter? somethIng 
wrong, though, l>he'd go to the dentIst dunng the day Her nose was a 
tnfle tIp-tIlted, but very thm and straight, and anyhow the tIlt suited 
the way she earned her head, 'flung In the air' Her compleXion and 
hair anrl eyes were beyond all caVil •. . she wa~ nothmg so common
place as a downnght blonde or brunette . how she should hate bemg 
catalogued! The warm. bnght wavIng masses of her hair had never 
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been cut since her second birthday. The-t, too, were made for 
burrowing. 

lIer mother's weddmg dress had a long tram But the delicate ivory 
of the satin had waxed with time to a sickly yellow Her mother hadn't 
pressed the matter when she was engaged to John 8t Rogers, but she 
had always expres~ed a Wish that each of her daughters should wear 
the dress to the altar. Well, she had refused outrIght, but had con
sented to have her own gown trImmed With the lace yards and yards 
of potnt d' Alen(on-and a veil that reached halfway down the tram 
What a way to spend money' Who cared for lace now? Not the 
young, anyhow But Mother Vvas rather a dear, and she could afford 
to be qUite unselfish for once, as It certamly would be becommg When 
the engagement was broken, they told the poor old darlmg that she 
CrIed because she would have another long walt before watchmg all 
that lace move up the aI~le on a long slender figure that made her 
thmk pndefully of the gr<lceful skeleton hidden wlthm one hundred 
and seventy resented pounds 

Well, she would never wear that lace-nor any weddmg gown If 
she were lucky enough to marry at all, the less publICity the better 
a mere announcement (San FranCISCO papers please copy) a qUIet 
return from Europe . a year or two 10 one of tho~e Imperwnal New 
York apartment-houses where no one knew the name of rus next-
door neIghbor no effacement In a smaller CIty for her' 

How strange that she of all girls should have fallen III love With a 
marned man--or, at all events, accepted the dIre consequences With 
a father that had taken to drugs and then run off With another woman 
-luckIly before Mother had come m for Granddad's fortune-and 

what was It Uncle Ben had once saId, queer tWIsts 111 thIS famIly 
smce 'way back' It had made her more conventIOnal than her natural 
instmcts would have prompted, but, no, let her do herself JustIce 
she had cultIvated a hIgh standard of character and planted her mmd 
Wlth flowers both sturdy and falr-that must have been the reason she 
had fallen m love at last, after so many futile attempts No need for 
her to conceal from hIm the awful truth that she read the Greek and 
Latin claSSICS 10 the ongmal text, attended mornmg classes over at 
the Uruverslty odd, how men didn't mmd If you 'adored' musIC 
and pIctures, but If they suspected you of bemg mtellectual, they either 
despised or feared you, and faded away 

Fog on the Bay Smce cruldhood she had loved to hear that long
drawn-out, almost-human moan \Jf the foghorn as she lay warm and 
sheltered in bed It was on a mght of fog they had spoken for the 
first time, although they had nodded at three or four formal dinners 
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given to the newcomers who had brought letters to the elect. B0s
tonians were always popular m San Francisco; they nad good man
ners and their formahty was only skin-deep The men were very smart; 
some of the women, too, but as a rule they lacked the meticulous 
groomIng and well-set-up appearance of their men She had been 
Impressed the first time she had met him' six. feet (she herself was five 
feet six), somewhere in the thutles, very spare, said to be a first-rate 
tenms player, and had ranked as an all-round athlete at Harvard; 
had mhented a piece of property m San FranCISco which was mvolvlOg 
hIm m lItigatIOn, but he was m no haste to leave, even before they met. 

That had been at the ]eppers', and as the house commanded a fine 
view of the Bay, and she was tIred of bemg torn from some man every 
tlme they Circled the ballroom, she had managed to slIp away and had 
hIdden behmd the curtams of the deep bow wmdow at the end of the 
hall In a moment she was aware that someone had followed her, and 
oddly enough she knew who It was, although she dIdn't tum her head; 
and they stood m Silence and gazed together at the sharp dark outlines 
of the mountams on the far Side of the Bay, the glIttermg spheroids of 
golden lIght that were ferryboats, the Islands With theIr firm, bold 
outlInes, now almost vIsibly droopmg m slumber although there 
always seemed to her to be an atmosphere of unrest about Alcatraz, 
psychic emanatIOn of Impnsoned men under rIgzd nulItary rule, and 
offiCials no doubt as resentful m that dull monotonous eXIStence on a 
barren rock A lIght fhckered along a lme of barred upper wmdows; 
doubtless a guard on hiS round 

The band of pulSing lIght on the eastern Side of the Bay music 
made VISible stars as yellow and bnght above, defymg the thm sIlver 
of the hebetIc moon bghts twmklmg on SausalIto OppOSite, standIng 
out boldly from the black mass of Tamalplas high-flung above. Her 
rovmg eyes moved to the Golden Gate, narrow entrance between two 
crouchIng forts, separatmg that harbor of arrogant beauty from the 
gray waste of the Pacific-ponderous, rather stupid old ocean 

For the first tIme he spoke 'The fog I Chief of San Francisco's 
many beautIes' 

She had nodded, makIng no other reply, watchIng that dense yet 
Imponderable whIte mass push ItS way through the Golden Gate like 
~ labormg ship ... then ndIng the waters more lightly, rollmg a lIttle, 
wnthIng, whIffs breakIng from the bulk of that ghostly shIp to explore 
the hollows of the hills, restmg there lIke puffs of whIte smoke. Then, 
over the chffs and heIghts on the northern Side of the Bay, a swifter, 
more formless, but still lovely wrote VISItant that swirled down and 
over the inland waters, enshrouding the Islands, Sausahto, where so 
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many Englishmen hved, the fulgent zone in the east; but a low fog-
the moon and ",tars stll1 visible .. the fdghoms, one after another, 
sending forth thelr long-drawn-out moans of utter desolation. . . . 

WIth nothIng more to look at, they had seated themselves on a small 
IIOfa, placed there for reticent couples, and talked for an hour-a 
desultory explonng conversatlon. She recalled none of It A few morn
ings later they had met on the Berkeley ferryboat, aCCidentally no 
doubt, and he had gone on with her In the train and as far as the 
campus ... Once agam After that, when the lecture was over, 
in the Greek Theatre . wonderful hours .. how easy to imagme 
themselves m Greece of the fifth century Be, alone m that vast gray 
amphItheatre, the shm, straight tenebrous trees above qUlvenng with 
the melody of birds' 

Never a word of love-not for months ThiS novel and excIting 
compamonshlp was enough depths of personahty to explore-m 
ghmpses! Sometimes they roamed over the hIlls, gay and carefree. 
They never met anyone they knew 

Winter. Weeks of pourmg ram They met m picture gallcncs, remote 
corners of the Pubhc Library, obscure restaurants of Little Italy under 
the shadow of Telegraph HIll Agam they were unseen, undiscovered 

He never came to the house Smce her mother's death and the 
early marnages of the girls, U nele Ben had come to hve With her m 
the old house on RUSSian Hill, the boys were East at school, she was 
free of all family restrictlons, but her old servants were intimate With 
all the other servants on the HIll She barely knew hiS Wife He never 
spoke of her 

Spnng. A house-party m the country, warm and dry after the last 
of the rams After dmner they had sat about on the terraces, smoklng, 
drinkmg, hsterung to a group smgmg wlthm, admlrmg the 'rums' of 
a Roman temple at the foot of the lawn lIt by a blazmg moon. 

He and she had wandered off the terrace, and up an almost perpen
dicular 111ght of steps on the slde of the mountam that rose behmd 
the house.. dim aisles of redwoods, born when the earth was young, 
whose long trunks never swayed, whose high branches rarely sang m the 
wmd-unfnendly trees, but protective, sentmel-hke, shuttmg out the 
modem world, reminIscent were those closely planted aisles of ancient 
races . forgotten races god-like races, perhaps 

Well, they had felt hke gods that night How senseless to try to 
stave off a declaration of love to fear . to wonder ... to worry 
•.. How mevitable natural. ( . when It came' Hour of hours. . 

They had met the next day m a corner of their favorzte little restau
rant, over a dish of spaghetti, whIch she refusf'd to eat as It had hver 
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in it, and talked the matter out. No, she would not enter upon a seeret 
intrigue, meetmg hun m some shady quarter of the tpwn, where DO 

questIons were asked, m some horrible room wruch had sheltered 
thousands of furtlve 'lovers' before them she would far rather never 
.ree rum agam He had smiled at the fhght taken by an untramed 
imagmation, but nodded .. No, but she knew the alternatIVe He 
had no mtentlOn of gIvmg her up. No hope of a divorce He had 
sounded lu~ 'WIfe, tentatIvely at first, then told her outrIght he loved 
anlJther woman She had replIed that he could expect no legal release 
from her It was her chance for revenge and she would take It. . . _ 
A ""eek or two and hIS busmess m San FranCISco would be settled .• 
he had an mdependent fortune would she run away WIth hlffi? 
Elope m good old style? Could she stand the gaff? All Europe for a 
perpetualJlOneyrnoon-unless hIS WIfe were persuaded by her family 

• later on te dIVorce him Then he would return and work at sometlung. 
He was not a born Idler. 

She had consented, of cour~e, havmg made up her mmd before they 
met She had had SIX years of 'the world' She knew what she wanted. 
One mIght 'love' many tImes, but not more than once find completion, 
that sohdarIty whIch makes two as one agamst the malIgnant forces of 
hfe She had no one to conSider but herself Her mother was dead. 
Her SIsters, protected by husbands, wealth, pOSItion, would merely be 
'thrIlled' The boys and U nele Ben, of course, would be funous Men 
were so hopelessly conservatIve 

For the rest of the world she cared exactly nothmg. 
That foghorn What was It trymg to tell her? A boat .. fog .• '. 

why was It so hard to remember? So hard to awaken? Ellen must 
have gIven her an overdose Fragmentary pIctures .. shppmg down 
the dark hIll to the wharf her low delIghted laugh echoed back 
to her as he helped her mto the boat one more secret lark before 
they flung down the gage . How maglllficently he rowed • . • 
long, sweepmg, easy strokes as he smIled posse5sIvely mto her eyes and 
talked of the future No moon, but mIllIons of stars that shed a 
mISty golden lIght rows of lIght on the steep hIllsIdes of the city. 
The houses dark and sIlent. a burst of mUSIC from Fort Mason .•• 

Out through the Golden Gate, stIll darIng .. rIdmg that OIly swell 
... hIS chuckle as she had dared hIm to row stralght across to China 
.•. Her sharp anxlOUS cry as she half-rose from her seat and pointed 
to a racmg mountam of snow-whIte mIst. 

He had swept about at once and made for the beach below Sutro 
Heights Too late Almost as he turn'ed, they were engulfed. EVeJl.aD 
-old fisherman would have lost hIS sense of direction. 



, And then the foghorns began their warnings. The low, menacing 
,.ar from Poipt Bonito. The wailing siren on Alcatraz. Sausalito's 
throaty bass. The deep-toned bell on Angel Island. She knew them all, 
but they seemed to come from new dIrections. 

A second . a moment . . . an hour . . . later . . . a foreign 
but unmistakable note Ships-two of them . . . Blast and counter
blast .... She could barely see hIS whIte rigId face through the mIst 
as be thrust hIS head thIS way and that tryIng to locate those sounds . 
• • . Another abrupt swerve ... crash ... shouts.. her own vOIce 
shriekmg as she saw hIS head almost severed-the very fog turned 
red .••. 

She could hear herself screamIng yet It seemed to her that she had 
been screamIng SInce the begInnmg of tIme 

She sat up In bed, claspmg her head between her hand,>, and rocked 
to and fro ThIS bare small room, Just vlSlble m the gray dawn .... 
She was in a hospItal, of course Was It last mght or the mght before 
they had brought her here? She wondered vaguely that she felt no 
incbnatIon to scream any more, now that she had struggled to full 
consClOus.ness Too tIred, perhaps the IndIfference of ex-
haustIOn. Even her eyes felt sIngularly dry, as If they had been 
baked In a hot oven She recalled a hne, the only memorable lIne, In 
EdWIn Arnold's 'LIght of Asm,' 'Eyeplts red WIth rust of anCIent tears' 
• . . DId her eyes lonk lIke that? But she dId not remember crymg . . . 
only screamIng 

Odd tl¥tt she <h~uld be left alone hke tms Uncle Ben and the girls 
must have been summoned If they had gone home, tIred out, they 
should have left a nurse m constant attendance and surely they 
mIght have found her a better room Or had she been carned 
into some emergEncy ho~plta]? Well, she could go home today 

Her hands were stIll claspmg her head when another leaf of aware
ness turned over, rattlmg hke parchment HaIr Her lovely abundant 
hair .•.. She held her breath as her hands moved explormgly over 
her head Harsh short bnstles almost scratched them 

She had had bram fever, then III a long tIme weeks .• 
months, perhaps No wonder she felt weak and spent and in
different f But she must be out of danger, or they would not leave her 
like this. Would she suffer later, WIth renewed mockmg strength? 
Or could lOve be burnt out, devoured by fever germs? A short time 
before, wlule not yet fully conSCIOUS, she had relIved all the old hopes, 
fears, dreams, ecstasies, reached out tnumphantly to a wondrous 
luture, arrogantly sure of herself and the man, contemptuous of the 
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world and its makeshift conventions. • • • And now she felt noth-
ing. . . . ...., 

But when she was well again? Twenty-four' Forty, fifty, years more; 
they were a long-hved farruly Her mother had been killed at a raIlroad 
crossmg Well, she had always prIded herself on her strength 
She would worry through the years somehow 

Had the town rung WIth the scandal when the newspapcrs flared 
forth next mornmg? No gIrl goes rowmg at mght wIth a marrIed man 
unless there IS somethmg between them Had hIS WIfe babbled? Were 
the self-rIghteous gettmg off the orthodOXIes of theIr kmd? Pumshed 
for theIr sm RetrIbutlve Justlce meted out to a girl who would break 
up a home and take a married man for her lover 

RetrIbutIve JustIce I As If there were any ~uch thmg m lIfe as Justice 
All helpless VIctims of the law of cause and effect Futlle, aspinng, 
stupIdly confident Imks m the mexorable cham of CIrcumstance. 
Commonplace mmds croakmg, 'LIke father lIke daughter' 

How she hated, hated, hated, self-nghteomness, smug hypocrisy 
. IllogIcal mmds--one sheep bleatmg lIke another sheep-not one 

of them WIth the imagmatlOn to guess that she never would have 
stooped to a low secret mtrIgue 

She had bcen poundmg her knee WIth her fist m a sudden access of 
energy As It sputtered out and she felt on the verge of collapse, her 
hand unfolded and lay palm down on the qUIlt She felt hel eyes 
bulgmg .. She uttered her first sound a low almost martlculate 

cry • 
Her hand? That large-vemcd, skmny thmg? She had beautiful 

long whIte hands, WIth skm as smooth as the breast of a dove Of no 
one of her beauty's many parts had she been prouder, not even when 
~he ~tood now and then before the cheval glass and looked cntIcally, 
and admmngly, at the smooth, whIte, rounded perfectIOn of her body 
She had gIven them a golden mamcure set on onc of theIr bIrthdays, 
a Just trIbute, and they were exqu.sItely kept, although she hated 
conspICUOUS naIls .. 

A delusion? A mghhnare? She spread the other hand beSIde It 
SIde by SIde the two on the dmgy counterpane . old hands 
Shorn haIr WIll grow agam but hands 

MumblIng. Why mumblmg? She raIsed one of thosc WIthered yellow 
hands to her mouth It was empty Her shakmg fingers unbuttoned 
the hIgh mght-gown, and she glanced withm Pendant dugs, brown 
and shrIvelled. , 

Bram fever' The sun had men She looked up at the lugh barred 
window. She understood. 



Voices at the door. She dropped back on the pillow and closed hel 
eyes and lay stilt The door was unlocked, and a man and woman 
entered doctor and nurse, as was Immedtately eVIdent The doctor', 
VOIce was bnsk and bus1Oess-lIke and deeply mature, the woman's, 
young and deferential 

'Do you th10k she'll wake aga1O, doctor?' 
'Probably not I thought she would be gone by now, but she is still 

breatlung' He clasped the emaClated Wrist with hIs strong fin5ers. 
'Very feeble It won't be long now' 

'Is It true, doctor, that sometimes, Just before death, reason IS 
restored and they remember and talk qUIte ratIOnally?' 

'SometImes But not for thIS case Too many years Look 10 every 
hour, and when It IS over, nng me up There are relatives to be notified 
QUIte Important people, I beheve' 

'What are they lIke?' 
'Never seen them The law firm in charge of her estate pays the 

bIlls Why should they come here? Couldn't do her any good, and 
nothmg IS so depress10g as these melancholIa cases It's a long time 
now smce she was stark rav10g That was before my tIme Come along 
SIX wards after thIS one Don't forget to looh. In Good httle gIrl 
I know you never forget' 

They went out and loch.ed the door 
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NEXT COMES another group of poets TheIr work IS so various 
that even If I had space to deal WIth them mdIvIdually, I should not 
~now how to Each one has somethmg charactenstlc to say, each one 
plays hIS o\'<n tune on the mstrumcnt of hIS own pcrsonalIty I cannot 
hope m the one or two short pIeces by whIch these so dIfferent poets 
are here repre,ented to gIve you more than a hmt of theIr qualIty and 
to attempt a valuatIOn of them on such scanty matenal would be an 
Impertmence I WIll content myself \,<Ith a very few remarks upon 
three of them 

Carl Sandburg ha~ been well descnbed by LOUIS Untermeyer as 
the laureate of mdustnal Amenca. From hIm too I learn that he was 
"porter m a barber shop, scene shIfter m a cheap theatre, truck-handler 
m a bnckyard, turner apprentIce III a pottery, dIsh-washer m Denver 
and Omaha hotels, harvest hand m Kansas wheatfields" Truly a 
strange trammg for a poet He IS the legItImate successor of Walt WhIt
man LIke hun he has found hIS mSplratlOn in the youth and vigor of 
hIS country He has fashIOn cd hiS verse out of the bfe of the common 
people and made of theIr common speech an implement well sUIted 
to hI~ temper He IS racy, full-flavored, VIolent and tender, he has 
power and vItabty 

It IS cunous to compare hIS two pieces with the short poems by 
W H DaVIes For DaVIes too has known hfe III the raw, he has told 
hiS story m The Autobwgraphy of a Super Tramp, he has been an out
cast and a vagabond, a berry picker, a cattleman, and when he sent 
Bernard Shaw his fint book of poems and so was discovered, he was 
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living in a sixpenny doss house in a London slum He has none ot 
Sandburg's force, nor Ius defiance; and there is no sign of his strength 
of intellect he is sunple and he is dehghted WIth sImple trungs. He 
sings as spontaneously, It would seem, as a bird; he smgs because It IS 
his nature to 

The other poets in this group are more sophistIcated They have 
been to UniVersIties and have traveled abroad Such advantages a! 
culture can gIve they have had They speak for themselves 

I should, perhaps, add a few words about Charlotte Mew who, I 
think, IS httle known m thIS country Her hfe was a long struggle WIth 
that meanest form of poverty, the poverty that has to "keep up appear
ances", she loved the countrysIde, her verses show WIth ,vhat a deep
felt and selfless love, and was oblIged to lIve In a dIm London lodgmg, 
she lost the two persons who were dear to her, her mother and her 
SIster, she kIlled herself Just before she was sixty Thomas Hardy 
thought her the best woman poet of her day m England, I don't lrnow 
If he was a good Judge, I know that her poetry IS very naturz.!, very 
easy to read, and easy to understand, she used the words that you and 
I use when we talk to one another, but lit them wlth a tender beauty, 
and in her verse there IS a tremulous emotion that make~ your heart 
ache. 

Chicago 

CARL SANDBURG 

Hog Butcher for the World, 
Tool Maker, Stacker of Wheat, 
Player WIth RaIlroads and the Nation's Freight Handler, 
Stormy, husky, brawlmg, 
CIty of the BIg Shoulders 

They tell me you are WIcked and I belIeve them, for I have seen your 
pam ted women under the gas lamps lUrIng the farm boys 

And they tell me you are crooked and I answer Yes, It IS true I have 
seen the gunman kIll and go free to kill agam 

And they tell me you are brutal and my reply IS On the faces of women 
and cruldren I have seen the marks of wanton hunger 

And havmg answered so I turn once more to those who sneer at thIS my 
city, and I gIVe them back the sneer and say to them 
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(Jome and show me another city with lifted head singing so proud to 
be alive and coarse and strong and cunrung. 

Flingmg magnetic curses amId the tOll of pilmg job on Job, here is a 
tall bold slugger set VIVId against the httle soft cIties, 

FIerce as a dog with tongue lappmg for action, cunmng as a savage 
pItted agamst the wllderness, 

Bareheaded, 
Shovelmg, 
Wreckmg, 
Planmng, 
BUlldmg, breaking, rebuildmg 

Under the smoke, dust all over his mouth, laughing with wrote teeth, 
Under the ternble burden of destmy laughmg as a young man laughs, 
Laughmg even as an Ignorant fighter laughs who has never lost a battle, 
Braggmg and laughmg that under hIS wnst IS the pulse, and under his 

nbs the heart of the people, 
Laughmg l 

Laughmg the stormy, husky, brawlmg laughter of Youth, half-naked, 
sweatmg, proud to be Hog Butcher, Tool Maker, Stacker of Wheat, 
Player With Ratlroads and Freight Handler to the NatIon 

Leisure 

WILLIAM HENRY DAVIES 

What IS thiS hfe If, full of care, 
We have no time to stand and stare, 

No time to stand bennth the boughs 
And stare as long as sheep or cows 

No time to sec, when woods we pass, 
Where squirrels hide their nuts In grass 

No tIme to see, In broad daybght, 
Streams full of stars, hke skies at rught. 

, 
No time to turn at Beauty's glance, 
And watch her feet, how they can dance 
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No time to walt till her mouth can 
Enrich that smile her eyes began. 

A poor life this if, full of care, 
We have no time to stand and stare 

What Lips My Lips Have Kissed 

EDNA ST VINCENT MILLAY 

What lIps my lIps have 1.lssed, and where, and why, 
I have forgotten, and what arms have lam 
Under my head till mornmg, but the ram 
Is full of ghosts tomght, that tap and sigh 
Upon the glass and lIsten for reply, 
And in my heart there ~tJrs a qUIet pam 
For unremembered lads that not agam 
Will turn to me at mldmght With a cry 

Thus m the wmter stands the lonely tree, 
Nor knows what bIrds have vamshed one by one, 
Yet knows Its boughs more SIlent than before 
I cannot say what loves have come and gone, 
I only know that summer sang 10 me 
A httle while, that m me smgs no more 

o World, Be Nobler 

LAURENCE BINYON 

o world, be nobler, for her sake' 
If she but knew thee what thou art, 

What wrongs are borne, what deeds are done 
In thee, beneath thy dally sun, 

Know'st thou not that her tender heart 
For pam and very shame would break? 

o World, be nobler, for her sake' 
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Blue Gzrls 

JOHN CROWE RANSOM 

TWlrlmg your blue skIrts, travelmg the sward 
Under the towers of your semmary, 
Go lIsten to your teachers old and contrary 
WIthout belIevmg a word 

TIC the whIte fillets then about your lustrous hair 
And thmk no more of what wIll come to pass 
Than bluebIrds that go walkmg on the grass 
And cha ttenng on the aIr 

Practice your beauty, blue girls, before It fall, 
And I WIll cry WIth my loud hps and pubhsh 
Beauty whIch all our power shall never estabhsh, 
I t IS so fraIl. 

For I could tell you a story whIch IS true: 
I know a lady WIth a ternble tongue, 
Blear eyes fallen from blue, 
All her perfectIOns tarmshed-and yet It IS not long 
Smce she was lIvelIer than any of you 

Sunday Morning 

WALLACE STEVENS 

ComplacenCIes of the peIgnoIr, and late 
Coffee and oranges m a sunny chaIr, 
And the green freedom of a cockatoo 
Upon a rug, mmgle to dISSIpate 
The holy hush of anClent sacrIfice 
She dreams a lIttle, aI\d she feels the dark 
Encroachment of that old catastrophe, 
As a calm darkens among water-lIghts 
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The pungent oranges and bright green wmgs 
Seem.things in some procession of the dead, 
Wmdmg across wide water, WIthout sound 
The day is l'ke wIde water, WIthout sound, 
Stilled for the passmg of her dreammg feet 
Over the seas, to sIlent PalestIne, 
DOIDlmon of the blood and sepulcher. 

u 

~he hears, upon that water WIthout sound, 
A VOlce that CrIes "The tomb m Palestme 
Is not the porch of spmts lIngerIng, 
It IS the grave of Jesus, where He lay." 
We lIve m an old chaos of the sun, 
Or old dependency of day and mght, 
Or Island solItude, unsponsored, free, 
Of that wIde water, mescapable 
Deer walk upon our mountaIns, and the qUall 
Wrustle about us their spontaneous CrIes 
Sweet berrIes rIpen In the WIlderness, 
And In the IsolatIOn of the sky, 
At evenIng, casual flocks of pigeons make 
AmbIguous undulatIOns as they SInk, 
Downward to darkness, on extended WIngs. 

!II 

She says' "I am content when wakened buds, 
Before they fly, test the reahty 
Of mIsty fields, by theIr sweet questiOnIng" 
But when the bIrds He gone, and theIr warm fields 
Return no more, where, then, IS paradIse?" 
There IS not any haunt of prophecy, 
Nor any old chImera of the grave, 
NeIther the golden underground, nor Isle 
MelodIOUS, where spmts gat them home, 
Nor vlSlonary South, nor cloudy palm 
Remote on heaven's hIll, that has endured 
As Apnl's green endures, or wIll endure 
LIke her remembrance ci a wakened bIrds, 
Or her deSIre for June and evenmg, tIpper!. 
By consummatJon of the swallow's WIngs. 
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IV 

She says, ''But in contentme1l.t I shll feel 
The need of some Impenshable blIss." 
Death IS the mother of beauty, hence from her, 
Alone, shall come fulfillment to our dreams 
And our deSIres Although she strews the leaves 
Of sure oblIteratIon on our paths-
The path SIck sorrow took, the many paths 
Where tnumph rang Its brassy phrase, or love 
WhIspered a httle out of tenderncs5-
She makes the wIllow shlVer in the sun 
For maIdens who were wont to Sit and gaze 
Upon thc grass, relInqUIshcd to theIr fect 
She causes boys to Lnng sweet-smellIng pears 
And plum, III ponderous pIles The maidens taste 
And stray ImpassIOned In the httermg leaves. 

v 

Supple and turbulent, a nng of men 
Shall chant m orgy on a summer morn 
Their bOIsterous devotIOn to thc sun
Not as a god, but as a. god mIght be, 
Nakcd among them, lIke a savage source. 
Their chant shall be a chant of paradise, 
Out of thclr blood, returmng to the sky, 
And III thcIr chant shall enter, vOIce by voice, 
The wmdy lake wherem their lord delIghts, 
'The trees, lIke seraphim, and echomg hllls, 
That cholf among themselves long afterward 
They shall know well the heavenly fellowship 
Of men that pensh and of summer morn-
And whence they came and whither they shall go~ 
The dew upon theIr feet shall mamfest. 



Shine, Perithing Republic 

ROBINSON JEFFERS 

While this America settles m the mold of Its vulganty, heavIly thIck. 
enmg to empire, 

And protest, only a bubble In the molten mass, pops and SIghs out, and 
the mass hardens, 

I sadly smIlmg remember that the flower fades to make frUIt, the frUIt 
rots to make earth 

Out of the mother, and through the sprmg exultances, npeness and 
decadence, and home to the mother 

You make haste on decay not blame\\orthy, hfe IS good, be It stub
bornly long or ~uddenly 

A mortal ~plendor meteors arp not needed less than mountams shme, 
perlshmg republIc 

But for my chIldren, I would have them keep theIr distance from the 
thlckemng cE.nter, corruptwn 

Never has been compulsory, \\hen th~ CItIes he at the monster's feet 
there are left the mountmm 

And boys, be m nothmg '>0 m'1derate as m love of man, 3 clever servant, 
m~uff('rable master 

There IS the trap that catches noble~t spmts, that caught-they ~ay
God, when he walked on earth 

Promise of Peace 

ROBINSON JEFFERS 

The heads of strong old age are beautIful 
BeyoD<1 all grace of youth They have ~trange quiet, 
Integnty, health, soundness, to the full 
They've dealt with lIfe ~nd been attempered by it. 
A young man must not ~le('p, hl~ years are war 
CivIl and foreign but the former's worse, 
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But the old can breathe in safety now that they are 
ForgettIng what youth meaJ:f:, the beIng perverse, 
Runn10g the fool's gauntlet and be10g cut 
By the whIps of the five senses As for me, 
If I should wIsh to hve long it were but 
To trade those fevers for tranqUIlhty, 
Th1Ok1Og though that's entire and sweet 10 the grave 
How shall the dead taste the deep treasure they have? 

The Call 

CHARLOTTE MEW 

From our low seat besIde the fire 
Where we have dozed and dreamed and watched the glow 
Or raked the ashes, stoppIng so 

We scarcely saw the sun or raIn 
Above, or looked much hIgher 

Than thIS same qUIet red or burned-out fire. 
TO-nIght we heard a call, 
A rattle on the WIndow-pane, 
A vOIce on the sharp aIr, 

And felt a breath stirrmg our haIr, 
A flame w1thm us Somcthmg sWIft and tall 
Swept m and out and that was all 

Was It a bnght or a dark angel? Who can know? 
It left no mark upon the snow, 

But suddenly It snapped the cham 
Unbarred, flung WIde the door 
WhIch WIll not shut agam, 

And so we cannot Sit here any more. 
We must anse and go 

The world is cold without 
And dark and hedged about 

WIth mystery and enmity and doubt, 
But we must go 

Though yet we do not know 
Who called, or what marks we shall leave upon the snow. 

¥l 



In the Fields 

CHARLOTTE MEW 

Lord, when I look at lovely thmgs whIch pass, 
Under old trees the shadow of young leaves 

Dancmg to please the wmd along the grass, 
Or the gold stIllness of the August sun on the August sheaves; 

Can I belIeve there IS a heavenher world than this? 
And if there IS 

Will the strange heart of any everlastmg thmg 
Bring me these dreams that take my breath away? 

They come at evemng WIth the home-flymg rooks and the scent of hay, 
Over the fields They come in Sprmg 
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I HAVE CHOSEN Lytton Strachey's "Dr Arnold" for insertion 
he .. e partly because It 15 the shortest of the essays m Emlflent Vtctorzans, 
the book that made hIS reputatIOn, but chtefly because I thought It had 
a topIcal mtercst, smce It descrIbes the establIshment of <l system in Eng
land that has had a great mfluence on our character :lnd history and 
tnat ROW \lRdet tne 'ii.tre.<;:.<;:. O{ c.m:'l.I..m<;:.taRc.e.<;:. <;:.eem'ii. de~tm_ed to dISa~~eat' 

The pubhc schools of England, whIch correspond to your prIvate 
schools, are generally recognIzed to have done much good, It is only 
of recent years that It has been realIzed that they have also done much 
harm They laId stress on the formatIOn of character rather than on 
the acqulSltIOn of knowledge They produced men who were self
I phant, capable of assummg responsIbIlIty, Just, uprIght and honor
able, unfortunately, they fostered class conSCIOusnesS, snobbishness, 
c1anmshness and an mtolerable conservatIsm They <J.ttached an ex
aggerated value to sport and looked upon learmng WltP suspicion. The 
stamp they set upon a boy was so finn that It was dIfficult for him to grow 
mto a man, and they often left hIm at fifty wIth the Ideas and preju
dICes of a lad of SIxteen But the publIc schools are expenSIve, and 
parents can no longer afford to send their sons to them, they can 
contmue to eXIst only If they are subSIdIzed by the state, and It IS incon
ceIvable that the state WIll subSIdIze mstItutlOns that are reserved for 
the exclUSive use of the well-to-do The spmt of the tIme IS against 
them It outrages the SPIrit of democracy that boys, because they hap
pen to have been born on the rIght SIde of the tracks. should be sep
arated from other boys and brought up as though tlley were a race 
apart 



Lytton Strachey dId not mvent debunkmg; mdeed GIbbon, of the 
Declme and Fall, wIelded before him an aCIdulous pen to a pretty and 
SImIlar effect, but he gave the proces~ a new vogue He was hugely 
praIsed, but the tnck grew tIresome. for too many ImItators arose who 
found It easy and tellmg to wnte of the Illustnous dead wIth conde
scensIOn and facetIOusness, and now you seldom hear a good word ~aId 
Df him I thmk the prevaIlmg disparagement IS unjust By dwellmg on 
the faults and f01ble~ of the subjects of hiS essays he made them human. 
and to a reasonable mmd more approachable and more sympathetIc. 
However great a man IS, he remams a man, and therefore Imperfect. 
It may be that he could not have hIS VIrtues If he dId not have hiS VIces 
HIS VIrtues are none the less admirable, and I am not aware that 
Strachey was ever bach. ward to acknowledge them We should be 
wIllmg to accept the bad v.Ith the good, the tnvial wIth the noble, 
and when we read of the faults of the great, mIght we not be encour
aged to thmk that If they had the defects we recogmze m ourselves, 
that IS no reason why we should not ourselves achIeve the ments we 
recogmze in them? 

I have heard that the pubhshers of Gamaliel Bradford tned to boost 
hIm mto an Amencan counterpart of Lytton Strachey If that IS true, 
they were Ill-adVIsed, for the two have nothmg III common Thev are 
as unhke as a lady's coupe and a tractor I have only read one of Brad
ford's booh.s, Damaged Souls, but from that I Judge that he had neither 
Strachey's lIterary culture, hIS WIt, hIS finesse, nor hIS elegance He wa3 
rough and read), downnght, With a robust ~ense of humor, and he 
knew the world and men Strachey knew only books and the mtelh
gentsla. There IS nothmg msmuatmg m Bradford, nothmg subtle and 
nothmg profound It appears that m hiS bIOgraphical works he em
ployed a method that he descnbes as "psychography" The object of 
thIS was to extract "the essentIal, permanent, and VItally charactenstlc 
strands out of the contmuous texture of a man's entire hfe" That IS a 
tall order Anyhow m "Phmeas Taylor Barnum" he has wntten a 
straightforward amusmg account of a very curious, ullscrupulous and 
charactenstIc figure 

Dr. Arnold 

LYTTON STRACHEY 

IN 1827 the headmastershIp of Rugby school fell vacant, and It became 
necessary for the twelve trustees, noblemen and gentlemen of \Var-
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wickshirt'} (0 dppoint a JUccessnr <0 the post. Reform was in the air
polItical, social, relIgIOus, there was even a feelmg abroad that our 
great pubhc schools were not qUite all that they should be, and that 
some change or other-no one precIsely knew what-but some change 
In the system of theIr management, was highly desirable Thus it was 
natural that when the twelve noblemen and gentlemen, who had de
termmed to be gUIded entIrely by the merIts of the candIdates, found 
among the testImomals pourmg In upon them a letter from Dr Haw
\um, the Provost of Oriel, predIcting that If they elected Mr Thomas 
A.rnold he would "change the face of educatIOn all through the pubhc 
schools of England," they heSItated no longer ObvIOusly, Mr Thomas 
Arnold was theIr man He was elected therefore, received, as was 
fittmg, prIest's orden, became, as was no less fittmg, a Doctor of DI
vmIty, and m August, 1828, took up the dutIes of rus office 

All that wa, h.nown of the preVIOUS lIfe of Dr Arnold seemed to 
JustIfy the predlCtron of the Provmt of Onel, and the chOIce of the 
Trustees The ~on of a respectable Collector of Customs, he had been 
educated at Wmchester and at Oxford, where hIS Industry and pIety 
had gIven hIm a conspIcuoUS place among hIS fellow-students It IS true 
that, as a schoolboy, a certam pompousness In the style of hIS letters 
home suggested to the more clear-sIghted among hIS relatIves the pos
SIbIlIty that young 1 hom as mIght grow up mto a png, but, after all, 
what ebe could be ('Jl.pected from a dllid who, at the age of three, had 
been presented by hIS father, as a reward for profiCIency m rus studIes, 
WIth the twenty-four volumes of Smollett\ HIstory of England~ HIS. 
fareer at Oxford had been a dl,tmgUlshed one, wIndmg up WIth an 
Onel fellowshIp It wa~ at about thIS tlme that the smooth and satis
factory progres& of hI' hfe was for a moment mterrupted he began 
to be troubled by rehglOus doubts These doubts, as we learn from one 
of rus contemporanes, who afterwards became Mr JustIce ColerIdge, 

were not low nor 1 atlonalzrtzc zn thezr tendency, accordmg to the bad 
sense of that telm, there was no mdzsposltlOn m hzm to beTzeve merely 
because the artzcle transcended hIS reason, he doubted the proof and 
the mterpretat!on of the textual authority 

In his perturbatlOn, Arnold consulted Keble, who was at that tIme one 
of hIS closest fnend~, and a Fellow of the same College 

The subJect of these dzstresszng thoughts [Keble wrote to ColerIdge) 
IS that most awful one, on whIch oJl very znquwtzve reasonzng mmds 
are, I belIeve, most ltable to such temptatzons-l mean, the doctrme of 
the blessed Trmlty Do not start, my dear Colendge, I do not bebeve 
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that A.rnold has any serious scruples of the understandmg about it, but 
it is a defect of. his mmd that he cannot get TId of a certam feelmg of 
objections. 

What was to be done? Keble's advice was peremptory Arnold was 
"bId to pause in his mqUInes, to pray earnestly for help and light from 
above, and turn himself more strongly than ever to the practical duties 
of a holy lIfe" He dId so, and the result was all that could be wished. 
He soon found himself blessed with perfect peace of mmd, and a set· 
tled convIction 

One other dIfficulty, and one only, we hear of, at thIS period of his 
life HIS dislike of early rIsmg amounted, we are told, "almost to a 
constitutIOnal 10firmity " ThiS weakness too he overcame, yet not qUIte 
so successfully as hIS doubts upon the doctrme of the Tnmty For 10 
after lIfe the Doctor would often declare "that early nsmg contmued 
to be a daIly effort to him, and that 10 thIS mstance he never found 
the truth of the usual rule, that all thmgs are made ea~y by custom" 

He marned young, and settled down m the country as a pnvate 
tutor for youths prepar10g for the UnIversItIes There he remamed for 
ten years-happy, busy, and suffiCiently prosperous Occupied chiefly 
wIth hiS pupIls, he nevertheless devoted much of hiS energy to WIder 
interests He delIvered a senes of sermons m the pansh church, and he 
began to wnte a History of Rome, 10 the hope, as he said, that Its tone 
rmght be such "that the stnctest of what IS caIled the EvangelIcal party 
would not object to puttmg It mto the hands of theIr children" HIS 
views on the relIgIOus and polItical condItIon of the country began to 
crystallIse He was alarmed by the "want of ChnstIan pnnclple m the 
lIterature of the day," lookmg forward anxIOusly to "the approach of 
a greater struggle between good and evIl than the world has yet seen": 
and, after a serIOUS conversatIOn With Dr Whately, began to conceive 
the necessity of conSiderable alterations m the Church EstablIshment 
All who knew hIm dunng these years were profoundly Impressed by 
the earnestness of hiS religIOUS conVictIOns and feel1Ogs, which, as one 
observer said, "were ever burstmg forth" It was ImpOSSible to disregard 
hiS "deep conSCIOusness of the mVlSlble world" and "the peculIar feelIng 
of love and adoratIOn wIDch he entertamed towards our Lord Jesus 
Christ" "HIS manner of awful reverence when speakmg of God or of 
the Scriptures" was particularly stnkmg "No one could know him 
even a little," said another fnend, "and not be struck by hiS absolute 
wrestlIng WIth evIl, so that lIke St. Paul he seemed to be battlIng WIth 
the wicked one, anp yet With a feel10g of God's help on hIS SIde." 

Such was the man who, at the age of thIrty-three, became head-
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master 01 R.ugby. His outward appearance was the inde!: of his inward 
character: everything about him denoted energy, earnestness, and the 
best intentions. HIS legs, perhaps, were shorter than they should have 
been; but the sturdy athletic frame, especially when it was swathed 
(as it usually was) 10 the flowlJlg robes of a Doctor of DIVmity, was 
full of an imposmg VIgour; and his head, set deCISIvely upon the collar, 
stock, and bands of eccleSIastIcal tradItIOn, clearly belonged to a per
son of emmence The thIck, dark clusters of hIS haIr, lus bushy eye
brows and curl10g whiskers, hIS straIght nose and bulky chm, his firm 
and upward-curvmg lower hp--aU these revealed a temperament of 
ardour and determmatIon HIS eyes were bnght and large, they were 
also obVIOusly honest And yet-why was It?-was it 10 the Imes of 
the mouth or the frown on the forehead ?-It was hard to say, but it 
was ur.mlstakable-there was a shghtly puzzled look upon the face 
of Dr Arnold 

And certa1Oly, If he was to fulfil the prophecy of the Provost of Oriel, 
the task before hIm was suffiCIently perplexmg The pubhc schools at 
those days were shU vlrgm forests, untouched by the hand of reform. 
Keate was stIll relgmng at Eton, and we possess, in the records of his 
pupIls, a pIcture of the publIc school educatIOn of the early nineteenth 
century, 10 Its most charactenstIc state It was a system of anarchy 
tempered by despotIsm Hundreds of boys, herded together in miscel
laneous boardmg-house!, or m that gnm "Long Chamber" at whose 
name 10 after years aged statesmen and warnors would turn pale, livid, 
badgered and over-awed by the funous lDcurSlOns of an Irascible httle 
old man carrymg a bundle of bIrch-twIgs, a hfe m WhICh hcensed bar
harism was mmgled WIth the dally and hourly study of the mceties of 
OVldlan verse It was a hie of freedom and terror, of prosody and, 
rebellIon, of mtcrmmable floggmgs and appalhng practIcal jokes. 
Kcatc ruled, unaided-for the undermasters were few and of no ac
count-by sheer force of character But there were tImes when even 
that indomItable wIll was overwhelmed by the flood of lawlessness. 
Every Sunday afternoon he attempted to read sermons to the whole 
school assembled, and every Sunday afternoon the whole school as
sembled shouted hIm down The scenes In Chapel were far from edIfy
mg while some antIque Fellow doddered In the pUlPIt, rats would be 
let loose to scurry among the legs of the explodmg boys. But next 
mormng the hand of discipime would re-assert itself, and the savage 
fltual of the whIppmg-block would remmd a batch of whlmpermg 
chIldren that, though sms agamst man and God mIght be forgiven 
them, a false quantIty could only be expIated In tears and blood 

From two SIdes, this system of educatIon was beginnmg to be assailed 
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by the awakening public opinion of the upper middle classes. On the 
one hand, there was a desire for a more hberal curriculum; OD the 
other, there waS' a demand for a higher moral tone The growing utih· 
tariamsm of the age vIewed With ImpatIence a course of instructIon 
wluch elOCluded every branch of knowledge except classical philology, 
while Its growmg respectablhty was shocked by such a spectacle of dls
m'der and brutality as was afforded by the Eton of Keate "The Pubill .. 
Schools," said the Rev. Mr Bowdler, "are the very scats and nurserIes 
()f vIce." 

Dr Arnold agreed He was convmced of the necessity for reform 
But It was only natural that to one of hiS temperament and educatlOn 
It should have been the moral rather than the mtellectual Side of the 
questioD wInch Impre~sed Itself upon hiS mmd Doubtless It was im

portant to teach boys somethmg more than the bleak nglditIes of the 
anCIent tongues, but how much more Important to m~tll mto them the 
elements of character and the prinCIples of conduct I HIS great object, 
throughout hIS career at Rugby, was, as he repeatedly ~aId, to "make 
the school a place of really Chnstmn educatlOn" To mtroduce "a 
relIgwus pnnclple into educatlOn," was hiS "most earnest wI5h," he 
wrote to a fnend when he first became headma~ter, "but to do thIS 
would be to succeed beyond all my hopes, It would be a happmess so 
great, that, 1 thmk, the world would YIeld me notlung comparable to 
It " And he was constantly Impressmg these scntImcnts upon hIS pupils 
"What 1 have often saId before," he told them, "1 repeat now what 
we must look for here IS, first, rebglOus and moral pnnClple, secondly, 
gentlemanly conduct, tlurdly, mtellectual ablhty" 

There can be no doubt that Dr Arnold's pomt of VICW was shared 
by the great mass of EnglIsh parents They cared very httle for claSSical 
scholarshIp, no doubt they would be pleased to find that theIr sons 
were bemg mstructed In hIstOry or in French, but thcIr real hopes, then 
Teal Wishes, were of a very different kmd "Shall I tell hIm to rnmd h,s 
work, and say he's sent to school to make hImself a good scholar~" 
meditated old SqUIre Brown when he was sendmg off Tom for the 
first tlme to Rugby 

Well, but he zsn't sent to school for that-at any rate, not for that 
maznly I don't care a straw for Greek partzcies, or the dzgamma, no 
more does hzs mother What zs he sent to school for? If he'll only 
turn out a brave, helpful, truth-tellmg EnglIShman, and a Chnstzan, 
that's all I want 

That was all; and It was that that Dr Arnold set himself t{) .accom
plish But how was he to aclueve lus end ? Was he to Improve the char-
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acter of his pupils by gradually spreadmg round them an attnosphere 
of cultivation and mtelIigence? By bringmg them. into close and 
fnendly contact wIth civIlIsed men, and even, perhaps, wIth civilised 
women? By Introducing into the life of his school all that he could of 
the humane, enlIghtened, and progressive elements in the hIe of the 
commumty? On the whole, he thought not. Such consIderations left 
hIm cold, and he preferred to be guided by the general laws of Provi
dence It only remamed to dIscover what those general laws were He 
consulted the Old Testament, and could doubt no longer He would 
apply to his scholars, as he himself explamed to them m one of hIS 
sermons, "the pnnClple which seemed to hun to have been adopted in 
the tramIng of the chIldhood of the human race itself" He would 
treat the boys at Rugby as Jehovah had treated the Chosen People: he 
would found a theocracy, and there should be Judges In Israel 

For thiS purpose, the system, prevalent In most of the publIc schoob 
of the day, by whIch the elder boys were deputed to keep order In the 
class-rooms, lay ready to Dr Arnold's hand He found the "Pnepostor" 
a mere dlsclplmary convemence, and he converted him Into an organ 
of government Every boy In the SIxth Form became zPSO facto a Prre
postor, WIth powers extendmg over every department of school hfe; and 
the SIxth Form as a body was erected mto an authonty responsible to 
the headmaster, and to the headmaster alone, for the Internal man
agement of the school 

Tlus was the means by wluch Dr Arnold hoped to turn Rugby mto 
"a place of really ChnstJan educatIOn" Tht: boys were to work out 
theIr own salvation, hke the human race He hImself, mvolved in 
awful grandeur, ruled remotely, through rus chosen Instruments, from 
an maccessible heaven Remotely and yet WIth an ommpresent force. 
As the Israehte of old knew that hIS almighty LawgIver mIght at any 
moment thunder to hIm from the whIrlwmd, or appear before hIS very 
eyes, the vlSlble embodIment of power or wrath, so the Rugby schoolboy 
walked m a holy dread of some sudden mamfestatlon of the sweepmg 
gown, the majestIc tone, the pIercmg glance, of Dr Arnold Among 
the lower forms of the school hIS appearances were rare and transItory, 
and upon these young chIldren "the chIef impresslOn," we are told, 
"was of extreme fear" The older boys saw more of hIm, but they dId 
not see much OutsIde the SIxth Form, no part of the school came mto 
close mtercourse WIth him, and It would often happen that a boy would 
leave Rugby WIthout havmg had any personal commumcatlOn WIth 
him at all Yet the effect which he produced upon the great mass of 
his pupIls was remarkable The prestig~ of hIS presence and the eleva
tion of his sentiments were thmgs whIch It was ImpO'lSlble to forget 
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In dass, ~very line of his cbuntenance, every shade of his tnanner im
printed themseh:es mdehbly on the minds of the boys who sat unde! 
him One of these, writing long afterwards, has described, in phrases 
still Impregnated with awestruck reverence, the famIlIar details of the 
scene -"the glance with which he looked round m the few moments 
of silence before the lesson began, and whIch seemed to speak his sense 
of hIS own positlOn"-"the attItude in whIch he stood, turning over the 
pages of FacclOlatJ's Lexicon, or Pole's synopsIs, WIth hIS eye fixed upon 
the boy who was pausmg to gIve an answer"-"the pleased look and 
the cheerful 'thank you,' whIch followed upon a successful transla
tron"-"the fall of rus countenance With ItS deepenmg seventy, the 
stern elevatIOn of the eyebrows, the sudden 'SIt down' whIch followed 
upon the reverse"-and "the startlmg earnestness '\-lth whIch he would 
check m a moment the shghtest approach to leVIty " 

To be rebuked, however mildly, by Dr Arnold was a notable experi
ence. One boy could never forget how he drew a distInctIOn between 
"mere amusement" and "such as encroached on the next day's dutIes," 
nor the tone of vOice With which the Doctor added "and then It nn
medIately becomes what St Paul calls revellmg n Another remembered 
to rus dymg day hIS reproof of some boys who had behaved badly 
during prayers. "Nowhere," saId Dr. Arnold, "nowhere 15 Satan's work 
more eVIdently mamfest than m turmng holy thmgs to rIdIcule" On 
such occaSIOns, as another of hiS pupils descnbed It, It was ImpOSSIble 
to aVOid "a consciousness almost amountmg to ,>olemmty" that, "when 
hiS eye was upon you, he looked Into your mmost heart" 

WIth the boys In the SIxth Form, and WIth them alonc, the severe 
formalIty of hIS demeanour was to some degree relaxed It was hIS 
WIsh, In hIS relatIOns With the Prrepostors, to allow the Master to be 
occaslOnally merged in the Fnend From time to tIme, he chatted WIth 
them m a familIar manner; once a term he asked them to dmner, and 
durIng the summer holIdays he inVIted them, in rotatlOn, to stay with 
hIm In Westmoreland 

It was ObVIOUS that the pnmltIve methods of dlsclplme which had 
reached their apogee under the dommlOn of Keate were altogether 
IncompatIble WIth Dr. Arnold's VIew of the functIons of a headmaster 
and the proper governance of a publIc school Clearly, It was not for 
such as he to demean hImself by bellOWIng and cuffing, by lOSIng hIS 
temper once an hour, and by wrealung hIS vengeance WIth IndIscrim
matc flagellatIons. Order must be kept In other ways The worst boys 
were publIcly expelled, many were SIlently removed, and, when Dr. 
Arnold considered that a floggmg was necessary, he admlmstered It 
... '11th gravity. For he had no theoretical obJectlon to corporal pumsh-
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ment. On the oontrary, he $upported It, as was his wont, by an appeal 
to general principles. "There is," he said, "an essential inferiority in a 
boy as compared with a man"; and hence "where there IS no equality, 
the exercise of superiority implied m personal chastIsement" mevItably 
followed He was particularly dIsgusted by the VIew that "personal 
correction," as he phrased It, was an insult or a degradatIon to the boy 
upon whom It was mflIcted, and to accustom young boys to thmk so 
appeared to hIm to be "pOSItIvely mlscruevous" 

At an age [he wrote] when zt IS almost ImpoSSIble to find a true, manly 
sense of the degradation of gUIlt or faults, where is the Wisdom of en· 
couragmg a fantastic sense of the degradatton of personal correctton ~ 
What can be more false, or more adverse to the szmplzclty, sobnety, and 
humbleness of mmd which are the best ornaments of youth, and offer 
the best promise of a noble manhood ~ 

One had not to look far, he added, for "the frUlts of such a system" 
In Pans, during the Revolution of r830, an officer observed a boy of 
twelve msultmg the soldIers and 

though the actwn was then ragzng, merely struck hzm WIth the flat part 
of hzs sword, as the fit chastISement for boyzsh Impertznence But the 
boy had been taught to conszder hzs person sacred, and that a blow was 
a deadly znsult, he therefore followed the officer, and havmg watched 
hzs opportumty, took deltberate azm at hzm with a Pistol and murdered 
him 

Such were the alarm10g results of insuffiCIent whlPp10g 
Dr Arnold dId not apply thIS doctrIne to the Pnepostors, but the 

boys 10 the lower parts of the school felt Its benefits WIth a double force. 
The SIxth Form was not only excused from chastisement, It was glVen 
the nght to chastise The younger children, scourged both by Dr 
Arnold and by the elder chlldren, were gIven e\;ery opportumty of 
acquIrIng the SImplIcity, sobrIety, and humbleness of mmd, whIch are 
the best ornaments of youth 

In the actual sphere of teachmg, Dr Arnold's reforms were tentative 
and few He mtroduced modern hIstory, modern languages, and mathe
mahcs mto the school curnculum, hut the results were not encour· 
agmg He dcv<;>ted to the teachmg of hIstory one hour a week, yet, 
though he took care to moulcate In these lessons a wholesome hatred 
of moral eVIl, and to pomt out from time to tIme the 1Odlcattons of the 
prOVIdential government of the world, hIS pupIls never seemed to make 
much progress m the subject Could It have been that the tIme allotted 
to It was msufficlent? Dr. Arnold had some SUSpIclOns that thIS might 
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be the case. With modern languages there was the same difficulty 
Here his hopes ~ere certamly not excessIve. "I assume it," he wrote, 
"as the foundatIon of all my view of the case, that boys at a publIc 
school never wIll learn to speak or pronounce French well, under any 
circumstances" It would be enough If they could "learn It gram
matIcallyas a dead language." But even thIS they very seldom managed 
to do 

I know too well [he was obhged to confess] that most of the boys would 
paS'S a very poor exammatton even zn French grammar But so tt I~ 

With theIr mathematics, and so It Will be With any branch of knowledge 
that IS taught but seldom, and IS felt to be qUite subordmate to the 
boys' mam study 

The boys' mam study remained the dead languages of Greece and 
Rome That the claSSICS should form the baSIS of all tcachmg was an 
axlOm WIth Dr Arnold "The study of language," he saId, "seems to 
me as if It was gIVen for the very purpose of forming the human mmd 
in youth, and the Greek and Latln languages seem the very mstruments 
by whIch thIS IS to be effected" Certamly, there was somethmg prOVI
dentIal about It-from the pomt of VIew of the teacher as well as of the 
taught If Greek and Latm had not been "gIven" m that convement 
manner, Dr Arnold, who had spent hIS hfe m acquIrmg those lan
guages, mIght have dIScovered that he had acqmred them in vam As 
it was, he could ~et the noses of hIS pupIls to the grmd~tone of syntax 
and prosody WIth a clear conSCIencc LatIn verses and Greek preposI" 
tions dIVIded between them the labours of the week As tIme went on, 
he became, he declared, "mcreasmgly convmced that It is not knowl
edge, but the means of gammg knowledge whIch I have to teach" 
The readmg of the school was devoted almo~t entIrely to selected pas
sages from the prose WrIters of antIqUIty "Boys," he remarked, "do 
not hke poetry" Perhaps hIS own poetIcal taste was a little dubIOus, 
at any rate, It IS certain that he considered the Greek TragedIans 
greatly overrated, and that he ranked PropertlUs as "an mdifferent 
poet" As for Anstophanes, owmg to hIS strong moral dIsapprobatIOn, 
he could not bring hImself to read hIm until he was forty, when, It IS 
true, he was much struck by the "Clouds" But Juvenal the Doctor 
could never brmg hImself to read at all 

PhYSical SCIence was not taught at Rugby Since, in Dr. Arnold's 
opinion, It was "too great a subject to be studied ell 7rapep'Y'iJ," obvi
ously only two alternatIves were possIble '-It must eIther take the chief 
place In the school curriculum, br It must be left out altogether. Before 
such a chOIce, Dr. Arnold dId not hesitate for a moment 
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Rather than have pkyszcal sctence the pnnClpal thmg m my son's mzM 
[he exclaJ.med in a letter to a friendJ, 1 would glad~ have hzm thi71,k 
that the sun went round the earth, and that the stars were so many 
spangles set m the brzght blue firmament Surely the one thmg needful 
for a Chnstzan and an Englzshman to study tS Chnstzan and moral 
and polttzcal phzlosophy. 

A Chnstlan and an EnglIshman? After all, it was not m the class
room, nor In the boardmg-house, that the essentIal elements of m
structIOn could be Imparted whIch should quahfy the youthful neo
phyte to deserve those names The final, the fundamental lesson could 
only be taught m the school chapel, m the school chapel the centre 
of Dr Arnold's system of educatIon was mevitably fixed There, too, 
the Doctor lumself appeared In the plemtude of hIS dIgmty and hiS 
enthu~Iasm There, WIth the mormng sun shInIng on the freshly 
scrubbed faces of hIS three hundred pupIls, or, In the dusk of evenIng, 
through a glImmer of candles, hIS stately form, rapt In devotlOn or 
vIbrant with exhortatlOn, would dommate the scene Every phase of 
the Church servIce seemed to receIve Its supreme expressIOn m hIS 
vOIce, hIS attItude, hIS look Durmg the Te Deum, hiS whole coun
tenance would lIght up; and he read the Psalms WIth such convIctIOn 
that boys would often declare, after hearmg hIm, that they under
stood them now for the first time It was hiS opmlOn that the creeds 
m pubbc wonhIp ought to be used as tnumphant hymm of thanks
glvmg, and, m accordance WIth thIS VIew, although unfortunately he 
possessed no natural gift for mUSIC, he regularly Jomed m the chantmg 
of the Nlcene Creed With a VISIble arumatIon and a peculIar fervour, 
whIch It was ImpOSSIble to forget. The Commumon service he regarded 
as a dIrect and speCial counterpOIse to that false commumon and false 
compamonshlP, wluch, as he often observed, was a great source of 
mIschIef m the school, and he bent hImself down "'lth ghstemng eves, 
and tremblmg VOIce, and looks of paternal solICItude, m the adrmrus
tratIon of the elements Nor was It only the dIfferent sectIons of the 
lIturgy, but the very dIVISIOns of the ecclesiastIcal year that reflected 
themselves m lus demeanour, the most careless observer, we are told, 
"could not fall to be struck by the trIUmphant exultatlOn of hIS whole 
manner on Easter Sunday", though it needed a more famIlIar eye to 
dlscern the subtletIes m hIS beanng whIch were produced by the ap
proach of Advent, and the solemn thoughts which It awakened of the 
advance of human lIfe, the progress of the human race, and the condI-
tIon of the Church of England • 

At the end of the evenmg servIce the culminatmg moment of the 
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week had come the Doctor delivered his sermon. 1 t was not until then, 
as aU who had k~own him agreed, it was not until one had heard and 
seen him in the pulpit, that one could fully realIse what It was tc be 
face to face With Dr. Arnold. The whole character of the man--so we 
are assured-stood at last revealed HIS congreganon sat in fixed at
tention (with the exceptIon of the younger boys, whose thoughts occa
sIOnally wandered), while he propounded the general prmCIples both 
of his own conduct and that of the Almighty, or mdlcated the bearing 
of the inCidents of Jewish history m the sixth century Be upon the 
conduct of EnglIsh schoolboys m 1830 Then, more than ever, hiS deep 
conscIOusness of the mVlslble world became eVident, then, more than 
ever, he seemed to be batthng With the Wicked one For hiS sermons 
ran on the eternal themes of the darkness of evil, the craft of the 
tempter, the pUnIshment of obliqUity, and he Justified the perSIstence 
With which he dwelt upon these pamful ~ubJects by an appeal to a 
general prInCIple "the SpirIt of ElIJah," he ~ald, "must ever precede 
the spmt of Chnst" The ImpressIOn produced upon the boys wa<; re
markable It was notIced that even the most careless would sometimes, 
durmg the course of the week, refer almost involuntarily to the sermon 
of the past Sunday, as a condemnatIon of what they were domg Others 
were heard to wonder how It was that the Doctor's preachmg, to which 
they had attended at the time so aSSiduously, seemed, after all, to have 
such a small efFect upon what they did An old gentleman, recallmg 
those vanished hours, tned to recapture in words hiS state of mmd as 
he sat m the darkened chapel, while Dr Arnold's sermons, With their 
high-toned exhortatIOns, their grave and sombre messages of incalcul
able import, clothed, hke Dr Arnold's body m ItS gown and bands, m 
the traditIOnal stIffness of a formal phraseology, reverberated through 
rus adolescent ears "I used," he said, "to lIsten to those sermons from 
first to last With a kmd of awe" 

HIS success was not limited to rus pupils and Immediate auditors 
The sermons were collected mto five large volumes, they were the first 
of theIr kmd, and they were receIved With admiratIOn by a WIde Circle 
of pIOUS readers Queen VIctona herself possessed a copy, m which 
several passages were marked In penCil, by the royal hand 

Dr. Arnold's energtes were by no means exhausted by hiS duties at 
Rugby He became known, not merely as a Headmaster, but as a publIc 
man. He held deCided OpInIOnS upon a large number of tOPICS, and he 
enunCiated them-based as they were almost Invanably upon general 
pnnclples-m pamphlets, In pre 'faces, and In magazme artIcles, With 
an impresSIve self-confidence. He was, as he constantly declared, a 
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Liberal In his oPlQion, by the very constitution of buman nature, the 
pnnciples of progress and reform had been those of WIsdom and justice 
In everY age of the world-except one that whIch had preceded the 
fall of man from ParadIse Had he hved then, Dr. Arnold would have 
been a ConservatIve As It was, Ius lIberalIsm was tempered by an 
"abhorrence of the spInt of 1789, of the Amencan War, of the French 
Economlstes, and of the EnglIsh WhIgs of the latter part of the seven
teenth century" , and he always entertamed a profound respect for the 
heredItary peerage It mIght almost be saId, m fact, that he was an 
orthodox LIberal He belIeved In toleratIOn, too, wIthm lImIts, that is 
to say, m the toleratlOn of those wIth whom he agreed "I would gIve 
James Mill as much opportumty for advocatmg hiS opmlOn," he said, 
"as IS consIstent WIth a voyage to Botany B~y" He had become con
Vinced of the duty of sympathISIng wIth the lower orders ever smce he 
had made a senous study of the Epistle of St James, but he perceIved 
clearly that the lower orders fell mto two classes, and that It was neces
sary to dlstmgUlsh between them There were the "good poor"-and 
there were the others "I am glad that you have made acquamtance 
with some of the good poor," he wrote to a Cambndge undergraduate; 
"I qUIte agree with you that It is most mstructIve to vmt them" Dr. 
Arnold himself oCLa~lOnally vlSlted them, m Rugby, and the conde
scenSIOn wIth whIch he shook hands wIth old men and women of the 
workmg classes was long remembered m the neIghbourhood As for the 
others, he regarded them with horror and alarm 

The disorders In our soclal state [he wrote to the ChevalIer Bunsen in 
I 834J appear to me to contznue unabated r ou have heard, I doubt not, 
of the Trades' Umons, a fearful engme of mzschzef, ready to not or to 
assassmate, and I see no counteractmg power 

On the whole, hIS vIew of the condItIon of England was a gloomy 
one He recommended a corresponde;lt to read 

Isalah ZlZ , v , XXlZ , J eremzah v , XX!I , XXX, Amos IV , and Habakkuk zt , 
[addmg] you Will be stluck, I thznk, with the close resemblance of our 
own state ,!-iZth that of the Jews before the second destructIOn of Jeru
salem 

When he was told that the gIft of tongues had descended on the Ir
vmgItes at Glasgow, he was not surpnsed "I should take It," he said, 
"merely as a Sign of the commg of the day of the .Lord " And he was 
convInced that the day of the Lord was commg-"the termmatIOn of 
one of the great alWlIEt of the human race" Of that he had no doubt, 
whatever, wherever he looked he saw "calamItIes, wars, tumults, pesti-

43" 



lences, earthquakes, etc., all marking the time of one of God's peculIar 
seasons of vlSltatlOn." HIS only uncertamty was whether thIS termma
tion of an alwv would tum out to be the absolutely final one, but 
that he belIeved "no created being knows or can know" In any ca,c 
he had "not the slIghtest expectation of what IS commonly meant by 
the MIllen mum " And hiS only consolatIOn was that he preferred the 
present mInistry, inefficIent as It was, to the Tones 

He had planned a great work on Church and State, m which he 
Intended to lay bare the causes and to POInt out the remedIes of the 
eVIls whIch afflicted SOCIety Its theme was to be, not the alliance or 
umon, but the absolute Identity of the Church and the State, and he 
felt sure that If only thIS (undamental truth were fully reahsed by the 
pubhc, a general reformatIOn would follow Unfortunately, however, 
as tIme went on, the pubhc seemed to realIse It less and less In spIte of 
Ius protests, not only were Jews admItted to ParlIament, but a Jew 
was actually appomted a governor of Chmt's Hospital, and Scnpture 
was not made an oblIgatory subject at the London Umversity 

There was one POInt m hIS theory whIch was not qUite plam to Dr 
Arnold If Church and State were abwlutely Identical, It became im
portant to decide precisely which classes of persons were to be excluded, 
owmg to theIr belIefs, from the commumty Jews, for Instance, were 
decIdedly outsIde the pale, whIle DIssenters-so Dr Arnold argued
were as deCIdedly WIthin It But what was the pOSItIon of the Um
tanans~ Were they, or were they not, Members of the Church of 
Chnst~ ThIS \'\-as one of those puzzling questIOns whIch deepened the 
frown upon the Doctor's forehead and mtemlfied the pursing of hIS 
hps He thought long and earne~tly upon the subJect, he wrote elabo
rate letters on It to vanous correspondents, but hiS concimlOns re
roamed Indefimte "My great objectIon to Umtanamsm," he wrote, "m 
Its present form In England, IS that It makes Chnst VIrtually dead" 
Yet he expressed "a fervent hope that If we could get nd of the At~,'l
naSl8.n Creed many good Umtanans would Jom theIr fellow-Chnstlans 
in bowmg the knee to HIm who 13 Lord both of the dead and the 
hvmg" Amid these perpleXIties, It was disqUIetmg to learn that "Um
tarlamsm IS becoromg very prevalent m Boston" He mqUIred anXIOusly 
as to Its "compleXIon" there, but receIved no Illummatmg answer 
The whole matter continued to be wrapped m a pamful obscunty 
there were, he believed, Umtarians and Umtanans; and he could say 
no more • 

In the meantlme, pending the compleuon of hiS great work, he 
occupied himself WIth puttmg forward various suggestIons of a prac
timJ kInd He advocated the restoratIon of the Order of Deacons, 
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whIch, he observed, had long been "quoad the reality, dead", for he 
beheved that "some plan of thIs sort might be the small end of the 
wedge, by which Antlchnst mIght hereafter be burst asunder ltke the 
Dragon of Bel's temple" But the Order of Deacons was never restored, 
and Dr Arnold turned hiS attentlOn elsewhere, urgmg m a weIghty 
pamphlet the deSIrabIlIty of authonsmg mIlItary officers, In congrega
tIOns where It was ImpOSSIble to procure the presence of clergy, to ad
miruster the Euchamt, as well as Baptism. It was wIth the object of 
laymg such vIews as the~e before the pubhc-"to tell them plamly," as 
he saId, "the eVIls that eXlst, and lead them, If I can, to theIr causes 
and rernedle'5,"-that he ~tartcd, m 1831, a weekly newspaper, The 
Englzshman's Regzster The paper was not a success, m spIte of the 
fact that It set out to Improvc It, readers morally and that It preserved, 
in every artlclc, an avowedly ChmtIan tone After a few weeks, and 
after he had spent upon It more than £200, It came to an end 

Altogether, the prospect was deCIdedly dlscouragmg After all hIS 
efforts, the absolute IdentIty of Church and State remamed as unrecog
m~ed as ever 

So dPeply [he was at la,t obliged to confess] zs the dlstmctlOn between 
the Church and the State seated tn OUT laws, our language, and our 
very notlOns, that nothzng less than a mIraculous mterpoSltwn of God's 
PrOVidence seems capable of eradzcatmg It 

Dr Arnold waited m vam 
But he dId not waIt m Idleness He attacked the same questIOn from 

another Side he explored the wrItmgs of the ChmtJan Fathers, and 
began to compose a commentary on the New Testament In hiS view, 
the SCrIptures were as fit a subject as any other book for free mqUlry 
and the exerClse of the indiVidual judgment, and It was m thiS spmt 
that he set about the mterpretauon of them He was not afraid of 
facmg apparent difficulties, of admlttmg inconSistenCIes, or even errors, 
III the sacred text. Thus he observed that "m Chromcies Xl 20, and 
Xlll 2, there IS a deCided difference In the parentage of AblJah's 
mother ,"-"wluch," he added, "IS curious on any SuppOSItIon" And at 
one time he had serIOUS doubts as to the authorship of the Epistle to 
the Hebrews But he was able, on vanous problematical pomts, to sug
gest mtercstmg solutIOns At first, for mstance, he could not but be 
startled by the cessatIOn of mtracles m the early Church, but on COll

Sideration he came to the conc!us\On that thiS phenomenon mIght be 
"truly accounted for by the supposItIon that Done but the Apostles ever 
conferred mIraculous powers, and that therefore they ceased of course 
after one generatIon" Nor .dId he fall to bru;e lus exegeSIs, whenevt:J" 
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possible, upon ail appeal to general pnnclples. One of hlS admirers 
points out how Dr Arnold 

vzndlcated God's command to Abraham to sacrzfice hzs son, ~nd to the 
Jews to extermmate the natIOns of Canaan, by explalntng the pnnClples 
on whIch these commands were gwen, and theIr reference to the moral 
state of those to whom they were addressed, thereby educing light out 
of darkness, unravellmg the thread of God's relzgzous educatzon of the 
human race, and holdzng up God's marvellous counsels to the devout 
wonder and medztatzon of the thoughtful behever. 

There was one of hIS frIends, however, who dId not share thIS ad
miratIOn for the Doctor's methods of Scnptural mterpretatIOn W G 
Ward, while still a young man at Oxford, had come under his mflu
ence, and had been for some time one of his most enthusla~hc discIples 
But the star of Newman was nsmg at the Umver~lty, Ward soon felt 
the attractIOn of that magnetic power, and Ius belief m hIs old teacher 
began to waver It was, m particular, Dr Arnold'~ treatment of the 
SCrIptures wluch filled Ward's argumentatIve mmd, at first With dIs
trust, and at last WIth pOSItive antagomsm To subject the Bible to free 
inqUIry, to exerCIse upon It the cntJclsm of the mdividual Judgmcnt
where mIght not such methods lead ~ Who could say that they would 
not end m Soclmamsm ?-nay, m AtheIsm Itself? If the text of Scnp
ture was to be submItted to the searchmgs of human reason, how could 
the questIOn of ItS msplratIOn escape the same tnbunal? And the proofs 
of revelatIOn, and even of the eXIstence of God? What human faculty 
was capablc of deCIdmg upon such enormous questions? And would 
not the lOgIcal result be a condition of unIversal doubt? 

On a very moderate computatzon [Ward argued] five tzmes the amount 
of a man's natural llfe mIght quallfy a person endowed wzth extraor
dznary genzus to have some famt notIOn (though even tlus we doubt) 
on whzch szde truth lzes. 

It was not that he had the slIghtest doubt of Dr. Arnold's orthodoxy
Dr Arnold, whose piety was umversally recogmsed-Dr Arnold, who 
had held up to scorn and execratIOn Strauss's "Leben Jesu" WIthout 
:readmg It What Ward complamed of was the Doctor's lack of logIC, 
not lus lack of fruth. Could he not see that If he really carned out hIS 
own prinCIples to a logical concIusi<m he would eventually find hImself, 
preCIsely, m the arms of Strauss? The young man, whose personal 
friendship remained unshaken, determmed upon an mtervIew, and 
went down to Rugby pnmed WIth first prmcIples, syllogIsms, and . 



chlemmas. Findmg that the headmaster was busy in school he spent 
the afternoon readmg novels on the sofa in the drawing-room. When 
at last, late m the evemng, the Doctor returned, tired out wIth his day's 
work, Ward fell upon rum WIth all hIs Vlgour. The contest was long and 
funous, It was also entIrely mconclusive When It was over, Ward, with 
none of his bnllIant arguments dIsposed of, and none of hIs probmg 
questIOns satIsfactonly answered, returned to the UmversIty, to plunge 
headlong mto the vortex of the Oxford Movement, and Dr. Arnold, 
worned, perplexed, and exhausted, went to bed, where he remamed 
for the next thIrtY-SIX hours 

The Commentary on the New Testament was never fimshed, and the 
great work on Church and State Itself remamed a fragment Dr. 
Arnold's actIve mmd was dIverted from polItIcal and theologICal spec
ulatIOns to the study of phIlology and to hl~toncal composItIon HIS 
Roman HIstory, whIch he regarded as "the chIef monument of hIs hIS
toncal fame" was based partly upon the researches of NIebuhr, and 
partly upon an averSlOn to GIbbon 

My highest ambztzon [he wrote] IS to make my hzstory the very reverse 
of Gzbbon-zn thzs respect, that whereas the whole spmt of hzs work, 
from zts low moralzty, IS hostile to relzgzon, Without sjJeakzng directly 
agaznst zt, so my greatest deszre would be, zn my Hzstory, by tis high 
morals and Its general tone, to be of use to the cause Without actually 
bnngzng zt forward 

These efforts were rewarded, m 1841, by the ProfessorshIp of Modem 
HIstOry at Oxford MeanwhIle, he was engaged m the study of the 
Sanscnt and Sclavomc languages, bnngmg out an elaborate edItIon of 
Thucydides, and carrymg on a volummous correspondence upon a mul
titude of tOpICS WIth a large Circle of men of learnmg At hiS death, his 
publIshed works, composed durmg such mtervals as he could spare from 
the management of a great public school, filled, beSIdes a large number 
of pamphlets and artIcles, no less than seventeen volumes It was no 
wonder that Carlyle, after a VISIt to Rugby, should have characterised 
Dr Arnold as a man of "unhastmg, unrestmg dIligence" 

Mrs Arnold, too, no doubt agreed WIth Carlyle Dunng the first 
eIght years of theIr marned lIfe, she bore hIm SIX chIldren, and four 
more were to follow In thIS large and growmg domestic CIrcle hIS hours 
of relaxatIOn were spent There those who had only known him in his 
profeSSIOnal capacity were surpnsed to find hIm displaymg the tender
nes~ and JOCOSIty of a parent The 'dlgmfied and stem headmaster ~ 
actually seen to dandle mfants and to caracole upon the hearthrug on 
all fours Yet, we are told, "the sense of hiS authOrIty as a father was 
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never lost in lus ~lay£ulness as a comparuon." On more senous occa
sions, the VOIce of the spmtual teacher sometunes made Itself heard. 
An intimate fnend descnbed how "on a companson havmg been made 
in hIs farruly cIrcle, whIch seemed to place 8t Paul above St. John," 
the tears rushed to the Doctor's eyes and how, repeatmg one of the 
verses from 8t John, he begged that the companson might never agam 
be made The longer holidays wele spent m Westmoreland, where, 
ramblmg WIth hIS offspnng among the moun tams, gathermg WIld 
Bowers, and pomtmg out the beautles of Nature, Dr Arnold enjoyed, 
as he himself would often say, "an almost awful happIness" MUSIC he 
(lId not apprcCIate, though he occasIOnally deSIred hiS eldest boy, 
Matthew, to SIng hIm the ConfirmatlOn Hymn of Dr Hmds, to whIch 
he had become endeared, owmg to Its use m Rugby chapel But lus 
lack of ear was, he consIdered, amply rccompensed by hIS love of 
flowers "they are my mUSIC," he declared Yet, m such a matter, he 
was careful to refram from an exce~s of feelmg, such as, m hIS opmlOn, 
marked the famous hncs of Wordsworth 

To me the meanest flower that blows can gwe 
Thoughts that do often he too deep for tears 

He found the sentIment morbid "Life," he saId, "I~ not long enough to 
take such mtense mterest m obJccts m themselves so lIttle" As for the 
ammal world, hIS feelmgs towards It were of a very dIfferent cast "The 
whole subject," he saId, "of the brute creatIOn IS to me one of such 
pamful mystery, that I dare not approach It" The Umtanans them
selves were a less dlstressmg thought 

Once or twIce he found tIme to VISIt the Contlnent, and the lettcrs 
and Journals rccordIng in mmute detaIl hIS reflectIons and ImpreSSIOns 
10 France or Italy show us that Dr Arnold prescrved, 10 spite of the 
distractIons of foreIgn scenes and foreIgn manners, hlS accustomed 
habits of rrund Takmg very htde interest m works of art, he was occa
SIonally moved by the beauty of natural obJects, but hIS prmclpal pre
cccupatJon remamed WIth the moral aspects of tlungs From tlus pomt 
of VIew, he found much to reprehend in the conduct of hIS own country
mw "I fear," he wrote, "that our countrymen who lIve abroad are 
IIDt in the best pOSSlble moral state, however much they may do in 
science or lIterature" And thIS was unfortunate, because "a thorough 
English gcntleman-Chnstlan, manly, and enlIghtened-is more, I 
believe, than Guizot or Sismondi could comprehend; it is a finer 
specimen of human nature than any other country, I belIeve, could 
{umm." Ne,-ertheless, our travellers would Imitate forelgn customs 
"rithout mscruninatJ.on, "as in the absurd habIt of not eatmg fish with 
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a knife, borrowed from the French, who do It becayse they have no 
kmves fit for use.'~ Places, no less than people, aroused simIlar reflec
tIOns By PompeiI, Dr Arnold was not partJ.cularly Impressed. 

There IS only [he observed] the same sort of znterest tVlth whIch one 
would see the rums of Sodom and Gomorrah but mdeed there IS less 
One IS not authonsed to ascnbe so solemn a character to the destruction 
of PompeII 

The lake of Como moved him more profoundly As he gazed upon the 
overwhelmIng beauty around him, he thought of "moral eVIl," and 
was appalled by the contrast "May the sense of moral eVIl," he prayed, 
"be as strong In me as my delIght In external beauty; for In a deep 
sense of moral eVIl, more perhaps than In anythIng else, abides a 
saVIng knowledge of God I" 

HIS prayer wa~ answered Dr Arnold was never m any danger of 
losmg hiS sense of moral eVil If the landscapes of Italy only served to 
remmd him of It, how could he forget It amqng the boys at Rugby 
SchooP The daIly Sight of so many young creatures III the hands of 
the EvIl One filled rum WIth agitated gnef 

W hen the sprmg and actwlty of youth ihe wrote} IS altogether un
sanctIfied by anythmg pure and elevated zn ItS deSIres, It becomes a 
spectacle that IS as dlzzymg and almost more morally dlstresszng than 
the shouts and gambols of a set of lunatICs 

One thmg struck hIm as particularly strange "It IS very startlIng," he 
saId, "to see so much of sm combmed WIth so lIttle of sorrow" The 
naughtIest boys pOSitively seemed to enJoy themselves most There 
were moments when he almost lost faith m hIS whole system of educa
hon, when he began to doubt whether some far more radIcal reforms 
than any he had attempted mIght not be necessary, before the multItude 
of children under hIS charge-shoutmg and gambolIng, and yet 
plunged all the whIle deep In moral eVII---could ever be transformed 
mto a set of ChnstIan gentlemen But then he remembered hIS general 
prmciples, the conduct of Jehovah WIth the Chosen People, and the 
cruldhood of the human race No, It was for hIm to make himself, as 
one of hiS pupIls afterwards descnbed him, m the words of Bacon, 
"km to God In Splnt", he would rule the school majestically from on 
high He would delIver a senes of'sermons analysmg "the SIX vices" 
by which "great schools were corrupted, and changed frQffi the lIke
ness of God's temple to that of a den of thieves" He would exhort, he 
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would denounce'the would sweep through the corridors, he would tum 
the pages of FacclOlatl's leXicon more Imposingly than ever; and the 
rest he would leave to the Prrepostors In the Sixth Form 

Upon the boys m the SiXth Form, mdeed, a stlange burden would 
seem to have fallen. Dr Arnold himself was very well aware of thIs. 
"1 cannot deny," he told them in a sermon, "that you have an anxious 
duty-a duty whIch some mIght suppose was too heavy for your years" , 
and every term he pomted out to them, 10 a short address, the responsi
bIlities of their posItIOn, and impressed upon them "the enormous 
influence" they possessed "for good or for evIl" Nevertheless most 
youths of seventeen, 10 spite of the warmngs of theIr elders, have a 
singular trIck of carrymg moral burdens lightly The Doctor might 
preach and look grave, but young Brooke was ready enough to preSIde 
at a fight behmd the Chapel, though he was In the Sixth, and knew 
that fightmg was agamst the rules At theIr best, It may be supposed 
that the Pnepostors admInIstered a kmd of barbarIC JustIce, but they 
were not always at theIr best, and the pages of Tom Brown's School
days show us what was no doubt the normal condItion of affairs under 
Dr Arnold, when the Days In the Sixth Form were weak or brutal, and 
the blackguard Flashman, In the intervals of SWIggIng brandy-punch 
With his boon compamons, amused hImself by roastIng fags before the 
fire 

But there was an exceptIOnal kmd of boy, upon whom the hIgh
pItched exhortatIOns of Dr Arnold produced a very dIfferent effect 
A mInonty of susceptible and serIOUS youths fell completely under hiS 
sway, responded lIke wax to the pressure of hIS Influence, and moulded 
then whole lIves With paSSIOnate reverence upon the teachIng of theIr 
adored master ConspICUOUS among these was Arthur Clough Havmg 
been sent to Rugby at the age of ten, he qUIckly entered into every 
phase of school lIfe, though, we are told, "a weakness In hIS ankles 
prevented hIm from takmg a promInent part In the games of the 
place." At the age of SIXteen, he was 10 the SIxth Form, and not 
merely a Prcepostor, but head of the School House Never dId Dr 
Arnold have an apter pupil ThIS earnest adolescent, WIth the weak 
ankles and the solemn face, lIved entIrely WIth the hIghest ends 10 

VIew He thought of nothmg but moral good, moral eVIl, moral m
fiuence, and moral responSIbIlIty. Some of hIS early letters have been 
preserved, and they reveal both the mtenslty WIth whIch he felt the 
importance of hIS own pOSItIon, and the strangQ stress of SpIrit under 
whIch he laboured. "I have been In one contInued state of excitement 
for at least the last three years," he wrote when he was not yet 
seventeen, "and now comes the tIme of exhaustIOn." But he dId not 
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allow lumself tv rest, and a few months later he was writing to a 
schoolfellow as follows:-

I verzly believe my whole bezng is soaked through wzth the wzshzng and 
hopzng and strzvzng to do the school good, or rather to keep zt up and 
hznder zt from fallzng zn thzs, I do thznk, very crztzcal tzme, so that my 
cares and affectlOns and conversatlOns, thoughts, words, and deeds look 
to that znvoluntarzly I tlm afraid you wzll be znclmed to thznk thIS 
"cant," and I am consczous that even one's truest feelzngs, zf very 
frequently put out zn the lzght, do make a bad and dzsagreeable appear
ance, but thzs, however, IS true, and even zf I am carryzng zt too far, 
I do not thznk zt has made me really forgetful of my personal frzends, 
such as, zn partzcular, Cell and Burbtdge and Walrond, and yourself, 
my dear Szmpkznson. 

Perhaps It was not surpnsmg that a young man brought up in such an 
atmosphere should have fallen a prey, at Oxford, to the frenZles of 
rehglOus controversy, that he should have been dnven almost out of 
hIS WIts by the ratlOcmatlOns of W G Ward, that he should have lost 
hiS faith, that he should have spent the rest of hiS eXIstence lamenting 
that loss, both In prose and verse, and that he should have eventually 
succumbed, conscientlOu~ly dOIng up brown paper parcels for Florence 
NIghtIngale 

In the earher years of hIS headmaster~hIp Dr Arnold had to face a 
good deal of opposIt1on HIS advanced rehglOus VIews were dishked, 
and there were many parents to whom hIS system of school government 
did not commend Itself But in hme thiS hostlhty melted away Suc
ceedmg generatIOns of favourite puptls began to sprcad rus fame 
through thc Umversltles At Oxford espeCIally men were profoundly 
Imprcssed by the pIOUS alms of the boys from Rugby It was a new 
thmg to see undergraduates gomg to Chapel more often than they 
were obhged, and vIsItIng the good poor TheIr reverent admIration 
for Dr Arnold was no less remarkable Whenever two of his old pupIls 
met they Jomed In hIS praises, and the SIght of hIS picture had been 
known to call forth, from one who had not even reached the SIXth, 
c'l:clamatIOns of rapture lastmg for ten mmutes and fillmg WIth astonISh· 
ment the young men from other schools who happened to be present 
He became a celebnty, he became at last a great man Rugby pros
pered, Its numbers rose hIgher than ever before, and, after thIrteen 
years as headmaster, Dr. Arn"Old began, to feel that hIS work there ",as 
accomphshed, and that he mIght look forward eIther to other labours 
or, perhaps, to a dignified retirement But It was not to be 

His father had dIed suddenly at the age of fifty-three from angma 
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pectoris; and he lumself was haunted by forebodings of an early death. 
To be snatched away without a warmng, to corne in a moment from 
the seductions of thIS World to the presence of EternIty-the most 
ordmary actIons, the most casual remarks, ~erved to keep hIm in 
remembrance of that dreadful pOSSlbIhty When one of hIS lIttle boys 
clapped hIS hands at the thought of the approachmg holidays, the 
Doctor gently checked hIm, and repeated the story of rus own early 
cluldhood, how hIS own father had made hIm read aloud a sermon on 
the text "Boast not thyself of to-morrow" , and how, wlthm the week, 
rus father was dead On the title-page of his MS volume of sermon· 
he was always careful to WrIte the date of Its commencement, leaVIng 
a blank for that of Its completIOn. One of rus chIldren asked hIm the 
meanmg of thIS "It IS one of the most solemn thmgs I do," he replIed, 
"to WrIte the begInmng of that sentence, and thInk that I may perhaps 
not hve to fimsh It ,. 

It was notIced that m the sprIng of 1842 such thoughts seemed to 
be even more frequently than usual m hIS mmd. He was only m hIS 
forty-seventh year, but he dwelt darkly on the fragIlIty of human 
existence. Towards the end of May, he began to keep a dlary-a prIvate 
memorandum of hIS mtImate communmgs WIth the AlmIghty Here, 
evening after evenmg, In the traditlOnallanguage at rebglOus devotIon, 
he humbled hIm~elf beforl' God, prayed for strength and punty, and 
threw himself upon the mercy of the Mmt HIgh 

Another day and another month succeed [he wrote on May 31st] May 
God keep my mind and heart fixed on Hlm, and cleanse me from all 
Sin I would wlsh to keep a watch over my tongue, as to vehement 
speakmg and censuring of others.. . I would deSIre to remember my 
latter end to whIch 1 am approaching. . May God keep me In the 
hour of death, through Jesus Chrzst, and preserve me from every fear, 
as well as from presumptIon. 

On June 2nd he wrote, "Again the day is over and I am going to rest 
o Lord, preserve me thIs mght, and strengthen me to bear whatever 
Thou shalt see fit to lay on me, whether pam, Sickness, danger, or 
dIstress" On Sunday, June 5th, the readmg of the newspaper aroused 
"pamful and solemn" refiecnons -"So much of sm and so much of 
suffermg m the world, as are there displayed, and no one seems able 
to remedy either And then the thought of my own pnvate hfe, so full 
of comforts, is very startlmg" Ife was puzzled, but he concluded With 
a prayer' "May I be kept humble and zealous, and may God gIVe me 
grace to labour m my generatIon for the good of my brethren, and for 
His Glory I" 



fhe end of the term was approaching, and to all appearance the 
Doctor was in excellent SpIrits. On June 11th after a hard day's work, 
he> spent the evemng with a friend in the dISCU::llOn of various topics 
upon whIch he often touched in hIS conversatIOn-the companson of 
the art of medicine m barbarous and CIVIlISed ages, the phIlologIcal 
importance of provincIal vocabularIes, and the threatenmg prospect 
of the moral condItlon of the Umted States. Left alone, he turned to 
lus DIary. 

The day after to-morrow [he wrote] IS my bzrthday, If I am permItted 
to lwe to see It-my forty-seventh bIrthday smce my bzrth How large 
a portIOn of my lzfe on earth is already passed' And then-what IS to 
follow thzs ltfe? How Vlszbly my outward work seems contractmg and 
softenzng away mto the gentler employments of old age In one sense, 
how nearly can I now say, "Vzxz" And I thank God thut, as far as 
ambztzon zs concerned, zt zs, I trust, fully mortzfied, I have no deslre 
other than to step back from my present place zn the world, and not to 
Hse to a hIgher StIll there are works whzch, wzth God's jJermzsszon, 
I would do before the nzght cometh 

Dr Arnold was tlunking of his great work on Church and State. 
EaIly next mornmg he awoke WIth a sharp pam m hIS chest The 

pam mcreasmg, a phYSICIan was sent for; and in the meantime Mrs 
Arnold read aloud to her husband the FIfty-first Psalm Upon one of 
theIr boys commg mto the room, 

My son, thank God for me [said Dr. Arnold; and as the boy dId not at 
once catch hIS meanmg, he added], Thank God, Tom, for gwzng me 
thzs pam, I have suffered so httle pam tn my ltfe that I feel tt 15 very 
good for me Now God has gwen tt to me, and I do so thank Hzm for tt. 

Then Mrs Arnold read from the Prayer-book the "ViSItatIOn of the 
Sick," her husband lIStemng With deep attentlon, and assentmg WIth 
an emphatic "Yes" at the end of many of the sentences. When the 
phYSICian arnved, he perceived at once the graVIty of the case It was 
an attack of angina pectoris. He began to prepare some laudanum, 
whIle Mrs. Arnold went out to fetch the chIldren AlI.at once. as the 
medIcal man was bendmg over hlS glasses, there "Was a rattle from the 
bed, a convulsIVe struggle foliowed, an~ when the unhappy woman, 
WIth the cluldren, and aU the servaqts, rushed mto the room, Dr 
Amold had passed from hIS perplexIues for ever. 

There can be little doubt that what he had achIeved JustIfied the 
r-redlCtIOn of the Provost of Onel that he would "cllange the face of 
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education all through the public schools of England" It 15 true that, 
so far as the actual machmery of education was concerned, Dr. Arnold 
not only faIled to effect a change, but delIberately adhered to the old 
system. The monastIc and hterary conceptions of educatIon, wluch had 
their roots in the Middle Ages, and had been accepted and strength
ened at the revival of Learnmg, he adopted almost Without hesitatIon 
Under lum, the publIc school remained, in essentials, a conventual 
estabhshment, devoted to the teachmg of Greek and Latm grammar 
Had he set on foot reforms m these directIons, It seems probable that 
he might have succeeded m carrymg the parents of England With him 
The moment was npe, there was a general desire for educatIonal 
changes, and Dr Arnold's great reputatIOn could hardly have been 
resisted As It was, he threw the whole weight of lus mfluence mto the 
opposite scale, and the ancient system became more firmly establIshed 
than ever 

The changes which he did effect were of a very different nature By 
introducmg morals and relIgIOn into his scheme of educatIOn, he 
altered the whole atmosphere of PublIc School lIfe Henceforward the 
old rough-and-tumble, which was typified by the regIme of Keate at 
Eton, became Impossible After Dr Arnold, no publIc school could 
venture to Ignore the virtues of respectabIhty Agam, by his mtroduc
tlOn of the prefectonal system, Dr Arnold produced far-reachmg 
effects---effects which he himself, perhaps, would have'found perplex
ing In hIS day, when the school hours were over, the boys were free 
to enJoy themselves as they lIked, to bathe, to fish, to ramble for long 
afternoons m the country, collectmg eggs or gathenng flowers "The 
taste of the boys at tlus penod," wntes an old Rugba:an who had been 
under Arnold, "leaned strongly towards flowers", the words have an 
odd look to-day The modern reader of Tom Brown's Schooldays 
searches m vam for any reference to compulsory games, house colours, 
or cncket averages In those days, when boys played games they played 
them for pleasure, but in those days the prefectonal system-the 
system which hands over the hfe of a school to an ohgarchy of a 
dozen youths of seventeen-was still in its mfancy, and had not yet 
borne its fruit. Teachers and prophets have strange after-hlstones; 
and that of Dr Arnold has been no exceptIOn The earnest enthUSIast 
who strove to make his pupils Chnstian gentlemen and who governed 
his school accordmg to the prmcIples of the Old Testament has proved 
to be the founder of the worslHp of athletics and the worship ,...t good 
form Upon those two poles our pubhc schools have turned for so long 
that we have almost come to beheve that such IS their essential nature, 
and that an EnglIsh pubhc schoolboy whf) wears the wrong clothes and 
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takes no interest In football is a contradlcnon 10 terms· Yet It was not 
so before Dr. Arnold; will it always be 50 after him? We shall see. 

Phineas Taylor Barnum 

GAMALIEL BRADFORD 

I 

PHINEAS TAYLOR BARNUM' The very sound IS compact of a large and 
common hIlanty, 

"Of JOY zn wIdest commonalty spread" 

PhIneas Taylor Barnum' And hIS wife ~as Chanty Barnum, and his 
SIster, MInerva Barnum all In a concatenatlOn accordIngly, as Tony 
Lumpkm and SIr Walter would have It. Barnum' The name Itself 1~ 
redolent of shows and showmen, and a showman he was, as rus Auto
blOgraphy abundantly makes mamfest, from hIS youth In the thIrtIes 
till he died at eighty, m 1891, the monarch of The Greatest Show on 
Earth. So far from feehng dI<;graced by hIS calhng, he boasted of It on 
all possIble occaslOns, appropnate and inapproprIate "I am (a show
man' by professIOn, and all the gzldzng shall make nothIng else of me 
When a man IS ashamed of hIS ongIn, or gets above hIS busmess, he 
is a poor devIl, who ments the detestatIOn of all who know hIm" 

Apart from hIS smgular and absorbmg busmess, Barnum was a good 
average, you mIght say, typIcal, Amencan cItIzen He was tWIce 
marned, had daughters, and was an affectIOnate husband and father 
He says so and others agree WIth hun The supplement to hIS Auto
bIOgraphy wntten by hIS second WIfe after hIS death, shows a genume 
tenderness which could have been mspired only by a kmdly nature, 
.. md gtves an amIable pIcture of the great showman In hIS home, WIth 
a group of grandchIldren and great-grandchIldren about hIm 

He was emmently a SOCIal creature always, lIked people of all sorts, 
to have them In hIS house, chat wIth them, laugh wIth them, frohc wIth 
them His acquaIntance was vast, mcluded everybody In Europe and 
America he fratermzed with hIgh ana low Samuel Rogers and the 
BIshop of London Jested wIth hIm. Mark Twam and Matthew Arnold 
vlSlted hIm He would walk or talk or work or play wIth whoever 
happened to be hIS compamon at the moment. "As a host he could not 
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be surpassed:\) says one who VIsited Jum often. "He knew the sources 
of comfort-what to orrut do1Og, as well as what to do, for a guest. He 
had the supreme art of makmg you really free, as If you were in your 
own house" 

As 10 hIS human relatIons, so m hIS mtellectual traits, Barnum was 
an average man He was qUlck, shrewd, Immensely keen to grasp the 
practlLal beanng of a problem If he 10terested Illmself In any specula
tIve matter, he would clanfy It speedIly, or let It alone, as not worth 
clanfymg lIt' was an expert mathematici.an, at least as collt_erned 
dollars and cents But he had httle educatIOn and httle real mterest In 

abstract questIons It IS Important to note that, although hIS bus mess 
kept hIm In close contact WIth all sorts of ammals, hIS AutobIOgraphy 
doe~ not !>how the fa10test trace of sClCntific CUrIOSIty Neither does It 
mdlcatc any affectlOn for a smgle one of the numerous creatures who 
must have come more or less dIrcctly undcr hIS ob;crvatlOn 

Matters of art did not take any morc real hold of him than matters 
of mtellect It IS true, he IS careful to mform us that hI!; own taste was 
much above thc Museum "I myself reh;hed a hIgher grade of amuse
ment, and I wa~ a frequent attendant at thc opera, first-cia,s concerts, 
lectures, and the like" Also, hiS admIratiOn for thc beau tIcs of nature 
~hows Itself m a dehclOus tIrade agamst those who mar such beautIes 
by hideous advertIsmg "It IS outrageously selfish to destroy the pleasure 
of thousands, for the sake of a chance of addItIonal gam." But I do not 
find eVidence that eIther the pamt10g of BottIcelh or a qUiet walk m the 
fields afforded rum any particular ecstasy 

Barnum's religIOn was of a good, practical, workmg quahty, rather 
than of mystical depth It often appears m queer connectIOns and 
dIsappears In queerer But, after all, in thIS muddled world whose 
relIgIOn can be consistently counted on? Barnum's was, I am ;ure, 
smcere and genuIne at bottom. The worth of salvatIOn and the shadow 
of hell grIpped his practical youth and the mfluence of these th10gs 
never let go Ills lIttle pamphlet on the pnnciples of the UniversalIst 
faIth shows some readlfig and a good deal of senous thinkmg, and he 
SaId shrewd and tender things about life and death both "Of hIS own 
death .he would not speak," says Mrs Barnum, "of death in the 
abstract he saId 'It IS a good thmg, a beautlful th1Og, Just as much so 
as life, and It IS wrong to gneve about It, and to look on It as an evIl' " 
As to life and the behefs back of it, he remarked, WIth keen 1OSlght, "If 
"the fact could be defirutely determ1Oed, I trunk It would be dIscovered 
that III thIS 'wide-awake' country there are more persons humbugged 
by behevmg too httle than too much " 

In Jus relatIOn to the affaIrs of the commumty at large Barnum W,BS 
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always an active and a useful citizen. Here again he hlJnself is liberal 
with infonnatIon and commendation, but thIs testImony IS amply 
supported by that of others He was mayor of hIS own CIty, Bridgeport, 
and a member of the legIslature of ConnectIcut, and as such he fought 
abuses and advocated reforms, and was always a conspIcuoUS and 
sometImes a sIgnIficant figure He was a candIdate for Congress, but 
accordIng to hIS own account party consideratlOns defeated lum Per
haps the voters dId not wholly relIsh beIng represented by a man whom 
the world at large could not be persuaded to take senously 

General reforms attracted thiS zealous worker as well as polItIcal 
Above all, for many years he preached-and practIsed-total abstI
nence HIS story of hIS conversIOn and final abjurIng of alcohol IS most 
edlfymg He lost no occaSlOn of lecturIng on the subject, WIth an 
abundant and vIgorous rhetOrIC "In the coune of my lIfe," he says, 
"1 have WrItten much for newspapers, on vanous subjects, and always 
WIth earnestness, but m none of these have 1 felt so deep an Interest 
as m that of the temperance reform" And agaIn, m hIS later years 
"At my stage of lIfe 1 confess to a deeper mterest In the noble cause 
of temperance than I ever had m the largest audIence ever assembled 
under canvas" 

And he workcd and gave as well as talked. As lus wealth grew, he 
dIspensed It WIth broad and WIse lIberalIty, especIally contrIbutmg to 
the development and Improvement of the CIty In whIch he lIved If I 
CIte hIS own eVIdence mstead of the abundant corroboratIon of hIS 
admIrcrs, It IS SImply because of ItS delIghtful naIvete "1 speak of these 
thIngs, 1 trust," he say", "WIth becommg modesty, and yet WIth less 
reluctance than I should do, If my fellow-citIzens of Bndgeport had 
not generally and generously awarded me sometimes, perhaps, more 
than my meed of praise for my unremlttmg and earnest efforts to 
promote whatever would conduce to the growth and Improvement of 
our charmmg CIty" 

But, though Barnum's avocatlOns and dIverSIOns may have been 
pohtlcs and phIlanthropy and reform, hIS real hfe was In his busmess 
From lus mfancy hIS thoughts were devoted to makmg money, to 
getting a good bargam, even on a small scale As a child he was gIVen 
penmes by hIS grandfather, "to buy raIsins and candles, whIch he 
always mstructed me to sohclt from the store-keeper at the 'lowest cash 
pnce'" The boy concentrated all hIS mental energy on the study of 
the qualitIes that would enable hIm to get and keep. He was born WIth 
a natural InstInct m such matters "1 usually Jump at concluslOns, and 
almost mvanably find that my first ImpressIOns are correct", and he 
Improved ills natural Instmcts to a pomt that made rum a phenomenon 
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Note, howet'er, that the drIving force In all this was not the mere 
money-greed Itself. In thIS sIde of rus nature Barnum was dIstInctly 
and thoroughly AmerIcan ForeIgners are always accusing Americans 
of Idohzmg the dollar They misunderstand In reahty the Amencan 
man of bUSIness cares nothmg for the dollar. He has not the mIser's 
paSSIOn for accumulatmg as such He IS Just as ready to spend as he IS 
to gam, to flmg away the dollars for amusement or benevolence as fa~t, 
almost, as they come m, unless retaInmg them is clearly neces~4ry to 
get more What he IdolIzes IS not money, but success, and success in 
bUSIness, In money-makmg, IS the crude, ObVIOUS form that appeals to 
a natIon whIch has not yet wholly grasped the finer Issues and mterests 
of lIfe ThIS was emInently true of Barnum To call hIm avarICIOUS or 
penurIOus would be absurd To be sure, we have to discount a httle 
when he says, "You are much mlsta1.en In supJ'losmg that I am so ready 
or anxIOUS to make money On the contrary, there IS but one thmg m 
the world that I deSIre-that IS, tranqUIllIty" But It IS certam that, 
after he had assured himself agamst want. what he sought was to carry 
out hiS projects Those projects happened to Involve money-making, 
and he made It 

He dId not even care greatly for the thIngs that money gIves He 
could, and, when It was necessary, he dId, lIve WIth the utmost SIm
pliCIty When money came, he spent, and no doubt enjoyed, bemg 
emmently human BeSides, great spendIng, even personal, was great 
advertI~I11g But he dId not need dollars for luxury any more than for 
the mere pleasure of posseSSIng them 

I WIsh there were detalled eVIdence as to the most Important of 
Barnum's bUSIness qualItIes, that of dealIng WIth men HIS reJatlOm 
WIth them must have been vast and successful, but he himself throws 
lIttle lIght upon the questJOn Now and then, however, there are 
glImpses of SIngular tact and aptltude, and I find one observatIon, 
from a man who knew hIm well, that IS Illummatmg "In the manage
ment of bUSIness he was both skIlful and acute, but what surpnsed some 
was the fact that he habitually asked adVIce of you, whoever you were, 
on e\ery matter he had In hand that could be disclosed In tms way 
he got all sorts of opmIOns, studIed theIr value, and struck such a 
balance -between them as rus own Judgment led hlm to thmk was the 
correct one" Such methods of procedure go a long way In accountIng 
for a successful career 

It cannot be de rued that the. most conspICUOUS feature in Barnum's 
bUSIness actIVIty was the instmct of speculatIOn, of venturesomeness, of 
takmg a chance. Earrung was well Savmg was well But USIng your 
braIns to make a big profit out of a small Investment was far better. 
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«My disposition," he says; "is, and ever was, of a speculative character, 
and I am never content to engage in any busmess unless it is of such a 
nature that my profits may be greatly enhanced by ion increase of 
energy, perseverance, attention to busmess, tact, etc" In hIS youth 
lottenes were much m fasruon They sUited rum exactly, and he loved 
to embark m the wdd lotterIes of others and to invent wdder of hIs own 
Even after he had left the lottery for other fields, the same gamblIng 
mstmct clung to him Only he himself used and enJomed upon others 
that combmatIOn of Iron restramt wIth boldness whIch alone can brmg 
£peculatIOn to success 

As to the moral element of such dubIOUS ventures, Barnum's career 
offers a most mterestmg study That he dId not mean to delude and 
defraud IS ObVIOUS enough But hIS mfimte delIght m Yankee shrewd
ne~s often blmded hIm to the damagmg fact that such shrewdness is too 
apt to mean plam cheats and lIes He was brought up m an atmosphere 
of petty trIckery whIch he hImself analyzes wIth the keenest ms:ght and 
his final comment on It IS "Such a: school would 'cut eye-teeth,' but If 
It dId not cut conSClence, morals, and mtegrIty all up by the roots, It 
would be because the scholars qUIt before theIr educatIOn was com
pleted I" He wrote a huge and cunous book on "The Humbugs of the 
World," mlxmg and confusmg all sorts of trIflmg deceptions, elaborate 
frauds, and political and relIglOus delUSIOns and hallucmatIons. His 
deductIOn from thiS study was that mankmd hked to be humbugged 
and always would be, that some humbug was legitImate and delightful. 
and that precisely such was hiS 

Humbug or not, It must not be supposed that his success or rus 
wealth was gamed WIthout bitter struggle As he hlmsclf sums It up, 
With hiS lummous complacency "A lIfe With the WIde contra~ts of 
humble OrIgm and high and honorable success, of most formidable 
obstacles overcome by courage and constancy, of affluence that had 
been patIently won, suddenly wrenched away, and trIumphantly re
gamed" To tell the story m more detaIl, he began poor, worked hard, 
though he hated work, wandered Widely He kept store, he ran nomadiC 
shows, he dabbled m JournalIsm, which landed rum m JaIl, whence he 
emerged With a gorgeous ovatIOn that tickled IllS whole soul By feedmg 
men's wonder WIth strange Sights he gathered a conSiderable property. 
Then he became mvolved, through what seems mcredible carelessness, 
m an mvestment that practIcally rumed him He took dIsaster with 
admIrable equammlty, set to work With energy and mdt'pendence to 
reestablIsh hImself, rejected offers of help, milked the world's gullIbility 
once more on an even vaster scale, pa,td rus honest debts, and shone out 
III the end far more prosperous than when rum overtook him. You 
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could not shake hlS confidence or his hopf'. H1s Museum was burned 
and burned agaID He laughed and rebullt it. Competition beset hun. 
He laughed 'VId declared that the deSIre for amusement was the one 
pasSIOn that was mexhaustlble. You mIght tap It more and more deeply 
and never find an end He collaborated WIth varIOUS partners and 
some suggest that the partners contnbuted largely to the enterprise and 
the success But Barnum got the credIt-and the fun At one nme he 
thought he had got enough and done enough He would glve up and 
rest and let others do the work and have the profit But nature was too 
strong, and back he went agam, and kept at It tIll he dIed HIS last 
inqUIry of hIS secretary was "what were the receIpts yesterday~" and 
when told they were good, wIth the figures, he remarked that they 
were not up to the receIpts of the OlympIa m London 

II 

It will not be disputed that the greatest element m Barnum's success 
was advertlsmg The rapId development of JournalIsm m the last half 
of the runeteenth century made It preemmently the age of pubhClty, 
and few human bemgs have ever hved who enjoyed pubhcIty, or 
understood It, or profited by It, more than Barnum did He recogmzed 
thIS hImself at all tImes In 1855 he wrote "Fully appreclatmg the 
powers of the press (to whIch more than to any other one cause I am 
mdebted for my success m lIfe), I did not fall to mvoke the aid of 
'prmter's mk ' " Twenty years later he dedared, "Without prmter's ink, 
I should have been no bIgger than Tom Thumb" By repeated, unfaIl
mg, unblushmg proclamatIOn of the ments of hiS goods he drew the 
whole world about hmo"~ and so enormous was the force at rus command 
that even he dId not apprecIate Its full capacity On one occasIOn he 
was dnvcn to remark, "I lost a large amount of money that day by not 
havmg suffiCiently estImated the value of my own advertlsmg" 

Every agency of duect, paid publICity was of course set constantly 
at work WIth all Its rewurces of flare and glItter Once convmced that 
he had somethmg worth pubhc attentIOn, he did not heSItate to arouse 
that attention by all that pnntmg and pamtmg could deVIse In rus 
homely way he says, "AdvertlSlng IS to a genume article what manure 
is to land-It largely mcreases the product" 

But direct methods were the smallest part of the matter It was the 
cunrung and subtle psychologIcal suggestIOn of every sort and kmd that 
counted most Barnum speaks w,lth delIght of a SIgn he saw one day 
an wluch was wntten, "Don't read the other SIde." Every passerby dId 
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read the other side and bought m consequence It was the ingenuity of 
such thmgs that charmed hlm qUite as much as their profit Reporters? 
"Approachable, democratIc in every way, and shrewd, he fairly melted 
to the mtervJ:ewer, whom he frequently dId not walt for, but sent for."
Mystery;' Infimte are the uses of mystery Keep people guessing and 
you keep them mterested Crowds;' They bring other crowds Only 
make a man feel that hIS neIghbor wants to enter your door and he wIll 
jostle the world to get In hImself Elephants;' BIg, strange creatures, 
aren't they? Good advertlSlng anywhere But If we buy a farm in plain 
SIght from a great raIlroad and set elephants to ploughmg It, what a 
stir we shall make' PIckpockets ? You mIght thmk them a nUisance 
about a show So they are But If you catch one and shut him up 
and tell everybody that a hve pIckpocket may be seen for a quarter, 
you WIll draw {ooh, and some who are not Barnum dId It RelIgIon? 
We have the gledtest pmslble respect for relIgIOn But If a mmIster 
attacks our show and we can ~peak up for ourselves and tell hIS congre
gatIon that he IS mIstaken and that we are one of the greatest moral 
mfluences of the age, \VeIl, relIgIon WIll make as good advertlsmg as 
anythmg else-and better 

On the dIshonest, the fraudulent SIde of advertIsmg Barnum is 
mexhaustIble and delIghtful The mgenUlty of hIS resource IS equaled 
anI} by the SOphJ5try of hIS defense The fierce and solemn reprehensIon 
of the great Engh~h magazmes as to the first edItIOn of hIS AutobIOg
raphy should be read and enjoyed But, after all, these attacks affected 
chIefly one or two conspICUOUS frauds, whIch Barnum hImself In later 
years dId not regard WIth much pnde JOIce Heth, the one hundred and 
SIxty year old nurse of Washmgton, the MermaId, and the Woolly 
Horse were not credItable adventures Barnum confesses that he lIed 
about the age of Tom Thumb and m the earher AutobIOgraphy 
(omItted m the later) InSIStS that, so long as Tom was really a dwarf, 
It made no dIfIerence Exaggerated statements, more or less deliberate 
mlsrepresentatJOns, mgemous and far-fetched suggestlDn had confused 
the great showman's conSCIence to such an extent that, so long as the 
atmosphere of publICIty was rosy, its hazmess dId not senously dIsturb 
lum Yet when It came to actual busmess transactIOns, hIS substantIal 
honesty seems beyond dIspute The whole hIstory of hIS dealIngs with 
Jenny Lmd, told from her SIde as well as from hIS, supports thIS More
over, he was firmly convmced of the great prmcIple of advertlslI)g, 
whIch he never loses an occasIOn to emphaSIze it only pays to adver
tise a good thmg Make the publIc feel that It has got ItS money's 
worth, and you may tell It what you pJea~e 

As to the speculatIve aspect of pubhcIty, the necessIty of outlay and 
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the uncertainty of return, Barnum is most interesting and in$tmcti~./ 
No one had studied the intricacies of the subject more thoroughly than 
be. Yet he adJ?jlits that, WIth all his experience, It is impossible to tell 
what wIll pay and what will not. " 'The puhbc' IS a very strange arumal, 
and although a good knowledge of human nature WIll generally lead a 
caterer of amusements to hit the people, they are fickle and ofttlmes 
perverse" Nothmg pleases hIm more than to combme advertlsing wIth 
practical utilIty When he was conveying Tom Thumb through 
France, the raIlroad service proved mconvement and It was necessary 
to substitute other forms of transportation The number of the attend
ants and the varIOUS accessones made a great dIsplay of vehIcles 
indispensable But Barnum consoled himself WIth the thought that It 
all helped to create mterest "It was thus the best advertmng we could 
have had, and was really, In many places, our cheapest and in some 
places, our only mode of gettIng from pomt to pomt " 

And always, when he was anxIous to mform the world, he believed 
in spendmg WIthout lImIt, even If the gam was not dlfectly vlSlble 
A man complaIned to hIm once that he had a good artIcle and had 
advertised It but could not sell It "How dId you advertIse?" "I put It 
m a weekly newspaper three tImes, and paId a dollar and a half for it " 
And Barnum's comment was, "SIT, advertlSlng IS lIke learmng-'a lIttle 
is a dangerous thmg , " 

If It was a questIOn of getting himself and hIS wares before the publIc, 
Barnum was perfectly ready to apprecIate the value of abuse as well 
as of commendatIOn Few men have been more scolded, more cntlCl7cd, 
more laVIshly and scurrIlously rIdIculed than he But hIS skm was 
thIcker, apparently, than that of his own elephants, and so the world 
talked about him, he did not much care how It talked He wrote hiS 
book to expose the humbugs of history, and he was qUIte wlllmg that 
anybody who WIshed should expose hIm A woman came and trIed to 
make hIm buy a pamphlet In whIch she had found fault w.th hIS 
procedure My dear madam, he saId In substance, wnte what you 
please "only have the kIndness to say somethmg about me, and then 
come to me and I WIll properly estImate the money value of your 
services to me as an advertIsmg agent" "It's a great thIng to be a 
humbug," he quotes from a kIndred splnt, "I've been called so often 
It means ruttmg the publIc m realIty Anybody who can do so, IS ~ure to 
be called a humbug by somebody who can't" AgaIn and agam he 
returns to thIS pomt "The object was accomphshed and although 
some people ~rIed out 'humbug,' I had added to the notorIety whIch I 
so much wanted and I was satIsfied." Fmally, In one preClOUS and 
perfect phrase, he sums up rus whole attitude III the matter' "After 
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~,aU, it was a goqd advertisement f"Ot me, as well as for Higgjnson; and 
~.t wuuld have been pretty difficult to serve me up about these times in 
pnnter's ink in any form that I should have objected to." 

Nor was he satisfied Wlth working through the newspapers, or 
through the tongues of others, or through a hundred subtle, mdirect 
agenCIes of every kmd. He was always ready to appear before the 
world in person, to tell it of the merits of his shows and incidentally
and largely-<>f rus own, to talk an~here and without hmit He 
assures us of his imperturbable coolness on the platform You could 
not upset his equammity or exhau~t rus patIence HIS golden, or brazen, 
abundance of words was unstmted, whether with tongue or pen He 
could talk on any subject, tellmg stories, quotmg authors, making 
pomts of aU sorts, and always attractIng the attentton of WIder and 
Wider multitudes to the mcomparable excellence of the greate~t show 
on earth And It cannot be denied that he made words serve hIS 
purpose with a deftness and facIlIty calculated to mcrease the dIstrust 
of even persons who regard those mSInuatmg agents WIth the ex
tremest sceptiCIsm. He spoke and wrote well, wIth lUCIdIty and energy, 
about polItics, finance, temperance, general VIrtue, even relIgton That 
he did not always hve up to the high level of hIS eloquence IS of less 

.account, because a verbal standard so lofty would have been beyond 
the reach of any man But If you take the words by themselves, they 
do tell. The httle pamphlet m which he, for a wonder conCisely, 
expounds hIS UmversalIst belIefs, is a statement of smgular VIgor and 
dIrectness Do not sentences hke these snap and stmg? "The force of 
habIt IS mdeed strong, but trus argument overloads It tremendously. 
. • . If a man cannot Will to obey, he ,cannot sm He IS not a responsible 
actor If death does thiS we are all ahke unmanned There can be 
neither heaven nor hell, we are not men, but thmgs " 

And It IS everywhere eVIdent that the man was not gomg before the 
publiC Simply from busmess motIves He loved It The advertismg 
mstmct was bound up 10 his nature with an extraordmary chtldhke 
\'amty You can see It wntten all over hIm A huge, benevolent, Inllruta· 

ble expansiveness radIates from every portrayal of hIS face and figure 
He lIked to talk of lumself, had a large, shrewd gift of narratmg all 
sorts of adventures in whIch he was the hero--or the butt, at any rate 
the slgmficant personage. He boasted of everythmg, even of hIS 
modesty Of one of hIS earlier undertakings he says, It "led me into stIll 
another field of enterprise whIch honorably opened to me that notoriety 
of whIch In later hfe I surely have had a surfeIt" But If surfeIt means 
enough, It does not appear that the pomt was ever really reached 
WJth what JOY does he record the arnva) of the hme when "viSItors 
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began to say that they would give more to see the proprietor of the 
Museum than to view the entire collection of CuriOSItIes " 

And all the xamty, all the love of popular applause, or even abuse, 
is poured out 10 the Immense, s10gular document called "Struggles and 
Triumphs," the huge Autobiography which sets forth so many th10gs 
.that happened and that did not happen and makes the wide world 
revolve around that JOVIal heap of k10dly egotism What a book! What 
a collectIOn of books I For It was revised over and over, and pr10ted 
and re-prmted 10 half a dozen dIfferent forms, all mgemously adapted 
to entice dollars from purses fat and lean and ragged and gorgeous 
How he dId love It, how he thought over It and worked over It, the 
preCIOUS record of hIS abound1Og and world-agltat1Og self Not Henry 
James could have gIVen more care to the reVISIOn of hiS earher wnt10gs 
to SUlt hiS later glory than did thiS busy and m a sense Illiterate show
man The trude anecdotes, the crowdmg vulgarl~ms, of 1855, are 
chastened, to me hiS own favonte word, m the cciItlOns of the seventies, 
so that they may not profane the transformatIOn from thou~ands of 
readers to tens of thousands Heaven knows there are stIll enough left 
Up to hIS death he added a yearly chapter, that not one precIOus fact 
mIght be unnoted, and he enJomed upon hiS dIsconsolate Widow the 
melancholy completIon, which unhappIly he could not set down \ 
himself 

So from the cradle to the grave hiS Impul~e was to keep always before 
the people In Mr Conkl1O's excellent book about the Clrcm there IS a 
VIVId pIcture of Barnum, showmg how he revcled m the opportumty 
of exhibItmg hIm~elf to applaudmg crowds "Soon after the show 
began he arrived m an open carnage drawn by two hor~cs, WIth a 
coachman and footman m full hvery on the box The whole perform
ance came to a stop whIle he was dnven slowly around the hippodrome 
track At mtervals he would have the carnage stop, and standmg up m 
It, call out m hiS squeaky VOice, 'I suppose you came to see Barnum, 
didn't you? Wa-al, I'm Mr Barnum'" For fifty years he had been 
proclrummg through a megaphone to the admrrmg UnIverse, "I'm Mr 
Barnum" 

III 

The palhatIOn for all this unmense and undemable vulgar egotism, 
the excuse whIch made the world tolerate It and makes those who read 
about It tolerate It stIll, was first, the man's benefaction to humamty 
m pubhc entertamment. Here agfim no one can state Ius own ments 
more emphatically than he does. "Every man's occupatIon should be 
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beneficial to his fellow-man as well as profitable to htmself. All else is 
vanity and folly." "Men, women and dllkiren, who cannot live on 
gravIty alone, need somethmg to satIsfy theIr gayer, hgl1ter moods and 
hours, and he who ministers to thrs want IS In a business establIshed by 
the Author of our nature," which IS certainly puttmg the circus under 
respectable patronage But that Barnum dId labor to amuse mankmil 
as well as to ennch hImself cannot be dIsputed 

As to the qualIty of the amusement there may be some questIOn 
enncs, of what, If he had lIved fifty years later, he would have called 
a rughbrow order, are unspanng In theIr condemnatIOn If he dId not 
degrade and deprave pubhc taste, he at least appealed to much that 
was degraded and depraved In It If he was careful to avoId confuct 
WIth the more obvIOUS pnnclples of moralIty, he at least fed the Idly 
and vulgarly cunous WIth entertamment that tended to crowd all that 
was fine and noble out of theIr hves I should not undertake to deter
mme the truth of thIS complIcated charge, merely pomtmg out that the 
reprehensIble features of Barnum's shows gradually gave way to what 
was more wholesome, and that smce hIS tIme some dIVerSIOns have 
evolved at least as objectIOnable as any mvented by hIm The mter
cstmg thrng IS hiS own complete self-complacency In the matter To hIS 

, mmd all that he offered the publIc was benefiCial and =provmg In 

the hIghest degree and every shade of the harmful was careful ehm
mated I do not see how thIS can be urged WIth more force than m the 
concludmg words of the 1880 edItion of hIs AutobIOgraphy "When It 
IS eVIdent that the pubhc, old and young, are not made WIser, better 
and happIer by the recreatlOn whIch I proVIde for them, my efforts m 
that direction Will cease" 

As to the quantIty of amusement furmshed there WIll be less questIon 
than as to the qualIty. "Taken altogether, I thmk I can, WIthout 
egonsm, say that I have amused and mstructed more persons than any 
other manager who ever lIved" So wntes thIs creatUie of mfimte 
self-content And he proceeds to gIve figures to prove that m all he had 
exhIbIted to over eIghty-two IDlllIon persons ThIS, of course, as he IS 
careful to pOInt out, may mclude the same VISItor many times But 
even W, It IS a vast total of human delIght And whtle the maJonty 
must consIst of the youthful and the uneducated, we know that young 
and old, mgh and low, man and woman, the mIllIonaIre, the scholar, 
the preacher, all alIke meet at the CIrCUS and the menagerIe The chIld 
IS the pretext, but the Immortal chlid m all of us IS the explanation 
Who has been such a benefactor to chrldren as Barnum, and who hke 
lum has teased the dllid out of the weary and fretted and forgetful 
man? 
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Moreover we forgive much not only to his faculty of entertaining 
others, but to his o\\n exuberant deught in what he was doing. Some 
entertainers are allXlous and worned, lIke the rest of us They make 
amusement a busmess like another, dry and shrink up in a back office, 
while the huge, mad not of the world IS gomg on about them Not so 
Barnum It was hiS not and hIS world, and he savored every thnll of 
its enjoyment as If It were hIS own He could hImself perform, if 
necessary, could do slelght-of-hand tncks, or black up and smg negro 
songs, anythmg to dIvert the waltmg multitude, If occaSlOn called for 
It lIe could plunge mto strange antIcs, for the mere zest, as when he 
viSlted the South of France in vmtage-tlme "While I was there, 
deslrmg a new experIence, I myself trod out a half barrel or so with 
my own naked feet, dancmg the whlle to the sound of a fiddle" But 
most of all he reveled 10 the glory of exhIbIting glory He knew it was 
second-hand, knew It was mere reflectlOn WIth a pretty mock-modesty 
he sometlmes trIed to shnnk mto the background But why? It was 
Barnum who pulled the WIres, Barnum who set these puppets dancmg 
and domg theIr clever tncks, and all the world knew It, and he was 
Barnum Why not enJoy It? 

The truth was, he enjoyed everythmg LIfe was a huge Joke, and 
jokes were the splce that seasoned hls whole eXl!.tence. From the fiptt~ 
page of rus AutoblOgraphy to the last there IS a suceeSSlOn of Jokes, 
some clever, some vulgar, some monstrous, but all slde-sphttmg, or so 
he found them The taste was mborn, he says, and from hIS cradle hIS 
grandfather and all hIS famliy made hIm the butt of a Jest about an 
mherIted mud-patch called Ivy Island The germ caught m hIS system 
and for seventy years he played Jokes on all about hIm and expected 
them to be played upon hIm m return HIS splendId health, hIS ever
aboundmg spmts, all conspued to keep hIm dally and mghtly m the 
mood of thIS perpetual frolIc 

Note that there IS no partIcular WIt or element of mtellIgence about 
thIS fun of Barnum's Now and then he stnkes a happy retort, as when 
tlle BIshop of London expressed the assurance, at partmg, that they 
would meet m heaven, and Barnum saId, "If your LordshIp IS there." 
But m the malO It IS the unfallmg outflow of a VIgorous temperament, 
takmg the form of so-called practIcal Jokes, rIch wIth the suggestIon of 
a large, IUSClOUS, ammal felICIty, but not especIally dIverting m the 
record, and qUIte often degeneratmg into dulness 

Also, there were worse elements than dulness The practIcal Joke, as 
every one knows, runs too easily mto cruelty, and Barnum's were not 
exempt from thIS feature Mr. Benton mSlsts that "his most audaCIOUS 
performances and jokes were unquahfiedly good-humored." So they 
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~ . .vere in intention, no doubt; but Barnum himself says of the town where 
'~ passed much of hIs youth, "A joke was never give\} up in Bethel 

I
tll the very end of It was unraveled," and we all know what that 

eans. It was immensely humorous to send forged dIspatches on All 
ols' Day to lus employees, but the man who was mformed that hl$ 

attve VIllage was m ashes and hIs o\"n homestead burned could not 
have passed a pleasant hour It was a rollIckmg Je~t that a tIcket-taker 
should be challenged to a duel by an angry student But "as he expetted 
to be shot, he suffered the greatest mental agony About midIlIght, 
however, after he had bcen suffiocntly scared, I brought hIm the 
grattfymg mtellIgence that I had 5ucceeded m setthng the dIspute" 
Read m cool qUIet, these thmgs do not altogether amuse And I feel 
shll more the callousness they suggest l!l Barnum's apparent complete 
mdifference to the semI-humamty or sub-humamty of the hornble 
creatures that hc often e"hlbIted One would dunk that a naturc WIth 
a shred of sensltlveness ,""ould havc nCOlled from the pubhc dIsplay of 
these monstrosltIes and the slCkemng, morbId cunoslty they fostered 
SenSItIveness of that kmd Barnum had not 

Even worse thm the mIxture of Joke WIth cruelty IS the mixture WIth 
tiI'honesty, bccause the combmatlon IS more easlly effected and more 
inSIdIOUS Barnum's prcoccupatIon WIth thIS ~l(jc of the matter is 
always cVldent When, as a boy, he was a clerk m a store and tflcked 
hIS customers, he remarks that some of thcm "were vexed, but most of 
them laughed at the Joke" When he has advanced much farther m 
~}.penence and success, he comforts hIm~elf for varIOUS odd procedures 
WIth the refiectlOn that "the publIc appears dIsposed to be amused 
even when they are conscIOUS of bemg deceIved" The ear her chapters 
of hIS elaborate study of "Humbug" are largely gIven up to a specIous 
apology for hIS own carcer WIth extreme and far-reachmg mgenulty 
he argues that humbug and swmdhng are very dIfferent matters WIth 
all respect for hIS cleverness, however, I thmk the average honest man 
wIll hold that humbug m everythmg even remotely connected wIth 
money does mean swmdlmg and nothing else The pecuharity of 
humbug IS that It IS swmdlmg WIth a sense of humor, of practIcal Joke, 
m It ThIS IS what makes It tolerable to the AmerIcan publIc, and thIS IS 
Just what fascmated Barnum, profitable practical Jokmg But It may 
be questioned whether eIther the precept or the example was of 
advantage to Amencan youth. 

Yet, in spIte of all the callousness and all the trIckery mherent in the 
Jokmg habIt, there was at the bottom of the Jokes, In Barnum's case, a 
vast and JOVIal good-nature whIch IOU cannot help admIring and hkmg 
and enjoymg Tned by the final test of the Joker, that of bemg willmg 
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to take a joke on hunself, he comes out with an unfailing cheerfulIle!l~ 
and a hearty s~nse of reciprocIty which always command respect. r~" 
tells mnumerable pranks that were played upon him, m full detail ani, 
with huge impersonal rehsh. To be sure, he usually contrIves a sequ! 
by which the rash Jester IS amply repaId. But It must be adnutted th ' 
he does not hesitate a moment to show himself in a ndlculous hgh i 

even when he has been placed there by his own folly And this IS anI; 
part of the general wmmng candor of self-confession, by whIch, so far 
as he sees, which perhaps IS not to the very bottom, he places his whole 
heart before the reader of rus pages. At times, as is apt to be the case 
with such candor, he reaches a point of joking self-deprecianon that I~ 
misleading and nught easIly tempt the cnne to Judge him more severely 
than he deserves. Thus it was that in rus later years, after a life of far
extended beneficence, he could say In publIc, "MIne IS usually a 
profitable phtlanthropy I have no deSire to be considered much of a 
philanthropIst m any other sense." 

When finally analyzed, a good deal of phIlanthropy brings Its profit 
in one way or another But few people have had the kindly mstmct of 
spreading and promotIng joy more fully than Barnum He beheved 
that the AmerICarlS "WIth the most umversal ciJffuslOn of the means of 
happiness ever known among any people," were unhappy, and he 
wanted to make them cheerful He beheved in laughter, wanted to 
make people laugh, and "men who had not laughed for twenty years, 
or maybe never, held aching sides when it was their good fortune to 
meet P. T Barnum in a merry mood." He loved chlldren, above all 
things loved to make them happy, and did it, and next to becommg 
like a little child-and Barnum was not unlike one-is there any surer 
passport to the Kingdom of Heaven? He turned rus whole circus parade 
out of its route to amuse a sick boy who had dreamed for days of 
seeing it To be sure, these things sooner or later found theIr way mto 
the papers and made famous advertlsmg, and the philanthropy was 
profitable. But the philanthropy was there, Just the same, and some men 
like the profit without it. 

So he lived and dIed, the great showman of the world, makmg the 
world into a show, making a show of everytrung in It, and all the tIme 
himself furnishing the greatest show of all And he knew It, reveled 
in It, was as ready to turn hImself into laughter as anytlung else. The 
glonfication of laughter has its weak pomts, the weakest perhaps bemg 
that those who laugh easily are inclined to laugh too much and qUIte 
out of place. But in the world as It IS to-day many of us mIght laugh, 
or smile, a httle more, and Barnum at least dId lus part toward 
diffusing the habit. 



It is true that at moments, in keen and sincere recollection of his 
'1!hgtous training, he tried to pull a long face and, emphasize the 
,~lemn trumpet tone of the Koran sentence, "The heavens and the 

I
~rth' tlunk ye that we have created them to be a jest?" With his 

inutable verbal faclhty he could reproduce this tone, as he could 
any others "The endless ages of immortal hfe are not given to sit 

n a flower-bed and smg and play harps, but for the endless develop
ment of Immortal souls" But this was not hiS natural vem, was not in 
the essential temper of hiS spmt. If he lmgers in history at all, or in 
the memory of hiS Amencan fellow countrymen, whom he amused 50 

vastly, It WIll be as a trIflIng bubble of rIotous and somewhat vulgar 
laughter on the stream of the Infimte IllUSion. 
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MOST WRITERS after their death go through a period of de
preciation, but If they have a permanent value, they emerge from it 
and then take theIr place m the lIterature of theIr country Rudyard 
KIplIng Just now IS m thIS posItIOn HIS pomt of VIew IS out of favor, 
hIS smart-alec way, whIch was always obJectIOnable, now seems in
tolerable, and hIS mannensms, whIch at fir~t seemed rather amusmg, 
are now exasperatmg I read recently the Plam Tales from the Hzlls, 
wIth whIch he first made hIs reputatIon, and found them httle to my 
hkmg I thought them vulgar and SIlly The contempt he conSIStently 
poured on the mtellIgent and the hard-workmg set my teeth on edge 
But he was very young when he wrote them, and I suppose he ab
sorbed the current Ideas of the people round hIm of whom he wrote 
Much confUSIOn might have been spared the world If they had had 
more sense 

Rudyard KIplmg was a grand teller of tale~, and my own behef IS 
that when hIS less successful stones are forgotten and a collectIOn IS 
made of the best of them, hI~ vitahty and vanety, hIs mventiveness 
and narratIve skIll, WIll gIVe hIm hIgh rank among the great story 
tellers of the world Because I thm].. he was at hIS best when he dealt 
WIth the IndIa he had known m hIS chIldhood and agam m the years 
he spent there after leavmg school, I have chosen for thIS collectIOn 
the story called "At the End of the Passage" 

EdIth Wharton was a WrIter of dIstmctlOn arid a woman of over
whelmmg culture Puttmg aSIde Ethan Frome, a fine story of sImple 
people, her work for the most part was concerned WIth a class that 
appears now to ftave fallen mea dIsfavor WIth wnters of fictIOn m 
America So far as I know, John Marquand IS the only wnter of 
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talent who has made it the object of hIS study, but one would hesitate 
to say that he has treated it with indulgence To tel!.. you the truth, 
I have never qUIte understood why novehsts should confine their at
tentIOn to truck dnvers, farm hands, factory workers, thugs and 

''gangsters, for after all, there are m thIS country persons of educatIOn 
and refinement-doctors, lawyers, scholars, bankers, merchants-and 
It IS hard to see why they should be thought less worthy of notIce than 
other sectIOns of the populatlOn These and theIr hke are left to the 
WrIters of detectIve stones It appears that If you bve on Park Avenue, 
own a house m Newport, or soberly dwell on your ancestral estate in 
Vlrglma, the novelIst WIll have nothmg to do wIth you unless you 
can proVIde him With a bloody murder EdIth Wharton's story IS here 
to remmd you that even In Park Avenue human bemgs are human 

I do not much hke the story by Sherwood Anderson that I have 
put here, but I have not been able to find one that I lIked better 
The fact is that he did not wnte very good stones, for he had no very 
good stones to tell, he wrote sketches rather, and It was the cumulatIve 
effect of them that was stnkmg and valuable In Poor Whtte he said. 
"The town was really the hero of the book What happened to 
the town was, I thought, more Important than what happened to the 
people of the town" I thmk that explams why, when you have read 
f;j1mesburg, Ohzo you have no VIVId recoIlectlOn of any of the stones 
m It, but a very defimte ImpreSSlOn of the community None of the 
people stands out clearly, but you have a sort of generalIzed sense of 
theIr confUSlOn and bewIlderment Sherwood Anderson had a marked 
mfluence on the Ameflcan short story, and for that reason I felt he 
should not be left out 

Rmg Lardner wrote only a few stones of the first class, but those 
are very good mdeed I have placed here one of the best It shows 
to advantage hiS great skIll m reproducmg conversatIon, and his mor
dant humor I have placed next to It a bttle story by SakI He was 
a Scot, a soldIer by profeSSIOn, and hIS name was H H Munro. He 
was a humorist too, as sardonic as Lardner; but he wrote not of boxers, 
baseball players, barbers, and salesmen lIke Lardner, he wrote of the 
Idle nch who amused themselves m MayfaIr and in country houses 
m the pleasant vamshed England before the first World War, In whIch 
he was kIlled Efforts have been made to introduce him to the favor 
of the AmerIcan publIc, but they have, succeeded to no great extent. 
I thmk he IS very funny, and If you don't, I can't help It Anyhow "The 
Match-Maker" IS short. 

The last name In thIS group is Katherme Mansfield She wrote little 
and dIed young. She has been extravagantly praised She was not 
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a genius, but partly by the booming of her literary friends, partly be
cause in the poverty of the short story in England at the tIme she was 
writing, she seemed better than she was, she was acclaimed as such. 
She had a small and delIcate talent and a senSitive feelmg for ViSUal 
things, but when she tried to Write a story of any length, It brC'ke to 
pieces in the middle because it was not supported by a structure of 
sufficient strength. Her slight, charmmg gtft is best shown in short 
pieces such as the one I have pnnted It may amuse you to note 
that in this she has used WIth effect the surpnse endmg wruch the 
elect now look upon as reprehensIble This of course IS nonsense, the 
surprise endmg IS excellent if It is lOgIcal m thIS case it gives the 
story its pomt. 

Since In this section I have been dealing WIth the more or less Il
lustrIOUS dead, I thmk it IS the proper place to state why I have 
forborne to mclude among them so famous an author as 0 Henry 
He was a prohfic and popular wrIter, but he was very uneven, and 
his best stones are so well known that It seemed hardly worth while 
to insert one of them, and on the other hand I could not but thmk It 
unfair to hIm to put one m that was not equal to hIS best merely be
cause it was less well known And I trunk we are all rather tIred of 
O. Henry He made use of comcidence m a manner we are no longer 
ready to accept, and the surpnse endmg, whIch was hIS specIalIty, 
has by now lost Its novelty HIS techmque has somethmg of the effect of 
a conjurIng trIck you have seen too often, and hiS mgenulty, great as .t 
was, cannot conceal the fact that hiS themes were few There was httle 
variety eIther 10 hIS characters or hIS plots 

At the End of the Passage 

RUDYARD KIPLING 

The sky IS lead and our faces are red, 
And the gates of Hell are opened and rwen, 
And the wmds of Hell are loosened and drwen. 

And the dust flus up In the face of Heaven, 
And the clouds come down In a fiery sheet, 

Heavy to, raise and hard to be borne 
And the soul of man IS turned from hiS meat, 

Turned from the tnfles for which he has stnven 
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Sick zn hu body, and heavy hearted, 
And hzs soul {lzes up lzke the dust in the sheet 
Breaks from hzs flesh and IS gone and departed, 

As the blasts they blow :m the cholera-horn. 
HIMALAYAN 

FOUR MEN, each entItled to 'hfe, hberty, and the pursuIt of happiness: 
sat at a table playmg whIst The thermometer marked-for them
one hundred and one degrees of heat The room was darkened till 
It was only Just possIble to dlstmguish the pIpS of the cards and the 
very whIte faces of the players A tattered, rotten punkah of whIte
washed cahco was puddhng the hot aIr and whmmg dolefully at each 
stroke OutsIde lay gloom of a November day m London There was 
neIther sky, sun, nor horizon,-nothmg but a brown purple haze of 
heat It was as though the earth were dymg of apoplexy 

From hme to tIme clouds of tawny dust rose from the ground with
out wmd or warnIng, flung themselves tablecloth-wIse among the tops 
of the parched trees, and came down agam Then a whIrlIng dust
deVIl would scutter across the plaIn for a couple of mIles, break, and 
fall outward, though there was nothmg to check Its flIght save a long 
low lme of plied raIlway-sleepers whIte WIth the dust, a cluster of 
huts made of mud, condemned ralls, and canvas, and the one squat 
four-roomed bungalow that belonged to the aSSIstant engineer In 

charge of a sectIon of the Gaudhan State hne then under construc
tion 

The four, stnpped to the thmnest of sleepmg-sUlts, played whist 
crossly, WIth wranglmgs as to leads and returns It was not the best 
kind of whIst, but they had taken some trouble to arnve at It Mottram 
of the IndIan Survey had ndden thIrty and raIled one hundred miles 
from hIS lonely post In the desert smce the mght before, Lowndes of 
the CIvIl ServIce, on speCIal duty m the pohtIcal department, had come 
as far to escape for an mstant the rmscrable mtrIgues of an im
povenshed natIve State whose kmg alternately fawned and blustered 
for more money from the pitIful revenues contrIbuted by hard-wrung 
peasants and despaIrIng camel-breeders, Spurstow, the doctor of the 
hne, had left a cholera-stncken camp of coohes to look after itself 
for forty-eight hours whIle he assocIated WIth whIte men once more. 
HummIl, the aSSIstant engmeer, was the host He stood fast and reo 
celved hIS friends thus every Sunday If they could eome in. When 
one of them faIled to appear, he would send a telegram to his last 
address, in order that he mIght know whether the defaulter were 
dead or alive. There are very many places in the East where it is not 
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good or kmd to let your acqua.mtanccs drop out of sight even for one 
short week. 

The players tvere not conscious of any special regard for each other. 
They squabbled whenever they met, but they ardently desired to meet, 
as men wIthout water deSIre to drmk They were lonely folk who 
understood the dread meamng of lonehness. They were all under 
thIrty years of age,-whlch. IS too soon for any man to possess that 
knowledge. 

'PIlsener?' said Spurstow, after the second rubber, moppmg Ius 
forehead 

'lk-er's out, I'm sorry to say, and there's hardly enough soda-water 
for to-night,' saId HummI!. 

'What filthy bad management" Spurstow snarled 
'Can't help It I've WrItten and WIred, but the trams don't come 

through regularly yet Last week the Ice ran out,-as Lowndes knows' 
'Glad I dIdn't come I could ha' sent you some If I had known, 

though Phew' It'S too hot to go on playmg bumblepuppy' ThiS With 
a savage scowl at Lowndes, who only laughed He was a hardened 
offender 

Mottram rose from the table and looked out of a chmk m the 
shutters. 

'What a sweet day" saId he. 
The company yawned all together and betook themselves to an aim

less investIgatIOn of all Humml!'s possesSlOns,-guns, tattered novels, 
saddlery, spurs, and the bke They had fingered them a score of tImes 
before, but there was really nothmg else to do 

'Got anythIng fresh?' saId Lov.nde~ 
'Last week's Gazette of Indta, and a cuttmg from a home paper 

My father sent It out It's rather amusIng' 
'One of those vestrymen that call 'emseIvcs M P's agam, IS It?' said 

Spurstow, who read hIS newspapers when he could get them. 
'Yes Listen to thiS It's to your address, Lowndes The man was 

makmg a speech to his constItuents, and he pl\ed It on Here's a 
sample "And I assert unhesltatmgly that the CIVil Service In India 
is the preserve-the pet preserve-of the arIstocracy of England What 
does the democracy-what do the masses-get from that country, 
wluch we have step by step fraudulently anne}.ed? I answer, nothmg 
whatever It IS farmed WIth a single eye to theIr own mterests by the 
~clons of the aristocracy They take good care to maIn tam theIr laVIsh 
scale of mcomes, to aVOid or stIfle any mqmnes mto the nature and 
conduct of theIr adrrumstration; whIle they themselves force the un
happy peasant to pay WIth the sweat of hIS brow for all the luxuries 

466 



in which they are lapped.'" Hummil waved the cuttmg above his 
head "Ear' 'earl' said his audience. • 

Then Lowndes, medttatIvely. 'I'd glVe-I'd glVe three months' pay 
to have that gentleman spend one month with me and see how the free 
and independent natIve prmce works thmgs Old Timbersldes'-this 
was his flIppant title for an honoured and decorated feudatory pnnce 
-'has been wearmg my hfe out this week past for money By Jove, hu 
latest performance was to send me one of hiS women as a bnbe l' 

'Good for you' DId you accept It?' said Mottram 
'No 1 rather WIsh I had, now She 'Was a pretty httle person, and 

she yarned away to me about the horrIble destItutIon among the lung's 
women-folk The darlmgs haven't had any new clothes for nearly 
a month, and the old man wants to buy a new drag from Calcutta,
solId Silver rallmgs and Sliver lamps, and trIfles of that kmd I've tried 
to make him understand that he has played the deuce wIth the 
revenues for the last twenty years and must go slow He can't see It' 

'But he has the ancestral treasure-vaults to draw on There must be 
three mIllIOns at least In Jewels and com under hiS palace,' said Hummil 

'Catch a native kmg dlsturbmg the family treasure I The pnests for
bid It except as the last resort Old TlmbefSldes has added something 
hke a quarter of a milhon to the depOSit In hiS reign , 

'Where the mIschief doe~ It all come from?' said Mottram 
'The country The state of the people IS enough to make you sick. 

I've known the tax-men 'Walt by a milch-camel tIll the foal was bom 
and then hurry off the mother for arrears And what can 1 do? 1 can't 
get the court clerks to give me any account5, 1 can't raise anythmg 
more than a fat smIle from the commander-m-chief when 1 find out 
the troops are three months m arrears, and old Timbersides begins 
to weep 'When I speak to him. He has taken to the Kmg's Peg heaVIly, 
-lIqueur brandy for whIsky, and Heldsleck for soda-water.' 

'That's what the Rao of Jubela took to. Even a natIve can't last 
long at that,' saId Spurs tow 'He'll go out' 

'And a good thmg, too Then I suppose we'll have a council of 
regency, and a tutor for the young prmce, and hand hIm back his 
kmgdom With ten years' accumulatIOns' 

'Whereupon that young prmce, havmg been taught all the vices of 
the EnglIsh, WIll play ducks and drakes With the money and undo 
ten years' work m eIghteen months I've seen that busmess before: 
saId Spurstow. '1 should tackle the kmg WIth a 11ght hand, if 1 were 
you, Lowndes They'll hate you qUIte ehough under any circumstances." 

'That's all very well. The man who looks on can talk about the 
ught hand, but you can't clean a pIg-stye with a pen dipped in rose-
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water. I know my risks; but nothing has happened yee. My servant's 
an old Pathan, 'and he cooks for me They are hardly hkely to bribe 
him, and I don't accept food from my true friends, as they call them
selves. Oh, but it's weary work! I'd sooner be with you, Spurstow. 
There's shooting near your camp.' 

'Would you? I don't dunk it. About fifteen deaths a day don't 
incite a man to shoot anytlung but }umself. And the worst of It is that 
the poor devlls look at you as though you ought to save them. Lord 
knows, I've trIed everyth.mg My last attempt was empIrIcal, but It 
pulled an old man through He was brought to me apparently past 
hope, and I gave hIm gin and Worcester sauce WIth cayenne. It cured 
him; but I don't recommend It' 

'How do the cases run generally'" SaId Hurrurul 
'Very SImply mdeed Chlorodyne, opIUm pIll, chlorodyne, collapse, 

nitre, brIcks to the feet, and then-the bummg-ghat The last seems 
to be the only thmg that stops the trouble It's black cholera, you know. 
Poor devds' But, I wdl say, httle Bunsee Lal, my apothecary, works 
Jike a demon. I've recommended }urn for promotIOn If he comes 
through It all ahve.' 

'And what are your chances, old man?' said Mottram. 
'Don't know; don't care much, but I've sent the letter in. What 

are ),ou doing with yourself generally'" 
'SItt.mg under a table .m the tent and splttmg on the sextant to 

leep It cool,' saId the man of the survey. 'Washing my eyes to aVOId 
ophthalmia, wIDch I shall certainly get, and try.mg to make a sub
surveyor understand that an error of five degrees .m an angle Isn't 
quite so small as It looks I'm altogether alone, y' know, and shall 
be till the end of the hot weather' 

'Hummd's the lucky man,' said Lowndes, flingIng himself mto a 
long chair. 'He has an actual roof-tom as to the cedmg-cloth, but 
sbll a roof-over hIS head He sees one tram dally. He can get beer 
and soda-water and Ice 'em when God is good He has books, pIctures,' 
-they were torn from the Graphzc,-'and the society of the excellent 
sub-contractor Jevins, besides the pleasure of receIvmg us weekly' 

Hummd smiled grimly 'Yes, I'm the lucky man, I suppose. Jevms 
is luckier' 

'How? Not--' 
'Yes. Went out. Last Monday.' 
'By his own hand II' said Spurstow quickly, hinting the SUspICIon that 

was in everybody's mmd There was no cholera near Humnul's sec
tion. Even fever gIves a man at least a week's grace, and sudden death 
perally imphed self-slaughter 



'I judge no man tlus weather,' said Hummil. 'He had a touch of 
the sun, 1 fancy; for last week, after you fellows hap left, he came 
into the verandah and told me that he was gomg home to see his 
wIfe, in Market Street, LIverpool, that evening. 

'I got the apothecary m to look at rum, and we tried to make him 
lie down After an hour or two he rubbed lus eyes and saId he believed 
he had had a fit,-hoped he hadn't saId anythIng rude. Jevins had 
a great Idea of bettenng hImself socIally. He was very hke Chucks in lus 
language' 

'Well?' 
'Then he went to hIS own bungalow and began cleaning a nfle. 

He told the servant that he wa~ gomg to shoot buck m the mom1Og. 
Naturally he fumbled WIth the tngger, and shot hImself through the 
head-accidentally The apothecary sent 10 a report to my chIef, 
and Jevms IS buned somewhere out there I'd have wired to you, 
Spurs tow, If you could have done anythmg , 

'You're a queer chap,' saId Mottram 'If you'd kIlled the man 
yourself you couldn't have been more qUlet about the busmess' 

'Good Lord' what does It matter?' saId Hummil calmly 'I've got 
to do a lot of hiS overseemg work m addItIon to my own I'm the 
only person that suffers Jevms IS out of It,-by pure aCCIdent, of 
course, but out of It The apothecary was gomg to wnte a long screed 
on SUICIde Trust a babu to dnvel when he gets the chance.' 

'Why dIdn't you let it go In as SUICIde?' saId Lowndes. 
'No dIrect proof A man hasn't many priVIleges m thiS country, but 

he mIght at least be allowed to mishandle hIS own nRe BeSIdes, some 
day I may need a man to smother Up an aCCIdent to myself LIve and 
let hvc. DIe and let dIe' 

'You take a pIll,' said Spurstow, who had heen watchmg Hummil'. 
whIte face narrowly 'Take a pIll, and don't be an ass That sort of 
talk IS skIttles Anyhow, SUICIde IS shIrking your work If 1 were Job 
ten tImes over, I should be so mtereste.:l In what was gomg to happen 
next that I'd stay on and watch.' 

'Ah' I've lost that CUrIosity,' saId Hurnrllli 
'LIVer out of order?' said Lowndes feelmgly. 
'No Can't sleep That's worse.' 
'By Jove, it IS I' saId Mottram 'I'm that way every now and then, 

and the fit has to wear Itself out. What do you take for It?' 
'Nothlng. What's the use? I haven't had ten mmutes' sleep since 

Friday morning.' 
'Poor chap' Spurstow, you ought t'o attend to tlits,' said Mottram. 

"Now you mention it, your eyes are rather gummy and swollen.' 
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SpUl"Stow, still watchmg Hummil, laughed lightly. 'I'll patch him up, 
later on. Is it too hot, do you think, to go for a nde?' , 
. 'Where to" ;aid Lowndes wearily. 'We shall have to go away at 

eight, and there'll be ndIng enough for us then. I hate a horse, when 
I have to use him as a necessIty. Oh, heavens' what is there to do?' 

'Begm wlust agam, at chIck points ['a cluck' IS supposed to be eIght 
:Shillings] and a gold mohur on the rub,' saId Spurs tow promptly. 

'Poker A month's pay all round for the pool,-no hrrut,-and fifty
rupee raises. Somebody would be broken before we got up,' saId 
Lowndes 

'Can't say that It would gIve me any pleasure to break any man in 
this company,' said Mottram 'There Isn't enough excitement In it, 
and It's foohsh ' He crossed over to the worn and battered little camp
piano,-wreckage of a mamed household that had once held the bun
galow,-and opened the case. 

<It's used up long ago,' saId Hummii. 'The servants have pIcked it 
to pieces' 

The piano was Indeed hopelessly out of order, but Mottram managed 
to brmg the rebelliOUS notes mto a sort of agreement, and there rose 
from the ragged keyboard somethmg that mIght once have been the 
ghost of a popular musIc-hall song The men m the long chaITs turned 
with evident interest as Mottram banged the more lustily 

'That's good" saId Lowndes 'By Jove' the last time 1 heard that 
song was In '79, or thereabouts, Just before 1 came out' 

'Ab " saId Spurstow with pnde, '1 was home In '80' And he men
tioned a song of the streets popular at that date 

Mottram executed it roughly Lowndes cntIClsed and volunteered 
emendatIOns Mottram dashed into another dItty, not of the musIc-hall 
character, and made as If to nse. 

'Sit down,' saId Hummii '1 dIdn't know that you had any mUSIC 
in your composItIon Go on playmg untIl you can't thmk of anytlung 
more I'll have that plano tuned up before you come agaIn. Play 
somethmg festive' 

Very SImple mdeed were the tunes to whIch Mottram's art and the 
limitatIOns of the plano could give effect, but the men hstened WIth 
pleasure, and m the pause~ talked all together of what they had seen 
or heard when they were last at home. A dense dust-storm sprung up 
outside, and swept roarmg over the house, envelopmg It m the chokmg 
darkne~s of mldmght, but Mottram contmued unheedmg, and the 
crazy tInkle reached the ears of the hsteners above the flappmg of the 
tattered ceIlmg-c1oth . 

In the SIlence after the storm he glIded from the more directly 

470 



personal songs of Scotland, half humming them as he played, into 
the Evenmg Hymn 

'Sunday,' said he, nodding his head 
'Go on. Don't apolOgIse for It,' said Spurstow 
Hummil laughed long and riotously 'Play It, by all means. You're 

full of surpnses to-day I dIdn't know you had such a gift of finIshed 
sarcasm How does that thmg go?' 

Mottram took up the tune 
'Too slow by half You mISS the note of gratItude,' said Hummil. 

'It ought to go to the "Grasshopper's Polka,"-this way And he 
chanted, presttsszmo,--

'Glory to thee, my God, thzs mght 
For all the blessmgs of the lIght 

That shows we really feel our blessmgs How does It go on?-

'If m the nzght I sleepless be, 
My soul wzth sacred thoughts supply, 
May no III dreams dIsturb my re5t:-

QUlcker, Mottram ,-

'Or powers of darkness me molest" 

'Bah' what an old hypOCrIte you are" 
'Don't be an ass,' saId Lowndes 'You are at full lIberty to make 

fun of anythmg else you hke, but leave that hymn alone It's as-
30cIated m my mmd WIth the most sacred recollectlOns--' 

'Summer evenmgs m the country,-stamed-glass wmdow,-hght 
gomg out, and you and she pmmmg your heads together over one 
hymn-book,' saId Mottram 

'Yes, and a fat old cockchafer hlttmg you in the eye when YOIl 

walked home Smell of hay, and a moon as bIg as a bandbox slttmg 
on the top of a haycock, bats,-roses,-milk and mIdges,' saId Lowndes 

'Also mothers I can Just recollect my mother SIngmg me to sleep 
WIth that when I was a httle chap,' said Spurstow. 

The darkness had fallen on the room. They could hear Humnul 
sqUlrmmg m hiS chaIr 

'Consequently,' saId he testily, 'you smg it when you are seven 
fathom deep In Hell' It's an Insult <to the IntellIgence of the Deity 
to pretend we're anythmg but tortured rebels ' 

'Take two pIlls,' saId Spurstow, 'that's tortured lIver.' 
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"The usually placid Hummil is in a vile bad temper. I1nl sorry 
for lus coolies \o·morrow,' saId Lowndes, as the servants brought in 
the lIghts and prepared the table for dinner. 

As they were settlIng mto their places about the mIserable goat
chops, and the smoked tapioca pudding, Spurs tow took OCCaslon to 
whisper to Mottram, 'Well done, DavId" 

'Look after Saul, then,' was the reply. 
'What are you two wrusperIng about?' said Hummll suspIciously. 
'Only saymg that you are a damned poor host Tills fowl can't be 

rot,' returned Spurstow With a sweet smIle. 'Call thiS a dmner?' 
'I can't help It You don't expect a banquet, do you~' 
Throughout that meal Hummil contrIved labOrIously to imult di. 

rectly and pomtedly all hIS guests m successIOn, and at each msult 
Spurstow kicked the aggrIeved persons under the table, but he dared 
not exchange a glance of IntellIgence WIth eIther of them HummIi's 
face was white and pInched, while hiS eyes were unnaturally large 
No man dreamed for a moment of resentIng hiS savage personahtles, 
but as SOOl} as the meal was over they made haste to get away 

'Don't go You're Just gettIng amUSIng, you fellows I hope 1 haven't 
said anythmg that annoyed you You're such touchy deVIls' Then, 
changIng the note Into one of almost abject entreaty, RummIl added, 
'I say, you surely aren't gomg?' 

'In the language of the blessed Jorrocks, where I dmes I sleeps,' 
said Spurstow 'I want to have a look at your coohes to-morrow, If 
you don't rrund You can gIve me a place to he down In, I suppose?' 

The others pleaded the urgency of their several dutIes next day, 
and, saddlmg up, departed together, Hummll beggmg them to come 
next Sunday As they Jogged off, Lowndes unbosomed himself to 
Mottram-

. And I never felt so lIke klckmg a man at hiS own table lIi 

my lIfe. He saId I cheated at WhISt, and remmded me I was m debt' 
'Told you you were as good as a har to your face! You aren't half 
indIgnant enough over It' 

'Not I,' SaId Mottram 'Poor deVIl' DId you ever know old Hummy 
behave lIke that before or WIthIn a hundred mIles of It?' 

'That's no excuse Spurstow was hackIng my shIn all the time, so 
1 kept a hand on myself. Else I should have--' 

'No, you wouldn't You'd have done as Hummy dId about Jevms, 
judge no man thIs weather. By Jove' the buckle of my brIdle IS hot 
in my hand' Tro' out a bit, amI 'ware rat-holes' 

Ten mInutes' trottmg Jerked out of Lowndes one very sage remark 
when he pulled up, sweatIng from every pore-
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• 'Good thing Spurstow's with him to-night.' 
·Ye-es. Good man, Spurstow. Our roads tum here; See you again 

next Sunday, if the sun doesn't bowl me over.' 
'S'pose so, unless old Timbersldes' finance minister manages to dress 

Bome of my food. Good-night, and-God bless you!' 
'What's wrong now?' 
'Oh, noth1Og.' Lowndes gathered up his whip, and, as he flIcked 

Mottram's mare on the flank, added, 'You're not a bad little chap. 
-that's all.' And the mare bolted half a mile across the sand, on 
the word. 

In the assistant engineer's bungalow Spurs tow and Hummd smoked 
the pIpe of ~Ilence together, each narrowly watclung the other. The 
capaCIty of a bachelor's establIshment IS as elastIc as Its arrangements 
are sImple A servant cleared away the d1Omg-room table, brought in 
a couple of rude natIve bedsteads made of tape strung on a light 
wood frame, flung a square of cool Calcutta rna tUng over each, set 
them SIde by SIde, pinned two towels to the punkah so that their 
frmges should Just sweep clear of the sleepers' nose and mouth, and 
announced that the couches were ready 

The men flung themselves down, ordering the punkah-coolies by 
all the powers of Hell to pull Every door and window was shut, for 
the outSIde aIr was that of an oven The atmosphere witlun was only 
1040, as the thermometer bore witness, and heavy with the foul 
smell of badly-trImmed kerosene lamps, and thIS stench, combineci 
WIth that of natIve tobacco, baked bnck, and dned eartb, sends the 
heart of many a strong man down to hIS boots, for it IS the smell of 
the Great IndIan EmpIte when she turns herself for SIX months into 
a house of torment Spurstow packed hIS pIllow craftIly so that he 
rechned rather than lay, hIS head at a safe elevatIon above hIS feet, 
It IS not good to sleep on a low pIllow m the hot weather If you 
happen to be of thIck-necked bUIld, for you may pass WIth lIvely 
snores and gugglings from natural skep 1Oto the deep slumber of 
heat-apoplexy. 

'Pack your pIllows,' saId the doctor sharply, as he saw Hummil 
preparIng to he down at full length 

The mght-hght was tnmmed, the shadow of the punkah wavered 
across the room, and the 'fltck' of the punkah-towel and the soft whine 
of the rope through the waH-hole followed It Then the punkah flagged, 
almost ceased. The sweat poured from Spurstow's brow. Should he 
~o out and harangue the coohe? It started forward agaIn with a 
savage jerk, and a pin came out of the· towels. When'this was replaced, 
a tom tom In the coolie-lines began to beat WIth the steady throb of 
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a swollen artery inside SOme brain-fevered skull Spurstow turned or.: 
his side and swore gently. There was no movement on HumnuI's part 
The man had composed hImself as ngtdly as a corpse, his hand~ 
clinched at his sides The resplfabon was too hurned for any sm
picion of sleep. Spurstow looked at the set face The Jaws were 
clmched, and there was a pucker round the quivermg eyehds 

'He's holdmg himself as tightly as ever he can,' thought Spurs tow 
'What in the world IS the matter WIth him ?-HummIl" 

'Yes,' in a thick constramed vOice. 
'Can't you get to sleep?' 
'No: 
'Head hot? 'Throat feelIng bulgy? or how?' 
'Neither, thanks I don't sleep much, you know' 
"Feel pretty bad?' 
'Pretty bad, thanks There IS a tom tom outsIde, Isn't there? I thought 

it was my head at first. .. Oh, Spurstow, for pity's sake give me 
somethmg that WIll put me asleep,-sound asleep,-If It'S only for 
IlX hours l' He sprang up, tremblmg from head to foot 'I haven't been 
able to sleep naturally for days, and I can't stand It'-I can't stand It " 

'Poor old chap" 
'That's no use GIve me somethmg to make me sleep. I tell you 

1'm nearly mad 1 don't know what I say half my time For three 
weeks I've had to thmk and spell out every word that has come 
through my lIps before I dared say It Isn't that enough to dnve a 
man mad? I can't see thmgs correctly now, and I've lost my sense 
of touch My skm ache,-my skm aches' Make me sleep Oh, Spurstow, 
for the love of God make me sleep sound It Isn't enough merely to 
Jet me dream Let me sleep I' 

'All nght, old man, all nght Go ~low, you aren't half as bad as 
you thmk' 

The flood-gates of reserve once broken, HummIl w~s clmging to 
hun lIke a fnghtened chIld 'You're pmchmg my arm to pieces' 

'I'll break your neck If you don't do somethmg for me No, I didn't 
mean that Don't be angry, old fellow' He Wiped the sweat off himself 
as he fought to regam composure 'I'm a bit restless and off my oats, 
and perhaps you could recommend some sort of sleepmg mIXture,
bromIde of potassIUm' 

'Bromide of skIttles' Why dIdn't you tell me thiS before? Let go 
of my ann, and I'll see If there's anytlung m my Cigarette-case to 
suit your complamt.' Spurstow hunted among hiS day-clothes, turned 
up the lamp, opened a lIttle silver cigarette-case, and advanced on 
the expectant Hummll WIth the damtIest of faIrY squIrts. 

474 



'The lalt appeal of CIvilisation,' SaId he, 'and a thIng I hate to use. 
Hold out your arm. Well, your sleeplessness hasn't rwped your muscle; 
and what a truck rude it is' MIght as well inject a buffalo subcu
taneously. Now in a few minutes the morphia WIll begm working. Lie 
down and wait.' 

A smde of unalloyed and idiotic delight began to creep over Hum
mIl's face 'I dunk,' he whispered,-'I thmk I'm gomg off now. Gad! 
It's pOSItIvely heavenly! Spurstow, you must grve me that case to keep; 
you--' The voice ceased as the head fell back 

'Not for a good deal,' saId Spurstow to the unconscIOUS form. 'And 
'lOW, my fnend, sleeplessness of your kmd bemg very apt to relax the 
moral fibre m httle matters of hfe and death, I'll Just take the hberty 
cf spIkIng your guns ' 

He paddled Into Hummd's saddle-room m rus bare feet and un
.::aloed a twelve-bore nfle, an express, and a revolver Of the first he 
unscrewed the mpples and hId them m the bottom of a saddlery-case; 
of the second he abstracted the lever, kiclung it behInd a bIg ward
robe The thIrd he merely opened, and knocked the doll-head bolt of 
the gnp up With the heel of a ndmg-boot 

'That's settled,' he SaId, as he shook the sweat off hIS hands 'These 
lIttle precautIOns WIll at least gIve you tIme to turn You have too 
much sympathy WIth gunroom aCCIdents' 

And as he rose from hIS knees, the thIck muffled VOIce of HumIl},d 
cned III the doorway, 'You fool" 

Such tones they use who speak In the lUCId mtervals of delmum 
to theIr fnends a httle before they dIe 

Spurstow started, droppmg the pIstol Hummil stood In the door
way, lOckmg With helpless laughter 

'That wa~ awf'ly good of you, I'm sure,' he said, very slowly, feelIng 
for his words 'I don't intend to go out by my own hand at present. 
I say, Spurstow, that stuff won't work What shall I do ~ What shall 
I do e' And pamc terror stood In rus eyes 

'LIe down and gIve It a chance Lie down at once' 
'I daren't It Will only take me half-way agam, and I shan't be 

able to get away thiS time Do you know it was all I could do to 
come out Just now? Generally I am as quick as IIghtnmg, but you 
had clogged my feet I was nearly caught' 

'Oh yes, I understand Go and he down' 
'No, It Isn't delmum, but It was an awfully mean trick to play on me. 

Do you know I mIght have died?' 
As a sponge rubs a slate clean, so some power unknown to Spurs tow 

llad WIped out of Hummll's face all that stamped it for the face of 
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a man, and he stood at the doorway in the expression of his lost 
innocence. He had slept back into terri6ed childhood. 

'Is he going t~ dIe on the spot?' thought Spurs tow. Then, aloud. 
'All right, my son. Come back to bed, and tell me all about it You 
couldn't sleep, but what was all the rest of the nonsense?' 

'A place,-a place down there,' said Hunuml, wIth sImple smcerity. 
The drug was actmg on hun by waves, and he was flung from the fear 
of a strong man to the frIght of a chud as hIS nerves gathered sense or 
were dulled. 

'Good God! I've been afraId of it for months past, Spurstow. It 
has made every mght hell to me, and yet I'm not COnsCIOUS of haVIng 
done anythmg wrong' 

'Be stIll, and I'll gIve YOll another dose. We'll stop your nightmares. 
you unutterable IdIOt!' 

'Yes, but you must give me so much that I can't get away You 
must make me qwte sleepy,-not Just a httle sleepy It's so hard to 
run then' 

'I know it, I know it. I've felt it myself. The symptoms are exactly 
as you descrIbe' 

'Oh, don't laugh at me, confound you' Before thIS awful sleepless
ness came to me I've tried to rest on my elbow and put a spur m the 
bed to stmg me when I fell back Look I' 

'By Jove' the man has been rowelled lIke a horse' RIdden by the 
nightmare WIth a vengeance' And we all thought hIm senSIble enough. 
Heaven send us understandmg' You hke to talk, don't you?' 

'Yes, sometImes. Not when I'm fnghtened Then I want to run. 
Don't you?' 

'Always. Before I give you your second dose try to tell me exactly 
what your trouble IS ' 

Hummil spoke m broken whispers for nearly ten mmutes, whtlst 
Spurstow looked mto the pupIls of lus eyes and passed hIS hand before 
them once or tWIce 

At the end of the narrative the SlIver CIgarette-case was produced, 
and the last words that HurnmIl saId as he fell back for the second 
tlme were, 'Put me qUIte to sleep, for If I'm caught I dle,-I die" 

'Yes, yes, we all do that sooner or later,-thank Heaven who has set 
a tenn to our mISerIeS,' saId Spurs tow, settlIng the cusluons under the 
head 'It occurs to me that unless I drmk somethmg I shall go out 
before my time I've stopped sweatmg, and-I wear a seventeen-mch 
collar' He brewed lumself scaldmg hot tea, which lS an excellent 
remedy agamst heM-apoplexy If· you take three or four cups of It in 
arne. Then he watched the sleeper 
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"A blInd face that cnes and can't wipe its eyes, a blind face that 
chases him down corndors! H'm' Decidedly, Hwnmit ought to go on 
Jeave as soon as possIble, and, sane or otherwIse, he undoubtedly dId 
rowel hImself most cruelly Well, Heaven send us understandmgl' 

At mld-day Hummd rose, WIth an evu taste m hIS mouth, but an 
unclouded eye and a Joyful heart 

'I was pretty bad last mght, wasn't I?' said he 
'I have seen healthIer men. You must have had a touch of the 

sun Look here If 1 wnte you a swmgeing medIcal certIficate, wIll 
you apply for leave on the spot?' 

'No' 
'Why not? You want It' 
'Yes, but 1 can hold on till the weather's a little cooler' 
'Why should you, If you can get relIeved on the spot?' 
'Burkett IS the only man who could be sent, and he's a born fool' 
'Oh, never mmd about the lme You aren't so Important as all that. 

WIre for leave, If neces~ary' 
Hummll looked very uncomfortable 
"I can hold on tIll the Rams,' he saId evaSIvely 
'You can't WIre to headquarters for Burkett.' 
'I won't If you want to know why, partIcularly, Burkett IS marrIed, 

and hIS WIfe's Just had a kId, and she's up at SImla, m the cool, and 
Burkett has a very mce bIllet that takes hIm mto SImla from Saturday 
to Monday That httle woman Isn't at all well If Burkett was trans
ferred she'd try to follow hIm If she left the baby behmd she'd fret 
herself to death If she came,-and Burkett's one of those selfish httle 
beasts who are always talkmg about a wIfe\ place bemg WIth her hus
band,-she'd dIe It's murder to brmg a woman here Just now. Bur
kett hasn't the phySIque of a rat If he came here he'd go out; and 
I know she hasn't any money, and I'm pretty sure she'd go out too. 
I'm salted m a sort of way, and I'm not marned Walt tIll the Rams, 
and then Burkett can get thm down here It'll do him heaps of good' 

'Do you mean to say that you mtend to face-what you have faced, 
till the Rams break?' 

'Oh, It won't be so bad, now you've shown me a way out of It. I 
Can always WIre to you BeSIdes, now I've once got mto the way of 
sleepmg, It'll be all nght. Anyhow, 1 shan't put in for leave That's the 
long and the short of It ' 

'My great Scotti I thought all that sort of thmg was dead and 
done WIth.' 

'Bosh! You'd do the same yourself. I feel a new man, thanks to that 
cigarette-case You're gomg over to camp now, aren't you?' 
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'Yes; but I'll try to look you up every other day, 1f I can.' 
'I'm not bad enough for that. I don't want you to bother. Give the 

coolies gm and ketchup' 
'Then you feel all rIght?' 
'FIt to fight for my hfe, but not to stand out in the sun talkmg to 

you Go along, old man, and bless you" 
Hummll turned on hIS heel to face the echomg desolatIon of his 

bungalow, and the first thmg he saw standmg m the verandah was the 
figure of hImself He had met a SImIlar appantlOn once before, when he 
was suffermg from overwork and the stram of the hot weather 

'This IS bad,-already,' he saId, rubbmg hIS eyes 'If the thmg slIdes 
away from me all m one pICce, lIke a ghost, I shall know It IS only my 
eyes and stomach that are out of order If It walks-my head IS gomg , 

He approached the figure, whIch naturally kept at an unvarymg 
dIstance from hIm, as IS the use of all spectres that are borf' of over
work It sltd through the house and dIssolved mto SWImmIng specks 
WIthIn the eyeball as soon as It reached the burmng lIght of thc garden 
Hummll went about hIS busmess tIll even When he came m to dmner 
he found hImself SIttIng at the table The VISIon rose and walked out 
hastIly Except that It cast no shadow It was m all respects real 

No hvmg man knows what that v.eek held for Hummtl An mcrease 
of the epIdemIc kept Spurstow m camp among the coohes, and all 
he could do was to telegraph to Mottram, bIddmg hIm go to the 
bungalow and sleep there But Mottram was forty mdes away from 
the nearest telegraph, and knew nothmg of anythmg save the needs 
of the survey tIll he met, early on Sunday mornmg, Lowndes and 
Spurstow headmg towards Hummll's for the v.eekly gathermg 

'Hope the poor chap's m a better temper,' saId the former, swmg
ing hImself off hIS horse at the door 'I suppose he Isn't up yet' 

'I'll Just have a look at hIm,' saId the doctor 'If he's asleep there's 
no need to wake hIm' 

And an mstant later, by the tone of Spurstow's VOIce callmg upon. 
them to enter, the men knew what had happened There was no need 
to wake hIm 

The punkah was stIll bemg pulled over the bed, but HummIi had 
departed thIS hfe at least three hours 

The body lay on ItS back, hands cltnched by the SIde, as Spurstow 
had seen It lYIng seven mghts previOusly In the starmg eyes wa~ 
WrItten terror beyond the expreSSiOn of any pen 

Mottram, who nad entered behmd Lownde5, bent over the dead 
and touched the forehead Itghtly WIth rus lIps 'Oh, you lucky, lucky 
devIl It he whispered. 



But Lowndes had ~n the eyes, and withdrew shuddering to the 
other side of the room. 

'Poor chap' poor old chap' And the last time I met him I was angry 
Spurs tow, we should have watched hun Has he-?' 

Deftly Spurstow contmued hiS investigatIons, endmg by a search 
round the room 

'No, he hasn't,' he snapped. 'There's no trace of anytrung Call the 
servants • 

They came, eight or ten of them, whlspenng and peering over each 
other's shoulders 

'When did your Sahib go to bed?' said Spurstow 
'At eleven or ten, we thmk,' said Hummll's personal servant 
'He was well then? But how should you know?' 
'He was not Ill, as far as our comprehension extended But he had 

slept very httle for three mghts ThiS I know, because I saw him walk-
109 much, and specially 10 the heart of the mght ' 

As Spurs tow was arrangmg the sheet, a bIg straight-necked huntmg
spur tumbled on the ground The doctor groaned The personal servant 
peeped at the body 

'What do you thmk, Chuma?' said Spurstow, catcrung the look on 
the dark face 

'J-Ieaven-born, In my poor opinion, thiS that was my master has 
descended mto the Dark Places, and there has been caught because he 
was not able to escape with suffiCIent speed We have the spur for 
eVIdence that he fought wIth Fear Thus have I seen men of my race do 
with thorns when a spell was laid upon them to overtake them In their 
sleepmg hours and they dared not sleep' 

'Chuma, you're a mud-head Go out and prepare seals to be set on 
the Sahib's property' 

'God has made the Heaven-born God has made me Who are we, 
to InqUlre mto the dlspensatlOns of God? I will bid the other serv
ants hold aloof while you are reckomng the tale of the Sahib's property. 
They are all thIeves, and would steal' 

'As far as I can make out, he died from-oh, anythmg, stoppage of 
the heart's actIOn, heat-apoplexy, or some other vlSltatIOn,' said 
Spurs tow to hiS campa mons. 'We must make an Inventory of his ef
fects, and so on ' 

'He was scared to death,' mSlsted Lowndes 'Look at those eyes! 
For pity's sake don't let him be buned With them open" 

'Whatevel It was, he's clear of all the trouble now,' said Mottram 
d~ .. 

Spurs tow was peermg mto the open eyes. 
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'Corne here,' saJd he. 'Can you see anytlung there?' 
'I can't face it" wlumpered Lowndes 'Cover up the face' Is there 

any fear on earth that can turn a man mto that hkeness" It's ghastly. 
Oh, Spurstow, cover It up!' 

'No fear--on earth,' saId Spurstow. Mottram leaned over hIS show
der and looked mtently 

'I see nothmg except SOme gray blurs on the pupIl There can be 
nothing there, you know' 

'Even so. Well, let's thmk It'll take half a day to knock up any 
sort of coffin, and he must have dIed at mldmght Lowndes, old man, 
go out and telJ the coohes to break ground next to Jevms's grave. 
Mottram, go round the house WIth Chuma and see that the seals are 
put on thmgs Send a couple of men to me here, and I'll arrange.' 

The strong-armed servants when they returned to theIr own kind 
told a strange story of the doctor SahIb vamly trymg to call their 
master back to hfe by magic arts,-to WIt, the holdIng of a httle green 
box that clIcked to each of the dead man's eyes, and of a bewIldered 
muttering on the part of the doctor Sahtb, who took the httle green 
box away WIth hIm 

The resonant hammenng of a coffin-ltd IS no pleasant thmg to hear, 
but those who have expenence mamtam that much more ternble 15 the 
soft SWIsh of the bed-hnen, the reevmg and unreevmg of the bed-tapes, 
when he who has fallen by the roadSIde IS apparelled for bunal, 
sinkmg gradually as the tapes are bed over, tIll the swaddled shape 
touches the floor and there IS no protest agamst the mdtgmty of hasty 
dIsposal 

At the last moment Lowndes was seIzed WIth scruples of con
science 'Ought you to read the serYlce,-from begmmng to end?' saId 
he to Spurs tow 

'I intend to You're my semor as a CIVIlIan You can take It If you 
like,Y 

"I didn't mean that for a moment I only thought If we could get a 
chaplam from somewhere,-I'm WIllIng to nde anywhere,-and gzve 
poor HummIl a better chance That's aiL' 

'Bosh!' said Spurstow, as he framed lus hps to the tremendous words 
that stand at the head of the bunal servIce 

After breakfast they smoked a pIpe In sIlence to the memOl'}' of the 
dead. Then Spurstow SaId absently

, 'TIsn't In medIcal SCIence' 
'What?' 
'Things in a dead man's eye.' • 
'For goodness' sake leave that horror atone" said Lowndes. 'rve 
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seen a native die of pure fright when a tiger chiVIedlum. I know what 
killed HumII1l1.' " 

'The deuce you do' I'm going to try to see' And the doctor re
treated into the bath-room wIth a Kbdak camera After a few mInutes 
there was the sound of sometlung bemg hammered to pIeces, and he 
emerged, very whIte indeed 

'Have you got a plcture~' said Mottram 'What does the thIng look 
lIke'" 

'It was impossIble, of course. You needn't look, Mottram I've tom 
up the films There was nothIng there It was ImpossIble' 

'That,' saId Lowndes, very dIstInctly, watchIng the shaking hand 
strIVIng to rehght the pIpe, 'IS a damned he.' 

Mottram laughed uneasIly. 'Spurstow's right,' he saId 'We're all 
in such a state now that we'd beheve anythmg For PIty'S sake let's try 
to be ratIOnal.' 

There was no further speech for a long time. The hot wind whIstled 
without, and the dry trees sobbed Presently the dally tram, wmkIng 
brass, burmshed steel, and spoutIng steam, pulled up pantIng In the 
intense glare. 'We'd better go on on that,' saId Spurs tow 'Go back to 
work I've wntten my certIficate We can't do any more good here, and 
work'll keep our wits together. Come on' 

No one moved. It IS not pleasant to face raIlway Journeys at mId
day In June Spurstow gathered up lus hat and whIp, and, turrung in 
the doorway, srud-

<There may be Heaven,-there must be Hell 
Meantzme, there zs our lzfe here We-ell~' 

Neither Mottram nor Lowndes had any answer to the question. 

Roman Fever 

EDITH WHARTON 

FaOM THE TABLE at which they had been lunching two Ameriean ladies 
of ripe but well-eared-for II1lddle age moved across the lofty terrace 
of the Roman restaurant and, leaning on Its parapet, looked first at 
each other, and then down on the outspread glories of the PalatIne and 
the Forum, WIth the same expression of vague but benevolent approval. 
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As they leaned there a gtrlish voice echoed up gaily from the stairs 
leading to the c'Ourt below "Well, come along, then," it cried, Dot to 
them but to an mVlsible companion, "and let's leave the young tlungs 
to their kmttmg", and a vOice as'fresh laughed back: "Oh, look here, 
Babs, not actually kmtting-" "Well, I mean figuratively," reJomed 
the first. "After all, we haven't left our poor parents much else to 
do ." and at that pomt the tum of the stairs engulfed the dialogue 

The two ladles looked at each other again, this time With a tmge of 
smtimg embarrassment, and the smaller and paler one shook her head 
and coloured shghtly 

"Barbara'" she murmured, sendmg an unheard rebuke after the 
mockmg vOice m the stairway 

The other lady, who was fuller, and higher m coIor, With a small de
termined nose supported by VIgorous black eyebrows, gavf' a good
humoured laugh "That's what our daughters thmk of us'" 

Her compamon replIed by a deprecatmg gesture "Not oi us ind! 
vidually We must remember that It's just the collectIve modem Idea 
of Mothers And you see-" Half gUiltIly she drew from her hand
somely mounted black hand-bag a twist of cnmson Silk run through by 
two fine kmttmg needles. "One never knows," she munnuIcd. "The 
new system has certamly given us a good deal of time to kill, and some
times I get tired Just lookmg--even at thIs" Her gesture was now ad
dressed to the stupendous scene at theIr feet 

The dark lady laughed agam, and they both relapsed upon the view, 
contt-mplatmg It m SIlence, With a sort of diffused seremty which might 
have been borrowed from the spring effulgence of the Roman skIes 
The luncheon-hour was long past, and the two had their end of the vast 
terrace to themselves At tlus opposite extremIty a few groups, de
tamed by a lmgermg look at the outspread CIty, were gathermg up 
guIde-books and fumblmg for tIp~ The last of them scattered, and the 
two ladles were alone on the aIr-washed heIght 

"Well, I don't see why we shouldn't Just &tay here," said Mrs Slade, 
the lady of the hIgh colour and energetiC brows Two derelIct basket
chaIrs stood near, and she pushed them mto the angle of the parapet, 
and settled herself m one, her gaze upon the Palatme. "After all, It's 
shll the most beautiful view m the world" 

"It always Will be, to me," assented her fnend Mrs. Ansley, WIth 
so slight a stress on the "me" that Mrs.. Slade, though she noticed It, 
wondered If It were not merely accidental, like the random under
limngs of old-fashioned letter-W11ters 

"Grace Ansley was always old-fashIoned," she thought, and added 
aloud, with a retrospective smIle. "It's a view we've both heen fa-
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miliar with for a good many years. When we first met here we were 
younger than our girls are now. You remember?" • 

"Ob, yes, I remember," murmured Mrs. Ansley, with the same un
definable stress.-"There's that head-waiter wondermg," she interpo
lated. She was evidently far less sure than her companion of herself and 
of her rights 10 the world. 

"I'll cure rum of wondering," said Mrs. Slade, stretching her hand 
toward a bag as dIscreetly opulent-lookmg as Mrs Ansley's SIgning 
to the head-walter, she explained that she and her fnend were old lovers 
of Rome, and would lIke to spend the end of the afternoon lookmg 
down on the vIew-that is, If It dId not dIsturb the servIce? The head
waIter, bowmg over her gratUlty, assured her that the ladles were most 
welcome, and would be shU more so If they would condescend to re
malO for dmner A full moon night, they would remember . . . 

Mrs Slade's black brows drew together, as though references to the 
moon were out-of-place and even unwelcome But she smIled away 
her frown as the head-v.alter retreated. "Well, why not? We mIght do 
worse. There's no knowmg, I suppose, when the gIfls will be back. 
Do you even know back from where ~ I don't'" 

Mrs Ansley agam coloured slIghtly "I think those young ItalIan 
aVIators we met at the Embassy inVIted them to fly to Tarquina for 
tea I suppose they'll want to walt and fly back by moonhght " 

"MoonlIght-moonlIght! What a part It still plays Do you suppose 
they're as sentlmental as we were?" 

"I've come to the conclUSIOn that 1 don't In the least know what 
they are," SaId Mrs. Ansley "And perhaps we dIdn't know much more 
about each other" 

"No, perhaps we dIdn't" 
Her fnend gave her a shy glance "1 never should have supposed 

you were sentimental, AlIda" 
"Well, perhaps 1 wasn't" Mrs Slade drew her lIds together 111 retro

spect, and for a few moments the tW(1 ladles, who had been mtimate 
SInce chIldhood, reflected how little they knew each other. Each one, 
of course, had a label ready to attach to the other's name, Mrs Delphm 
Slade, for mstance, would have told herself, or anyone who asked her, 
that Mrs Horace Ansley, twenty-five years ago, had been exqulSltely 
lovely-no, you wouldn't belIeve It, would you? . though, of 
course, stIll charmIng, dIstIngUIshed ... Well, as a gIrl she had beel) 
exquisite, far more beautIful than her daughter Barbara, though cer
tamly Babs, accordmg to the new standards at any rate, was more ef
fective-had more edge, as they say. Funny where she got It, With those 
two nulhtIes as parents Yes; Horace Ansley was-well, Just the duph-
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cate of his wife. Museum speclmens of old New York. Good-looking, 
irreproachable, c;xemplary. Mrs Slade and Mrs. Ansley had lIved op
posIte each other-actually as well as figuratively-for years When 
the drawmg-room curtains In No . .20 East 73rd Street were renewed, 
No. 23, across the way, was always aware of It. And of all the movings, 
buytngs, travels, anmversanes, illnesses-the tame chromcle of an 
estimable pair Little of It escaped Mrs Slade But she had grown 
bored wIth It by the tIme her husband made hIS big coup In Wall Street, 
and when they bought in upper Park Avenue had already begun to 
thmk "I'd rather bve opposite a speak-easy for a change, at least one 
might see It raided" The Idea of seemg Grace raIded was so amusmg 
that (before the move) she launched It at a woman's lunch It made a 
rut, and went the rounds-she sometImes wondered If It had crossed the 
street, and reached Mrs Ansley She hoped not, but didn't much mmd. 
Those were the days when respectabilIty was at a dIscount, and It dId 
the irreproachable no harm to laugh at them a bttle 

A few years later, and not many months apart, both ladles lost 
their husbands There was an appropnate exchange of wreaths and 
condolences, and a bnef renewal of mtlmacy m the half-shadow of 
their mournmg, and now, after another mterval, they had run across 
each other m Rome, at the same hotel, each of them the modest ap
pendage of a salIent daughter The simIlanty of theIr lot had agam 
drawn them together, lendmg Itself to mIld jokes, and the mutual 
confeSSIOn that, If m old days It must have been tmng to "keep up" 
WIth daughters, it was now, at bmes, a httle dull not to 

No doubt, Mrs Slade reflected, she felt her unemployment more 
than poor Grace ever would It was a big drop from bemg the Wife of 
Delphm Slade to bemg hiS Widow She had always regarded herself 
(WIth a certam conjugal pnde) as hiS equal m SOCial gIfts, as con
tnbutmg her full share to the makmg of the exceptional couple they 
were· but the dIfference after hIS death was IrremedIable As the wife 
of the famous corporatIon lawyer, always With an mternatIOnal case 
or two on hand, every day brought Its excItmg and unexpected oblIga
tion the Impromptu entertammg of emment colleagues from abroad, 
the hurned dashes on legal busmess to London, Pans or Rome, where 
the entertammg was so handsomely reciprocated, the amusement of 
hearIng In her wake' "What, that handsome woman wlth the good 
clothes and eyes is Mrs Slade-the Slade's wIfe? Really? Generally 
the wives of celebnbes are such frumps" 

Yes, bemg the Slade's WIdow was a dullish busmess after that. In 
lIVIng up to such 'a husband all' her faculbes had been engagt"d, now 
she had only her daughter to live up to, for the son who seemed to 
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have mherIted his father's gifts had dIed suddenly in boyhood. She 
had fought through that agony because her husband'was there, to be 
helped and to help, now, after the father's death, the thought of the 
boy to mother her daughter; and dear Jenny was such a perfect 
daughter that she needed no exceSSlVe mothenng. "Now wIth Babs 
Ansley I don't know that I should be so quiet," Mrs Slade sometimes 
half-envlOusly reflected, but Jenny, who was younger than her bnlllant 
inend, was that rare accIdent, an extremely pretty gIrl who somehow 
made youth and prettmess seem as safe as theIr absence It was all per
plexmg-and to Mrs Slade a httle bonng She wIshed that Jenny 
would fall m love-wIth the wrong man, even, that she mIght have to 
be watched, out-manoeuvred, rescued And mstead, It was Jenny who 
watched her mother, kept her out of draughts, made sure that she had 
taken her tomc ... 

Mrs Ansley was much less articulate than her fnend, and her mental 
portraIt of Mrs Slade was slIghter, and drawn wIth faInter touches. 
"AlIda Slade's awfully bnllIant, but not as bnllIant as she thInks," 
would have summed It up, though she \'lould have added, for the en· 
lIghtenment of strangers, that Mrs Slade had been an extremely dash
mg gIrl, much more so than her daughter, who was pretty, of course, 
and clever m a way, but had none of her mother's-well, "VIvIdness", 
some one had once called It l\1rs Ansley would take up current words 
lIke thIs, and cIte them 10 quotatIon marh, as unheard-of audaCIties 
No, Jenny was not hke her mother Sometimes Mrs Ansley thought 
AlIda Slade was dlsappomted, on the whole she had had a sad hfe. 
Full of faIlures and mIstakes, Mrs Ansley had always beep rather sorry 
for her .•. 

So these two ladles VIsualized each other, each through the wrong 
end of her little telescope 

II 

For a long time they contInued to sit side by side without speakIng. 
It seemed as though, to both, there was a relIef in laying down theIr 
somewhat futIle actiVItIes In the presence of the vast Memento Man 
wruch faced them Mrs Slade sat qUIte still, her eyes fixed on the 
golden slope of the Palace of the Caesars, and after a while Mrs. 
Ansley ceased to fidget with her bag, and she too sank Into medItation. 
LIke many mtImate fnends, the two ladles had never before had oc
caSIOn to be SIlent together, and Mrs J Ansley was shghtly embarrassed 
by what seemed, after so many years, a new stage In their mtimacy, 
ond one with which she dId not yet know how to deal. 
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" Suddenly the aIr was full of that deep clangour of bells which pen
odically covers Rome with a roof of silver. Mrs Slade glanced at her 
wnst-watch "FIVe o'clock already," she said, as though surprised. 

Mrs Ansley suggested mterrogatively "There's bndge at the Em
bassy at five" For a long tIme Mrs Slade dId not answer. She appeared 
to be lost In contemplatIOn, and Mrs Ansley thought the remark had 
escaped her But after a whIle she saId, as if speakmg out of a dream 
"Bridge, dId you say" Not unless you want to. . But I don't thmk 
I WIll, you know " 

"Oh, no," Mrs Ansley hastened to assure her "I don't care to at 
all It's so lovely here, and so full of old memones, as you say" She 
settled herself m her chalf, and almost furtIvely drew forth her kmt
tmg Mrs Slade took SIdeway note of thIS actIVIty, but her own beautI
fully cared-for hands remamed motIonless on her knee 

"I was Just thmkmg," she saId slowly, "what dIfferent things Rome 
stands for to each generation of travellers To our grandmothers, 
Roman fever, to our mothers, sentImental dangers-how we used to 
be guarded '-to our daughters, no more dangers than the mIddle of 
MaIn Street They don't know It-but how much they're mIs~mg'" 

The long golden lIght was beginning to pale, and Mrs Ansley lIfted 
her kmttmg a httle closer to her eyes "Yes, how we were guarded'" 

"1 always used to thInk," Mrs Slade contInued, "that our mothers 
had a much more difficult Job than our grandmothers When Roman 
fever stalked the streets It must have been comparatIvely easy to gather 
in the gIrlS at the danger hour, but when you and I were young, with 
such beauty callmg us, and the spIce of dIsobedIence thrown In, ana 
no worse rISk than catchmg cold dunng the cool hour after sunset, the 
mothers used to be put to It to keep us m-dldn't they"" 

She turned agam toward Mrs Ansley, but the latter had reached a 
dehcate POInt In her kmttmg "One, two, three-shp two, yes, they 
must have been," she assented, WIthout lookmg up 

Mrs Slade's eyes rested on her With a deepened attention. "She can 
knit-In the face of thIS' How hke her. " 

Mrs Slade leaned back, broodmg, her eyes rangmg from the ruins 
which faced her to the long green hollow of the Forum, the fading 
glow of the church fronts beyond it, and the outlYIng Immensity of 
the Colosseum Suddenly she thought· "It's all very well to say that 
our girls have done away With sentIment and moonhght But If Babs 
Ansley Isn't out to catch that young aviator-the one who's a Marchese 
-then I don't krow anythmg ~\nd Jenny has no chance beSide her. 
I know that too I wonder If that's why Grace Ansley lIkes the two 
girh to go everywhere together? My poor Jenny as a foIl-!" Mrs. Slade 
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gave a hardly audible laugh, and at the sound Mrs.. Ansley dropped 
her knitting. • 

"YeR--?" 
"I--oh, nothmg. I was only thmking how your Babs carries every

thing before her. That Campolieri boy is one of the best matches m 
Rome. Don't look so mnocent, my dear-you know he IS And I was 
wonderIng, ever so respectfully, you understand wondermg how 
two such exemplary characters as you and Horace had managed to 
produce anythmg qUite so dynamic." Mrs Slade laughed again, with a 
touch of aspenty 

Mrs. Ansley's hands lay mert across her needles She looked straight 
aut at the great accumulated wreckage of passlOn and splendour at her 
feet But her small profile was almost expresslOnless At length she said: 
"I thmk you overrate Babs, my dear." 

Mrs Slade's tone grew easier. "No, I don't I appreciate her. And 
perhaps envy you Oh, my gtrl's perfect, if I were a chromc invalid I'd 
-well, I thmk I'd rather be in Jenny's hands There must be times 
... but there! I always wanted a brIllIant daughter. . and never 
qUIte understood why I got an angel instead" 

Mrs. Ansley echoed her laugh m a faint munnur "Babs is an angel 
too" 

"Of course--of course' But she's got rambow wings Well, they're 
wanderIng by the sea With their young men, and here we Sit. . and 
It all bnngs back the past a lIttle too acutely" 

Mrs Ansley had resumed her kruttmg One might almost have 
imagtned (If one had known her less well, Mrs Slade reflected) that, 
for her also, too many memOrIes rose from the lengthenmg shadows of 
those august ruins But no, she was Simply absorbed m her work What 
was there for her to worry about? She knew that Babs would almost 
certamly come back engaged to the extremely ehgtble Campoheri 
"And she'll sell the New York house, and settle down near them in 
Rome, and never be m their way . she's much too tactful But she'll 
have an excellent cook, and just the right people m for bndge and 
cocktalls .. and a perfectly peaceful old age among her grandclnl
dren" 

Mrs Slade broke off this prophetic fhght with a recoll of self-disgust. 
There was no one of whom she had less right to think unkmdly than 
of Grace Ansley Would she never cure herself of envying her? Perhaps 
she had begun too long ago 

She stood up and leaned against the parapet, fj,llmg her troubled 
eyes With the tranquilhzing magic of the hour But instead of tranqudhz
itlg her the Sight seemed to mcrease her exasperation. Her gaze turned 
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toward the Colosseum. Already its golden flank was drowned 10 purple 
shadow, and above it the sky curved crystal clear, without light or 
colour It was the moment when afternoon and evemng hang balanced 
in mId-heaven 

Mrs Slade turned back and laId her hand on her friend's arm The 
gesture was so abrupt that Mrs. Ansley looked up, startled. 

"The sun's set. You're not afraId, my dear"" 
"Afraid-?" 

"Of Roman fever or pneumoma" I remember how 111 you were that 
wmter As a gul you had a very dehcate throat, hadn't you?" 

"Oh, we're all nght up here Down below, In the Forum, it does 
get deathly cold, all of a sudden but not here" 

"Ah, of course you know because you had to be so careful" Mrs 
Slade turned back to the parapet She thought "I must make one 
more effort not to hate her" Aloud she saId "Whenever I look at the 
Forum from up here, I remember that 5tOry about a great-aunt of yours, 
wasn't she? A dreadfully wIcked great-aunt?" 

"Oh, yes, Great-aunt Harnet The one who was supposed to have 
sent her young SIster out to the Forum after sunset to gather a mght
blooming flower for her album. All our great-aunts and grandmothers 
used to have albums of dned flowers" 

Mrs Slade nodded "But she really sent her because they were m 
love WIth the same man-" 

"Well, that \Vas the famIly tradItion They saId Aunt Harnet con
fessed It years afterward At any rate, the poor httle SIster caught the 
fever and dIed Mother used to fnghten us WIth the story when we 
were chIldren" 

"And you fnghtened me WIth It, that wmter when you and I were 
here as gIrls The wmter I was engaged to Delphm " 

Mrs. Ansley gave a faint laugh "Oh, dId P Really fnghtened you;> 
I don't belIeve you're eaSIly fnghtened " 

"Not often, but I was then I was easIly frightened because I was too 
happy. r wonder If you know what that means?" 

"I-yes ... " Mrs Ansley faltered. 
"Well, I suppose that was why the story of your WICked aunt made 

such an unpression on me And I thought 'There's no more Roman 
fever, but the Forum IS deathly cold after sunset-especially after a hot 
day And the Colosseum's even colder and damper'." 

"The Colosseum-?" 
"Yes. It wasn't' easy to get i~, after the gates were locked for the 

nig!1t. Far from easy. StIll, m th<lse days it could 1)e managed, It was 
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managed, often. Lovers met there who couldn't rnee~ elsewhere. You 
knew that?" 

"1-1 daresay. I don't remember." 
"You don't remember? You don't remember going to viSIt some ruins 

or other one evenmg, Just after dark, and catchmg a bad crull? You 
were supposed to have gone to see the moon nse. People always saId 
that expedItIon was what caused your illness." 

There was a moment's sIlence; then Mrs. Ansley reJomed "DId 
they? It was all so long ago" 

"Yes. And you got well agam-so it didn't matter. But I suppose it 
struck your fnends-the reason gIVen for your illness, I mean-because 
everybody knew you were so prudent on account of your throat, and 
your mother took such care of you . . . You had been out late sight
seemg, hadn't you, that night?" 

"Perhaps I had The most prudent guls aren't always prudent. What 
made you thmk of It now?" 

Mrs Slade seemed to have no answer ready. But after a moment 
~he broke out "Because I sImply can't bear it any longer-!" 

Mrs. Ansley lIfted her head quickly. Her eyes were WIde and very 
pale "Can't bear what?" 

"Why-your not knowing that I've always known why you went." 
"Why I went-?" 
"Yes You thmk I'm bluffing, don't you? Well, you went to meet the 

man I was engaged to--and I can repeat every word of the letter that 
took you there" 

Wrule Mrs Slade spoke Mrs. Ansley had men unsteadIly to her 
feet Her bag, her kmttmg and gloves, slId m a pamc-stncken heap 
to the ground She looked at Mrs. Slade as though she were lookmg 
at a ghost. 

"No, n~on't," she faltered out. 
"Why not? LIsten, if you don't believe me. 'My one darlmg, things 

can't go on lIke thIS I must see you alone. Come to the Colosseum 
immediately after dark tomorrow There wIll be somebody to let you 
in No one whom you need fear will suspect'-but perhaps you've 
forgotten what the letter said?" 

Mrs. Ansley met the challenge with an unexpected composure. 
Steadying herself against the chair she looked at her fnend, and re
plied: "No, I know it by heart too." 

"And the slgnature? 'Only your D.S.' Was that it"? I'm nght, am I? 
That was the letter that took you out that evening after dark?" 

Mrs Ansley was still looking at her. It seemed to Mrs. Slade that a 
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slow struggle was going on behmd the voluntarily controlled ntaSk 01. 
her small quiet lace. "1 shouldn't have thought she had herself sd wen 
in hand," Mrs. Slade reflected, almost resentfully. But at this mdment 
Mrs. Ansley spoke. "1 don't know how you knew. I burnt that letter 
.I.t once." 

"Yes; you would, naturally-you're so prudent l " The sneer was 
open now "And If you burnt the letter you're wondermg how on earth 
I know what was m It That's it, Isn't it?" 

Mrs. Slade waited, but Mrs. Ansley dId not speak 
"Well, my dear, 1 know what was m that letter because 1 wrote it''' 
"You wrote It?" 
"Yes" 
The two women stood for a mmute stanng at each other m the last 

golden light Then Mrs Ansley dropped back mto her chaIr "Oh," she 
murmured, and covered her face WIth her hands 

Mrs. Slade waIted nervously for another word or movement None 
came, and at length she broke out "1 hornfy you" 

Mrs Ansley's hands dropped to her knee The face they uncovered 
was streaked WIth tears "1 wasn't thmkmg of you 1 was thmkIng-It 
was the only letter 1 ever had from hIm I" 

"And 1 wrote it Yes, 1 wrote It I But 1 was the gIrl he was engaged 
to. DId you happen to remember that?" 

Mrs. Ansley's head dropped agaIn "I'm not tryIng to excuse my-
self . . . 1 remembered. " 

"And stIll you went?" 
"StIll I went" 
Mrs Slade stood lookIng down on the small bowed figure at her slde 

The flame of her wrath had already sunk, and she wondered why she 
had ever thought there would be any satIsfactIon m mflIctmg so pur
poseless a wound on her fnend But she had to Jushfy herself 

"You do understand? 1 found out-and 1 hated you, hated you 1 
knew you were m love wlt~elphm-and I was afraId, afraId of you, 
of your qUIet ways, your sweetness . your . . . well, I wanted you 
out of the way, that's all Just for a few weeks, Just tIll I was sure of 
lum. So in a blmd fury 1 wrote that letter.. 1 don't know why 
I'm tellIng you now" 

"1 suppose," saId Mrs Ansley slowly, ''1t's because you've always 
gone on hatIng me " 

"Perhaps Or because I wanted to get the whole thmg off my mmd ' 
She paused. "I'm glad you destroyed the letter Of course 1 never 
thought you'd die" 

Mrs. Ansley relapsed mto sIlence, and Mrs. Slade, leanIng above her, 



i¥ amscious of a strange sense of isolation, of being cut off from the 
-.nn current of human communion. "You think me a monster!" 

"I don't know ... It was the only letter 1 had, and you say he 
t "didn't write it?" 

"Ah, how you care for him still!" 
"I cared for that memory," said Mrs. Ansley. 

,1 Mrs. Slade contmued to look down on her She seemed physically re
duced by the blow-as if, when she got up, the wmd mIght scatter her 

~, hke a puff of dust Mrs Slade's jealousy suddenly leapt up agam 
$'at the SIght AU these years the woman had been hvmg on that letter 

How she must have loved rum, to treasure the mere memory of Its 
ashes! The letter of the man her frIend was engaged to. Wasn't K she 

,who was the monster? 
"You trIed your best to get hIm away from me, didn't you? But you 

faUed, and 1 kept hIm. That's all " 
"Yes That's all " 
"I WIsh now 1 hadn't told you I'd no Idea you'd feel about it as 

, you do, I thought you'd be amused It all happened so long ago, as 
you say, and you must do me the JustIce to remember that 1 had no 
reason to thmk you'd ever taken it senously. How could I, when you 
were mamed to Horace Ansley two months afterward? As soon as you 
could get out of bed your mother rushed you off to Florence and mar
ned you. People were rather surprIsed-they wondered at Its bemg 
done so qwckly, but 1 thought 1 knew 1 had an Idea you did It out of 
pIque-to be able to say you'd got ahead of Delphm and me Girls 
have such sIlly rrasons for domg the most serIOUS thmgs And your 
marrymg so soon convmced me that you'd never really cared" 

"Yes, I suppose It would," Mrs Ansley assented 
The clear heaven overhead was emptIed of all ItS gold Dusk spread 

over It, abruptly darkenmg the Seven HIlls. Here and there hghts be
gan to twmkle through the fohage at theIr feet Steps were commg and 
gomg on the deserted teITace-walter~ lookIng out of the doorway at 
the head of the stam, then reappearmg;lith trays and napkins and 
flasks of wme Tables were moved, chaIrs straightened A feeble strmg 
of electnc hghts flIckered out Some vases of faded flowers were earned 
away, and brought back replemshed. A stout lady in a dust-coat sud
denly appeared, askIng m broken ItalIan If anyone had seen the elastIc 
band whIch held together her tattered Baedeker She poked with her 
~tick under the table at which she had lunched, the walters assisting 

The corner where Mrs Slade and Mrs Ansley sat.was still shadowy 
~d deserted For a long time neither of them spoke At length Mrs. 
Jlade began agam: "I suppose 1 did It as a sort of Joke-" 
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"A joke ..... 
"WelI, girls ,are ferocious sometimes, you know. Girls in love es

pecially. And I remember laughing to myself all that everung at the 
idea that you were waltmg around there In the dark, dodgIng out of 
sIght, hstemng for every sound, trying to get in-. Of course I was 
upset when I heard you were so III afterward." 

Mrs. Ansley had not moved for a long time But now she turned 
slowly toward her comparuon. "But I dIdn't walt He'd arranged 
everythmg He was there We were let In at once," she saId 

Mrs Slade sprang up from her leanmg pO~Itlon "Delphm there? 
They let you m?- Ah, now you're lymg'" she burst out wIth VIOlence. 

Mt:s Ansley's VOIce grew clearer, and full of surprIse "But of course 
he wa~ there Naturally he came-" 
"Came~ How dId he know he'd find you there? You must be ravmg'" 
Mrs Ansley heSItated, as though reflectmg "But I answered the let

ter I told hIm I'd be there So he came" 
Mrs Slade flung her hands up to her face. "Oh, God-you answered' 

I never thought of your answenng " 
"It's odd you never thought of It, If you wrote the letter" 
"Yes I was blmd WIth rage" 
Mrs Ansley rose, and drew her fur scarf about her "It IS cold here. 

We'd better go . I'm sorry for you," she saId, as she clasped the 
fur about her throat 

The unexpected words sent a pang through Mrs Slade. "Yes, we'd 
better go" She gathered up her bag and cloak "I don't know why 
you should be sorry for me," she muttered 

Mrs. Ansley stood lookmg away from her toward the dusky secret 
mass of the Colosseum. "Well-because I dIdn't have to walt that 
rught" 

Mrs Slade gave an unqUIet laugh "Yes, I was beaten there But I 
oughtn't to begrudge It to you, I suppose At the end of all these years 
After all, I had everythmg, I had hun for twenty-five years And you 
had nothIng but that one letter that he dIdn't wrIte" 

Mrs. Ansley was agaIn SIlent At length she turned toward the door 
of the terrace She took a step, and turned back, faCIng her compamon 

"I had Barbara," she saId, and began to move ahead of Mrs Slade 
toward the stalTway. 



I'm a Fool 

SHERWOOD ANDERSON 

IT WAS a hard Jolt for me, one of the bitterest I ever had to face. And 
It all came about through my own foohshness, too Even yet sometImes, 
when I thmk of It, I want to cry or swear or klck myself. Perhaps, even 
nnw, after all tlus tIme, there wdl be a kmd of satisfactIon m makmg 
myself look cheap by tellmg of It 

It began at three o'clock one October afternoon as I sat m the grand
stand at the fall trottmg-and-pacmg meet at Sandusky, Oluo. 

To tell the truth, I felt a lIttle foolIsh that I should be sitting in the 
grand-stand at all Dunng the summer before I had left my home 
town wIth Harry WhItehead and, With a mgger named Burt, had taken 
a Job as SWIpe WIth one of the two horses Harry was campaIgning 
through the fall race-meets that year Mother cned and my sIster 
MIldred, who wanted to get a Job as a school-teacher m our town that 
fall, stonned and scolded about the house all durmg the week before I 
left They both thought It somethIng dIsgraceful that one of our famIly 
should take a place as a SWIpe WIth race-horses I've an Idea MIldred 
thought my takIng the place would stand In the way of her gettIng the 
Job she'd been workIng so long for 

But after all I had to work, and there was no other work to be got A 
bIg lumberIng fellow of nIneteen couldn't Just hang around the house 
and I had got too bIg to mow people's lawns and sell newspapers LIttle 
chaps who could get next to people's sympathies by theIr SIzes were 
always gettIng Jobs away from me There was one fellow who kept 
sayIng to every one who wanted a lawn mowed or a CIstern cleaned, 
that he was savIng money to work hIS way through college, and I used 
~o lay awake mghts thmkmg up ways to mJure hIm WIthout bemg found 
.Jut I kept thmkmg of wagons runmng over hIm and bncks fallIng on 
lus head as he walked down the street. But never mmd lum 

I got the place with Harry and I lIked Burt fine We got along 
splendid together He was a bIg mgger WIth a lazy sprawlmg body and 
soft, kmd eyes, and when It came to a fight he could hIt hke Jack 
Johnson He had Bucephalus, a big black pacmg stalhon that could do 
2 09 or 2 10, If he had to, and I had a httle geldmg named Doctor 
FrItz that never lost a race all fall when Harry wanted lum to win. 

We set out from home late In J1;lly in a box car w,th the two horses, 
and after that, until late November, we kept movmg along to the race
meets and the falI'S. It was a peachy time for me, I'll say that. Some-
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times DQ'W I think that boys who are raised regular in houses, and. 
never have a [me rugger like Burt for best friend, and go to high 
schools and college, and never steal anythmg, or get drunk a little, or 
learn to swear from fellows who know how, or come walking up in 
front of a grand-stand In therr slurt sleeves and wIth drrty horsy pants 
on when the races are going on and the giand-stand is full of people all 
dressed up---- What's the use of talking about It;! Such fellows don't 
know nothing at all They've never had no opportumty. 

But I dId. Burt taught me how to rub down a horse and put the 
bandages on after a race and steam a horse out and a lot of valuable 
things for any man to know He could wrap a bandage on a horse's 
leg so smooth that If It had been the same colour you would think It 
was hIS skm, and I guess he'd have been a bIg drIver, too, and got to 
the top hke Murphy and Walter Cox and the others If he hadn't been 
black 

Gee whIZZ' It was fun You got to a county seat town, maybe say on 
a Saturday or Sunday, and the faIr began the next Tuesday and lasted 
until Fnday afternoon Doctor FrItz would be, say In the 2 25 trot on 
Tuesday afternoon, and on Thursday afternoon Bucephalus would 
knock 'ern cold m the 'free-far-all' pace It left you a lot of tIme to hang 
around and lIsten to horse talk, and see Burt knock some yap cold that 
got too gay, and you'd find out about horses and men and pIck up a lot 
of stuff you could use all the rest of your hfe, If you had some sense 
and salted down what you heard and felt and saw 

And then at the end of the week when the race-meet was over, and 
Harry had run horne to tend up to hIS hvery-stables busmess, you and 
Burt hItched the two horses to carts and drove slow and steady across 
country, to the place for the next meeting, so as to not overheat the 
horses, etc etc, you know 

Gee whIZZ' Gosh a'mIghty' the mce hIckory-nut and beech-nut and 
oaks and other kmds of trees along the roads, all brown and red, and 
the good smells, and Burt smgIng a song that was called Deep RIVer, 
and the country gIrlS at the windo\\<s of house~ and everythmg You 
can stIck your colleges up your nose for all me I guess I know where 
I got my educatIon 

Why, one of those lIttle burgs of towns you come to on the way, say 
now on a Saturday afternoon, and Burt says, "Let's lay up here." And 
you dId 

And you took the horses to a lIvery stable and fed them, and you 
got your good clothes out of a I:>ox and put them on. 

And the town was full of farmers 'gapIng, because they could see you 
were race-horse people, and the kIds maybe never see a mgger before 
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and was afraid and run away when the two of us walked" down their 
main street. $ 

And that waS before prohibitlOn and all that fooltshness, and so you 
went roto a saloon, the two of you, and all the yaps come and stood 
around, and there was always someone pretended he was horsy and 
knew thmgs and spoke up and began askmg questIOns, and all you did 
was to he and he all you could about what horses you had, and I saId 
I owned them, and then some fellow said 'Will you have a drmk of 
wrusky?' and Burt knocked hIS eye out the way he could say, off-hand 
hke, 'Oh well, all TIght, I'm agreeable to a lIttle rnp I'll spht a quart 
with you.' Gee whizz I 

But that Isn't what I want to tell my story about. We got home late 
in November and I promIsed mother I'd qUlt the race-horses for good. 
There's a lot of thmgs you've got to promIse a mother because she 
don't know any better 

And so, there not being any work m our town any more than when 
I left there to go to the races, I went on to Sandusky and got a pretty 
good place takmg care of horses for a man who owned a teammg and 
dehvery and storage and coal and real-estate busmess there It was a 
pretty good place WIth good eats, and a day off each week, and sleepmg 
on a cot m a bIg barn, and mostly Just shovellIng In hay and oats to a 
lot of bIg good-enough skates of horses, that couldn't have trotted a 
race WIth a toad I wasn't dIssatisfied and I could send money home 

And then, as I ~tarted to tell you, the fall races come to Sandusky 
and I got the day off and I went I left the Job at noon and had on 
my good clothes and my new brown derby hat, I'd Just bought the 
Saturday before, and a stand-up collar 

FIrSt of all I went down town and walked about WIth the dudes. 
I've always thought to myself, 'Put up a good front,' and so I dId It 
I had forty dollars m my pocket, and so I went mto the West House, 
a bIg hotel, and walked up to the cIgar-stand 'GIve me three twenty
five-cent CIgars,' I saId There was a lot of horsemen and strangers and 
dressed-up people from other towns standmg around m the lobby and 
in the bar, and I mmgled amongst them In the bar there was a fellow 
WIth a cane and a Wmdsor tIe on, that It made me SIck to look at hIm. 
I lIke a man to be ~ man and dress up, but not to go put on that kmd 
of aIrs So I pushed him asIde, kmd of rough, and had me a dnnk of 
whisky And then he looked at me, as though he thought maybe he'd 
get gay, but he changed his mind and dIdn't say apything And then 
I had another dnnk of whIsky, just to show him something, and went 
out and had a hack out to the races, all to myself, and when I got 
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there I bought myself the best seat I could get up in the grand-stand, 
but dIdn't go in for any of these boxes. That's puttmg on too many airs. 

And so there I was, sItt1ng up In the grand-stand as gay as you please 
and lookmg down on the SWIpeS commg out WIth their horses, and WIth 
theIr dirty horsy pants on and the horse blankets swung over theIr shoul
ders, same as I had been domg all the year before. I lIked one thmg 
about the same as the other, sIttmg up there and feelmg grand and 
bemg down there and lookmg up at the yaps and feelIng grander and 
more Important, too One thmg's about as good as another, If yOJ take 
It Just nght I've often saId that. 

Well, nght m front of me, in the grand-stand that day, there was 
a fellow WIth a couple of gIrls and they was about my age. The young 
fellow was a nIce guy all nght He was the lmd maybe that goes to 
college and then comes to be a lawyer or maybe a new~paper edItor 
or somethmg lIke that, but he wasn't struck on hImself There are some 
of that kmd are all nght and he was one of the ones 

He had hIS SIster WIth rum and another gIrl and the SIster looked 
around over hIS shoulder, accIdental at first, not mtendmg to start 
anythmg-she wasn't that lund-and her eyes and mme happened to 
meet 

You know how It IS Gee, she was a peach! She had on a soft dress, 
kmd of a blue stuff and It looked carelessly made, but was well sewed 
and made and everythmg I knew that much I blushed when she 
looked nght at me and so dId she She was the nicest gIrl I've ever seer. 
in my hfe She wasn't struck on herself and she could talk proper gram
mar without bemg hke a school-teacher or somethmg hke that What 
I mean IS, she was 0 K. I thmk maybe her father was well-to-do, but 
not nch to make her chesty because she was hIS daughter, as some are 
Maybe he owned a drugstore or a dry-goods store m theIr home town, 
or somethmg hke that She never told me and I never a~l..ed. 

My own people are all 0 K, too, when you come to that My grand
father was Welsh and over in the old country, m Wales he was-
But never mmd that. 

The first heat of the first race come off and the young fellow sIttmg 
there with the t"'O gIrls left them and went down to make a bet I knew 
what he was up to, but he dIdn't talk bIg and nOISy and let every one 
around know he was a sport, as some do He wasn't that kmd Well, 
he come back and I heard hIm tell the two gIrlS what horse he'd bet on 
and when the heat was trotted tpey all half got theIr feet and acted III 
the eXCIted, sweaty way people do when they've got money down on a 
race, and the horse they bet on IS up there pretty close at the end, and 
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they think maybe he'll come on with a rush, but he never does because 
he hasn't got the old Juice In rum, come right down to it. 

And then, pretty soon, the horses came out for the 2.18 pace and 
there was a horse in It I knew. He was a horse Bob French had In hIS 
strmg, but Bob didn't own him He was a horse owned by a Mr 
Mathers down at Manetta, OhIO 

Trus Mr Mathers had a lot of money and owned some coal mines 
or somethmg, and he had a swell place out In the country, and he was 
struck on race-horses, but was a Presbytenan or somethmg, and I think 
more than lIkely hIS WIfe was one, too, maybe a stiffer one than hIm
self So he never raced hIS horses hIsself, and the story round the OhiO 
race-tracks was that when one of hIS horses got ready to go to the races 
he turned hIm over to Bob French and pretended to hIS Wife he was sold 

So Bob had the horses and he dId pretty much as he pleased and you 
can't blame Bob, at least, I never dId SometImes he was out to wm 
and sometimes he wasn't I never cared much about that when I was 
SWIpmg a horse What I dId want to know was that my horse had the 
speed and could go out m front, If you wanted hIm to 

And, as I'm tellmg you, there was Bob m thiS race WIth one of Mr 
Mathers's hones, whIch was named 'About Ben Ahem' or somethmg 
hke that, and wa~ fast as a streak He was a geldmg and had a mark 
of 2 21, but could step in 08 or 09 

Because when Burt and I were out, as I've told you, the year before, 
there was a mgger, Burt knew, worked for Mr Mathers and we went 
out there one day when we dIdn't have no rCice on at the Manetta FaIr 
and our boss Harry was gone home 

And ~o every one was gone to the faIr but Just thiS one nigger and 
he took us all through Mr Mathers's swell house and he and Burt 
tapped a bottle of wme Mr Mathers had hId m hiS bedroom, back III a 
closet, WIthout hIS WIfe knowmg, and he showed us thIS Ahem horse 
Burt was alway~ struck on bemg a drIver but dIdn't have much 
chance to get to the top, bemg a mgger, and he and the other mgger 
gulped that whole bottle of wme and Burt got a httle lIt up 

So the mgger let Burt take thiS About Ben Ahem and step him a mIle 
In a track Mr Mathers had all to hImself, rIght there on the farm And 
Mr Mathers had one chIld, a daughter, kmda SIck and not very good 
lookmg, and she came home and we had to hustle and get About Ben 
Ahem stuck back In the bam 

I'm only tellIng you to get everytlllng straight .At Sandusky, that 
afternoon I was at the fau, thIS young fellow WIth the two guls was 
fussed, bemg WIth the gIrlS and losmg rus bet You know how a fellow 
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is that way. One of them was his girl and the other his sister. I had 
figured that ou~. 

'Gee whizz I' I says to myself, 'I'm going to give rum the dope.' 
He was mighty nice when I touched him on the shouldel. He and 

the gtrls were nice to me TIght from the start and clear to the end. I'm 
not blammg them 

And so he leaned back and I give him the dope on About Ben Ahem. 
'Don't bet a cent on thIs first heat because he'll go lIke an oxen 
hItched to a plough, but when the first heat is over go right down and 
lay on your pile' That's what I told hIm. 

Well, I never saw a fellow treat anyone sweller There was a fat 
man sittmg beside the httle girl, that had looked at me twice by tlus 
tIme, and I at her, and both blushmg, and what did he do but have the 
nerve to turn back and ask the fat man to get up and change places 
wlth me so I could Sit With hiS crowd 

Gee WhIZZ, craps a'mighty' There I was What a chump I was to 
go and get gay up there m the West House bar, and Just because that 
dude was standing there WIth a cane and that kmd of a necktIe on, 
to go and get all balled up and dnnk that whl~ky, Just to show off 

Of course she would know, me sIttmg TIght besIde her and lettmg 
her smell of my breath I could have kIcked myself nght down out of 
that grand-stand and all around that race-track and made a faster 
record than most of the skates of horses they had there that year. 

Bet::ause that gIrl wasn't any mutt of a gIrl What wouldn't I have 
gIVe rIght then for a stIck of chewmg-gum to chew, or a lozenger, or 
some hquonce, or most anythmg I was glad I had those twenty-five
cent CIgars In my pocket and TIght away I gIVe that fellow one and ht 
one myself Then that fat man got up and we changed places and there 
I v.as, plunked TIght down besIde her 

They Introduced themselves and the fellow's best girl, he had with 
hIm, was named MISS Ehnor Woodbury, and her father was a manufac
turer of barrels from a place called TIffin, Oluo And the fellow lumself 
was named WIlbur Wessen and hIS SIster was MISS Lucy Wessen 

I suppose It was theIr haVIng such swell names got me off my trolly. 
A fellow, Just because he has been a SWIpe WIth a race-horse, and works 
takIng care of horses for a man In the teammg, delIvery, and storage 
busmess, isn't any better or worse than anyone else I've often thought 
that, and saId It, too. 

But you know how a fellow IS There's somethmg m that kind of DIce 
clothes, and the kmd of DIce eyes she had, and the way she had looked 
at me, awhIle before, over her brother's shoulder, and me lookmg back 
at her, and both of us blushIng 



I couId:d't show her up for a boob, could I? 
I made a fool of myself, that's what I dId. I said my name was 

Walter Mathers from Manetta, Ohio, and then I told all three of them 
the smashmgest he you ever heard. What I said was that my father 
owned the horse About Ben Ahem and that he had let him out to this 
Bob French for racmg purposes, because our family was proud and had 
never gone into racmg that way, m our own name, I mean. Then I 
had got started and they were all leamng over and hstening, and Miss 
Lucy Wessen's eyes were shming, and I went the whole hog 

I told about our place down at Marietta, and about the big stables 
and the grand bnck house we had on a hIll, up above the OhIO River. 
but I knew enough not to do It m no braggmg way What I did was to 
start th10gs and then let them drag the rest out of me I acted Just as 
reluctant to tcll as I could Our famdy hasn't got any barrel factory, 
and, smce I've known us, we've alVvays been pretty poor, but not askmg 
anythmg of anyone at that, and my grandfather, over 10 Wales--
But never mmd ihat 

We sat there talk10g lIke we had known each .)thcr for years and 
years, and I went and told them that my fathcr had been expect10g 
maybe thiS Bob French wasn't on the square, and had sent me up to 
"andusky on the sly to find out what I could 

And I bluffed It through I had found out all about the 2 18 pace, 10 
which About Ben Ahem was to start 

I said he would lose the first heat by pac10g hke a lame cow and 
then he would come back and skm 'em alIve after that And to back 
up what I said I took thIrty dollars out of my pocket and handed It to 
Mr Wilbur Wessen and asked hIm, would he mmd, after the first heat, 
to go down and place it on About Ben Ahem for whatever odds he 
could get What I said was that I dIdn't want Bob French to see me 
and none of the SWIpes. 

Sure enough the first heat come off and About Ben Ahem went off 
IllS strIde, up the back stretch, and looked lIke a wooden horse or a 
sick one, and come 10 to be last Then thIS Wilbur Wessen went down 
to the bett1Og-place under the grand-stand and there I was WIth the 
two gtrls, and when that MISS Woodbury was lookmg the other way 
once, Lucy Wessen k1Oda, with her shoulder you know, kinda touched 
me Not Just tuckmg down, I don't mean You know how a woman 
can do. They get close, but not gett10g gay eIther You know what 
they do Gee WIDZZ' 

And then they give me a Jolt What they had done, when I didn't 
know, was to get together, and they had deCIded Wdbur Wessen would 
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bet fifty dollars, and the two girls had gone and put in ten dollars 
each, of their o~ money, too. I was sIck then, but I was sicker later. 

About the gelding, About Ben Ahem, and their winnIng theIr money, 
I wasn't worried a lot about that. It come out 0 K. Ahem stepped the 
next three heats bke a bushel of spOIled eggs gomg to market before 
they could be found out, and Wilbur Wessen had got nme to two for 
the money There was somethmg else eating at me. 

Because WlIbur come back, after he had bet the money, and after 
that he spent most of hIS tIme talkmg to that MISS Woodbury, and 
Lucy Wessen and I was left alone together hke on a desert Island Gee, 
If I'd only been on the square, or If there had been any way of gettmg 
myself on the square There am't any Walter Mathers, lIke I Said to 
her and them, and there hasn't ever been one, but If there was I bet 
I'd go to ~lanetta, OhIO, and shoot hIm to-morrow. 

There I was, bIg boob that I am Pretty soon the race was over, and 
WIlbur had gone down and collected our money, and we had a hack 
down-towIl, and he stood us a swell supper at the West House, and a 
bottle of champagne beSIde 

And I was WIth that gIrl and she wasn't saymg much, and I wasn't 
saymg much eIther One thIng I know She wasn't struck on me because 
of the he about my father bemg nch and all that There's a way you 
know Craps a'mlghty' There's a kmd of gIrl, you see Just once 
m your hfc, and If you don't get busy and make hay, then you're gone 
for good and all, and mIght as well go Jump off a bndge They gIV{, 
you a look from mSlde of them somewhere, and It am't no vampmg, 
and what It means IS-YOU want that gIrl to be your WIfe, and you 
want mce thmgs around her bke flowers and swell clothes, and you 
want her to have the kIds you're gomg to have, and you want good 
mUSIC played and no ragtime Gee WhIZZ' 

There's a place over near Sandusky, across a kmd of bay, and It's 
called Cedar Pomt And after we had supper we went over to It m a 
launch, all by ourselves WlIbur and MISS Lucy and that MISS Wood
bury had to catch a ten o'clock tram back to TIffin, OhIO, because 
when you're out WIth gIrls lIke that, you can't get careless and mISS any 
trams and stay out all mght, like you can WIth some kInds of Janes 

And Wilbur blowed himself to the launch, and It cost him fifteen 
cold plunl~s, but I wouldn't never have knew If I hadn't hstened He 
wasn't no tmhorn lund of a sport 

Over at the Cedar Pomt place, we didn't stay around where there 
was a gang of common kmd of d.ttle at all 

There was rug dance-halls and dmmg-places for yaps, and there was 

500 



a beach you could walk along and get where it was dark, and we went 
there. 

She didn't talk hardly at all and neIther chd I, and I was thInkIng 
how glad I was my mother was all nght, and always made us kids 
learn to eat With a fork at table, and not SWIll soup, and not be nOISY 
and rough like a gang you see around a race-track that way 

Then Wilbur and his girl went away up the beach and Lucy and I 
sat down In a dark place, where there was some roots of old trees the 
water had washed up, and after that the tune, tIll we had to go back 
m the launch and they had to catch theIr traIns, wasn't nothmg at all 
I t went lIke wInkmg your eye 

Here's how It was The place we were slttmg in was dark, hke I satd, 
and there was the roots from that old stump stlckmg up hke arms, and 
there was a watery smell, and the rught was hke-as If you could put 
your hand out and feel It-sO warm and soft and dark and sweet lIke 
an orange 

I 'most cned and I 'most swore and I 'most Jumped up and danced, 
I was so mad and happy and sad 

When Wilbur come back from bemg alone with hIs gtrl, and she saw 
hun commg, Lucy she says, 'We got to go to the tram now,' and she was 
'most crying, too, but she never knew nothing I knew, and she couldn't 
be so all busted up And then, before WIlbur and MISS Woodbury got 
up to where we was, she put her face up and kissed me qUIck and put 
her head up agamst me and she was all qUlvenng and-- Gee whIZZ' 

Sometimes I hope I have cancer and die I guess you know what 
I mean We went m the launch across the bay to the tram lIke that, 
and It was dark, too She whispered and said It was hke she and I could 
get out of the boat and walk on the water, and It sounded foohsh, but 
I knew what she meant 

And then qUick we were nght at the depot, and there was a bIg gang 
of yaps, the kmd that goes to the fam" and crowded and mIllIng around 
lIke cattle, and how could I tell her? 'It won't be long because you'll 
wnte and I'll wnte to you' That's all she satd 

I got a chance hke a hay-barn afire A swell chance I got 
And maybe she would wnte me, down at Manetta that way, and the 

letter would come back, and stamped on the front of It by the U S.A., 
'There atn't any such guy,' or somethmg hke that, whatever they stamp 
on a letter that way 

And me trymg to pass myself off for a big bug flnd a swell-to her, 
as decent a httle body as God ever made Craps a'mighty-a swell 
chance I got! 

501 



And then the train come in, and she got on it, and Wllbur Wessen 
he come and shook hands with me, and that Miss Woodbury was nice, 
too, and bowed to me, and I at her, and the train went and I busted 
out and cried hke a kid. 

Gee, I could have run after that tram and made Dan Patch look like 
a freight tram after a wreck but, socks a'mlghty, what was the use? 
DId you ever see such a fool? 

I'll bet you what-if I had an arm broke right now or a tram had 
run over my foot-I wouldn't go to no doctor at all. I'd go sit down 
and let her hurt and hurt-that's what I'd do. 

I'll bet you what-if I hadn't a drunk that booze I'd a never been 
such a boob as to go tell such a lie-that couldn't never be made strrught 
to a lady hke her 

I Wish I had that fellow nght here that had on a Wmdsor tIe and 
carried a cane I'd smash him for fair Gosh dam hiS eyes He's a big 
fool-that's what he IS. 

And If I'm not another you Just go find me one and I'll qUlt workmg 
and be a bum and gIve him my job I don't care nothmg for working, 
and earnmg money, and savmg It for no such boob as myself 

The Golden Honeymoon 

RING LARDNER 

MOTHER SAYS that when I start talking I never know when to stop 
But I tell her the only time I get a chance IS when she am't around, 
so I have to make the most of It I guess the fact IS neither one of us 
would be welcome 10 a Quaker meetIng, but as I tell Mother, what did 
God give us tongues for If He dIdn't want we should use them? Only 
she says He didn't gIVe them to us to say the same thlllg over and over 
agrun, like I do, and repeat myself But I say 

"Well, Mother," I say, "when people IS lIke you and I and been mar
ned fifty years, do you expect everything I say w1l1 be somethmg you 
am't heard me say before? But it may be new to others, as they ain't 
nobody else lIved With me as long as you have." 

So she says 
"You can bet they am't, as the)! couldn't nobody else stand you that 

long" 
"Well," I tell her, "you look pretty healthy" 
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"Maybe I do," she wIll say, "but I !'JOked even healthier before I 
marned you." 

You can't get ahead of Mother_ 
Yes, Sll, we was mamed Just fifty years ago the seventeenth day of 

last December and my daughter and son-m-Iaw was over from Trenton 
to help us celebrate the Golden Weddmg My son-1O-Iaw 18 John H 
Kramer, the real estate man He made $12,000 one year and IS pretty 
well thought of around Trenton, a good, steady, hard worker The 
RotarIans was after rum a long time to Jom, but he kept tellmg them his 
home was hIS club But Edle finally made hIm Jom That's my daughter 

Well, anyway, they come over to help us celebrate the Golden Wed
ding and It was pretty cnmpy weather and the furnace don't seem to 
heat up no more lIke It used to and Mother made the remark that she 
hoped thIS w10ter wouldn't be as cold as the last, referrmg to the winter 
prevIOUS. So Edle saId If she was us, and notrung to keep us home, she 
certainly wouldn't spend no more wmters up here and why dIdn't we 
Just shut off the water and close up the house and go down to Tampa, 
Flonda? You know we was there four wmters ago and stayed five weeks, 
but It cost US over three hundred and fifty dollars for hotel bIll alone 
So Mother saId we wasn't gomg no place to be robbed So my son-1O-Iaw 
spoke up and said that Tampa wa~n't the only place In the South, and 
besIdes we dIdn't have to stop at no hIgh pnce hotel but could rent us 
a couple rooms and board out somewheres, and he had heard that St 
Petersburg, Flonda, was the spot and If we said the word he would wnte 
down there and make mqumes 

Well, to make a long story short, we decided to do It and Edle said 
It would be our Golden Honeymoon and for a present my son-m-law 
paId the difference between a section and a compartment so as we could 
have a compartment and have more prlvatecy In a compartment yot! 
have an upper and lower berth Just like the regular sleeper, but It IS 
a shut m room by Itself and got a wash bowl The car we went 10 was 
all compartments and no regular berths at all It was all compartments 

We went to Trenton the Olght before and stayed at my daughter and 
son-m-Iaw and we left Trenton the next afternoon at 3.23 P M 

ThIS was the twelfth day of January Mother set facmg the front of 
the tram, as It makes her giddy to nde backwards. I set facing her, 
which does not affect me. We reached North Pruladelplua at 403 P. M 

and we reached West PhIladelphIa at 4 14, but dId not go into Broad 
Street We reached Baltimore at 630 and Washmgton, DC, at 7.25 
Our tram laId over 10 Washington. two hours tIll another train come 
along to pick us up and I got out and strolled up the platform and 10te 
the Umon Station When I come back, our car had been switched on 
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to another track, but I remembered the name at It, the La Belle, as 
I had once visite~ my aunt out in Oconomowoc, Wlsconsm, where there 
was a lake of that name, so I had no dIfficulty In gettmg located. But 
Mother had nearly fretted herself sIck for fear I would be left 

"Well," I saId, "I would of followed you on the next train" 
"You could of," said Mother, and she pomted out that she had the 

money. 
"Well," I said, "we are in Washmgton and I could of borrowed [ror.> 

the Uruted States Treasury. I would of pretended I was an EnglIsh 
man" 

Mother caught the pomt and laughed heartIly 
Our tram pulled out of Washmgton at 940 P M and Mother and I 

turned m early, I takmg the upper Dunng the Dlght we passed through 
the green fields of old Vlrgmla, though It was too dark to telllf they 
was green or what color When we got up m the mornmg, we was at 
FayettevIlle, North CarolIna We had breakfast m the dmmg car and 
after breakfast I got m conversatIOn WIth the man m the next compart
ment to ours He was from Lebanon, New HampshIre, and a man about 
eIghty years of age HIS WIfe was WIth hIm, and two unmarrIed daugh
ters and I made the remark that I should thmk the four of them would 
be crowded m one compartment, but he saId they had made the tnp 
every wmter for fifteen years and knowed how to keep out of each 
other's way He saId they was bound for Tarpon Spnngs 

We reached Charleston, South Carolma, at 1250 P M and arnved at 
Savannah, GeorgIa, at 420 We reached JacksonvIlle, Flonda, at 845 
p. M and had an hour and a quarter to layover there, but Mother made 
a fuss about me gettmg off the tram, so we had the darky make up our 
berths and retlred before we left JacksonvIlle I dIdn't sleep good as the 
tram done a lot of hemmmg and hawmg, and Mother never sleeps good 
on a tram as she says she IS always worrymg that I WIll fall out She 
says she would rather have the upper herself, as then she would not 
have to worry about me, but I tell her I can't take the rISk of havmg 
It get out that I allowed my WIfe to sleep m an upper berth It would 
make talk 

We was up in the morning in tIme to see aUf frIends from New 
HampshIre get off at Tarpon Spnngs, whIch we reached at 6 53 A M 

Several of our fellow passengers got off at Clearwater and some at 
BelleaIr, where the tram backs nght up to the door of the mammoth 
hotel Belleair is the wmter headquarters for the golf dudes and every
body that got off there had theIr bag of stIcks, as many as ten and twelve 
In a bag Women arid all When I 'was a young man we called It shmny 
and only needed one club to play wlth and about one game of IT 
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would of been a--plenty for some of these dudes, the way we played it 
The tram pulled into St. Petersburg at 8 20 and when ~ got off the 

tram you would think they was a riot, what WIth all the darlties barlong 
for the drlferent hotels 

I saId to Mother, I saId 
"It IS a good thmg we have got a place pIcked out to go to and don't 

have to choose a hotel, as It would be hard to choose amongst them if 
every one of them is the best" 

She laughed 
We found a JItney and I gIVe hIm the address of the room my son-in

law had got for us and soon we was there and mtroduced ourselves to 
the lady that owns the house, a young WIdow about forty-eIght years of 
age She showed us our room, whIch was lIght and aIry WIth a com
fortable bed and bureau and washstand It was twelve dollars a week, 
but the locatIOn was good, only three blocks from WIllIams Park, 

St Pete IS what folks calls the town, though they also call it the 
Sunshme CIty, as they claIm they's no other place in the country where 
they's fewer days when Old Sol don't smIle down on Mother Earth, 
and one of the newspaper~ gIves away all theIr copIes free every day 
when the sun don't shme They claIm to of only gIve them away some 
~1Xty-odd tImes m the last eleven year~ Another mckname they have 
got for the town IS "the Poor Man's Palm Beach," but I guess they's 
men that comes there that could borrow as much for the bank as some 
of the WIlhe boys over to the other Palm Beach 

Dunng our stay we paId a VISIt to the LeWIS Tent City, whIch is the 
headquarters for the Tm Can Tounsts But may be you am't heard 
about them Well, they are an orgamzatIOn that takes theIr vacation 
tnps by auto and carnes everythmg WIth them That IS, they brmg along 
theIr tents to sleep m and cook m and they don't patromze no hotels 
or cafetenas, but they have got to be bona fide auto campers or they 
can't belong to the orgamzatIOn 

They tell me they's over 200,000 -nembers to It and they call them
selves the Tm Canners on account of most of theIr food bemg put up m 
tm cans One couple we seen m the Tent CIty was a couple from Brady, 
Texas, named Mr and Mrs Pence, whIch the old man IS over eIghty 
years of age and they had come m theIr auto all the way from home, a 
dIstance of 1,641 mIles They took five weeks for the tnp, Mr. Pence 
dnvmg the entIre dIstance 

The Tm Canners hails from every State in the Union and m the 
summer time they VIsit places hke New England ~nd the Great Lakes 
regIon, but m the winter the most of them comes to Florida and scatters 
all over the State. While we was down there, they was a natIonal con-



ventlOJl of them at Gainesville, Florida, and they elected a Fredonia, 
New York, man p.s their president. His title is Royal TID Can Opener 
of the World. They have got a song wrote up whIch everybody has got 
to learn it before they are a member' 

"The tm can forever! Hurrah, boys' Hurrah' 
Up with the tm can' Down with the foe' 

We WIll rally round the campfire, we'll rally once again, 
Shoutmg, 'We auto camp forever"" 

That is somethmg lIke It And the members has also got to have a tin 
can fastened on to the front of theIr machme 

I asked Mother how she would lIke to travel around that way and 
she saId 

"Fme, but not with an old rattle bram lIke you drivmg" 
"Well," I saId, "I am eight years younger than thIS Mr Pence who 

drove here from Texas" 
"Yes," she saId, "but he is old enough to not be skIttIsh" 
You can't get ahead of Mother 
Well, one of the first things we done in St. Petersburg was to go to 

the Chamber of Commerce and regIster our names and where we was 
from as they's great nvalry amongst the dIfferent States in regards to 
the number of thelT CItIzens vlSltmg m town and of course our httle 
State don't stand much of a show, but stIll every httle bit helps, as the 
{ella says All and all, the man told us, they was eleven thousand name~ 
regtstered, OhIO leadmg WIth some fifteen hundred-odd and New York 
State next wIth twelve hundred Then come MIchIgan, Pennsylvama 
and so on down, wIth one man each from Cuba and Nevada 

The first mght we was there, they was a meetmg of the New York
New Jersey SocIety at the Congregational Church and a man from 
Ogdensburg, New York State, made the talk HIS subject was Rainbow 
Chasmg He IS a RotarIan and a very convIcting speaker, though I 
forget rus name 

Our first busmess, of course, was to find a place to eat and after try
mg several places we run on to a cafetena on Central Avenue that 
swted us up and down We eat pretty near all our meals there and it 
averaged about two dollars per day for the two of us, but the food was 
well cooked and everythmg DIce and clean A man don't mind paying 
the price if thmgs IS clean and well cooked 

On the thIrd day of February, whIch IS Mother's bIrthday, we spread 
ourselves and eat supper at the P(,)insettla Hotel and they charged us 
seventy-five cents for a slrlom steak that wasn't hardly bIg enough fOl 

one. 
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y said to Mother: "Well,.' I said, "I guess it's a good thing every day 
ain't your birthday or we would be in the poorhouse.': 

"No," says Mother, "because if every day was my birthday, I would 
be old enough by this time to of been in my grave long ago OJ 

You can't get ahead of Mother. 
In the hotel they had a card-room where they was several men and 

ladles playIng five hundred and thIs new fangled whIst bndge. We also 
seen a place where they was danCIng, so I asked Mother would she lIke 
to trip the lIght fantastlc toe and she said no, she was too old to sqUIrm 
lIke you have got to do now days We watched some of the young folks 
at it awhile tIll Mother got dIsgusted and said we would have to see a 
good movie to take the taste out of our mouth. Mother is a great movie 
heroyne and we go tWIce a week here at home. 

But I want to tell you about the Park The second day we was there 
we VISIted the Park, wruch is a good deal lIke the one in Tampa, only 
bIgger, and they's more fun goes on here every day than you could shake 
a stIck at In the mIddle they's a bIg bandstand and chairs for the folks 
to set and lIsten to the concerts, whIch they gIve you mUSIC for all 
tastes, from Dude up to claSSIcal pieces lIke Hearts and Flowers 

Then all around they's places marked off for dIfferent sports and 
game~hess and checkers and dominoes for folks that enJoys those 
kInd of games, and roque and horse-shoes for the nimbler Qnes I used 
to pitch a pretty fair shoe myself, but ain't done much of it In the last 
twenty years 

Well, anyway, we bought a membership ticket in the club whIch 
co~ts one dollar for the season, and they tell me that up to a couple years 
ago It was fifty cents, but they had to raise it to keep out the nffraff. 

Well, Mother and I put in a great day watchIng the pitchers and she 
wanted I should get m the game, but I told her I was all out of practice 
and would make a fool of myself, though I seen several men pItchIng 
who I guess I could take theIr measure WIthout no practice However, 
they was some good pItchers, too, and one boy from Akron, OhIO, who 
could certamly throw a pretty shoe They told me It looked hke he would 
wm the champIOnslup of the United States in the February tourna
ment We come away a few days before they held that and I never dId 
hear if he WIn. I forget hIS name, but he was a clean cut young fella 
and he has got a brother III Cleveland that's a Rotanan. 

Well, we just stood around and watched the dIfferent games for two 
or three days and finally I set down In a checker game with a man 
named Weaver from DanvIlle, IllIn9is. He was a pretty fair checker 
player, but he wasn't no match for me, and I hope that don't sound like 
braggIng But I always could hold my own on a checker-board and the 
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folks around here wtH tell you the same thing. I played with this Weaver 
pretty near all morning for two or three mornings and he beat me one 
game and the only other time it looked lIke he had a chance, the noon 
wlustle blowed and we had to quit and go to dinner. 

Wlule I was playing checkers, Mother would set and listen to the 
band, as she loves mUSIC, classIcal or no matter what kmd, but anyway 
she was setting there one day and between selections the woman next 
to her opened up a conversatlon. She was a woman about Mother's own 
age, seventy or seventy-one, and finally she asked Mother's name and 
Mother told her her name and where she was from and Mother asked 
her the same questIOn, and who do you thmk the woman was? 

Well, Sir, 1t was the Wife of Frank M Hartsell, the man who was en
gaged to Mother tIll I stepped m and cut him out, fifty-two years ago' 

Yes, sir' 
You can imagme Mother's surprise' And Mrs Hartsell was surpnsed, 

too, when Mother told her she had once been fnends with her husband, 
though Mother didn't say how close friends they had been, or that 
Mother and I was the cause of Hartsell gomg out West But that's what 
we was Hartsell left hiS town a month after the engagement was broke 
off and am't never been back smce He had went out to MIchigan and 
become a vetermary, and that IS where he had settled down, m HIlls
dale, Mlclugan, and finally mamed hIS Wife 

Well, Mother screwed up her courage to ask If Frank was still hvmg 
and Mrs Hartsell tooI.. her over to where they was pltchmg horse-shoes 
and there was old Frank, waItmg lus tum And he knowed Mother as 
soon as he seen her, though It w~ over fifty years He Said he knowed 
her by her eyes 

"Why, It's Lucy Frost!" he says, and he throwed down Ius shoes and 
quit the game 

Then they come over and hunted me up and I will confess I wouldn't 
of knowed him HIm and I IS the same age to the month, but he seem~ 
to show It more, some way He IS balder for one thmg And hiS beard IS 

all whIte, where mme has stIlI got a streak of brown m It The very first 
thing I saId to hIm, I saId 

"Well, Frank, that beard of yours makes me feel lIke I was back 
north It looks lIke a regular bhzzard " 

"Well," he said, "I guess yourn would be Just as white If you had It 
dry cleaned " 

But Mother wouldn't stand that 
"Is that so'" she ~ald to Frank, "Well, Charley am't had no tobacco 

m his mouth for over ten years'" 
And I am't' 
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Wen, I excused myself from the checker game ana it was pretty close 
to noon, so we decided to all have dinner together and .they was nothing 
for It only we must try their cafetena on Third Avenue. It was a little 
more expenSlVe than ours and not pear as good, I thought. I and Mother 
had about the same dmner we had been haVlng every day and our bIll 
was $1 10 Frank's check was $1 20 for he and hIs wife. The same meal 
wouldn't of cost them more than a dollar at our place. 

After dmner we made them come up to our house and we all set in 
the parlor, which the young woman had gIve us the use of to entertain 
company We begun talkmg over old times and Mother said she was 
a-scared Mrs Hartsell would find It tIresome hstenmg to we three talk 
over old tImes, but as It turned out they wasn't much chance for nobody 
else to talk With Mrs Hartsell In the company I have heard lots of 
women that could go It, but Hartsell's Wife takes the cake of all the 
women I ever seen She told us the famIly rustory of everybody In the 
State of MIchigan and bragged for a half hour about her son, who she 
said IS In the drug busmess In Grand RapIds, and a RotarIan 

When I and Hartsell could get a word In edgeways we Joked one 
another back and forth and I chafed hIm about bemg a horse doctor 

"Well, Frank," I said, "you look pretty prosperous, so I suppose 
they '5 been plenty of glanden around HIllsdale" 

"Well," he said, "I've managed to make more than a faIr hVIng But 
I've worked pretty hard" 

"Ye~," I saId, "and I suppose you get called out all hours of the mght 
to attend bIrths and so on" 

Mother made me shut up 
Well, I thought they wouldn't never go home and I and Mother was 

m mIsery tryIng to keep awake, as the both of us generally always takes 
a nap after dmner FInally they went, after we had made an engage
ment to meet them m the Park the next mornmg, and Mrs Hartsell 
also mVIted us to come to their place the next mght and play five hun
dred But she had forgot that they was a meetIng of the MKhlgan 
SOCIety that evenIng, so It was not tIll two evenIngs later that we had 
our first card game 

Hartsell and hIS Wife hved m a house on Third Avenue North and 
had a pnvate settmg room beSides their bedroom Mrs Hartsell couldn't 
qUit talkmg about their private settmg room hke It was somethmg won
derful We played cards WIth them, WIth Mother and Hartsell partners 
agamst hIS WIfe and I Mrs Hartsell IS a mIserable card player and we 
certamly got the wont of It 

After the game she brought out a dIsh of oranges and we had to 
pretend it was Just what we wanted, though oranges down there IS like 
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a young man's whiskers; you enjoy them at first, but they get to he a 
pesky nuisance .• 

We played cards again the next night at our place with the same 
partners and I and Mrs. Hartsell was beat agam. Mother and Hartsell 
was full of compliments for each other on what a good team they made, 
but the both of them knowed well enough where the secret of their 
success laid. I guess all and all we must of played ten dUferent evenmgs 
and they was only one mght when Mrs. Hartsell and I come out ahead 
And that one mght wasn't no fault of hem. 

When we had been down there about two weeks, we spent one eve
ning as their guest m the Congregational Church, at a social give by 
the Michigan Society. A talk was made by a man named Blttmg of 
DetrOIt, Mlchtgan, on How I was Cured of Story Tellmg He IS a bIg 
man in the Rotanans and give a WItty talk 

A woman named Mrs Oxford rendered some selectIons whIch Mrs 
Hartsell Sald was grand opera mUSIC, but whatever they was my daugh
ter EdlC could of give her cards and spades and not made such a 
hullabaloo about It neither 

Then they was a ventnloqUlst from Grand RapIds and a young 
woman about forty-five years of age that mImIcked different kmds of 
birds I whIspered to Mother that they all sounded lIke a chicken, but 
she nudged me to shut up 

After the show we stopped m a drug store and I set up the refresh
ments and It was pretty close to ten o'clock before we finally turned 
in. Mother and I would of preferred tendmg the mOVIe~, but Mother 
said we mustn't offend Mrs Hartsell, though I asked her had we came 
to Flonda to enJoy ourselves or to Jmt not offend an old chatter-box 
from Michigan 

I felt sorry for Hartsell one mornmg The women folks both had 
an engagement down to the chlfopodlst's and I run across Hartsell m 
the Park and he foolIshly offered to play me checkers 

It was him that suggested It, not me, and I guess he repented himself 
before we had played one game. But he was too stubborn to give up and 
set there whIle I beat him game after game and the worst part of It was 
that a crowd of folks had got m the habit of watchmg me play and there 
they all was, lookmg on, and finally they seen what a fool Frank was 
makmg of hImself, and they began to chafe him and pass remarks. LIke 
one of them saId 

"Who ever told you you was a checker player'" 
And 
"You might maybe be good for tlddle-de-winks, but not checkers!" 
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I almost felt bIte letting him beat me a couple games. But the crowd 
would of knowed it was a put up job. • 

Well, the women folks joined us in the Park and I wasn't going to 
mentIon our little game, but Hartsell told about it himself and admit
ted he wasn't no match for me. 

"Well," saId Mrs Hartsell, "checkers ain't much of a game any
way, is it;l" She said: "It's more of a children's game, am't it;l At least, 
I know my boy's children used to play it a good deal" 

"Yes, ma'am," I said "It's a chIldren's game the way your husband 
plays It, too" 

Mother wanted to smooth things over, so she said 
"Maybe they's other games where Frank can beat you." 
"Yes," said Mrs Hartsell, "and I bet he could beat you pltchmg 

horse-shoes" 
"Well," I said, "I would give rum a chance to try it, only I am't 

pitched a shoe in over sixteen years " 
"Well," said Hartsell, "I am't played checkers m twenty years " 
"You ain't never played It," I said 
"Anyway," says Frank, "Lucy and I is your master at five hundred." 
Well, I could of told him why that was, but had decency enough 

to hold my tongue. 
It had got so now that he wanted to play cards every mght and whea 

I or Mother wanted to go to a movie, anyone of us would have to pre
tend we had a headache and then trust to goodness that they wouldn't 
see us sneak into the theater I don't mmd playmg cards when my part
ner keeps theIr mmd on the game, but you take a woman hke Hartsell's 
Wife and how can they play cards when they have got to stop every 
couple seconds and brag about their son m Grand Rapids;l 

Well, the New York-New Jersey SOCIety announced that they was 
gam' to give a social evenmg too and I said to Mother, I said: 

"Well, that IS one evening when we wIll have an excuse not to play 
five hundred" 

"Yes," she said, "but we Will have to ask Frank and his Wife to go 
to the socIal with us as they asked us to go to the Michigan socia1." 

"Well," I said, "I had rather stay home than drag that chatter-box 
everyw heres we go " 

So Mother Said 
"You are gettmg too cranky Maybe she does talk a httle too much 

but she is good hearted And Frank IS always good company" 
So I said 
"I suppose If he 15 bach good company you wls11ed you had of mar

qed hIm." 



MOther laughed and said I sounded bke I was jealous. Jealous of a 
cow doctor' , 

Anyway we had to drag them along to the SOCIal and I wIll say that 
we give them a much better entertainment than they had gIVen us 

Judge Lane Of Paterson made a fine talk on busmess condItIons and 
a Mrs Newell of Westfield imitated birds, only you could really tell 
what they was the way she done it. Two young women from Red Bank 
sung a choral selection and We clapped them back and they gave w 
Home to Our Mountams and Mother and Mrs Hartsell both had tean 
in their eyes. And Hartsell, too 

Well, some way or another the chamnan got wmd that I was then 
and asked me to make a talk and I wasn't even gomg to get up, but 
Mother made me, so I got up and said 

"LadIeS and gentlemen," I said "I didn't expect to be called on for a 
speech on an occasIOn lIke this or no other occasIOn as I do not set my
self up as a speech maker, so Will have to do the best I can, which I 
often say is the best anybody can do " 

Then I told them the story about Pat and the motorcycle, usmg the 
brogue, and It seemed to tIckle them and I told them one or two other 
stories, but altogether I wasn't on my feet more than twenty or twenty
five mmutes and you ought to of heard the clappmg and hollenns 
When I set down Even Mrs Hartsell admItted that I am qUIte a speech
mer and saId If I ever went to Grand Rapids, MIchigan, her son would 
make me talk to the Rotarians 

When it was over, Hartsell wanted we should go to their house and 
play cards, but hiS Wife remmded hIm that It was after 9 go PM., rather 
a late hour to start a card game, but he had went crazy on the subject 
of cards, probably because he didn't have to play partners with hIS 
WIfe Anyway, we got nd of them and went home to bed 

It was the next morning, when we met over to the Park, that Mrs. 
Hartsell made the remark that she wasn't gettmg no exerCIse so I sug
gested that why dIdn't she take part In the roque game. 

She saId she had not played a game of roque III twenty years, but if 
Mother would play she would play. Well, at first Mother wouldn't hear 
of it, but finally consented, more to please Mrs. Hartsell than any
thIng else 

Well, they had a game WIth a Mrs. Ryan from Eagle, Nebraska, and 
a young Mrs Morse from Rutland, Vermont, who Motht:!r had met 
down to the chiropodIst's Well, Mother couldn't hit a flea and they all 
laughed at her and, I couldn't ht;lp from laughmg at her myself and 
finally she quit and said her back was too lame to stoop over. So they 
got another lady and kept on playmg and soon Mrs Hartsell was the 
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one everybody was laughing at, as she had a long shot to hit the black 
ball, and as she made the effort her teeth fell out op to the court. I 
never seen a woman so flustered In my bfe. And I never heard so much 
laughIng, only Mrs. Hartsell dIdn't join in and she was madder than 
a hornet and wouldn't play no more, so the game broke up 

Mrs Hartsell went home WIthout spealong to nobody, but Hartsell 
stayed around and finally he saId to me, he Said 

"Well, I played you checkers the other day and you beat me bad and 
now what do you say If you and me playa game of horse-shoes?" 

I told hIm I hadn't pItched a shoe in SIXteen years, but Mother saId 
"Go ahead and play You used to be good at It and maybe It Will 

come back to you" 
W ell, to make a long story short, I give in I oughtn't to of never 

trIed It, as I hadn't pitched a shoe in SIXteen years, and I only done It 
to humor Hartsell 

Before we started, Mother patted me on the back and told me to do 
my best, so we started In and I seen nght off that I was In for It, as I 
hadn't pItched a shoe m SIxteen years and dIdn't have my dIstance And 
besIdes, the platmg had wore off the shoes so that they was pomts nght 
where they stuck mto my thumb and I hadn't throwed more than two 
or three tImes when my thumb was raw and it pretty near kIlled me to 
hang on to the shoe, let alone pItch It 

Well, Hartsell throws the awkwardest shoe I ever seen pItched and 
to see rum pitch you wouldn't think he would ever come nowheres 
near, but he IS also the luckIest pItcher I ever seen and he made some 
pItches where the shoe ht five and SIX feet short and then schoonered 
up and was a ringer They's no use trymg to beat that kmd of luck 

They was a pretty fair SIze crowd watchmg us and four or five other 
ladI~s beSIdes Mother, and It seems hke, when Hartsell pItches, he has 
got to chew and It kept the ladles on the anxlOUS seat as he don't seem 
to care whIch way he is facmg when he leaves go 

You would think a man as old as him would of learnt more manners. 
Well, to make a long story short, I was Just begznning to get my dIS

tance when I had to give up on account of my thumb, whIch I showed 
It to Hartsell and he seen I couldn't go on, as it was raw and bleeding 
Even If I could of stood It to go on myself, Mother wouldn't of allowed 
It after she seen my thumb So anyway I quit and Hartsell said the score 
was nIneteen to SIX, but I don't know what it was. Or don't care, 
neIther. 

Well, Mother and I went home and I said I hoped we was through 
with the Hartsells as I was SIck and tired of them, but It seemed hke she 
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had promised we would go over to their house that evening for another 
game of their e\!,erlasting cards. 

Well, my thumb was gtving me considerable pain and I ielt kind of 

out of sorts and I guess maybe I forgot myself, but a~yway, when we 
was about through playmg Hartsell made the remark that he wouldn't 
never lose a game of cards if he could always have Mother for a partner. 

So I said: 
"Well, you had a chance fifty years ago to always have her for a 

partner, but you wasn't man enough to keep her." 
I was sorry the minute I had saId It and Hartsell didn't know what 

to say and for once rus wife couldn't say nothing Mother tried to 
smooth thmgs over by making the remark that I must of had some
thing stronger than tea or I wouldn't talk so Silly. But Mrs Hartsell 
had froze up hke an iceberg and hardly saId good rught to us and I bet 
her and Frank put m a pleasant hour after we was gone 

As we was leaVIng, Mother saId to hIm "Never mInd Charley's non
sense, Frank. He IS Just mad because you beat rum all hollow pltchmg 
horse-shoes and plaYIng cards" 

She saId that to make up for my shp, but at the same tIme she cer
tainly rIled me. I trIed to keep ahold of myself, but as soon as we wa~ 
out of the house she had to open up the subject and began to scold me 
for the break I had made. 

Well, I wasn't in no mood to be scolded So I said 
"I guess he IS such a wonderful pItcher and card player that you 

wished you had marrIed hIm" 
"Well," she saId, "at least he ain't a baby to gIve up pItchIng because 

his thumb has got a few scratches." 
"And how about you," I Said, "making a fool of yourself on the 

roque court and then pretendIng your back IS lame and you can't play 
no more'" 

"Yes," she said, "but when you hurt your thumb I didn't laugh at 
you, and why dId you laugh at me when I spramed my back?" 

"Who could help from laughmg'" I saId 
"Well," she saId, "Frank Hartsell dIdn't laugh" 
"Well," I said, "why dIdn't you marry rum?" 
"Well," saId Mother, "I almost WIshed I had ,,, 
"And I WIShed so, too'" I saId. 
"I'll remember that'" Said Mother, and that's the last word she saId 

to me for two days. 
We seen the Hartsells the next day in the Park and I was willmg to 

apologize, but they just nodded to'us. And a couple days later we heard 
they had left for Orlando where they have got relauves 
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I wished they had went there in the first place. 
Mother and I made it up setting on a bench. 
"Listen, Charley," she said "This is our Golden H~neymoon and WI!. 

don't want the whole thing spoIlt with a silly old quarreL" 
"Well," I said, "dId you mean that about wishmg you had married 

Hartsell ";)" 
"Of course not," she said, "that IS, If you dIdn't mean that you 

WIshed I had, too." 
So I said. 
"I was Just tIred and all wrought up I thank God you chose me in

stead of hIm as they's no other woman m the world who I could of lIved 
WIth all these years" 

"How about Mrs Hartsell?" says Mother 
"Good gracIOUS In I said "Imagine bemg marned to a woman that 

plays five hundred hke she does and drops her teeth on the roque 
court I" 

"Well," saId Mother, "It wouldn't be no worse than being married to 
1 man that expectorates towards ladles and IS such a fool In a checker 
game" 

So I put my arm around her shoulder and she stroked my hand and 
I guess we got kmd of spoony 

They was two days left of our stay in St Pet~rsburg and the next to 
the last day Mother mtroduced me to a Mrs Kendall from Kmgston, 
Rhode Island, who she had met at the chIropodIst's 

Mrs Kendall made us acquaInted WIth her husband, who IS m the 
grocery bUSIness They have got two sons and five grandchIldren and 
one great-grandchIld One of theIr sons hves in PrOVIdence and is way 
up m the Elks as well as a Rotanan 

We found them very congemal people and we played cards WIth 
them the last two mghts we was there They was both experts and I 
only wished we had met them sooner Instead of runnIng mto the Hart
sells But the Kendalls WIll be there agaIn next wmter and we wtll see 
more of them, that is, If we deCIde to make the tnp agaIn 

We left the Sunshme CIty on the eleventh day of February, at 11 

A. M ThIS gIVe us a day tnp through Flonda and we seen all the coun
try we had passed through at mght on the way down 

We reached JacksonvIlle at 7 P M. and pulled out of there at 8 10 

P. M We reached FayetteVIlle, North Carolma, at nme o'clock the fol
lOWIng mornmg, and reached Washmgton, DC, at 6.30 P. M, laYIng 
over there half an hour 

We reached Trenton at 1[01 ~ M and had WIred ahead to my 
daughter and son-In-law and they met us at the train and we went to 
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their house and they put us up for the night. John would of made us 
stay up all night, ,tellmg about our tnp, but Ewe said we must be tired 
and made us go to bed That's my daughter. 

The next day we took our tram for home and amved safe and sound, 
having been gon~ Just one month and a day. 

Here comes Mother, so I guess I better shut up 

The Match-Maker 

SAKI 

THE GRILL-ROOM CLOCK struck eleven with the respectful unobtrusIVe
ness of one whose mISSIon in hfe is to be ignored When the flight of 
time should really have rendered abstmence and mIgratIOn ImperatIve 
the lIghting apparatus would sIgnal the fact 10 the usual way 

Six mInutes later ClOVIS approached the supper-table, m the blessed 
expectancy of one who has dIned sketchIly and long ago 

"I'm starvIng," he announced, makIng an effort to SIt down grace
fully and read the menu at the same tIme 

"So I gathered," SaId hIS host, "from the fact that you were nearly 
punctual I ought to have told you that I'm a Food Reformer I've 
ordered two bowls of bread-and-mIlk and some health bISCUItS I hope 
you don't mind " 

Clovis pretended afterwards that he didn't go white above the collar
lIne for the fractIon of a second 

"All the same," he srud, "you ought not to joke about such things 
There really are such people I've known people who've met them 
To thInk of all the adorable thIngs there are to eat In the world, and 
then to go through hfe munchmg sawdust and beIng proud of It" 

"They're lIke the Flagellants of the Middle Ages, who went about 
mortifymg themselves" 

"They had some excuse," said CloVIS "They dId It to save theIr Im
mortal souls, dIdn't they? You needn't tell me that a man who doesn't 
love oysters and asparagus and good WInes has got a soul, or a stomach 
eIther He's SImply got the Instmct for beIng unhappy rughly devel
oped." 

Clovis relapsed for a few golden moments Into tender mtImacles 
with a succeSSIOn of "rapidly disapPearmg oysters. 

"I think oysters are more beautIful than any religlOn," he resumed 
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presently. "They not only lorgive our unkindness to them; they Justify 
it, they mCIte us to go on bemg perfectly homd to ~em. Once they 
arrive at the supper-table they seem to enter thoroughly into the spmt 
of the tlung. There's nothmg m Chnstlamty or BuddhIsm that qwte 
matches the sympathetIC unselfishness of an oyster Do you bke my new 
waIstcoat? I'm wearmg It for the first tIme tomght" 

"It looks lIke a great many others you've had lately, only worse. 
New dmner waIstcoats are becommg a habIt wIth you" 

"They say one always pays for the excesses of one's youth, mercIfully 
that Isn't true about one's clothes. My mother IS thInkIng of gettmg 
marned" 

"AgaIn I" 
"It's the first tIme" 
"Of course, you ought to know I was under the Impression that 

~he'd been marned once or tWIce at least" 
"Three tImes, to be mathematIcally exact I meant that It was the 

first tIme she'd thought about gettmg marned, the other tImes she dId 
It WIthOut thmkmg As a matter of fact, It'S really I who am domg the' 
thmkmg for her m thIS case You see, It'S qUIte two years smce her 
last husband dIed" 

"You eVIdently thmk that breVIty IS the soul of wIdowhood" 
"Well, It ~truck me that she was gettmg mo~ed, and begmnmg to 

settle down, whIch wouldn't SUIt her a bIt The first symptom that I 
notIced was when she began to complam that we were hvmg beyond 
our mcome All decent people bve beyond theIr mcomes nowadays, and 
thme who aren't respectable live beyond other people's A few gifted 
mdlvlduals manage to do both" 

"It's hardly so much a gIft as an mdustry" 
"The cnSIS came," returned ClOVIS, "when she suddenly started the 

theory that late hours were bad for one, and wanted me to be m by 
one o'clock every mght Imagme that sort of thmg for me, who was 
eIghteen on my last bIrthday" 

"On your last two bIrthdays, to be mathematIcally exact" 
"Oh, well, that's not my fault I'm not gomg to arnve at mneteen 

as long as my mother remams at thIrty-seven One must have some 
regard for appearances" 

"Perhaps your mother would age a httle in the process of setthng 
down" 

"That's the last thmg she'd thmk of Femmme reformatIOns always 
start m on the faIlmgs of other pe<;>ple. That's why I was so keen on 
the husband idea" " 

"DId you go as far as to select the gentleman, or dId you merely 



throw out a general idea, and trust to the force of suggestion~ 
"If one wants, a thing done in a hurry one must see to it OIl*"Seli. I 

found a mIlitary Johnny hanging round on a loose end at the club, 
and took him home to lunch once or twice He'd spent most of his hfe 
on the IndIan frontier, building roads, and relIeving fammes and mini
mlZmg earthquakes, and all sort of thIng that one does do on frontiers. 
He could talk sense to a peevish cobra In fifteen natIVe languages, and 
probably knew what to do If you found a rogue elephant on your 
croquet-lawn, but he was shy and dIffident WIth women I told my 
mother privately that he was an absolute woman-hater, so, of course, 
she laId herself out to flirt all she knew whIch isn't a httle " 

"And was the gentleman responsIve?" 
"I hear he told some one at the club that he was lookmg out for a 

Colomal job, WIth plenty of hard work, for a young friend of his, so 
I gather that he has some Idea of marrymg mto the famIly" 

"You seem destmed to he the vIctIm of the reformatIOn, after all " 
ClOVIS WIped the trace of TurkIsh coffee and the begmnmgs of a 

smIle from hiS hps, and slowly lowered hiS dexter eyehds Which, heinl! 
interpreted, probably meant, "I don't thmk I" 

Revelations 

KATHERINE MANSFIELD 

FROM EIGHT O'CLOCK In the mornmg untIl about half-past eleven 
Momca Tyrell suffered from her nerves, and suffered so terrIbly that 
these hours were-agoruzmg, slffiply. It was not as though she could 
control them "Perhaps If I were ten years younger " she would 
say For now that she was thIrty-three she had a queer httle way of 
refernng to her age on all occasions, of lookmg at her friends with 
grave, duldlsh eyes and saymg "Yes, I remember how twenty years 
ago . . ." or of drawmg Ralph 5 attentIOn to the gIrls-real guts-Wlth 
lovely youthful arms and throats and SWIft hesltatmg movements who 
sat near them in restaurants "Perhaps If I were ten years younger .. " 

"Why don't you get Mane to SIt outside your door and absolutely 
forbId anybody to come near your room untIl you ring your belP" 

"Oh, if it were as SImple as that I" She threw her httle gloves down 
and pressed her eyefids WIth her fingers in the way he knew so well 
"But in the first place I'd be so conscIous of Marie sitting there, Marie 
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, 
shaking her finger at Rudd and Mrs. Moon, Marie "':5 a kind of cross 

lbetween a wardress and a nurse for mental cases! Anq then, there's the 
~st. One can't get over the fact that the post comes, and once it has 

come, who--who-could wait until eleven for the letters?" 
His eyes grew bright, he quickly, lightly clasped Iter. "My letters, 

darling?" 
"Perhaps," she drawled, softly, and she drew her hand over hJs red

dish hair, smIling too, but thinkmg: "Heavens! What a stupid thing 
to say!" 

But thIS morning she had been awakened by one great slam of the 
front door Bang The flat shook What was It;> She Jerked up in bed, 
clutchmg the eIderdown, her heart beat. What could It be? Then she 
heard VOIces m the passage MarIe knocked, and, as the door opened, 
WIth a sharp teanng np out flew the blmd and the curtains, stifferung, 
flappmg, Jerkmg The tassel of the bhnd knocked-knocked against the 
window "Eh-h, voz!a'" cned Marie, settmg down the tray and run
ning «C'est le vent, Madame. C'est un vent msupportable." 

Up rolled the blInd, the window went up WIth a Jerk, a whitey
greYIsh hght filled the room Maruca caught a ghmpse of a huge pale 
sky and a cloud lIke a tom shut draggIng across before she hid her eyes 
WIth her sleeve 

"Mane I the curtains I QUlck, the curtains I" Momca fell back mto 
the bed and then "Rmg-tmg-a-pIng-pmg, rIng-tmg-a-ping-ping." It 
was the telephone. The hmit of her suffenng was reached, she grew 
qUlte calm "Go and see, Mane" 

"It IS MonSIeur To know If Madame WIll lunch at Princes' at one· 
thIrty to-day" Yes, it was Mon~ieur hImself Yes, he had asked that the 
message be gIVen to Madame ImmedIately. Instead of replymg, Mon
Ica put her cup down and asked Mane m a small wondermg voice 
what time It was It was half-past rune. She lay still and half closed 
her eyes "Tell MonSIeur I cannot come," she saId gently But as the 
door shut, anger-anger suddenly grIpped her close, close, VIOlent, half 
stranghng her How dared he? How dared Ralph do such a thmg when 
he knew how agolllzmg her nerves were m the roormngl Hadn't she 
explamed and descnbed and even-given hiro to understand that this 
was the one unforgIvable tlung? 

And then to choose this frIghtful windy roorrung. DId he think it 
was just a fad of hers, a little femilllne folly to be laughed at and 
tossed aSIde? Why, only last night she had saId. "Ah, but you must 
take me senously, too" And he had replIed. "My darlIng, you'll not 
I:>eheve me, but I know you infinitely better than you know yourself. 
Every delIcate thought and feeling I bow to, I treasure. Yes, laugh! 
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I love the way your lip bfts"-and he had Jeaned across the table--''I 
don't are who sres that I adore all of you I'd be with you on moun-, 
tain-top and have all the searchhghts of the world play upon us." 

"Heavens '" Moruca almost clutched her head. Was It possible he had ; 
really said that~ How mcredIble men were' And she had loved him
how could she have loved a man who talked hke that What had she 
been doing ever smce that dmner party months ago, when he had seen 
her home and asked if he mIght come and "see again that slow Arabian 
smIle"? Oh, what nonsense-what utter nonsense-and yet she remem
bered at the time a strange deep thnll unlIke anythmg she had ever 
felt before. 

"Coal' Coal' Coal' Old Iron' Old iron' Old iron '" sounded from 
below It was all over Understand her;> He had understood nothmg. 
That ringIng her up on a wmdy morning waS Immensely sIgmficant 
Would he understand that;> She could almost have laughed "You rang 
me up when the person who understood me SImply couldn't have." It 
was the end And when Mane saId "MonSIeur replIed he would be III 
the vestIbule In ca5e Madame changed her mmd," Moruca saId. "No, 
not verbena, Mane Carnations Two handfuls" 

A WIld whIte mornmg, a teanng, rockmg wmd MOnIca sat down 
before the mIrror She was pale. The maId combed back her dark hair 
--combed It all back-and her face was lIke a mask, WIth pomted eye
lIds and dark red bps As she stared at herself In the blueIsh shadowy 
glass she suddenly felt-oh, the strangest, most tremendous exotement 
fillmg her slowly, slowly, untIl she wanted to fung out her anns, to 
laugh, to scatter everythmg, to shock Mane, to cry. "I'm free I'm free 
I'm free as the wmd " And now all thIS vibratmg, tremblmg, excItmg, 
flymg world wa5 hers It was her kmgdom No, no, she belonged to no
body but LIfe 

"That WIll do, Mane," she stammered. "My hat, my coat, my bag 
And now get me a taxI" Where was she gomg;> Oh, anywhere. She 
could not stand thIS SIlent fiat, nOIseless Mane, thIS ghostly, qUIet, femi
nme mtenor She must be out; she must be drlVing quickly-anywhere, 
anywhere. 

"The taxi is there, Madame." As she pressed open the bIg outer doors 
of the flats the WIld wmd caught her and floated her across the pave
ment Where to;> She got in, and srruling radiantly at the cross, cold
looking driver, she told hIm to take her to her haudresser's. What 
would she have done WIthOUt her haIrdresser? Whenever Monica had 
nowhere else to go or nothing on earth to do she drove there She 
might just have her hair waved, and by that time she'd have thought 
out a plan. The cross, cold dnver drove at a tremendous pace, and she 
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let herself be hurled from side to side. She wished he would go faster 
and faster. Oh, to be free of Princes' at one-thirty, ,of being the bny 

,\.kitten In the swansdown basket, of being the ArabIan, and the grave, 
jl delIghted cruld and the lIttle wIld creature .... "Never agam," she 
; cned aloud, clenchmg her small fist But the cab had btopped, and the 

dnver was standmg holding the door open for her. 
;r The hatrdresser's shop was warm and glIttering It smelled of soap 
I and burnt paper and wallflower bnllIantme There was Madame be

hmd the counter, round, fat, whIte, her head lIke a powder-puff rolhng 
on a black satm pm-cushIOn. Monica always had the feelmg that they 
loved her m thIS shop and understood her-the real her-far better 
than many of her fnends dId She was her real self here, and she and 
Madame had often talked--qUlte strangely-together Then there was 
George who dId her halr, young, dark, slender George She wa~ really 
fond of hIm 

But to-day-how cunous 1 Madame hardly greeted her Her face was 
whIter than ever, but rims of bnght red showed round her blue bead 
eyes, and even the nngs on her pudgy fingers dId not flash They were 
cold, dead, lIke ChipS of glass When she called through the wall
telephone to George there was a note m her VOlce that had never been 
there before But MOnIca would not belIeve this No, she refused to. 
It was Just her ImagmatlOn She smffed greedIly the warm, scented alT, 
and passed behind the velvet curtam mto the small cubIcle 

Her hat and Jacket were off and hangmg from the peg, and stIll 
George dId not come. ThIS was the first tlIDe he had ever not been 
there to hold the chaIr for her, to take her hat and hang up her bag, 
danglmg It m hIS fingers as though It were somethIng he'd never seen 
before-somethmg faIry And how qUiet the shop was' There was not 
a sound even from Madame Only the wmd blew, shakmg the old 
house, the wmd hooted, and the portraits of Ladles of the Pompadour 
Period looked down and smIled, cunnmg and sly MOnIca WIshed she 
hadn't come. Oh, what a mIstake to have come' Fatal Fatal. Where 
was George? If he dIdn't appear the next moment she would go away 
She took off the whIte kImono She dIdn't want to looh. at herself any 
more When 5he opened a bIg pot of cream on the glass shelf her 
fingers trembled. There was a tuggIng feelmg at her heart as though 
fler happmess-her marvellous happmess-were trymg to get free 

''I'll go I'll not stay" She took down her hat But Just at that mo
ment steps sounded, and, lookmg m the IDlrror, she saw George bowing 
_11 the doorway How queerly he smIled 1 I t was the mIrror of course. 
She turned round qUIckly HIS hps curled back in a sort of grm, and
wasn't he unshaved ?-he looked almost green in the face. 
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NVezy sorry to have kept you "W3iting." he' IJPUriWed,. ~. sUdi.'" 
forward. 

Ch, no, she wasn't going to stay. "I'm afraid," she began But he ~ 
lighted the gas and laid the tongs across, and was holdmg out the, 
kimono ... 

"It's a wind," he said. Monica submItted She smelled hIs fresh you~ 
fingers pmning the Jacket under her chm. "Yes, there IS a wmd," sa~~ 
she, SInking back mto the chair And sIlence fell. George took out the 
pins 10 his expert way Her hair tumbled back, but he dIdn't hold It 
,as he usually dId, as though to feel how fine and soft and heavy It was 
He didn't say It "was in a lovely condition" He let It fall, and, takmg 
a brush out of a drawer, he coughed faintly, cleared hIS throat and satS! 
dully "Yes, It's a pretty strong one, I should say It was" 11 

She had no reply to make. The brush fell on her hrur. Oh, oh, how 
mournful, how mournful' It fell qUIck and light, it fell lIke leaves, and 
then it fell heavy, tuggIng hke the tugging at her heart. "That:. 
enough," she cned, shakmg herself free 

"Dld I do it too much;'" asked George He crouched over the tongs 
"I'm sorry." There came the smell of burnt paper-the smell she 10..,. \ 
-and he swung the hot tongs round 10 his hand, starmg before rum, ) 
shouldn't be surpnsed if it ramed." He took up a piece of her"llhif, 
when-she couldn't hear it any longer-she stopped him She 100f<ed 
at him, she saw herself looking at him 10 the white kImono lIke a nun. 
"Is there somethmg the matter here? Has somethmg happened?" But 
George gave a half shrug and a gnmace. "Oh, no, Madame Just a 
httler occurrence." And he took up the pIece of hair again. But, oh, 
she wasn't deceIVed. That was It Somethmg awful had happened The 
SIlence-really, the SIlence seemed to come dnftIng down hke flakes 
of snow She shIvered. It was cold in the bttle cubicle, all cold and 
ghttermg. The nIckel taps and Jets and sprays looked somehow almost 
malIgnant. The wmd rattled the window-frame, a pIece of lfon banged, 
and the young man went on changmg the tongs, crouchmg over her. 
Oh, how ternfymg Life was, thought Monica How dreadful It is the 
lonelmess which IS so appallmg We whirl along hke leaves, and nobodv 
knows-nobody cares where we fall, in what black nver we float away 
The tuggIng feeling seemed to nse mto her throat. It ached, ached, 
she longed to cry. "That WIll do," she whispered "GIVe me the pms " 
As he stood beSIde her, so submiSSive, so SIlent, she nearly dropped her 
arms and sobbed. She couldn't bear any more LIke a wooden man the 
gay young George still slid, glIded, handed her her hat and veil, took 
the note, and brought back the 'changl!.< 'She stuffed It mto her bag. 
Where was she going now? 



George took a bro to' "There .is a httle powder on your coat," he 
/'tIunllured He brushetMt away And then suddenly qe raIsed hImself 
~d lookmg at MOnIca, gave a strange wave wIth the brush and said. 
~ 'The truth IS, Madame, smce you are an old customer-my httle daugh
~,er died thiS mornmg A first chIld"-and then hiS white face crumpled 
~ Ike paper, and he turned hiS back on her and began .brushmg the 
~tton kimono "Oh, oh," MOnIca began to cry. She ran out of the shop 
~nto the taxI The dnver, 100kmg fUrIOUS, swung off the seat and 
blammed the door agam "Where to ';I" 

"PrInce;'," she sobbed And all the way there she saw nothmg but 
a tmy wax doll with a feather of gold hair, lymg meek, ItS tmy hands 
nd feet crossed And then Just before she came to PrInces' sh<; saw a 

.tower shop full of white flowers Oh, what a perfect thought LllIes
of-the-valley, and wlute panSies, double white VIOlets and whIte velvet 
IIbbon. . From an unknown fnend .. From one who under.., 
stands For a Little GIrl She tapped agamst the wmdow, 
but the dnver dId not hear, and, anyway, they were at Pnnces' already. 
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THIS IS the longest story in the volume It IS WrItten with a 
leisurelmess that IS now out of fashIon and I am aware that you may 
find It exqulSltely tedIous But m such a book as thIs It would have 
been shockmg to leave out a story by Henry Jame~, for, though not 
the most gIfted WrIter that AmerIca has produced (1 should place 
far above rum for power and ongmalIty Herman MelvIlle, Edgar 
Allan Poe, Walt Wlutman and Mark Twam) , he IS Its most dls
tmgUlshed man of letters HIS mfluence on fictIOn, especIally m Eng
land, has been great, and though I happen to thmk It has been a bad 
Influence, Its endurmg power makes hIm an Important figure Nor 
should It be forgotten that the passlOnate serIousneSS wIth whIch he took 
rus art has been, If not an mcentIve, at least an encouragement to those 
who came after hIm to look upon theIr craft as somethmg that de
manded the best of their powers and to aIm consclOusly at glVmg 
fictlon the form and SIgnIficance that may sometImes make it more 
than the pastIme of an Idle hour. 

The story I have chosen IS charactenstIc of James's manner, and It 
has to me a peculIar pmgnancy because I seem to see m It a bItter 
l'eVelatIOn of the madequacy that he felt m himself I wIll not spOIl 
It by tellmg the secret that James through all these labonous pages 
has tantalIzmgly held back to the very end, but that shortcommg that 
made a futilIty of hIS hero's Me IS, I fancy, the shortcommg that Henry 
James was too pers)21caclOus not tp recogruze m lumself. Because of It 
hke lus hero, he never succeeded in cOIDlng to grIpS WIth Me. He saw 
i.t not as an actor In It, but as a looker-on from an upstaIrs window 
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• Tlus story read!> to me lIke a lamentable aclnussion of his own failure. 
I do not quite believe In it ciS a narratIve I caqnot see the wise 

woman he has so well presented withholqmg through the years the 
home truth on winch her happmess depended. But James found it 
hard to step mto a woman's shoes He has drawn women who were 
charnung or pathetic, gnm or forthnght, but he seems to me to have 
seen them only as they affected the males wIth whom he was con
cerned He never saw them as ends m themselves But acceptmg the 
conventIOn m whIch Henry James wrote, If after fimshmg tins story 
you have patIence to read It agam, I thmk you can hardly fall to be 
Impressed by the subtlety and the adrOItness WIth whIch, addmg 
lIttle touch to lIttle touch, he has achIeved the effect he aImed at 
It IS a masterpIece of techmque 

It may be that after you ha"e read thIS tale you WIll find yourself 
suffiCIently mterested m Henry James to read some of hIS novels In 
that case I would ~uggest your startmg WIth The Amerzcan It was 
publIshed m 1877, and so long before the penod WIth whIch I am 
concerned, but It I~ "ery good readmg Henry James had the gIft of 
lurmg you on from page to page to see \\-hat IS gomg to happen, and 
that IS as valuable a gIft as a novelist can have He never dIsplayed It to 
better advantage than here 

But to my mmd hIS best novel IS The Ambassadors In thIS he per
fected hIS deVIce of tellIng hIS story through the observatIOns and 
reactlOns of a smgle character who IS not dIrectly concerned In the 
action It IS a method that many novelIsts smce have found hIghly use
ful But beSIdes thIS The Ambassadors IS an entertammg and amusmg 
book and the delIcacy of ItS descnptIOns of Pans has never to my 
knowledge been equaled 

Henry James was an admIrable techmcIan, and hIS novels are 
beautrfully constructed That IS somethmg that you do not too often 
find m Amencan novels, for the Amencan temper seems more m
chned to the short story than to the novel, and many Amencan novels 
are no more than a collectIOn of short stones loosely strung together 
by an artifice that IS generally transparent ThIS IS no place for me to 
wnte a dIsqulSltIOn on the novel, but smce I have had no room, as I 
have elsewhere explamed, to put any novels m thiS book, and smce I 
am hopmg that thIS book may arouse m you the WIsh to read some, 
I am gomg to take thIS opportumty to mentIon a few that, It seems 
to me, no one who has the deSIre to acquamt himself With the lIterary 
production of hIS generatIon can aff.prd to leave ~nread It would be 
temerIty on my part m the few hnes I can spare to attempt any 
cnticISm of such books as I propose to speak of, and I wIll say httle 
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more about them than that they can be read with pleasure or profit, or 
both. 

I have already saJd w~t I have to say of Vll'giuia Woolf, E. M. 
Forster, and Aldous Huxley, so I need only glVe the names of the 
novels that I thmk most charactenstlc of them' Mrs Dalloway and 
To the Ltghthouse, by Vugmia Woolf; Pomt Counter Pornt, by Aldou~ 
Huxley, and A. Room WIth a Vzew, Howard's End, and A. Passage to 
lndta, by E. M. Forster No one has wntten of India with more 
sympathy and understandmg than E. M Forster m the last mer.tIOned 
of these books, It IS mterestmg to read It m connectIOn With Rudyard 
Kiphng's Kzm There was a puenle side to Klphng, and Kzm is by way 
of bemg a boy's book (so was Treasure Island for the matter of that), 
but KiplIng had a wonderful sense of the pIcturesque, and It must be a 
very dull person who IS not thnlled by rus descnptIOn of the lIfe of 
the bazaars and of the road He gives you ItS teemUlg vanety, Its color, 
Its smell and Its vitalIty 

Joseph Conrad IS less read now and less admired than dunng hIS 
bfetIme, but Lord Jzm remams a fine romantic novel. It shows him at 
Ius best 

H G. Wells has always descnbed hImself as a publICist and has diS
claImed an~ pretensIOns to be an artIst He would not heSItate to 
acknowledge that many of hiS novels, wntten to examme a parttcular 
atuanon, now that the situatIon IS no longer of pressmg moment, have 
lost their mterest But he has an actIve mventIOn, a freakish humor, and 
wide expenence, and at least two of rus novels are as readable as 
when they were wntten These are Mr Polly and Tono Bungay 

John Galsworthy was a very popular wnter In hiS day, but perhaps 
he lIved too long and wrote too much, at the present tIme I seldom 
hear him spoken of but With derlSlon It may be that lIke Trollope 
he Will one day come mto favor agam, for m the Forsyte Saga he 
descnbed the later Victorian age With a solId, honest accuracy wIDch 
Will gIVe the three novels collected under that tItle at least a penod 
interest. 

But I should say that of all the novels that have been publIshed 
dunng tIDs century m England, the one that has the best chance of sur
viVallS Arnold Bennett's The Old Wwes' Tale To anyone who hasn't 
read It, I say read It, and to anyone who has read It, I say, read it agam. 
That is a real novel 

So is Mazn Street Sinclair Lewis, hke most of us, is an uneven wnter, 
but he IS a genume novehst He fakes his subject and develops It With 
the amplItude It demands to brmg It Without faltermg to Its appomted 
~. I belIeve critIcal OpInion has deCided that Babb,tt and Arrowsmzth 
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are hIs best books; If I particularly cherish Mam Street, it IS perhap~ 
because it gave me a survey whIch I found convmfing of a sIde of 
American hfe wruch It is not easy for the stranger to get in touch WIth. 

The success of For Whom the Bell Tolls ~as so great and 18 so recent 
.hat It seems unnecessary to speak of It There are epIsodes in this book 
that only Ernest Hemmgway could have wntten, but they are so grapluc 
and so brIllIant that to my mind they somewhat ImpaIr the unity of the 
story, and for that reason, from the purely techmcal standpoint I am 
inchned to thmk Farewell to Arms, though a less Important book, a bet
ter novel. 

From the same standpoint I thmk John Stembeck's Of Mice and 
Men more successful than hIS powerful and movmg Grapes of Wrath. 
I have a notIOn that John Stembeck has not yet qwte managed to 
combme the vanou~ elements of hl~ talent to produce the nch and 
shapely book I feel he has It m hIm to produce 

I cannot end thIS bnef note WIthout mentIOnmg WIlla Cather's A 
Lost Lady It 15 ",ntten WIth true dIstmctIOn, and In It MISS Cather 
has created one of the most engagmg heromes III Amencan fictIOn Not 
to have read It is to have mIssed a delIghtful expenence 

No one can be more comcIOUS than I of the Illcompleteness of the 
foregomg remarks I have chosen to speak of these few wnters be
Cduse I thmk they may be regarded as representatIve figures m their 
respectIve fields, and :nost of them have had an mflucnce of one sort 
or another on the work of then contemporanes or successors There 
is only one more book of which I must speak, because It IS regarded in 
CIrcles entItled to respcct as the most Important novel of modern tImes. 
ThIS IS Ulysses, by James Joyce I have read it tWIce, so I cannot say 
that I find It unreadable, but I thmk few can deny that parts of It are very 
heavy gomg Parts are very fine, but there IS too much even of them. 
Like many of rus countrymen, Joyce never dIscovered that enough IS as 
good as a feast, and hIS prohxity IS exhaustmg He can be very funny, 
but agam I WIsh he could have been funny with greater breVIty A great 
deal of fuss has been made of hIS use of the "stream of conscIOusness"; 
It 15 a techmcal deVIce Just as is Henry James's method of tellmg his 
story from the standpoint of a more or less dIsinterested observer, and 
lIke that, It can be of servIce when mgeniously applIed, but It remains 
a techrucal deVIce and IS of no mtnnslC importance. 



The Beast in the Jungle 

J.IENRY JAMES 

I 

WHAT DETERMINED the speech that startled rum m the course of their 
encounter scarcely matters, bemg probably but some words spoken 
by hImself qwte wIthout mtentIOn-spoken as they Imgered and slowly 
moved together after theIr renewal of acquamtance He had been 
conveyed by fnends, an hour or two before, to the house at wruch 
she was staymg, the party of vlSltors at the other house, of whom he 
was one, and thanks to whom It was hiS theory, as always, that he was 
lost m the crowd, had been InvIted over to luncheon There had been 
after luncheon much dIspersal, all m the mterest of the ongInal motive, 
a VIew of Weatherend Itself and the fine thIngs, IntrInSIC features, 
pIctures, heIrlooms, trca;urcs of all the arts, that made the place 
almost famou~, and the great rooms were so numerous that guests 
could wander at their Will, hang back from the pnnclpal group, and, 
m cases where they took such matters WIth the last SCrlousness, give 
themselves up to mystcnous appreCIatIOns and measurements There 
were persons to be observed, SIngly or In couples, bendmg toward ob
Jects m out-of-the-way corners WIth thclr hands on their knees and their 
heads noddIng qUIte as WIth the emphaSIS of an eXCited sense of smell 
When they were two they eIther mIngled their sounds of ecsta;y or 
melted into Silences of e"en deeper Import, so that there were aspects 
of the occaSIOn that gave It for Marcher much the air of the "look 
round," prevIOUS to a sale highly advertIsed, that excItes or quenches, 
as may be, the dream of acqUiSitIOn The dream of acqUISItIon at 
Weatherend would have had to be wIld mdeed, and John Marcher 
found hImself, among such suggestions, dIsconcerted almost equally by 
the presence of those who knew too much and b) that of those who 
knew nothmg. The great rooms caused so much poetry and hIstory to 
press upon rum that he needed to wander apart to feel m a proper rela
tion WIth them, though hiS do1Og so was not, as happened, hke the 
gloatmg of some of hiS compamons, to be compared to the movements 
of a dog smffing a cupboard It had an Issue promptly enough 10 a 
directIOn that was not to have been calculated 

I t led, in short, in, the course of. the October afternoon, to hIS closer 
meetIng WIth May Bartram, whose face, a remmder, yet not quite a 
remembrance, as they sat, much separated, at d very long table, had 
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begun merely by troubling him rather pleasantly. It affected him as 
the sequel of something of which he had lost the beginllmg He knew it, 
and for the time quite welcomed It, as a coqtinuatIOn, but dIdn't know 
what It continued, which was an mterest, or an amusement, the 
greater as he was also somehow aware-yet without a ~hrect SIgn from 
her-that the young woman herself had not lost the thread She had 
not lost It, but she wouldn't give It back to hIm, he saw, wIthout some 
putting forth of hIS hand for It, and he not only saw that, but saw 
several thmgs more, thmgs odd enough m the lIght of the fact that at 
the moment some accIdent of groupmg brought them face to face he 
was stIll merely fumbhng wIth the Idea that any contact between them 
10 the past would have had no Importance If It had had no Importance 
he scarcely knew why hIS actual ImpreSSIOn of her should so seem to 
have so much, the answer to whICh, however, was that 10 such a hfe 
as they all appeared to be leadmg for the moment one could but 
take thmgs as they came He was satIsfied, wIthout m the least bemg 
able to say why, that thIS young lad) might roughly have ranked In 

the house as a poor relatIOn, satisfied also that she was not there on a 
bnef VISIt, but was more or less a part of the establIshment-almost a 
workmg, a remunerated part Didn't she enJoy at penods a protectIOn 
that she paId for by helpmg, among other servIces, to show the place 
and explam It, deal WIth the tiresome people, dnswer questIOns about 
the dates of the bUlldmgs, the style~ of the furmture, the authorship 
of the pIctures, the favounte haunts of the ghost) It wasn't that she 
looked as If you could have gIven her shIllmgs-It was ImpossIble to 
look less so Yet when she finally dnfted toward hIm, dIstinctly hand
some, though ever so much older-<>lder than when he had seen her 
before-It mIght have been as an effect of her guessmg that he had, 
wIth10 the couple of hours, devoted more ImagmatIOn to her than to 
aU the others put together, and had thereby penetrated to a kmd of 
truth that the others were too stupId for She was there on harder 
terms than anyone, she was there as a consequence of thmgs suf
fered, m one way and another, m the mterval of years, and she re
membered hIm vcry much as she was remembered--only a good deal 
better 

By the time they at last thus came to speech they were alone in one 
of the rooms-remarkable for a fine portraIt over the chImney-place 
-out of which theIr fnends had passed, and the charm of it was 
that even before they had spoken they had practically arranged WIth 
each other to stay behind for talk ;rhe charm, bapplly, was mother 
thmgs too, 1t was partly in there bemg scarce a spot at Weatherend 
WIthout something to stay behmd for It was in the way the 
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autumn day looked into the hIgh windows as It waned, 10 the 'Way the 
red bght, brealu'lg at the close from under a low, sombre sky, reached 
out in a long shaft and pla,¥ed over old wamscots, old tapestry, old gold. 
old colour It ~as most of all perhaps 10 the way she came to him as 
if, smce she had been turned on to deal wIth the sImpler sort, he mIght, 
should he choose to keep the whole th10g down, Just take her mild 
attentIOn for a part of her general busmess As soon as he heard her 
VOlce, however, the gap was filled up and the nussmg lInk supplIed, 
the 511ght lrony he dlv10ed 10 her attItude lost Its advantage He almost 
jumped at It to get there before her "I met you years and years ago 10 

Rome I remember all about it " She confessed to disappomtment-she 
had been so sure he dIdn't, and to prove how well he did he began to 
pour forth the particular recollectIOns that popped up as he called for 
them Her face and her VOIce, all at hIS servIce now, worked the mIracle 
-the ImpreSSIOn operat1Og lIke the torch of a lamplIghter who touches 
into flame, one by one, a long row of gas Jets Marcher flattered hIm
self that the IllummatIon was bnlliant, yet he was really stIll more 
pleased on her showmg rum, WIth amusement, that 10 hIS haste to make 
everythmg nght he had got most trungs rather wrong It hadn't been at 
Rome-It had been at Naples, and It hadn't been seven years before
it had becn more nearly ten She hadn't been eIther With her uncle and 
aunt, but WIth her mother and her brother, m additIon to whIch It 
was not WIth the Pcmble~ that he had been, but WIth the Boyers) com
mg down m theIr company from Rome-a pomt on whIch she 111-

slsted, a lIttle to hIS confUSIOn, and as to whIch she had her eVIdence 
in hand The Boyers she had known, hut she dIdn't know the Pembles, 
though she had heard of them, and It was the people he was WIth who 
had made them acqua10ted The mCldent of the thunderstorm that 
had raged round them With such VIOlence as to dnve them for refuge 
into an excavation-this inCIdent had not occurred at the Palace of the 
Cresars, but at POmpell, on an occaSIOn when they had been present 
there at an important find 

He accepted her amendments, he enjoyed her correctIOns, though 
the moral of them was, she pomted out, that he really dIdn't remember 
the least thmg about her, and he only felt It as a drawback that when 
all was made comfortable to the truth there dIdn't appear much of 
anythmg left. They lmgered together sbll, she neglectmg her office
for from the moment he was so clever she had no proper nght to hlm 
-and both neglectmg the house, Just waItmg as to see If a memory or 
two more wouldn't .. agaIn breathe upon them. It had not taken them 
many nunutes, after all, to put down on the table, hke the cards of a pack, 
those that constituted theIr respective hands, only what came out was 
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that the pack was unfortunately not ~rfect-that the past, invok~ 
lnvited, encouraged, could glVe them, naturally, no more than it had. 
It had made them meet-her at twenty, hIm at twenty-five; but 
nothing was so strange, they seemed to say 'to each other, as that, whde 
so occupIed, It hadn't done a httle more for them· They looked at 
each other as WIth the feehng of an occaSIon mIssed, the present one 
would have been so much better If the other, In the far dIstance, in. 
the foreIgn land, hadn't been so stupidly meagre There weren't, ap
parently, all counted, more than a dozen httle old thIngs that had 
succeeded In commg to pass between them, tnviahttes of youth, SlID

phcItIes of freshness, stupIdItIes of Ignorance, small possIble germs, but 
too deeply bUrled-too deeply (dIdn't It seem?) to sprout after so many 
years Marcher saId to hImself that he ought to have rendered her 
some servIce-saved her from a capsIzed boat In the Bay, or at least 
recovered her dressmg-bag, filched from her cab, m the streets of 
Naples, by a lazzarone WIth a stlletto Or It would have been IDice 
If he could have been taken With fever, alone, at hIS hotel, and she 
could have come to look after hIm, to wrtte to hiS people, to drive hint 
out m convalescence Then they would be In posseSSIOn of the 8ODl6-

thIng or other that theIr actual show seemed to lack It yet somehow 
presented Itself, thIS show, as too good to be spOIled, so that they ,were 
reduced for a few mInutes more to wonderIng a httle helplessly 'Why
smce they seemed to know a certam number of the same people-their 
reumon had been so long averted They dIdn't usc that name for It, 
but theIr delay from mmute to mmute to JOIn the others Willi .a knuI 
of confeSSIOn that they dIdn't qUIte want It to be a faIlure TheIr at
tempted supposItIOn of reasons for theIr not haVIng met but showed 
how httle .they knew of each other There came m fact a mC>IDent 
when Marcher felt a pOSItive pang It was vaIn to pretend she was an 
old fnend, for all the commumtIes were wantmg, In spite -of \Wluch oit 
was as an old fnend that he saw she would have suited rum He.had 
new ones enough-was surrounded WIth them, for mstance, at -that 
hour at the other house, as a new one he probably wouldn't have so 
much as notIced her He would have lIked to Invent somethIng, get her 
to make-believe WIth hIm that some passage of a romantIc or cntu:aJ. 
kInd had orlgmally occurred He was really almost TeachIng out in 
ImagmatlOn--as agamst tIme-for somethIng that would do, and say
mg to hImself that If It didn't come thIS new lIlCIdent would simply 
and rather awkwardly close They would separate, .and now for na 
second or for no thud chance They would have tned and not suc
ceeded Then It was, Just at the ttirn, as he aftlrwards made It out .. 
himself, that, everythIng else falhng, she herself deCided to take-\9I 
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the case and, as It were, save the sItuation He felt as lIoon as she spoke 
that she had been consciowly keeping back what she said and hoping 
to get on WIthout it, a scruple in her that unmensely touched hIm when, 
by the end of three or four'mInutes more, he was able to measure it 
What she brought out, at any rate, qUIte cleared the aIr and !>upplied 
the lInk-the lInk It was such a mystery he should frIvolously have 
managed to lose 

"You know you told me somethIng that I've never forgotten and that 
agam and again has made me thInk of you smce, It was that tre
mendowly hot day when we went to Sorrento, across the bay, for the 
breeze What I allude to was what you saId to me, on the way back, 
as we sat, under the awmng of the boat, enJoymg the cool Have you 
forgotten ?" 

He had forgotten, and he was even more surprIsed than ashamed 
But the great thmg was that he saw It was no vulgar remmder of any 
"sweet" speech The vamty of women had long memones, but she 
was malung no claIm on hIm of a complIment or a mIstake WIth an
other woman, a totally dIfferent one, he mIght have feared the recall 
of pOSll1bly even some Imbecile "offer" So, in havmg to say that he had 
indeed forgotten, he was conscIOUS rather of a loss than of a gam, he 
already saw an mterest In the matter of her reference "I try to dhnk
but I gIve It up. Yet I remember the Sorrento day" 

"I'm not very sure you do," May Bartram after a moment saId, "and 
I'm not very sure I ought to want you to It's dreadful to brmg a 
person back, at any tIme, to what he was ten years before If you've 
lived away from It," she smIled, "so much the better" 

"Ah, If you haven't why should P" he a~ked 
·'wved away, you mean, from what I my~eJf was?" 
·'From what I was I was of course an ass," Marcher went on, "but I 

would rather know from you Just the sort of ass I was than-from the 
moment you have somethmg In your mmd""':'not know anythmg" 

Sbll, however, she heSItated "But If you'va completely ceased to be 
that sort--;>" 

"Why, I can then Just so all the more bear to know BeSIdes, perhaps 
I haven't." 

"Perhaps Yet If you haven't," she added, "I should suppose you 
would remember Not mdeed that I In the least connect WIth my Im
pression the mVIdIOus name you use If I had only thought you foohsh," 
she explamed, "the thmg I speak of wouldn't so have remamed WIth 
me. It was about yourself" She waIted, as If It mIght come to him; 
but as, only meetIng her eyes in wonder, he gave no SIgn, she burnt 
her ships. "Has It ever happened?" 
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Then it was that, while he continued to stare, a light broke for him 
and the blood slowly came to his face, which began t~ bum with recog
nihon "Do you mean I told you __ ;m But he faltered, lest what came 
to hIm shouldn't be nght, lest he should oAly give hImself away 

"It was somethmg about yourself that It was natural one shouldn't 
torget-that IS If one remembered you at all That's why I ask you," 
she smIled, "If the thmg you then spoke of has ever come to pass ';I" 

Oh, then he saw, but he was lost In wonder and found hunself em
barrassed. ThIS, he also saw, made her sorry for hIm, as If her allusion 
had been a mIstake It took hIm but a moment, however, to feel that 
It had not been, much as It had been a surprISe. After the first lIttle 
shock of it her knowledge on the contrary began, even If rather 
strangely, to taste sweet to him She was the only other person In the 
world then who would have it, and she had had It all these years, while 
the fact of hIS havmg so breathed hIS secret had unaccountably faded 
from hIm No wonder they couldn't have met as If nothing had hap
pened "I Judge," he finally saId, "that I know what you mean Only 
I had strangely enough lost the conSCIOusness of havmg taken you so 
far mto my confidence." 

"Is It because you've taken so many others as well?" 
"I've taken nobody Not a creature SInce then" 
"So that I'm the only person who knows?" 
"The only person m the world" 
"Well," she qUIckly replIed, "I myself have never spoken I've never, 

never repeated of you what you told me" She looked at hIm so that 
he perfectly believed her TheIr eyes met over It m such a way that he 
was WIthout a doubt "And I never Will " 

She spoke WIth an earnestness that, as If almost exceSSIVe, put him 
at ease about her pOSSIble den~IOn Somehow the whole questIOn was a 
new luxury to hIm-that IS, from the moment she was In posseSSIOn. II 
she dIdn't take the nomc VIew she clearly took the sympathetIC, and 
that was what he had had, m all the long tIme, from no one whomso
ever What he felt was that he couldn't at present have begun to tell 
her and yet could profit perhaps exqulSltely by the aCCldent of havmg 
done so of old "Please don't then We're Just rIght as It 1~." 

"Oh, I am," she laughed, "If you are'" To whIch she added "Then 
you do stIlI feel m the same way?" 

It was ImpOSSIble to hIm not to take to hImself that she was really 
mterested, and It all kept commg as a sort of revelatIOn. He had 
thought of himself so long as abommably alope, and, 10, he wasn't 
alone a bIt He hadn't been, it appeared, for an hour-smce those mo
ments on the Sorrento boat It was she who had been, he seemed to see 
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.. he looked at her-she who had been made so by the graceless fact of 
Jris lapse of fidelIty To tell her what he had told her-what had It 
IJeen but to ask somethmg of her? somethmg that she had gIven, m her 
charity, WIthout hiS havmg, by a remembrance, by a return of the 
spirit, faIlIng another encounter, so much as thanked her What he 
JJad asked of her had been 5imply at first not to laugh at rum She had 
beautIfully not done so for ten years, and she was not dOIng so now. 
So he had endless grab tude to make up. Only for that he must see Just 
iaow he had figured to her "What, exactly, was the account I, 
pve-?" 

"Of the way you dId feer:' Well, It was very sImple You said you 
Irad had from your earlIest hme, a~ the deepest thmg withm you, the 
sense of beIng kept for sometrung rare and strange, possIbly prodIgIOUS 
and ternble, that was sooner or later to happen to you, that you had 
in your bones the forebodmg and the convIction of, and that would 
perhaps overwhelm you" 

"Do you call that very sImple?" John Marcher asked 
She thought a moment "It was perhaps became I seemed, as you 

spoke, to understand It" 
"You do understand It?" he eagerly asked 
Agam she kept her kmd eyes on hIm "You shll have the belIef?" 
"Oh I" he exclaImed helplessly There was too much to say 
"Whatever It IS to be," she clearly made out, "It hasn't yet come" 
He shook hIS head m complete surrender now "It hasn't yet corne 

Only, you know, It Isn't anythmg I'm to do, to achIeve m the world, 
to be dlstmgUlshed or admIred for I'm not such an ass as that It 
would be much better, no doubt, If I were" 

"It's to be somethmg you're merely to suffer?" 
"Well, say to walt for-to have to meet, to face, to ~ee suddenly break 

out in my hfe, possIbly destroymg all further conSCIOusness, pOSSIbly 
annitulatmg me, pos~\lbly, on the other hand, only altermg everything, 
striking at the root of all my world and leaVIng me to the consequences, 
however they shape themselves" 

She took thiS m, but the lIght ill her eyes contmued for hIm not to 
be that of mockery "Isn't what you descnbe perhaps but the expecta
tion--or, at any rate, the sense of danger, famlliar to so many people
of fallmg m love?" 

John Marcher thought. "Did you ask me that before?" 
"No--I wasn't so free-and-easy tpen. But It'S what strIkes me now." 
''Of course," he saId after a moment, "It stnkes you Of course it 

.-&es me. Of course what's in store for me may be no more than that. 
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The only tlung is," he went on, "that 1 thmk that if It had been that, I 
should by this hme know." 

"Do you mean because you've been in love?" A~d then as he but 
looked at her In sIlence "You've been it\ love, and It hasn't meant 
such a cataclysm, hasn't proved the great affaIr?" 

"Here I am, you see. It hasn't been overwhelmIng" 
"Then It hasn't been love," saId May Bartram 
"Well, I at least thought It was I took It for that-I've taken it till 

now It was agreeable, It was delightful, It was ffilSerable," he ex
plained "But It wasn't strange. It wasn't what my affau's to be " 

"You want somethmg all to yourself-somethIng that nobody else 
knows or has known;)OO 

"It Isn't a questIOn of what I 'want'-God knows I don't want any
trung It's only a que~tlOn of the apprehenslOn that haunts me-that I 
hve WIth day by day." 

He said thIS so lUCIdly and conSIstently that, vlSlbly, It further Im
pmed Itself If she had not been mterested before she would have 
been mterested now "Is It a sense of corning vIOlence?" 

EVIdently now too, agam, he hked to talk of It "I don't thmk of it as 
-when It does come-necessanly VIOlent I only thmk of it as natural 
and as of course, above all, unmistakeable I thmk of It simply as the 
thing The thmg WIll of Itself appear natural" 

"Then how WIll It appear strange ';)" 
Marcher bethought hImself "It won't-to me" 
"To whom then?" 
"Well," he rephed, smlhng at last, "say to you" 
"Oh then, I'm to be present?" 
"Why, you are present-since you know" 
"I see" She turned it over "But I mean at the catastrophe" 
At trus, for a mmute, theIr hghtness gave way to theIr graVIty; it 

was as If the long look they exchanged held them together "It wIll only 
depend on yourself-If you'll watch #Ith me " 

"Are you afraId?" she asked 
"Don't leave me .now," he went on 
"Are you afraId ," she repeated 
"Do you trunk me SImply out of my mmd ," he pursued mstead of 

answermg "Do I merely strIke you as a harmless lunatIc?" 
"No," saId May Bartram "I understand you I belIeve you" 
"You mean you feel how my opsesslOn-poor old trungl-may ClK

respond to some pOSSIble realIty?" 
"To some poSSIble realIty" 

535 



"Then you wIll watch with me;'" 
She heSItated, then for the third tune put her questIon. "Are you 

afraId ;'" ' 
"Did I tell you I was-at'Naples?" 
"No, you said r.othmg about It." 
"Then I don't know And I should lzke to know," said John 

Marcher "You'll tell me yourself whether you thmk so If you'll watch 
with me you'll see." 

"Very good then" They had been movmg by thIs tIme across 
the room, and at the door, before passing out, they paused as If for the 
full wind-up of theIr understanding "I'll watch With you," saId May 
Bartram 

II 

The fact that she "knew"-knew and yet neither chaffed him nm 
betrayed hIm-had m a short time begun to constitute between them a 
senSible bond, which became more marked when, wlthm the year that 
followed their afternoon at Weatherend, the opportumtles for meetmg 
multIplIed The event that thus promoted these occa~lOns was the death 
of the anCIent lady, her great-aunt, under whose wmg, smce losmg 
her mother, she had to such an extent found shelter, and who, though 
but the Widowed mother of the new successor to the property, had suc
ceeded-thanks to a rugh tone and a high temper-m not forfeltmg 
the supreme pOSItIon at the great house The depOSitIOn of thIs person
age arnved but WIth her death, whIch, followed by many changes, made 
in particular a difference for the young woman III whom Marcher's ex
pert attentIon had recogmsed from the first a dependent With a pnde 
that might ache though It didn't bnstle Nothing for a long time had 
made rum eaSIer than the thought that the achmg must have been 
much soothed by MISS Bartram'~ now findmg herself able to set up a 
5nlall home m London She had acqUIred property, to an amount that 
made that luxury Just pOSSIble, under her aunt's extremelf complIcated 
wIll, and when the whole matter began to be straIghtened out, which 
indeed took time, she let rum know that the happy I~sue was at last m 
Vlew He had seen her agam before that day, both because she had 
more than once accompamed the ancient lady to town and because he 
had paid another vmt to the fnends who so convemently made of 
Weatherend one of the charms of theIr own hospitality These fnends 
had taken him back there, he had achieved there agam With MISS 

Bartram some qUIet detachment, a~d he had 10 London succeeded In 

persuad10g her to more than one bnef absence from her aunt They 
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went together, on mese latter OCcaSIOns, to the National Gallery and 
the South Kensmgton Museum, where, among vIvid reminders, they 
~lked IOf Italy at large-not now attemptmg to r!!cover, as at first, 
the taste of then youth and thetr 19noraf¥;e That recovery, the first 
day at Weatherend, had served its purpose well, had given them 
qwte enough, so that they were, to Marcher's sense, no longer hovering 
about the head-waters of theIr stream, but had felt theIr boat pushed 
sharply off and down the current 

They were lIterally afloat together, for our gentleman thIS was 
marked, qwte as marked as that the fortunate cause of It was just 
the burled treasure of her knowledge He had WIth hIS own hands dug 
up thiS httle hoard, brought to lIght-that IS to wlthm reach of the dIm 
day constituted by then dIscretIons and pnvaCIes-the object of value 
the rudmg-place of which he had, after puttmg It mto the ground 
himself, so strangely, so long forgotten The exqulSlte luck of having 
again Just stumbled on the spot made him mdlfferent to any other 
questIOn, he would doubtless have devoted more hme to the odd accI
dent of hIS lapse of memory If he had not been moved to devote so 
much to the sweetness, the comfort, as he felt, for the future, that this 
aCCIdent Itself had helped to keep fresh It had never entered mto lus 
plan that anyone should "know," and mamly for the reason that It was 
not In him to tell anyone. That would have been Impossible, since 
nothmg but the amusement of a cold world would have waIted on It. 
Smce, however, a my~tenous fate had opened hiS mouth in youth, in 
spite of hIm, he would count that a compematlOn and profit by It to the 
utmost That the nght person should know tempered the aspenty of his 
srrret more even than hl~ shyness had perffiltted him to Imagme, and 
~lay Bartram was clearly nght, because-well, because there she was. 
Her knowledge SImply settled It, he would have been sure enough by 
thl~ time had she been wrong There ""as that in hiS SituatIOn, no doubt, 
that disposed hIm too much to see her as a mere confidant, takmg all 
her lIght for him from the fact-the fact only---of her Interest In hu 
predIcament, from her mercy, sympathy, serIousness, her consent not 
to regard hIm as the funmest of the funny Aware, m fine, that her price 
for rum was Just III her givmg him thIS constant sense of lus bemg 
admirably spared, he was careful to remember that she had, after all, 
also a hfe of her own, With thmgs that might happen to her, thmgs that 
10 fnendshlp one should lIkeWIse take account of Sometrung fairly 
remarkable came to pass With lum, for that matter, In this connechon 
-sometlling represented by a certaIn passage of hIS consCIOusness, in 
the suddenest way, from one extreme to the otl\er 

He had thought himself, so long as nobody knew, the most dis-
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interested person In the world, carryIng hIS concentrated burden, his 
perpetual suspense, ever so qUIetly, holdIng hIS tongue about It, giving 
others no ghmpst. of It nor of its effect upon hIS hfe, askIng of them 
no allowance and only makIng on hIS SIde all those that were asked. 
He had wsturbp.d nobody wIth the queerness of haVIng to know a 
haunted man, though he had had moments of rather specIal temptatlon 
on heanng people say that they were "unsettled" If they were as un
lettled as he was-he who had never been settled for an hour In hIS 
Me-they would know what It meant Yet it wasn't, all the same, for 
rum to make them, and he lIstened to them CIVIlly enough Tills was 
why he had such good-though possIbly such rather colourless-man
ners; thIS was why, above all, he could regard hImself, In a greedy 
world, as decently-as, In fact, perhaps even a httle sublimely-un
.elfish Our pomt IS accordmgly that he valued thIS character qUIte 
sufficiently to measure hIS present danger of lettmg It lapse, agaInst 
willch he prormsed hImself to be much on rus guard He was qUIte 
ready, none the less, to be selfish Just a lIttle, SInce, surely, no more 
charmmg occaSIon for it had come to hIm "Just a lIttle," In a word, 
was Just as much as MISS Bartram, takmg one day WIth another, would 
let him He never would be In the least coerCIve, and he would keep 
well before hIm the lInes on whIch conSIderatIOn for her-the very 
hlghest-ought to proceed He would thoroughly estabhsh the heads 
under which her affatrs, her reqUIrements, her pecuhantles-he went so 
far as to give them the latItude of that name-would come Into thetr 
intercourse All thIS naturally was a SIgn of how much he took the mter
course itself for granted There was nothmg more to be done about 
that It SImply eXisted, had sprung mto bemg WIth her first penetratmg 
'luestlon to hun In the autumn hght there at Weatherend The real 
form it should have taken on the baSIS that stood out large was the form 
of their marrymg. But the deVIl In tills was that the very baSIS Itself 
put marrymg out of the questIOn HIS conVictIon, hIS apprehenSIon, 
his obsessIon, m short, was not a condItIon he could mVIte a woman 
to share, and that consequence of It was precIsely what was the mat
ter WIth rum Sometrung or other lay in walt for hIm, amId the twists 
and the turns of the months and the years, lIke a crouchmg beast in the 
jungle. It SIgnIfied httle whether the crouchmg beast were destmed to 
slay him or to be slam The definite pomt was the meVItable sprmg of 
she creature, and the defimte Jesson from that was that a man of feel
mg dIdn't cause hImself to be accomparued by a lady on a tiger-hunt. 
Such was the nnage under whIch he had ended by figunng hIS hie. 

They had at first, none the less~ In the scattered hours spent to
~er. made no allUSIon to that VIew of It, wluch was a SIgn he was 
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handsomely ready to give that he didn't expe<:t, that he in fact dIdn't 
care always to be tallung about it Such a feature in ORe's outlook wa~ 
really hke a hump on one's back The drlferevce It made every mmute 
of the day eXIsted qwte mdependently of mscusslOn Oqe dIE.;ussed, of 
course, ltke a hunchback, for there was always, If nothmg else, the 
hunchback face That remamed, and she was watchmg hIm, but people 
watched best, as a general thIng, In SIlence, so that such would be pre
dommantly the manner of theIr vigIl Yet he dIdn't want, at the same 
time, to be solemn, solemn was what he ImagIned he too much tended 
to be With other people The thmg to be, With the one person who 
knew, was easy and natural-to make the reference rather than be 
seeming to aVOId It, to aVOId It rather than be seemmg to make It, and 
to keep it, m any ca~e, famIlIar, facetIOus even, rather than pedantlr 
and portentous Some such consIderatIOn as the lattcr was doubtless m 
Ius mmd, for lDstance, when he wrote pleasantly to MISS Bartram that 
perhaps the grcat thmg he had so long felt as m the lap of the gods 
was no more than thiS CIrcumstance, whIch touched hIm so nearly, of 
her acqUInng a house m London It was the first allUSIOn they had yet 
agam made, needmg any other hItherto so httle, but when she rephed, 
after haVIng given hIm the news, that she was by no means satisfied 
WIth such a tnfie, as the clImax to so speCial a suspense, she almost set 
him wondermg If she hadn't even a larger conceptIOn of smgulanty for 
him than he had for hImself. He was at all events destmed to become 
aware httle by httle, as tIme went by, that she was all the while lookmg 
at hIS hfe, Judgmg It, measunng It, In the lIght of the thmg she knew, 
wruch grew to be at last, With the consecratIOn of the years, never men
tIoned between them save as "the real truth" about hIm That had al
ways been hIS o\\n form of reference to It, but she adopted the form so 
qUIetly that, lookmg back at the end of a penod, he knew there was 
no moment at which It was traceable that she had, as he might say, got 
inSide hIs condItIon, or exchanged the attItude of beautIfully mdulgmg 
for that of stIll more beautifully behevmg rum 

It was always open to hIm to accuse her of seemg rum but as the most 
harmless of mamacs, and thIS, In the long run-smce It covered so 
much ground-was hIs eaSIest descnptlOn of theIr fnendship. He had a 
screw loose for her, but she lIked hIm m spIte of It, and was praCtically, 
against the rest of the world, hiS kInd, wise keeper, unremunerated, 
but falrly amused and, m the absence of other near ties, not dis
reputably occupIed The rest of the world of course thought him queer, 
but she, she only, knew how, and abOVe! all why, queer, wluch was pre
CISely what enabled her to dIspose the conceahng vell m the nght folds.. 
She took rus gaiety from rum-smce it had to pass With them for gruety 
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-as she took everytlung else; but she certainly so far Justified by her 
unerring touch lus finer sense of the degree to which he had ended by 
convincing her She at Ipst never spoke of the secret of hiS bfe except 
as "the real truth about you," and she had In fact a wonderful way of 
making it seem, as such, the secret of her own life too That was In fine 
how he so constantly felt her as allowing for him, he couldn't on the 
whole call It anythmg else He allowed for himself, but she, exactly, 
allowed still more, partly because, better placed for a sight of the 
matter, she traced hiS unhappy perversIOn through portIOns of its 
course into which he could scarce follow it He knew how he felt, but, 
besides knOWIng that, she knew how he looked as well, he knew each of 
the thmgs of Importance he was insidIOusly kept from domg, but she 
could add up the amount they made, understand how much, With a 
lighter \\-elght on hIS ~pmt, he might have done, and thereby establIsh 
how, clever as he was, he fell short Above all she was m the secret of 
the dd'ference bet\\-een the forms he \\-cnt through-those of hIS httle 
office under Government, those of carmg for hiS mode~t patnmony, for 
hiS hbrary, for hiS garden in the country, for the people III London 
whose mVltatIOns he accepted and repaId-and the detachment that 
reigned beneath them and that made of all behaVIOur, all that could 
in the least be called behaVIOur, a long act of diSSImulatIon What It 
had come to was that he wore a mask pamted WIth the SOCIal SImper, 
out of the eye-holes of wluch there looked eyes of an expreSSIOn not 
in the least matclung the other features ThiS the stupId world, even 
after years, had never more than half discovered It was only May 
Bartram who had, and she aclueved, by an art indescribable, the feat of 
at once--or perhaps It was only alternately-meetmg the eyes from In 
front and mInglmg her own VlSlon, as from over hiS shoulder, Wlth then 
peep tbrough the apertures 

So, whIle they grew older together, she did watch WIth lum, and so 
she let thIS associatIon gtve shape and colour to her own eXIstence Be
neath her forms as well detachment had learned to SIt, and behaVIOur 
had become for her, in the SOCIal sense, a false account of herself 
There was but one account of her that would have been true all the 
\\-hIle, and that she could gtve, directly, to nobody, least of all to John 
Marcher. Her whole attItude was a Virtual statement, but the percep
tIOn of that only seemed destmed to take ItS place for him as one of the 
many thmgs necessarIly crowded out of hIS conSCIOusness If she had, 
moreover, lIke himself, to make sacnfices to then real truth, It was to be 
granted that her oompensatIon tmght have affected her as more prompt 
and more natural They had long perIods, In thiS London time, dunng 
which, when they were together, a stranger mIght have listened to 
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them without in the least pricking up hIs ears; on the other hand, the 
real truth was equally liable at any moment to rise to tli.e surface, and 
the audItor would then have wondered indeeq what they were talking 
about. They had from an early tIme made up their minfl that society 
was, luckIly, unintelligent, and the margin that thiS gave them had 
fairly become one of theIr commonplaces. Yet there were stIll moments 
when the situatlOn turned almost fresh-usually under the effect of 
some expressIOn drawn from herself. Her expressions doubtless re
peated themselves, but her mtervals were generous. "What saves us, 
you know, IS that we answer so completely to so usual an appearance· 
that of the man and woman whose frIendship has become such a daily 
habit, or almost, as to be at last mdispensable " That, for Instance, was 
a remark she had frequently enough had occasion to make, though she 
had given It at different tImes different developments What we are 
espeCially concerned with IS the turn It happened to take from her 
one afternoon when he had come to see her m honour of her birthday. 
ThiS anmversary had fallen on a Sunday, at a season of thick fog and 
general outward gloom, but he had brought her hIS customary offer
mg, havmg known her now long enough to have estabhshed a hundred 
lIttle customs It was one of hIS proofs to himself, the present he made 
her on her bIrthday, that he had not sunk mto real selfishness It was 
mostly nothmg more than a small trInket, but It was always fine of Its 
kmd, and he was regularly careful to pay for It more than he thought 
he could afford "Our habIt saves you, at least, don't you see? because 
]t makes you, after all, for the vulgar, IndistIngUIshable from other men 
What's the most Inveterate mark of men In general? Why, the capaCIty 
to spend endless tIme with dull women-to spend It, I won't say with
out beIng bored, but without mIndIng that they are, Without bemg 
drIven off at a tangent by It, whIch comes to the same thmg I'm your 
dull woman, a part of the dally bread for whIch you pray at church. 
That covers your tracks more than anything" 

"And what covers yours?" aSked Man.her, whom hIS dull woman 
could mostly to thIs extent amuse "I ~ee of course what you mean by 
your saVIng me, In one way and another, so far as other people are 
concerned-I've seen It all along Only, what is It that saves you ~ I 
often thmk, you know, of that" 

She looked as If she sometImes thought of that too, but in rather a 
different way "Where other people, you mean, are concerned?" 

"Well, you're really so In With me, you know-as a sort of result ::Jt 
my bemg so m w1th yourself I mean of my haVIng euch an Immense 
regard for you, bemg so tremendously grateful for all you've done for 
me I sometimes ask myself If It'S qUite faIr Fair I mean to have so m-
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volved and-smce one may say 1t-mterested you. I almost fe~l as If 
you hadn't re,\lly had time to do anythmg else." 

"AnythIng else but be mterested?" she asked. "Ah, what else does
one ever want to be? If'I've been 'watchIng' wIth you, as we long .,.go
agreed that r was to do, watchIng is always In itself an absorptlOn." 

"Oh, certamly," John Marcher said, "If you hadn't had your cur-
10SIty __ 1 Only, doesn't It sometunes come to you, as tIme goes on~ 
that your CUrIOSIty IS not bemg particularly repaId "" 

May Bartram had a pause "Do you ask that, by any chance, be
cause you feel at all that yours Isn't? I mean because you have to WaIt 
so lon~" 

Oh, he understood what she meant "For the thIng to happen that 
never doe5 happen? For the beast to Jump out" No, I'm Just where I 
was about It It Isn't a matter as to which I can choose, I can decIde for 
a change It Isn't one as to which there can be a change It's In the lap 
of the gods One's in the hands of one's law-there one IS As to the 
form the law WIll take, the way It Will operate, that's ItS own affair" 

"Yes," MISS Bartram replIed, "of course one's fate is comIng, of 
course it has come, m its own form and Its own way, all the whIle. 
Only, you know, the form and the way In your case were to have been 
-well, somethIng so exceptional and, as one may say, so partIcularly 
your own" 

Something m thIS made hIm look at her With SusplClOn. "You say 
'were to have been,' as If In your heart you had begun to doubt." 

"Oh I" she vaguely protested 
"As if you belIeved," he went on, "that nothIng wIll now take place.'· 
She shook her head slowly, but rather lmcrutably "You're far from 

my thought" 
He contInued to look at her. "What then IS the matter WIth you?" 
"Well," she said after anothrr walt, "the matter WIth me is simply 

that I'm more sure than ever my CUriOSIty, as you call It, wIll be but 
too well repaId." 

They were frankly grave now; he had got up from hIS seat, had 
turned once more about the lIttle draWIng-room to which, year after 
year, he brought hIS IneVItable tOPIC, In whIch he had, as he might 
have said, tasted theIr intlmate commumty WIth every sauce, where 
every object was as famlhar to hIm as the thIngs of lus own house and 
the very carpets were WOf.l with his fitful walk very much as the desks 
In old countmg-houses are worn by the elbows of generatIons of clerks. 
The generations qf hiS nervous ..moods had been at work there, and the 
place was the written hIstory of hIs whole nuddle life Under the 
impression of what his fnend had Just said he knew hunself, for some 
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JIeaSOn, more aware of these things, wluch made him, after a moment, 
stop again before her. "Is it, possIbly, that you've grown afraid?" 

.. Mraid?" He thought, as she repeated thf\ word, that his question 
had made her, a httle, change colour; so that, lest he. should have 
touched on a truth, he explained very kIndly, "You remember that 
that was what you asked me long ago--that first day at Weatherend." 

"Dh yes, and you told me you dIdn't know-that I was to see for 
myself. We've said httle about it since, even in so long a time." 

"PrecIsely," Marcher interposed-"quite as If it were too delicate a 
matter for us to make free with. Quite as if we mIght find, on pressure, 
that I am afraid. For then," he said, "we shouldn't, should we? qUIte 
know what to do " 

She had for the tIme no answer to this question "There have been 
days when I thought you were. Only, of course," she added, "there 
have been days when we have thought almost anything" 

"Everything Oh I" Marcher softly groaned as WIth a gasp, half spent, 
at the face, more uncovered Just then than It had been for a long 
wlule, of the nnagmatIon always WIth them It had always had Its 
incalculable moments of glaring out, qUIte as WIth the very eyes of the 
very Beast, and, med a~ he was to them, they could stIll draw from hIm 
the tnbute of a SIgh that rose from the depths of hIS bemg All that they 
had thought, first and last, rolled over hIm, the pa,t seemed to have 
been reduced to mere barren speculatIOn ThIS m fact was what the 
place had Just struck hIm as so full of-the SImplIfication of every
tlung but the state of suspense That remamed only by seemmg to hang 
in the VOId surroundmg It Even hIS orIgtnal fear, If fear It had been, 
had lo~t Itself In the desert "I Judge, however," he contmued, "that 
you see I'm not afraid now" 

"What I see is, as I make It out, that you've acrueved somethmg 
almost unprecedented In the way of gettmg used to danger LIVing With 

it so long and so closely, you've lost your sense of It, you know It's 
there, but you're mdifferent, and you cease even, as of old, to have 
to wrustle III the dark Consldenng what the danger is," May Bartram 
wound up, "I'm bound to say that I don't thmk your attitude could 
well be surpassed " 

John Marcher famtly smiled "It's heroic?" 
"Certamly-call It that." 
He consIdered. "1 am, then, a man of courage?" 
"That's what you were to show me " 
He snU, however, wondered. "But do'tsn't the maIl of courage know 

what he's afraid of --or not afraid of? I don't know that, you see. 
J don't focus it. I can't name it. I only know I'm exposed " 
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"Yes, but exposed-how shall I say?-so dIrectly So lIItimately 
That's surely enough" 

"Enough to make yop feel, then-at what we may call the end of 
our watch-that I'm not afraId?" 

"You're not afraId But It Isn't," she saId, "the end of our watch. 
That is It Isn't the end of yours You've everythIng stIlI to see" 

"Then why haven't you~" he asked He had had, all along, to-day, 
the sense of her keepIng somethIng back, and he stIll had It As thIs 
was hIS first ImpressIOn of that, It made a kInd of date The case was the 
more marked as she dIdn't at first answer, which m turn made hIm 
go on. "You know somethmg I don't" Then hI~ VOIce, for that of a 
man of courage, trembled a lIttle "You know ""hat's to happen" 
Her sIlence, WIth the face she showed, was almost a confesslOn-it 
made hIm sure "You know, and you're afraId to tell me. It's so bad 
that you're afraId I'll find out" 

All this mIght be true, for she dId look as If, unexpectedly to her, 
he had crossed some mystIc lme that she had secretly drawn round 
her Yet she mIght, after all, not have warned, and the real upshot 
was that he hImself, at all events, needn't "You'll never find out" 

III 

It was all to have made, none the less, as I have SaId, a date, as came 
out in the fact that agam and agam, even after long mtervah, other 
thIngs that passed between them wore, m relatIon to thiS hour, but 
the character of recalls and results Its ImmedIate effect had been 
indeed rather to lIghten mSlstence-almost to provoke a reactIOn, as If 
theIr tOpIC had dropped by Its own weight and as If moreover, for that 
matter, Marcher had been VISIted by one of hIS occasional warnmgs 
against egotIsm He had kept up, he felt, and very decently on the 
whole, hiS conSCIOusness of the Importance of not bemg selfish, and It 
was true he had never smned m that dIrectIOn Without promptly 
enough trymg to press the scales the other way He often repaIred 
his fault, the season permlttmg, by mVItmg hIS fnend to accompany 
him to the opera, and It not mfrequently thus happened that, to show 
he dIdn't Wish her to have but one sort of food for her mmd, he was 
the cause of her appearmg there ""Ith him a dozen nIghts m the month 
It even happened that, seemg her home at such tImes, he occasIOnally 
went in with her. to finIsh, as he called It, the evenIng, and, the betto. 
to make hIS pomt, sat down to the frugal but always careful lIttle 
!upper that awaIted hIS pleasure HIS pomt was made, he thought, by 
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his not p.ternally insisting with her on hImself; made for Instance, at 
luch hours, when it befell that, her piano at hand an~ each of them 
fanuhar with It, they went over passages of the opera together. It 
chanced to be on one of these occaSIOns, hm\'ever, that he reminded 
her of her not having answered a certain questIon he h'ad put to her 
dunng the talk that had taken place between them on her last bIrth
day "What is It that saves you?" -saved her, he meant, from that 
appearance of varIation from the usual human type. If he had 
practIcally escaped remark, as she pretended, by dOIng, 10 the most 
important particular, what most men do--find the answer to Me In 
patchIng up an allIance of a sort wIth a woman no better than hImself 
-how had she escaped It, and how could the allIance, such as It was, 
SInce they must suppose It had been more or less notIced, have faIled 
to make her rather positIl'ely talked aboue 

"I never saId," May Bartram replIed, "that It hadn't made me talked 
about" 

"Ah well then, you're not 'saved'" 
"It has not been a questIon for me If you've had your woman, I've 

had," she said, "my man" 
"And you mean that makes you all rIght?" 
She heSitated "I don't know why it shouldn't make me-humanly, 

WhlCh 1S what we're speakmg of-a" nght as 1t makes you" 
"I see," Marcher returned "'Humanly,' no doubt, as shOWIng that 

you're hvmg for somethmg Not, that 15, Just for me and my secret" 
May Bartram smIled "I don't pretend It exactly shows that I'm 

not hVIng for you It's my IntImacy WIth you that's In questIon" 
He laughed as he saw what she meant "Yes, but ~Ince, as you say, 

I'm only, so far a~ people make out, ordmary, you're-aren't you?
no more than ordInary either You help me to pass for a man hke 
another So If I am, as I understand you, you're not compromIsed. 
Is that It?" 

She had another heSitatIon, but she spoke clearly enough "That's 
It It's all that concerns me-to help you to pass for a man lIke 
another" 

He was careful to acknowledge the remark handsomely. "How kind, 
bow beautIiul, you are to me I How shall I ever repay you?" 

She had her last grave pause, as if there mIght be a choice of ways 
But she chose. "By gOIng on as you are" 

It was Into thiS go1Og on as he was that they relapsed, and really 
for so long a time that the day InevltabJy came for a.further soundmg 
-of theIr depths It was as if these depths, constantly bf'ldged over by 
~ structure that was firm enough In spite of Its lIghtness and of Its 
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occasional oscillation in the somewhat vertiginous air, invited on 
occasion, in tq,e mterest of their nerves, a droppmg of the plummet 
and a measurement of the abyss. A dIfference had been made more· 
over, once for aU, by the'fact that she had, aU the whIle, not appeared 
to feel the need of rebuttmg hIS charge of an Idea withm her that she 
dIdn't dare to express, uttered Just before one of the fullest of then 
later dISCUSSIOns ended It had come up for hIm then that she "knew" 
somethmg and that what she knew was bad-too bad to tell him. 
When he had spoken of It as vIsibly so bad that she was afraid he 
might find it out, her reply had left the matter too equivocal to be let 
alone and yet, for Marcher's special senslbIhty, almost too fOrmldable 
agam to touch He Clrcled about it at a distance that alternately 
narrowed and WIdened and that yet was not much affected by the 
conscIOusness m him that there was nothmg she could "know," after 
all, any better than he did She had no source of knowledge that he 
hadn't equally-except of course that she might have finer nerves. 
That was what women had where they were mterested, they made 
out thIngs, where people were concerned, that the people often 
couldn't have made out for themselves Their nerves, then sensibility, 
their ImaginatlOn, were conductors and revealen, and the beauty of 
May Bartram was m partIcular that she had gIVen herself so to hIS 
case He felt in these days what, oddly enough, he had never felt 
before, the growth of a dread of losmg her by some catastrophe
some catastrophe that yet wouldn't at all be the catastrophe partly 
because she had, almost of a sudden, begun to strIke hIm as useful 
to hIm as never yet, and partly by reason of an appearance of un
certamty m her health, comClcient and equally new It was char~ 
actenstIc of the mner detachment he had httherto so successfully 
cultIvated and to whIch our whole account of hIm is a reference, i. 
was characterIstic that hIS complIcatIOns, such as they were, had neve) 
yet seemed so as at dus cnSIS to thIcken about hIm, even to the pomt 
of makIng hIm ask hImself If he were, by any chance, of a truth, 
withm SIght or sound, wlthm touch or reach, wltmn the immedIate 
JUrISdictIon of the thIng that waIted 

When the day came, as come It had to, that hIS fnend confessed to 
hIm her fear of a deep dIsorder in her blood, he felt somehow the 
shadow of a change and the chIll of a shock He Immediately began 
to Imagme aggravatIons and dIsasters, and above all to tlunk of her 
penl as the dIrect menace for hImself of personal pnvatIon ThIs 
mdeed gave hIm ,one of those. partIal recovenes of equamrmty that 
were agreeable to hIm-it showed hIm that what was still first in his 
mind was the loss she herself mIght suffer "What If she should have to. 
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die before knowing, before seemg--?" It would have been brutal, 
In the early stages of her trouble, to put that questIon to her; but it 
had immedIately sounded for lum to his 0'Yn concern, and the pos
sIbIhty was what most made him sorry for her. If shf! dId "know," 
moreover, in the sense of her haVIng had some-what should he thmk? 
-mystIcal, irresistIble hght, trus would make the matter not better, 
but worse, masmuch as her ongInal adoptIon of rus own cunosity had 
qUIte become the baSIS of her hfe. She had been livmg to see what 
would be to be seen, and It would be cruel to her to have to gIve up 
before the accomphshment of the VISIon These reflectIOns, as I say, 
refreshed lus generosIty, yet, make them as he mIght, he saw lumself, 
wIth the lapse of the penod, more and more dIsconcerted. It lapsed 
for hIm wIth a strange, steady sweep, and the oddest oddIty was that 
It gave him, independently of the threat of much inconveruence, 
almost the only pOSItIve surpnse hIS career, if career It could be called, 
had yet offered hIm She kept the house as she had never done, he had 
to go to her to see her-she could meet hIm nowhere now, though 
there was scarce a corner of theIr loved old London m whIch she had 
not m the past, at one tIme or another, done so, and he found her 
always seated by her fire in the deep, old-fashIOned chaIr she was 
less and less able to leave He had been struck one day, after an absence 
cxceedmg hIS usual measure, WIth her suddenly lookmg much older to 
hIm than he had ever thought of her bemg, thl::Il he recogru~ed that 
the suddenness was all on hIS SIde-he had Just been suddenly struck. 
She looked older because mevltably, after so many years, she was old, 
or almost, whIch was of course true m stul greater measure of her 
comparuon. If she was old, or almost, John Marcher assuredly was, 
and yet it was her showmg of the lesson, not hIS own, that brought 
the truth home to Ium HIS surpnses began here; when once they had 
begun they multIplIed, they came rather WIth a rush It was as If, m 
the oddest way in the world, they had all been kept back, sown in a 
thIck cluster, for the late afternoon of hfe, the tIme at wruch, for 
people m general, the unexpected has dIed out. 

One of them was that he should have caught hImself-for de had 
so done-really wondenng If the great aCCIdent would take form now 
as nothmg more than hIS bemg condemned to see thIS charmmg 
woman, tlus admuable fnend, pass away from hIm He had never so 
unreservedly quahfied her as whIle confronted m thought WIth such a 
possIbIlIty, m spIte of which there was small doubt for him that as all 
answer to his long nddle the mere efllicement of even so fine a feature 
of lus situatlOn would be an abject antlchmax. It would represent, 
as connected with Ius past attItude, a drop of dIgnIty under the shadow 
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of which his existence could only become the most grotesque of 
fallures He had been far from holding it a failure-long as he had 
waited for the appeara?ce that was to make It a success He had 
waited for a qUite other thmg, not for such a one as that The breath 
of hiS good faith came short, however, as he recogrused how long he 
had waited, or how long, at least, his comparuon had That she, at all 
events, might be recorded as havmg waited m vam-thls affected him 
sharply, and all the more because of hiS at first having done lIttle more 
than amuse himself with the Idea It grew more grave as the gravity 
of her conditIOn grew, and the state of 1TIlnd it produced m him, which 
he ended by watchmg, rumself, as If It had been some defimte disfigure
ment of hiS outer person, may pass for another of hiS surpnses ThiS 
conjoined Itself stIll With another, the really stupefymg conscIOusness of 
a question that he would have allowed to shape Itself had he dared 
What did everythmg mean-what, that IS, did she mean, she and her 
vam waltmg and her probable death and the soundless admomtlOn of 
It all-unless that, at thiS hme of day, It was Simply, It was over
whelmmgly too late;> He had never, at any stage of hiS queer con
SCIOusness, admitted the whisper of such a correction, he had never, 
tIll wlthm these last few months, been so false to hiS conviction as not 
to hold that what was to come to rum had hme, whether he struck 
himself as havmg It or not That at last, at last, he certamly hadn't 
It, to speak of, or had It but m the scantiest measure-such, ~oon 
enough, as thmgs went With hIm, became the mference With which 
hiS old obseSSion had to reckon and thiS It was not helped to do by the 
more and more confirmed appearance that the great vagueness castmg 
the long shadow m which he had hved had, to attest Itself, almost no 
margm left Smce It was m Time that he was to have met hIS fate, 
so It was m TIme that rus fate was to have acted, and as he waked 
up to the sense of no longer bemg young, which was exactly the sense 
of bemg stale, Just as that, m turn, was the sense of bemg weak, he 
waked up to another matter beSIde It all hung together, they were 
subject, he and the great vagueness, to an equal and mdlvlSlble law 
When the possibilIties themselves had, accordmgly, turned stale, when 
the secret of the gods had grown famt, had perhaps even qUIte 
evaporated, that, and that only, was failure It wouldn't have been 
failure to be bankrupt, dishonoured, pilloned, hanged, It was fall un' 
not to be anythmg And so, m the dark valley mto which rus path 
had taken ItS unlooked-for twiSt, he wondered not a httle as he groped 
He didn't care wcrat awful crash mIght overtake him, WIth what 
ignommy or 'Ahat monstrosity he might yet be assoclated-smee he 
wasn't, after all, too utterly old to suffer-If It would only be decently 
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proportionate to the posture he had kept, all hiS hfe, m the promIsed 
presence of It. He had but one deSire left-that he shouJdn't have been 
"sold " 

IV 

Then It was that one afternoon, while the Spring of the year was 
young and new, she met, all m her own way, hiS frankest betrayal of 
thf:se alanns He had gone In late to see her, but evemng had not 
settled, and she was presented to him In that long, fresh lIght of 
warung April days whIch affects us often with a sadness sharper than 
the greyest hours of autumn The week had been warm, the spnng 
was supposed to have begun early, and May Bartram sat, for the first 
hme In the year, WIthout a fire, a fact that, to Marcher's sense, gave 
the scene of wruch she fonned part a smooth and ultlmate look, an air 
of knowing, in Its Immaculate order and Its cold, meanmgless cheer, 
that It would never see a fire agam Her own aspect-he could scarce 
have said why-mtensified thiS note Almost as whIte as wax, With the 
marks and SIgnS In her face as numerous and as fine as If they had 
bcen etched by a needle, With soft white drapenes relIeved by a faded 
green scarf, the delIcate tone of wruch had been consecrated by the 
years, she was the picture of a serene, exqUISite, but Impenetrable 
sphmx, whose head, or mdeed all whose person, might have been' 
powdered WIth sIlver. She was a ~phmx, yet WIth her whIte petals and 
green fronds she mIght have been a Illy too--cnly an artIfiClal bly, 
Vvonderfully Imitated and constantly kept, Without dust or stam, 
though not exempt from a slIght droop and a complcx\ty of famt 
creases, under some clear glass bell The perfectIOn of household care, 
of high polIsh and fimsh, always reigned m her rooms, but they 
especIally looked to Marcher at present as If everythmg had been 
wound up, tucked In, put away, so that she might Sit WIth folded 
b.~nds and WIth nothIng more to do She was "out of It," to hiS VlSlon, 
her work was over l she commumcated wah him as across some gulf, 
or fror.} some Island of rest that she had already reached, and It made 
him fed strangely abandoned Was It--or, rather, wasn't It-that If for 
so long she had been watchmg WIth him the answer to their question 
had S\\ Uill mto her ken and taken on ItS name, so that her occupation 
was venly gone? He had as much as charged her WIth thiS m saymg 
to her, many months before, that she even then knew somethmg she 
was keepmg from rum. It was a pomt he had never smce ventured 
to press, vaguely fearmg, as he dId, that It might become a dIfference, 
perhaps a dIsagreement, between them. He had In short, m thIs later 
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time, turned nervous, which was what, In all the other years, he had 
never been, apd the oddity was that his nervousness should have 
waited till he had begun to doubt, should have held off ~o long as he , 
was sure. There was somethIng, It seemed to rum, that the wrong wore 
would brIng down on hIS head, somethmg that would so at least put 
an end to hIS suspense But he wanted not to speak the wrong word, 
that would make everythmg ugly He wanted the knowledge he lacked 
to drop on hIm, If drop It could, by ItS own august weIght If she was to 
forsake rum It was surely for her to take leave ThiS was why he 
dIdn't ask her agam, ducctly, what she knew, but It was also why 
approachmg the matter from another Side, he saId to her In the course 
of hIS VIsit "What do you regard as the very worst that, at thIs tIme 
of day, can happen to me?" 

He had asked her that m the past often enough, they had, WIth 
the odd, Irregular rhythm of thcIr mtensitIes and aVOIdances, ex
changed Ideas about It and then had seen the Ideas washcd away by 
cool mtervah, wa~hed lI1.e figures traced In sea-sand It had ever 
been the mark of theIr talk that the oldest allUSIOns m It reqUired but 
a lIttle dismissal and reaction to come out again, soundmg for the 
hour as new She could thus at present meet hiS mqUiry qUlte freshly 
and patiently "Oh yes, I've repeatedly thought, only It always seemed 
to me of old that I couldn't qUlte makc up my mmd I thought of 
dreadful thmgs, betwecn whIch It was difficult to choose, and so must 
you have done" 

"Rather' I feel now as If I had scarce done anythmg else I appear 
to myself to havc spent my hfe In thmkmg of nothing but dreadful 
thIngs A great many of them I've at dIfferent hmes named to YOu, 
but there were others I couldn't name" 

"They were too, too dreadful?" 
"Too, too dreadful-somc of them" 
She looked at rum a mInute, and there came to hIm as he met It 

an Inconsequcnt sensc that her cycs, when one got their full clearness, 
were sull as beautiful as they had been In youth, only beautiful WIth 
a strange, cold hght-a light that somehow was a part of the effect, 
if it wasn't rather a part of the cause, of the pale, hard sweetness of 
the season and the hour "And yet," she said at last, "there are 
horrors we have mentIOned" 

It deepened the strangeness to see her, as such a figure in such a 
picture, talk of "horrors," but she was to do, In a few mInutes, some
thmg stranger yet-..,-though eveIl' of thIS he was to take the full measure 
but afterwards--and the note of It was already in the aIr. It was, for 
the matter of that, one of the signs that her eyes were haVing agam 
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such a !ugh flicker of their prime He had to admIt, however, what 
she said "Oh yes, there were tImes when we dId go tar" He caught 
himself m the act of speakIng as If it all were over Well, he wIshed 
It were, and the consummatIOn depended, far !urn, clearly, more and 
more on hIS compamon • 

But she had now a soft smIle. "Oh, far-- I " 

It was oddly Iromc "Do you mean you're prepared to go further?" 
She was fraIl and anCIent and charming as she contmued to look at 

hilTI, yet It was rather as If she had lost the thread "Do you conSIder 
that we went so far?" 

"Why, I thought It the pomt you were Just makmg-that we had 
looked most thmgs 10 the face .. 

"Includmg each other?" She shlI smIled "But you're qUIte right. 
We've had together great ImagmatlOns, often great fears, but some of 
them have been unspoken" 

"Then the worst-we haven't faced that I could face It, I belIeve, 
If I knew what you thmk It I feel," he explamed, "as If I had lost 
my power to conceIve such thmgs" And he wondered If he looked as 
blank as he sounded "It's spent" 

"Then why do you assume," she asked, "that mme Isn't?" 
"Because you've gIven me SIgns to the contrary It Isn't a question 

for you of concelVmg, Imagmmg, comparmg It Isn't a queshon now of 
choo~mg" At last he came out wIth It "You know somethmg that I 
don't You've shown me that before" 

These last words affected her, he could see m a moment, remarkably, 
and she spoke WIth firmness "I've shown you, my dear, nothmg." 

He shook hIS head "You can't hIde It " 
"Dh, oh I" May Bartram murmured over what she couldn't hide. It 

was almost a smothered groan 
"You admItted It months ago, when I spoke of It to you as of 

somethmg you were afraId I would find out. Your answer was that 
I couldn't, that I wouldn't, and I don't pretend I have But you had 
something therefore m mmd, and I see now that It must have been, 
that It stIll is, the POSSIbIlIty that, of all pOSSIbIlItIes, has settled Itself 
for you as the worst ThIS," he went on, "IS why I appeal to you Pm 
only afraId of Ignorance now-I'm not afraId of knowledge" And 
then as for a whIle she saId nothmg' "What makes me sure is that 
I see 10 your face and feel here, m thIs air and amid these appearances, 
that you're out of It You've done. You've had your expenence. You 
leave me to my fate" 

Well, she listened, mOhonless and wlnte 10 her chaIr, as If she had in 
fact a declSloD to make, so that her whole lIlP'lller was a Virtual con-
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fession, though still WIth a small, fine, inner stiffness, an imperfect sur
render. "It wf{uld be the worst," she finally let herself say "I mean 
the thing that I've never saId" 

It hushed hIm a momtfut "More monstrous than all the monstlosItle~ 
we've named;''' 

"More monstrous Isn't that what you sufficICntly express," she 
asked, "m calhng It the worse" 

Marcher thought "AssuredlY-If you mean, as I do, somethmg that 
mcludes all the loss and all the shame that are thmkable" 

"It would If It should happen," ~aId May Bartram "What we're 
speakmg of, remember, IS only my Idea" 

"It's your belIef," Marcher returned "That's enough for me I feel 
your belIefs are nght Therefore If, havmg thIs one, you give me no 
more 11ght on It, you abandon me" 

"No, no I" she repeated "I'm wIth you-don't you see ?-stlll " And 
as If to make It more VIVId to rum she rose from her chalr-a movement 
she seldom made m these days--and showed herself, all draped and 
all soft, m her fauness and shmness "I haven't forsaken you" 

It was really, m Its effort agamst weakness, a generous assurance, 
and had the success of the Impulse not, happIly, been great, It would 
have touched hIm to pam more than to pleasure But the cold charm 
m her eyes had spread, as she hovered before hIm, to all the rest 
of her person, so that It was, for the mmute, almost like a recovery 
of youth He couldn't pity her for that, he could only take her as ~he 
showed-as capable stIll of helpmg 111m It was as If, at the same time, 
her lIght mIght at any mstant go out, wherefore he mmt make the 
most of It There passed before rum WIth mtensity the three or four 
thmgs he wanted most to know, but the questIOn that came of Itself 
to rus hps really covered the others "Then tell me If I shall con
SCIOusly suffer" 

She promptly shook her head "Never I" 
It confirmed the authonty he Imputed to her, and it produced on 

rum an extraordmary effect "Well, what's better than that;> Do you 
call that the worse" 

"You thmk nothmg IS better;>" she asked 
She seemed to mean somethmg so special that he agam sharply 

wondered, though still WIth the dawn of a prospect of relIef "Why 
not, If one doesn't know~" After wruch, as their eyes, over hIS questIon, 
met In a sIlence, the dawn deepened and sometrung to rus purpose 
came, prodIgIOusly, out of her 'very face HIS own, as he took It In, 

suddenly flushed to the forehead, and he gasped WIth the force of 
a perceptIon to wruch, on the mstant, everyth1ng fitted The sound 
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of his gasp filled the aU'j then he became articulate. "I see-If I don't 
suffer'" 

In her own look, however, was doubt "You see what?" 
"Why, what you mean-what you've always meant." 
She agam shook her head "What I mean isn't what I've always 

meant. It's different" 
"It's somethmg new?" 
She heSItated "Something new It's not what you thmk I see what 

YOu th1Ok" 
lUs dIV1OatIon drew breath then; only her correctIon might be 

wrong "It Isn't that I am a donkey?" he asked between famtness and 
gnmness "It Isn't that It'S all a mistake?" 

"A mIstake?" she pltY10gly echoed That posslbihty, for her, he saw, 
would be monstrous, and If she guaranteed rum the Immuruty from 
pam It would accordmgly not be what she had 10 mmd "Oh, no," 
she declared, "It's nothmg of that sort You've been nght" 

Yet he couldn't help askmg lumself If she weren't, thus pressed, 
speakmg but to save him It seemed to him he should be most lost 
If hiS hIstory should prove all a platItude "Are you tellmg me the truth, 
so that I sha'n't have been a bigger IdIot than I can bear to know? 
I haven't hved With a vam Imagmahon, m the most bewtted IllUSIOn? 
I haven't waited but to see the door shut 10 my face;>" 

She shook her head agam "However the case stands that Isn't the 
truth Whatever the reahty, It zs a realIty The door Isn't shut. The 
door's open," said May Bartram 

"Then somethmg's to come?" 
She YIIalted once agam, always With her cold, sweet eyes on him. 

"It's never too late" She had, With her ghdmg step, dlmllllshed the 
dl~tance between them, and she stood nearer to him, close to rum, a 
rnmute, as If stIll full of the unspoken Her movement mIght have been 
for some finer emphaSIS of what she was at once hesltatmg and decIdmg 
to say He had been standmg by the chimney-piece, fireless and sparely 
adorned, a small, perfect old French clock and two morsels of rosy 
Dresden constItutmg all Its furruture, and her hand grasped the shelf 
whIle she kept him waItIng, grasped It a httle as for support and 
encouragement She only kept him waltmg, however, that IS he only 
waited It had become suddenly, from her movement and attItude, 
beautIful and vIvid to rum that ~he had somethmg more to gIVe him, 
her wasted face dehcately shone WIth It, and It glIttered, almost as With 
the ~hlte lustre of sIlver, in her expr~SSIOn She was ngat, mcontest
ably, for what he saw 10 her face was the truth, and strangely, WIthout 
consequence, while their talk of It as dreadful was stIll 10 the air, she 
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appeared to present It as InordInately soft. Tins, promptIng beWIlder
ment, made him but gape the more gratefully for her revelation, so 
that they contInued for some mInutes sJlent, her face shInIng at lum, 
her contact Imponderabty preSSIng, and his stare all kInd, but all 
expectant Tht end, none the less, was that what he had expected failed 
to sound. Somethmg else took place mstead, which seemed to consist 
at first In the mere closmg of her eyes She gave way at the same 
mstant to a slow, fine shudder, and though he remamed starmg
though he stared, m fact, but the harder-she turned off and regamed 
her chair I t was the end of what she had been mtendmg, but It left 
him thmkmg only of that 

"Well, you don't say--?" 
She had touched m her passage a bell near the chimney and had 

sunk back, strangely pale "I'm afraid I'm too III " 
"Too III to tell me?" It sprang up sharp to him, and almost to lus 

hps, the fear that she would die Without gIVmg him hght He checked 
himself m time from so expressmg hiS questIOn, but she answered as If 
she had heard the words 

"Don't you know-now?" 
"'Now'--?" She had spoken as If somethmg that had made a 

dJfference had come up wlthm the moment But her maId, qUickly 
obedient to her bell, was already With them "I know nothmg" And he 
was afterwards to say to himself that he must have spoken With odIOUS 
ImpatIence, such an Impatience as to show that, supremely discon
certed, he washed hiS hands of the whole questIOn 

"Oh I" said May Bartram 
"Are you m pam'" he asked, as the woman went to her 
"No," said May Bartram 
Her maId, who had put an ann round her as If to take her to her 

room, fixed on hIm eyes that appeahngly contradicted her, m spite of 
which, however, he showed once more hIS mystIficatIon "What then 
has happened?" 

She was once more, With her comparuon's help, on her feet, and, 
feeling WIthdrawal Imposed on rum, he had found, blankly, hiS hat 
and gloves and had reached the door. Yet he waited for her answer 
"What was to," she said. 

v 

He came back th,e next day, but she was then unable to see rum, and 
as It was hterally the first tIme thiS had occurred lD the long stretch 
of their acquaintance he turned away, defeated and sore, almost 
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angry--or feelmg at least that such a break 10 thetr custom was 
really the begInnIng of the end-and wandered alone with lus 
thoughts, especially wIth one of them that he was unable to keep 
down She was dymg, and he would lose her" she was dyIng, and hIs 
hfe would end He stopped In the park, mto whIch he h'ild passed, and 
stared before him at lus recurrent doubt Away from her the doubt 
pressed agam, m her presence he had belIeved her, but as he felt 
hIS forlornness he threw hImself mto the explanatIon that, nearest at 
hand, had most of a mIserable warmth for lum and least of a cold 
torment She had deceIved hIm to save hIm-to put lum off wIth some
thIng In whIch he should be able to rest What could the thIng that 
was to happen to hIm be, after all, but Just thIS thIng that had begun 
to happen? Her dYIng, her death, hIS consequent solItude-that was 
what he had figured as the beast In the Jungle, that was \-\>hat had been 
In the lap of thL god~ He had had her word for It a~ he left her, for 
what else, on earth, could she have meant? It \-\>asn't a thIng of a 
monstrous ordcr, not a fate rarc and dIstmgUIshed, not a stroke of 
fortune that ovcmhelmed and ImmortalIsed, It had only the stamp 
of the common doom But poor Marcher, at thIS hour, Judged the 
common doom suffiCIent It would serve hiS turn, and even as the 
consummatIOn of Infimte waIting he would bend hIS pnde to accept It 
He sat down on a bench m the tWIlIght He hadn't been a fool 
Somethmg had been, as she had saId, to come Before he rose mdeed 
It had qUIte struck hun that the final fact really matched WIth the long 
avenue through whIch he had had to reach It As sharIng hIS suspense, 
and as giVIng henelf all, gIVIng her hfe, to brIng It to an end, she 
had come With him every step of the way He had hved by her aId, 
and to leave her belund would be cruelly, damnably to miss her What 
could be more overwhelmmg than that? 

Well, he was to know WIthIn the week, for though she kept hIm 
a whIle at bay, left hIm restless and wretched durmg a senes of days 
on each of whIch he asked about her only agam to have to turn away, 
she ended hIS tnal by receivIng hIm where she had always receIved 
him Yet ~he had been brought out at some hazard mto the presence of 
so many of the thIngs that were, conscIOusly, vamly, half their past, and 
there was scant servIce left m the gentleness of her mere deSIre, all too 
vlSlble, to check hIS obsessIOn and WInd up hIS long trouble That was 
clearly what ~he wanted, the one thmg more, for her own peace, whIle 
she could stIll put out her hand He was so affected by her state that, 
once seated by her chaIr, he was moved to let everythmg go, It was she 
herself therefore who brought hIm baCk, took up agaIn, before she dis
mIssed hIm, her last word of the other tIme. She showed how she 
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wished to leave their affair in order. "I'm not sure you understood 
You've nothing to wait for more. It has cpme." 

Dh, how he looked at her! "Really?" 
"Really." , 
"The thmg that, as you said, was to?" 
"The thmg that we began m our youth to watch for" 
Face to face With her once more he belIeved her, It was a claim to 

which he had so abjectly httle to oppose "You mean that it has come 
as a poSItive, defimte occurrence, WIth a name and a date?" 

"Posinve Defimtf' I don't know about the 'name,' but, oh, wIth 
a date!" 

He found himself again too helplessly at sea "But come In the 
mght--come and passed me by?" 

May Bartram had her strange, famt smIle. "Dh no, It hasn't passed 
you byl" 

"But if I haven't been aware of it, and It hasn't touched me--?" 
"Ah, your not bemg aware of it," and she seemed to heSItate an 

instant to deal WIth thls-"your not bemg aware of it IS the strangeness 
In the strangeness It's the wonder of the wonder" She spoke as WIth 
the softness almost of a SIck chIld, yet now at last, at the end of all, 
wIth the perfect straIghtness of a Sibyl She vlSlbly knew that she 
knew, and the effect on hIm was or somethmg co-ordmate, In ItS 
hIgh character, WIth the law that had ruled hIm It was the true VOIce 
of the law, so on her hps would the law Itself have sounded "It has 
touched you," she went on. "It has done Its office It has made 
) ou all Its own" 

"So utterly without my knowmg It?" 
"So utterly WIthout your knowmg it" HIS hand, as he leaned 

to her, was on the arm of her chaIr, and, dImly smIlmg always now, 
she placed her own on It "It's enough If I know It" 

"Dh I" he confusedly sounded, as she herself of late so often had 
done 

"What I long ago saId IS true You'll never know now, and I thmk 
you ought to be content You've had It," saId May Bartram 

"But had what?" 
"Why, what was to have marked you out The proof of your la"" 

It has acted I'm too glad," she then bravely added, "to have been 
able to see what It's not" 

He contmued to attach hIS eyes to her, and WIth the sense that 1 t 
was all beyond hun, and that she was too, he would stIll havo sharply 
challenged her, had he not felt It an abuse of her weakness to do m! Ie 
than take devoutly what she gave hIm, take It as hushed as to II 
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revelation If he did speak, It was out of the foreknowledge of his 
lonehness to come. "If you're glad of what It's 'n9t,' It might then 
have been worse?" 

She turned her eyes away, she looked straight before her with whlch~ 
after a moment "Well, you know our fears" , 

He wondered "It's somethmg then we never feared?" 
On this, slowly, she turned to him "Did we ever dream, with all our 

dreams, that we should Sit and talk of It thus?" 
He trIed for a lIttle to make out If they had, but It was as If the.r 

dreams, numberless enough, were 10 solutIon 10 some thick, cold mist, 
10 which thought lo,t Itself "It mIght have been that we couldn't 
talk ?" 

"Well"-she did her best for hlm-"not from thiS side ThiS, you 
see," she said, "IS the other side" 

"I thmk," poor Marcher returned, "that all sides are the same to 
me" Then, however, as she softly shook her head In correctIOn "We 
mIghtn't, as It were, have got across--?" 

"To where we arc-no We're here"-she made her weak emphasl~ 
"And much good does It do us '" was her frIend's frank comment. 
"It does us the good It can It does us the good that zt Isn't here 

It's past It's behmd," saId May Bartram "Before--" but her VOIce 
dropped 

He had got up, not to tIre her, but It was hard to combat hIS yearn-
109 She after all told 111m nothmg but that hiS I1ght had faIled-which 
he knew well enough WIthout her "Before--?" he blankly echoed 

"Before, you sec, It was always to come That kept It present" 
"Oh, I don't care what comes now' BeSides," Marcher added, "It 

seems to me I lIked It better present, as you say, than I can lIke It 
absent With your absence" 

"Oh, mme'''-and her pale hands made hght of It 
"With the absence of everythmg" He had a dreadful sense of stand-

109 there before her for-so far as anythmg but thIS proved, thiS 
bottomless drop was concerned-the last bme of their lIfe It rested 
on him With a weight he felt he could scarce bear, and thiS weight 
It apparently was that stIll pressed out what remamed 10 him of 
speakable protest "I belIeve you, but I can't begm to prctcnd I under
~tand Nothzng, for me, IS past, nothmg wzll pass until I pa;s myself, 
which r pray my stars may be as soon as pOSSible Say, however," he 
added, "that I've eaten my cake, as you contend, to the last crumb
how can the thmg I've never felt at.all be the thJpg I was marked out 
to feel?" 

Sh" met him, perhaps, less directly, but she met hlln unperturbed. 
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"You take your 'feehngs' for granted You were to suffer your fate. 
That was not neccssanly to know it" 

"How m the world-when what IS such knowledge but suffering?" 
She looked ul? at hIm cl whIle, 1D sllence "No--you don't under-

stand" 
"I suffer," saId John Marcher 
"Don't, don't'" 
"How can I help at least that~" 
"Don't'" May Bartram repeated 
She spoke It m a tone so speCIal, In spIte of her weakness, that 

he stared an Instant-stared as If some hght, hItherto hIdden, had 
shImmered acrms hIS VI~lon Darkness agaIn closed over It, but the 
gleam had already become for hIm an Idea "Because I haven't the 
nght--?" 

"Don't know-when you needn't," she mercIfully urged "You 
needn't-for '\\e shouldn't" 

"Shouldn't?" If he could but know what she meant' 
"No--It's too much" 
"Too much?" he stIll a~ked-but WIth a my~tIficatlOn that wa~ the 

next moment, of a ~uddcn, to gIve way Her words, If they rr,eant 
somethmg, affected hIm In thIS lIght-the lIght aho of her wasted face 
-as meanmg all, and the sen~e of what l..nov.ledge had been for her
self came over hIm WIth a rush wruch broke through mto a question 
"Is It of that, then, )ou're dymg?" 

She but watched hIm, gravely at first, as If to see, WIth this, where 
he was, and she mIght have seen somethmg, or feared somethmg, that 
moved her sympathy "I would live for you stIll-If I could" HeI 
eyes closed for a httle, as If, WIthdrawn mto hendf, she were, for a 
last tIme, tryIng "But I can't'" ~he saId as she raIsed them agaIn to 
taI-.e leave of hun 

She couldn't mdeed, as but too promptly and sharply appeared, and 
he had no VISIon of her after thIS that was anythmg but darkness and 
doom They had parted forever m that strange talk, access to her 
chamber of pam, ngidly guarded, was almost wholly forbIdden hun, 
he was-feelIng now moreover, m the face of doctors, nurses, the twa 
or three relatives attracted doubtless by the presumptIOn of what she 
had to "leave," how few were the TIghts, as they were called In such 
cases, that he had to put forward, and how odd It mIght even ~eem that 
their intimacy shouldn't have given hIm more of them The stupIdest 
fourth cousm had IIl()re, even thO'.lgh she had been nothmg m such a 
person's hfe She had been a feature of features m hiS, for what else 
was it to have been so IndIspensable? Strange beyond saymg were 
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the ways of exIstence, bafflmg for hIm the anomaly of hIs lack, a.s he 
felt It to be, of producIble claun. A woman mIght have been, as it 
were, everythmg to hIm, and It mIght yet present hur: m no connec1:1on 
that anyone appeared obhged to recognise. If thIS was the case m these 
closmg weeks It was the case more sharply on the oc<!aSlOn of the last 
offices rendered, m the great grey London cemetery, to what had been 
mortal, to what had been preCIOUS, m hIS fnend The concourse at her 
grave was not numerous, but he saw hImself treated as scarce more 
nearly concerned WIth It than If there had been a thousand others. 
He was In short from thIS moment face to face Wlth the fact that he 
was to profit extraordInanly httle by the mterest May Bartram had 
taken In hIm He couldn't qUIte have saId what he expected, but he had 
somehow not expected thIs approach to a double pnvatlon Not only 
had her mterest faIled him, but he seemed to feel hImself unattended
and for a reason he couldn't sound-by the dIstmctIOn, the digmty, the 
propnety, If nothIng else, of the man markedly bereaved It was as If, 
m the VIew of SOCIety, he had not been markedly bereaved, as If there 
stIll falled some SIgn or proof of It, and as If, none the less, hIS charactel 
could never be affirmed, nor the deficIency ever made up There were 
moments, as the weeks went by, when he would have lIked, by some 
almost aggressIve act, to take rus stand on the IntImacy of hIS loss, In 
order that It might be questIOned and hIS retort, to the rehef of hIS 
~plnt, so recorded, but the moments of an IrntatIOn more helpless 
followed fast on these, the moments during whIch, turnIng thIngs over 
WIth a good conSCIence but WIth a bare horlZon, he found hImself 
wondenng If he oughtn't to have begun, so to speak, further back 

He found hImself wondenng mdeed at many thmg~, and thIS last 
speculatIon had oth('rs to keep It company What could he have done, 
after all, In her IIfctlme, WIthout giVIng them both, as It were, away? 
He couldn't have made It known she was watchIng hIm, for that would 
have publIshed the superstitIon of the Beast Trus was what closed 
lus mouth now-now that the Jungle' had been threshed to vacancy 
and that the Beast had stolen away It sounded too foohsh and too 
flat, the dIfference for hIm m tlus partIcular, the extmctIOn m hIs 
hfe of the element of suspense, was such In fact as to surpnse rum. 
He could scarce have saId what the effect resembled, the abrupt 
cessatIon, the posItlve prolubitIon, of mUSIC perhaps, more than any
thmg else, m some place all adjusted and all accustomed to sononty 
and to attention If he could at any rate have conceIved liftmg the 
vell from Ius image at some moment, of the past ! what had he done, 
after all, If not hft it to her?), so to do thIS to-day, to talk to people 
at large of the Jungle cleared and confide to them that he now ;, It 
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it as safe, would have been not only to see them hsten as to a good
wife;s tale, but really to hear himself tell one What It presently came 
to 10 truth was that poor Marcher waded through rus beaten grass, 
where no hfe stirred, whtYre no breath sounded, where no evIl eye 
seemed to gleam' from a poSSible lair, very much as If vaguely loolung 
for the Beast, and still more as if missmg it He walked about 10 an 
existence that had grown strangely more spacIOUS, and, stoppmg fit
fully 10 places where the undergrowth of hfe struck him as closer, 
asked himself yearnmgly, wondered secretly and sorely, if It would 
have lurked here or there, It would have at all events sprung, what 
was at least complete was hIS behef in the truth Itself of the assurance 
given hIm The change from hIS old sense to his new was absolute and 
Snal what was to happen had so absolutely and finally happened 
that he was as httle able to know a fear for his futurf" as to know a 
hope, so absent 10 short was any question of anythmg still to come He 
was to lIve entirely WIth the other question, that of hIS umdentIfied past, 
that of hIS havmg to see his fortune Impenetrably muffled and masked. 

The torment of thIS VlSlon became then his occupation, he couldn't 
perhaps have consented to hve but for the pOSSIbIlIty of guessing. 
She had told rum, hIS fnend, not to guess, she had forbIdden hIm, so 
far as he mIght, to know, and she had even 10 a sort demed the power 
10 hIm to learn whIch were so many thmgs, preCIsely, to depnve hIm 
of rest It wasn't that he wanted, he argued for faIrness, that anythmg 
that had happened to hIm should happen over agam, It was only that 
he shouldn't, as an antIclImax, have been taken sleepmg so sound as 
not to be able to WIn back by an effort of thought the lost stuff of 
consCIOusness He declared to hImself at moments that he would clthel 
WIn It back or have done WIth consCIOusness for ever, he made tru& 
Idea hIS one motIve, In fine, made It so much hIS paSSIOn that none 
other, to compare WIth It, seemed ever to have touched hIm The lost 
stuff of conSCIOusness became thus for hIm as a strayed or stolen chIld 
to an unappeasable father, he hunted It up and down very much 
as If he were knockmg at doors and mqwnng of the polIce. ThIS was 
the spmt in whIch, mevitably, he set hImself to travel, he started on a 
Journey that was to be as long as he could make It, It danced before 
hIm that, as the other SIde of the globe couldn't pOSSIbly have less to 
say to hIm, It mIght, by a pOSSIbIlIty of suggcsuon, have more Before 
he qUltted London, however, he made a pIlgrimage to May Bartram's 
gra\-e, took Ius way to It through the endless avenues of the grIm 
suburban necropob~, sought It qut m the WIlderness of tombs, and, 
though he had come but for the renewal of the act of farewell, found 
lumself, when he had at last stood by It, beguIled 1OtO long intensities. 
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He stood for an hour, powerless to turn away and yet powerless to 
penetrate the darkness of death, fixing with lus eyes h~r inscribed name 
and date, beatmg his forehead against the fact of the secret they kept, 
drawmg his breath, whIle he waited as if, 1n pity of }um, some sense 
would rise from the stones He kneeled on the stones, however, m Vain, 
they kept what they concealed, and If the face of the tomb did be
come a face for him It was because her two names were lIke a pair of 
eyes that didn't know him He gave them a last long look, but no 
palest hght broke 

VI 

He stayed away, after thiS, for a year, he vIsited the depths of Asiil, 
spendmg himself on scenes of romantlc mterest, of superlatIve sanctlty; 
but what was present to him everywhere was that for a man who had 
known what he had known the world was vulgar and vam The state 
of mmd m which he had hved for so many years shone out to him, m 
reflectIOn, as a lIght that coloured and refined, a lIght beside which 
the glow of the East was gansh, cheap and thm The terrIble truth was 
that he had lost-with everythmg else-a dIstmctlOn as well, the tlungs 
he saw couldn't help bemg common v.hen he had become common 
to look at them. He was sImply now one of them hImself-he was in 
the dust, without a peg for the sense of dIfference, and there were 
hours when, before the temples of gods and the sepulchres of kings, 
hiS SpirIt turned, for nobleness of associatIOn, to the barely dlscnm
mated slab m the London suburb That had become for him, and more 
mtensely WIth time and distance, hiS one WItness of a past glory It 
v.a, all that was left to him for proof or pride, yct the past glones of 
Pharaohs were nothmg to hun as he thought of It Small wonder then 
that he came back to It on the morrow of rus return He was drawn 
there thiS tlme as Irreslstlbly as the other, yet With a confidence, almost, 
that was doubtless the effect of the many months that had eli;l.psed He 
had lIved, m spite of himself, mto hiS change of feelIng, and in wander
mg over the earth had wandered, as might be said, from the circum
ference to the centre of hiS desert He had settled to hiS safety and 
accepted perforce hIS extmctlOn, figuring to rumself, With some colour, 
m the lIkeness of certam httle old men he remembered to have seen, of 
v.hom, all meagre and WIzened as they mIght look, it was related that 
they had m their tIme fought twenty duels or been loved by ten 
princesses They mdeed had been wondrous for others, whde he was 
but wondrous for himself, whIch, however, was exactly the cause of 
hIS haste to renew the wonder by gettmg back, as he IDlght put it, 
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into his own presence. That had qUlckened hIs steps and checked hIS 
delay If his VISIt. was prompt It was because he had been separated so 
long from the part of hImself that alone he now valued 

It IS accordll;tgly not fa'Ise to say that he reached hIS goal WIth a 
certam elatIOn and stood there agam with a certam as~urance The 
creature beneath the sod knew of hIs rare experIence, '>0 that, strangely 
now, the place had lost for hIm Its mere blankness of expressIOn It 
met hIm In mIldness-not, as before, m mockery, It wore for hIm the 
aIr of conscIOus greetmg that we find, after absence, m thmgs that have 
closely belonged to us and wruch seem to confess of themselves to the 
connectIOn The plot of ground, the graven tablet, the tended flowers 
affected hIm so as belongIng to hIm that he qUIte felt for the hour lIke 
a contented landlord reVIeWIng a pIece of property Whatever had 
happened-well, had happened He had not camp back thIS tIme wIth 
the vanIty of that questIOn, hIS former worrYIng, "What, what~" now 
practIcally w spent Yet he would, none the less, never agam so cut 
himself off from the spot, he would come back to It every month, for 
If he did nothIng else by ItS aId he at least held up hiS head It thus 
grew for him, In the oddest way, a pOSItive resource, he carned out hIS 
idea of perIodIcal returns, whIch took theIr place at last among the 
most inveterate of hIS habIts What It all amounted to, oddly enough, 
was that, m hIS now so SImplified world, thIS garden of death gave 
him the few square feet of earth on whIch he could shll most tlVe 
It was as If, beIng nothIng anywhere else for anyone, nothIng even 
for hImself, he were Just everythIng here, and If not for a crowd of 
witnesses, or Indeed for any WItness but John Marcher, then by clear 
nght of the regIster that he could scan lIke an open page The open 
page was the tomb of hIS fnend, and there were the facts of the past, 
there the truth of hIS hfe, there the backward reaches In whIch he 
could lose lnmself He dId thIS, from time to time, WIth such effect 
that he seemed to wander through the old years WIth hIS hand in the 
arm of a compamon who was, In the most extraordInary manner, hIS 
other, hIS younger self, and to wander, whIch was more extraordInary 
yet, round and round a thIrd presence--not wandenng she, but statIOn
ary, still, whose eyes, turnIng WIth hIS revolution, never ceased to follow 
hIm, and whose seat was hIs POInt, so to speak, of onentatIon. Thus 
in short he settled to hve--feedmg only on the sense that he once had 
lIved, and dependent on it not only for a support but for an Identity. 

It sufficed hIm, m Its way, for months, and the year elapsed; It would 
doubtless even have earned him further but for an aCCIdent, super
ficially shght, whIch moved rum, In a qUIte other directIOn, WIth a 
force beyond any of his ImpreSSIOns of Egypt or of IndIa It was a 
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thing of the merest chance-the tum, as he afterwards felt, of a hair, 
though he was mdeed to bve to believe that If lIght hadn't come to 
him in this partIcular fashion it would still have come 10 another 
He was to live to beheve thlS, I say, though he was ndt to hve, I may 
not less defimtely mentIon, to do much else. We allow mm at any rate 
the benefit of the conVlctIOn, struggl10g up for him at'the end, that, 
whatever might have happened or not happened, he would have 
come round of himself to the lIght The mCldent of an autumn day 
had put the match to the tram laid from of old by hIS mIsery With 
tbe hght before hIm he knew that even of late hIS ache had only been 
smothered It was strangely drugged, but It throbbed, at the touch It 
began to bleed And the touch, 10 the event, was the face of a 
tellow-mortal ThIS face, one grey afternoon when the leaves were 
thIck 10 the alleys, looked mto Marcher's own, at the cemetery, With 
an expressIOn like the cut of a blade He felt It, that IS, so deep down 
that he wmced at the steady thrust The person who so mutely as
~aulted hIm was a figure he had notIced, on reachmg hiS own goal, 
absorbed by a grave a short distance away, a grave apparently fresh, 
so that the emotIOn of the vlSltor would probably match It for frank
nes~ ThIS fact alone forbade further attentIOn, though dunng the tIme 
he stayed he remamed vaguely conscIOUS of hIS neIghbour, 8. mlddle
aged man apparently, In mourmng, whose bowed back, among the 
clustered monuments and mortuary yews, was con~tantly presented. 
Marcher's theory that these were clements 10 contact WIth which he 
himself revIved, had ~uffcred, on thIS occaSIon, It may be granted, a 
sensible though Inscrutable check The autumn day was dIre for him 
as none had recently been, and he rested With a heaVIness he had 
not yet known on the low stone table that bore May Bartram's name 
He rested WIthout power to move, as If some sprmg m him, some spell 
vouchsafed, had ~uddenly been broken forever If he could have done 
that moment as he wanted he would SImply have stretched rumself 
on the slab that was ready to take hIm, treatmg It as a place prepared 
to receive hiS last sleep What In all the Wide world had he now to 
keep awake for;> He stared before mm With the quesnon, and It was 
then that, as one of the cemetery walks passed near rum, he caught the 
shock of the face 

HIS neighbour at the other grave had Withdrawn, as he himself, 
With force m him to move, would have done by now, and was ad
vancmg along the path on hiS way to one of the gates ThiS brought 
htm near, and hiS pace was slow, so that-and all the more as there 
was a kInd of hunger In hiS look-the two men were for a mInute 
dIrectly confronted Marcher felt him ~n the spot as one of the deeply 
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stricken-a perception 50 sharp that nothing else in the picture lived 
for It, neIther rus dress, his age, nor his presumable character and 
class, nothmg hved but the deep ravage (If the features that he 
showed He sho'wed them-that was the point, he was moved, as he 
passed, by some Impulse that was eIther a sIgnal for sympathy or, more 
possibly, a chanenge to another sorrow. He might already have been 
aware of our fnend, mIght, at some prevIous hour, have noticed In him 
the smooth habIt of the scene, WIth whIch the state of rus own senses 
so scantly consorted, and mIght thereby have been stirred as by a kmd 
of overt dIscord What Marcher was at all events conscious of was, In 

the first place, that the Image of scarred paSSIOn presented to him was 
COnsCIOus too----of somethmg that profaned the aIr, and, in the second, 
that, roused, startled, shocked, he was yet the next moment lookmg 
after It, as It went, WIth envy The most extraordmary thmg that had 
happened to him-though he had gIven that name to other matters 
as well-took place, after hIS ImmedIate vague stare, as a consequence 
of this ImpressIOn The stranger passed, but the raw glare of hIS gnef 
remamed, makmg our frIend wonder 10 pIty what wrong, what wound 
It expressed, what mJury not to be healed What had the man had to 
make hIm, by the loss of It, so bleed and yet hve? 

Somethmg-and thIS reached hIm WIth a pang-that he, John 
Marcher, hadn't, the proof of whIch was precIsely John Marcher's 
and end No paSSIon had ever touched hIm, for thIS was what paSSIon 
meant, he had survIved and maundered and pmed, but where had 
been hzs deep ravage? The extraordmary thmg we speak of was the 
sudden rush of the result of thIS questIOn The SIght that had Jmt 
met hIS eyes named to hIm, as m letters of qUIck flame, somethmg he 
had utterly, Insanely mIssed, and what he had rlllssed made these thmgs 
a tram of fire, made them mark themselves m an anguIsh o£ mward 
throbs He had seen outSide of hIS hfe, not learned It wlthm, the way 
a woman was mourned when she had been loved for herself, such was 
the force of hIS convlctlon of the meanmg of the stranger's face, whIch 
still flared for hIm hke a smoky torch It had not come to hIm, the 
knowledge, on the wmgs of expenence, It had brushed 111m, Jostled 
hIm, upset hIm, WIth the dIsrespect of chance, the msolence of an 
aCCident Now that the IllummatlOn had begun, however, It blazed to 
the zenith, and what he presently stood there gazmg at was the sounded 
VOId of hIs lIfe He gazed, he drew breath, 10 pam, he turned In rus 
dismay, and, turnmg, he had before him m sharper mCIsion than ever 
the open page of hIS story The name on the table smote rum as the 
passage of hiS nelgqbour had dOli\e, and what It said to rum, full in the 
face, was that she was what he had missed ThIS was the awful thought, 
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the answer to all the past, the vIsion at the dread clearness of which 
he turned as cold as the stone beneath him. Everythmg fell together, 
confessed, explamed, overwhelmed, leavmi him most of all stupefied 
at the bhndness he had cherIShed The fate he had been marked for he 
had met with a vengeance-he had emptied the cup to the lees; he 
had been the man of hiS time, the man, to whom nothIng on earth 
was to have happened. That was the rare stroke-that was hiS vlSlta
tlOn. So he saw It, as we say, m pale horror, while the pieces fitted 
and fitted So she had seen It, whIle he didn't, and so she served at 
this hour to dnve the truth home It was the truth, vIvid and mon
strous, that all the while he had waited the walt was itself hiS portlon 
ThiS the compamon of hiS VigIl had at a given moment perceived, 
and she had then offered him the chance to baffle hl~ doom On~'s 
doom, however, was never baffled, and on the day she had told him 
that hiS own had come down she had seen him but stupidly stare at 
the escape she offered him 

The escape would have been to love her, then, then he would have 
lIved She had lIved-who could say now With what passIOn ?-since 
she had loved him for rumseIf, whereas he hdd never thought of her 
(ah, how It hugely glared at him') but m the chill of hiS egotism and 
the light of her me Her spoken words came back to him, and the 
cham stretched and stretched The beast had lurked mdeed, and the 
bea~t, at ItS hour, had sprung, It had sprung m that tWilIght of the 
cold Apnl \-Vhen, pale, Ill, wasted, but all heautiful, and perhaps even 
then recoverable, she had n~en from her chair to stand before him and 
let him Imagmably guess It had sprung as he didn't guess, It had 
sprung as she hopelessly turned from him, and the mark, by the time 
he left her, had fallen where It was to fall He had JustIfied hiS fear 
and acrueved rus fate, he had failed, With the last exactitude, of all he 
was to fad of, and a moan now rose to hiS lIps as he remembered she 
had prayed he mightn't know ThiS horror of wakmg-th!s was knowl
edge, knowledge under the breath of wruch the very tears In hiS eyes 
seemed to heeze Through them, none the less, he tned to fix It and hold 
It, he kept It there before him so that he might feel the pam That at 
least, belated and bItter, had somethmg of the taste of lIfe But the bit
terness suddenly Sickened him, and It was as If, hornbly, he saw, m the 
truth, In the cruelty of hiS Image, what had been appoInted and done 
He saw the Jungle of lus lIfe and saw the lurkmg Beast, then, while 
he looked, perceived It, as by a stir of the air, nse, huge and hideous, 
for the leap that was to settle hmf. HIS eyes dmkened-It was close, 
and, mstmctlvely turnIng, m hiS hallucmatton, to aVOid It, he flunR 
himself, on his face, on the;. tomb 
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SINCE I BEGAN wrItmg these notes I have conceived a great 
admiratIon for a c1a~s of WrIters whom hitherto I have looked upon not 
wIth dlsdam, for I despIse no one who earns hiS hvmg by hiS pen or 
on hiS typewrIter, but with cold mdulgence I refer to the blurb wnters 
We all read the work of these humble, anonymous drudges (mdeed 
reviewers are sometimes s<ud by dIsgruntled author~ to WrItc theIr 
notices solely on a perusal of their lucubratIOns), and for the most 
part we dismiSS It wIth a skeptIcal shrug of the shoulder~ Their bUSI
ness IS to eXCite your CUrIOSIty m the book you are hesltatmg to buy, to 
Impress It upon you that here IS an opportumty you cannot afford to 
let slip and to mterest you m It enough to persuade you that It 1. well 
worth the money It costs, and all thIs they must do In two or three 
short paragraphs at the utmost It IS only now that I have dISCovered 
what mgenuity they must exerCIse and what fertility of inventIon sum
mon to theIr aId For In these notes, hampered by lack of space, I am 
trymg to do the same sort of thmg and I have the advantage that they 
must laVIsh theIr praIse on books that they very well know are worthless 
while I need only occupy myself wIth pIeces that I thmk have value 

The day before I wrote these hnes I was wandermg along a dirt 
road on Martha's Vmeyard, thmkIng what I should say about the 
poems that now follow, when I came upon a two-famIly cottage, be
draggled and badly In need of a coat of pamt, a shutter dangled crook
edlyon a smgle hmge, and III the yard laundry hung out to dry, an old 
broken-down pram stood in front Of the open door But what attracted 
my attentIon was not this poverty-stricken dwelhng, but a tree that 
stood at the door, an old, gnarled tree tall enough to reach the roof, 
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m full leaf and flower; and the flowers, pmk and cup-shaped, were as 
thick upon It as hernngs m a shoal You could not see the leaves for 
them It was a ~Ight so lovely that It took my bread~ away, I felt my 
heart gIve a sudden throb, and I was exalted The woman of the house • came out, a stumpy httle dark-haired, dark-eyed, blow.sy woman, WIth 
monstrously fat legs m earth-colored stockmgs, whom I took to be a 
Portuguese I asked her what was the name of the tree "I don't know," 
she saId "I never thought to enqUIre It's pretty, isn't It-" 

I walked on, and then It occurred to me that Just that same ecstasy 
of delIght that the SIght of that flowermg tree had gIVen me IS what 
you get from some kmds of poetry But how can you commumcate It;> 
You get It or )OU don't You can wnte your head off over the qumtet 
m the MeIstersInger, but m the end the only thmg IS to lIsten to It and 
feel for your~c1f It;, rapture You can strmg words together on the PIC
ture that TItIan palllted of the man With a glove, but a pIcture IS meant 
to be lookcd at, I cannot commumcdte to you the delIght It gives me 
So It I~ WIth poetry, and so I leave you to read the poems that follow 
and to ruscover for yourselves what they have to gIVe you of Irony. 
paSSIOn, WIt or energy. 

The Ghosts of the Buffaloes 

VACHEL LINDSAY 

Last mght at black mldmght I woke WIth a cry, 
The wmdows were ~hakmg, there was thunder on hIgh, 
The floor was atremble, the door was ajar, 
WhIte fires, cnm50n fires, shone from afar 
I rushed to the dooryard The city was gone 
My home was a hut WIthout orchard or lawn 
It was mud-smear and logs near a whlspermg stream. 
Nothmg else bUIlt by man could I see m my dream .•• 

Then 
Ghost-kmgs came headlong, row upon row, 
Gods of the IndIans, torches aglow 
They mounted the bear and the elk and the deer, 
And eagles gigantIc, aged and' sere, 
They rode long-horn cattle, they cned "A-Ia-Ia." 
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They lifted the knife, the bow, and the spear, 
They lifted ghost-torches from dead fires below, 
The mldmght made grand with the cry "A-Ia-Ia " 
The midmght made grand with a red-god charge, • A red-god show, 
A red-god show, 
"A-Ia-Ia, a-Ia-Ia, a-Ia-Ia, a-Ia-Ia " 

With bodies hke bronze, and ternble eyes 
Came the rank and the file, with catamount cnes, 
Glbbenng, ylppmg, with hollow-skull clacks, 
Riding white bronchos with skeleton backs, 
Scalp-hunters, beaded and spangled and bad, 
Naked and lustful and foaming and mad, 
Flashmg pnmeval demomac scorn, 
Blood-tlurst and pomp amid darkness reborn, 
Power and glory that sleep m the grass 
While the wmds and the snows and the great rams pass 
They crossed the gray nver, thousands abreast, 
They rode out m mfimte hnes to the west, 
Tide upon tide of strange fury and foam, 
Spmts and wraiths, the blue was their home, 
The sky was theIr goal where the star-flags are furled, 
A.nd on past those far golden splendors they whirled. 
They burned to dIm meteors, lost m the deep, 
And I turned m dazed wonder, thmkmg of sleep 

And the wmd crept by 
Alone, unkempt, unsatlsfied, 
The wmd cned and cned
Muttered of massacres long pa~t, 
Buffaloes m ~hambles vast 
An O'Nl said, "Hark, what IS a-wmg?" 
I heard a cncket carolmg, 
I heard a cnd..et carolmg, 
I heard a cncket carolmg 

Then 
Snuffing the hghtnmg that crashed from on high 
Rose royal old buffaloes, row upon 1",)W 

The lords of the prame c<fme gallopmg by 
And I CrIed m my heart "A-Ia-Ia, a-Ia-Ia 
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A red-god show, 
A red-god show, 
A-la-la, a-la-la, a-la-la " 
Buffaloes, buffaloes, thousands abreast: 
A scourge and amazement, they swept to the west 
WIth black bobbmg noses, wIth red rollmg tongues, 
Coughing forth steam from their leather-wrapped lungs, 
Cows wIth theIr calves, bulls big and vain, 
Gormg the laggards, shakmg the mane, 
Stampmg flmt feet, flashmg moon eyes, 
Pompous and owlIsh, shaggy and WIse 

Like sea-cliffs and caves resounded theIr ranks 
WIth shoulders lIke waves, and undulant flanks. 
Tide upon tIde of strange fury and foam, 
Splnts and wraiths, the blue was their home, 
The sky was their goal where the star-flags are furled, 
And on past those far golden splendors they whirled 
They burned to dIm meteors, Jo~t m the deep, 
And I turned in dazed wonder, thmkmg of sleep 

I heard a cricket's cymbals play, 
A scarecrow lIghtly flapped hIS rags, 
And a pan that hung by hIS shoulder rang, 
Rattled and thumped In a lIstless way, 
And now the wmd In the chImney sang, 
The WInd m the chimney, 
The WInd m the chimney, 
The wmd m the chimney, 
Seemed to say -
"Dream, boy, dream, 
If you anywI~e can 
To dream IS the work 
Of beast or man 
LIfe IS the west-gomg dream-storm's breath, 
Life IS a dream, the sIgh of the skIes, 
The breath of the stars, that nod on their pIllows 
WIth their golden hair mus~ed over theIr eyes." 
The locust played on hIS musIcal wmg, 
Sang to hiS mate of love's delIght 
I heard the whlppoonull's soft fret 
I heard a cncket carohllg, 
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I heard a cricket caroling, 
I heard a cncket say "Good-night, good-night, 
Good-mght, good-mght,. . good-night." 

Benjamin Pantier 

EDGAR LEE MASTERS 

Together in this grave he Benpmm PantIer, attorney at law, 
And Nlg, his dog, constant compamon, solace and fne;td 
Down the gray road, fnends, chIldren, men and women, 
Passmg one by one out of hfe, left me tIll I was alone 
With Nlg for partner, bed-fellow, comrade in drmk 
In the mornmg of hfe I knew aspiratIon and saw glory. 
Then she, whu survIVes me, snared my soul 
WIth a snare which bled me to death, 
Till I, once strong of Will, lay broken, mdlfferent, 
Living With Nlg in a room back of a dmgy office 
Under my Jaw-bone IS snuggled the bony nose of Nlg
Our story I~ lost III sIlence. Go by, mad world' 

Mrs. Benjamin Pantier 

EDGAR LEE MASTERS 

I know that he told that I snared rus soul 
WIth a snare whIch bled hIm to death 
And all the men loved him, 
And mmt of the women plued rum 
But suppose you are really a lady, and have dehcate tastes, 
And loathe the smell of whiskey and omons 
And the rhythm of Wordsworth's "Ode" runs m }our ears, 
WhIle he goes about from mormng till mght 
Repeatmg bits of that comItlOn thmg, 
"Oh, why should the spmt of mortal be proud?" 
And then, suppose 
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You are a woman well endowed, 
And the only man with whom the law and morahty 
Permit you to have the marital relatIOn 
Is the very man that fills you with disgust 
Every tIme you thmk of It-whIle you thmk of It 
Every tIme you see him ~ 
That's why I drove hml away from horne 
To hve with his dog m a dmgy room 
Back of hiS office. 

Saint Peter Relates an Incident of the 
Resurrection Day 

JAMES WELDON JOHNSON 

Eternities-now numbermg SIX or seven
Hung heavy on the hands of all in heaven 
Archangels tall and faIr had reached the ~tage 
Where they began to show some signs of age 

The faces of the flammg seraphim 
Were slIghtly drawn, theIr eyes were slIghtly dIm 
The cherubs, too, for now--oh, an mfimte whIle 
Had worn but a wIstful shade of theIr dImplmg smIle. 

The serned smgers of the celestial chOIr 
DIsclosed a woeful want of prIstIne fire, 
When they essayed to strIke the glad refrain, 
TheIr attack was weak, theIr tone revealed VOIce stram 

TheIr expressIOn seemed to say, "We must' We must'" though 
'Twas more than eVIdent they lacked the gusto, 
I t could not be eisewise-that fact all can agree on
Chantmg the selfsame choral aeon after aeon 

Thus was It that Samt Peter at the; gate 
Began a brand new thIng in heaven' to relate 
Some remmiscences from heavenly history, . 
WhIch had till then been more or less a mystery. 
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So now and then, by turning back the pages, 
Were whiled away some moments from the ages, 
Was gamed a resPJte from the monotony 
That can't help settlmg on eternity. 

n 

Now, there had been a lapse of ages hoary, 
And the angels clamored for another story 
"Tell us a tale, Samt Peter," they entreated, 
And gathered close around where he y,a~ seated. 

Samt Peter stroked his beard, 
And "Yes," he saId 
By the twmkle In hIS eye 
And the noddmg of hIS head 

A moment bnef he fumbled with hiS keys-
It seemed to help him call up memones
Straightway there flashed across lus nund the one 
About the unknown soldier 
Who came from Washmgton. 

The hosts stood listenmg, 
Breathlessly awake, 
And thus Samt Peter spake 

UI 

'Twas ResurrectIOn morn, 
And GabrIel blew a blast upon his hom 
That echoed through the arches lugh and vast 
Of TIme and Space-a long resoundmg blast 

To wake the dead, dead for a million years, 
A blast to reach and pIerce theIr dust-stopped ears, 
To qUicken them, wherever they mIght be, 
Deep m the earth or deeper m the sea 

A shudder shook the world, and gapmg graves 
Gave up thbr dead Out from the parted waves 
Came the PrISOnerS of old ocean The dead belongmg 
To every land and chme came (nrongmg 
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From the four (.Orners of all the earth they drew, 
Their faces radtaIlt and their bodIes new. 
Creation pulsed and swayed beneath the tread 
Of all the lIVing, and all the risen dead. 

SWlft-wmged heralds of heaven flew back and forth, 
Out of the east, to the south, the west, the north, 
Glvmg out qUIck commands, and yet bemgn, 
ManhalIng the swarmIng mIllIards mto lIne 

The recordmg angel 10 words of thunderIng nught, 
At whIch the tImid, doubtmg souls took frIght, 
Bade all to await the grand roll-call, to WIt, 
To see If 10 the Book their names were WrIt. 

The multItudmous busme~s of the day 
Progressed, but naturally, not wIthout delay 
Meanwllile, wIthm the great American border 
There was the Issuance of a speCial order 

IV 

The word went forth, spoke by some grand panpndrum, 
:Perhaps, by some hIgh potentate of Klandom, 
That all the trusty patrIotic mentors, 
And duly qualIfied Hundred-Pcrcenters 

Should forthwlth gather together upon the banks 
Of the Potomac, there to form thcIr ranks, 
March to the tomb, by orders to be gIVen, 
And escort the unknown soldier up to heaven. 

ComplIantly they gathered from each regIOn, 
The GAR, the DAR, the LegIOn, 
Veterans of wars-MexIcan, Spanish, Halhan
Trustees of the patnotIsm of the natIOn, 

Key Men, Watchmen, shunnmg cIrcumlocutIOn, 
The Sons of the ThiS and That and of the Revolution; 
Not to forget, there gathered every man 
Of the Confederate Veterans and the Ku~Klux Klan 
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The Grand ImperIal Marshal gave the sign; 
Column on column, the marchers fell mIme; 
MajestIc as j;ln army m reVIew, 
They swept up Washmgton's wIde avenue 

Then, through the long lme ran a sudden flurry, 
The marcher, m the rear began to hurry , 
They feared unle,,~ the proceSSIOn ha~tened on, 
Thl:' unknown ~oldler nllght be n,en and gone 

The fear was groundless, when they arnved, m fact, 
They found the grave entirely mtact 
(ResurrectIOn plam were long, long pa~t completmg 
Ere there wa, t"'ought of re-enforced concretmg ) 

They heald a famt commotion m the tomb, 
LIke the stIrrmg of a chIld wIthm the womb, 
At once they c,aw the plIght, and set about 
The Job to dIg the unknown soldlcr out 

They worked away. they labored wIth a WIll, 
They tOlled wIth pIck, wIth crowbar, and with dnll 
To cleave a breach, nor dId the soldier shirk, 
WIthin hIS lImits, he helped to pmh the work 

He, underneath the debns, heaved and hove 
Up toward thc openmg whIch they cleaved and clove, 
Through It, at la,t, hIS towenng form loomed bIg and bIgger
"Great God Almlght)' Look'" they cned, "He IS a mgger'" 

Surpnse and consternatiOn and dIsmay 
Swept over the crowd, none knew Just what to say 
Or what to do And all fell back aghast 
SIlence-but only an mstant dId It last. 

Bedlam They clamored, they raIled, some roared, some bleated; 
All of them felt that somehow they'd been cheated 
The questiOn r~se '\That to.do with him, then? 
The Klan was all for burymg him agam 
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The scheme mvolved wIthin the Klan's suggestion 
Gave Tlse to a rather nice metaphysIcal questl<Jn 
Could he be forced again through dei\th's dark p<)rtal, 
Smce now hIs body and soul were both Immortal-

Would he, for~ooth, the curious-minded quened, 
Even m concrete, re-entombed, stay buned? 
In a moment more, mIdst the pIle of broken stone, 
The unkno\\-n soldIer stood, and stood alone 

Miniver Cheevy 

EDWIN ARLINGTON ROBINSON 

MmIver Chcevv, child of SLorn, 
Grew lean whIle hf' ai~aIled the seasons, 

He wept that he \\as ever born, 
And he had reasons 

MmIver loved the days of old 
Whcn sword~ were bnght and steeds were prancing; 

The VISIOn of a warn or bold 
Would set hIm dancmg 

MmIver Sighed for what was not, 
And dreamed, and rested from hIS labors; 

He dreamed of Thebes and Camelot, 
And Pnam's neIghbors 

MmIVf'T mourned the npe renown 
That made so many a name ~o fragrant; 

He mourned Romance, now on the town, 
And Art, a vagrant 

MinIver loved the Medici, 
AlbeIt he had never seen oIte; 

He would have smned mcessantly 
Could he have been one 
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Mmlver cursed the commonplace 
And eyed a khaki SUIt with loathmg, 

He mIssed the medIeval grace 
• Or Iron c10thmg 

Mmiver scorned the gold he sought, 
But sore annoyed was he wIthout it, 

MmIVer thought, and thought, and thought, 
And thought about It 

Mmiver Cheevy, born too late, 
Scratched hIS head and 1.ept on thmkmg, 

Mmlver coughed, and called It fate, 
And kept on dnnkmg 

Richard Cory 

EDWIN ARLINGTON ROBINSON' 

Whenever RIchard Cory went down to",n, 
We people on the pavement looked at hIm 

He was a gentleman from sole to crown, 
Clean favored, and Impenally shm 

And he wa~ always qUIetly arrayed, 
And he was always human when he talked, 

But stIlI he fluttered pulses when he saId, 
"Good-mornmg," and he glIttered when he walked 

And he was nch-yes, rIcher than a l.mg
And admIrably schooled m every grace 

In fine, \\c thought that he was everythmg 
To make us WIsh that we were m hIS place 

So on we worked, and waIted for the hght, 
And went WIthout the meat, and cursed the bread, 

And RIchard Cory, one calm summer mght, 
Went home and put a bullet,through hIS head 
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Once by the Pacific 

ROBERT FROST 

The shattered water made a misty dm 
Great waves looked over others commg m, 
And thought of domg somethmg to the shore 
That water never did to land before 
The clouds were low and hairy In the skies, 
Like 10c1.s blown forward in the gleam of eyes. 
You could not tell, and yet It looked a~ If 
The shore was lucky m bemg backed by clIff, 
The clIff m bemg backed by continent, 
It looked as If a mght of dark intent 
"''' as corr.rng, and not only a mght, an age 
SomL'one had better be prepared for rage 
Thele would b~ more than ocean-water broken 
Befl)re God's last Put out the LIght was spoken 

The Pasture 

ROBERT FROST 

I'm gomg out to clean the pasture sprmg, 
I'll only stop to rake the leave~ away 
(And walt to watch the water clear, I may) . 
I sha'n't be gone long-You come too 

I'm gomg out to fetch the lIttle calf 
That's standmg by the mother It's so young, 
It totters when she lIcks It WIth her tongue 
I sha'n't be gone long -You come too. 
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The Road Not Taken 

ROBERT FROST 

Two roads diverged m a yellow wood, 
And sorry I could not travel both 
And be one traveler, long I stood 
And looled down one as far as I could 
To where It bent m the undergrowth, 

Then took the other, as just as fair, 
And havmg perhaps the better claim, 
Because It wa~ grassy and wanted wear; 
Though as for that the passmg there 
Had worn them really about the same, 

And both that mormng equally lay 
In leaves no step had trodden black 
Oh, I kept the first for another day' 
Yet knowmg how way leads on to way, 
I doubted If I should ever come back 

I shall be tellmg thl5 wIth a ~Igh 
Somewhere age, and ages hence 
Two roads dIverged 10 a wood, and I
I took the one less traveled by, 
And that has made all the difference. 

Puritan Sonnet 

ELINOR WYLIE 

Down to the Puntan marrow of my bones 
There's somethmg 10 thIS richness that I hate 
I love the look, austere, llnmaculate, 
Of landscapes drawn 10 pearly monotones 
There's somethmg m my very blood that owns 
Bare rulls, cold sIlver on a sky of slate, 
A thread of •. water, churned to mIlky spate 
Streammg through slanted pastures fenced with stones. 
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I love those skies, thin blue or snowy gTay, 
Those fields sparse-planted, rendermg meager speaves; 
That spnng, bnefer than apple-blossom's breath, 
Summer, so much too beautIful to stciy, 
SWIft autumn, lIke a bonfire of leaves, 
And sleepy wmter, hke the sleep of death 

Trzstram, by Edwm f\'ftington Robmson New York Macm1l1an 1927 
Collected Poems of Elinor Wylze New York Knopf 1932 
Collected Poems, by Robert Frost New York Henry Holt 1939 
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I HAW- httle to say about the four pieces that follow Max 
Bel"rbohm has publIshed one voluml" of stones, Seven Menj:'bnd one 
novel, Zulelka Dobson, but he I~ at his best as an essaYist (HIs canca
tures are famom, but they do not here concern me) HIS style IS a 
httle more mannered than we arc accu~tomed to nowadays, but his 
wit, hIS Irony, and his amiable satIre excuse his occasIOnal affectatIOns 
of Janguage 

Logan Pearsall Smith is an Amencan who has lIved in England for 
half a century He IS a scholar of some dlstmcbon and a man of ex
cellent lIterary taste HIS most noteworthy work IS All TrlVza, a collec
tIOn of tmy essays, sardoTIlc reflectIOns, and acute observatIOns m which 
he has portrayed himself, a dIlettante and a man of lemire, wIth a 
frankness men seldom acrueve when they engage upon thiS thankless 
task It IS wntten m lUCId, modulated and melodIOus EnglIsh But to 
get the complete savor of the book, and to discover the far from admir
able, but engagmg and humorous character that emerges from ItS pages, 
crabbed, preJudIced, mtolerant, superCIlIous, vam and self-depreCia
tory, Witty, senSItIve, sensual, luxury lovmg and hlghJy mtelhgent, you 
must read it whole, so I have preferred to print here a selection of 
aphonsms that glVe at least a hmt of rus qualIty as a wnter and his 
character as a man 

I have never much lIked Santayana's style It IS too flond for my 
taste, and m the luxunant garden of hIS Jewelled, cadenced phrases I 
find myself frequen.tly unable ro seIze upon hIS meanmg I regret It, 
because I thmk he IS learned, and not only learned but senSible I have 
Inserted the pIece that follows because,!t seems to me peculIarly appo-
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SIte to the present time. I need not explain why I have put in the 
.. i!Z'orolls, heartening speech that Wmston ChurchIll made at what 
looked hke the most tragic moment of Enghsh history. 1,t reads as welT 
as, I am sure, It sounded. 

Seeing People Off 

MAX BEERBOHM 

I AM not good at It To do It well seems to me one of the most dIfficult 
thIngs 10 the world, and E~ seems so to you, too 

To_see a ffIend off from Waterloo to Y3;uxhall were easy enough 
But we are never called on to perform that small feat It IS only when 
a friend IS gOIng on a longIsh Journey, and wIll be absent for a longIsh 
bme, that we turn up at the raIlway statIOn The dearer the ffIend,! 
and the longer the Journey, and the longer the hkely absence, the' 
earher do we turn up, and the more lamentably do we fall Our failure' 
IS m exact ratIo to the senousness of the occaSlOn, and to the depth of 
our feelIng 

In a room, or even on a door-step, we can make the farewell qwte 
worthIly We can express m our faces the genume sorrow we feel Nor 
do words faIl us There IS no awkwardness, no restraInt, on eIther side 
The thread of our IntImacy has not been snapped The leave-takmg 
IS an Ideal one Why not, then, leave the leave-takmg at that? Always, 
depart10g ffIends Implore us not to bother to come to the raIlway 
statIOn next mornIng Always, we are deaf to these entreatIe~, knOWIng 
them to be not qUlte smcere. The departIng ffIends would thInk It 
very odd of us If we took them at theIr word BeSIdes, they really do 
want to see us agaIn And that WIsh IS heartIly recIprocated We duly 
turn up And then, oh then, what a gulf yawns' We stretch our arms 
vaInly across It We have utterly lost touch We have nothing at all 
to say We gaze at each other as dumb ammals ga7e at human bemgs 
\Ve 'make conversatIon'-and such conversatIOn I We know that the~c 
are the ffIends from whom we parted overmght They know that we 
have not altered Yet, on the surface, everythmg is dIfferent, and the 
temIOn IS such that we only long for the guard to blow hIS whIstle and 
put an cnd to the farce 

On a cold grey mormng of last weer. I duly turne,ci up at Eust0.!!a to 
see off an old ffIend who was startIng for America 
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Overnight, we had gIVen him a farewell dinner, in which sadnes. 
was well mingled WIth festivity Years probably would elapse before 
his return SO{l1e of us might never see hIm agaIn Not Ignoring the 
shadow of the future, we gaIly celebrated the past We were as thankful 
to have known our gu~st as we were gneved to lose hIm, and both 
these emotIons were made eVIdent It was a perfect farewell 

And now, here we were, stIff and self-conscIous on the platform, and, 
framed m the wmdow of the raIlway-carnage, was the face of our 
friend, but It was as the face of a strangcr-a stranger anXlOUS to 
please, an appealmg stranger, an awkward stranger 'Have you got 
evcrythmg?' asked one of us, breakmg a SIlence 'Yes, evt'rythmg,' saId 
our fnend, WIth a pleasant nod 'Everythmg,' he repeated, WIth the 
emphaSIS of an empty braIn 'Y ou'!l be able to lunch on the tram,' 
SaId I, though thIS prophecy had already been made more than once 
'Oh yes,' he saId WIth conVIctIon He added that the tram ",-ent straIght 
through to LIverpool ThIS fact seemed to stnke us as rather cold \Ve 
exchanged glances 'Doesn't It stop at Crewe?' asked one of us 'No,' 
saId our fnend, bnefly He seemed almost dIsagreeable There wa~ a 
long pause One of us, WIth a nod and a forced smIle at the traveller, 
saId 'Well" The nod, the smIle, and the unmeanmg monmyllable, were 
returned conSCIentIOusly Another pause was broken by one of us WIth 
a fit of coughmg It was an obVIously assumed fit, but It 5erved to pass 
the time The bustle of the platform was unabated There was no sign 
of the tram's departure Reltase--ours, and our fnend's-was not yet 

My wandenng eye alIghted on a rather portly mIddle-aged man who 
was talkmg earnestly from the platform to a )oung lady at the next 
WIndow but one to ours HIS fine profile was vaguely famIlIar to me. 

~ . 
The young lady was eVIdently Amencan, and he was eVIdently Eng-
bsh, otherWIse I should have guessed from rus Impressive an that he 
was her father I WIshed I could hear what he was ~aymg I was sure 
he was gIvmg the very best adVIce, and the strong tenderness of rus 
gaze was really beautIful He seemed magnetIc, as he poured out hIS 
final mJunctIons I could feel somethrng of rus magnetIsm even where 
I stood And the magnetIsm, lIke the profile, was vaguely famIlIar to 
me. Where had I experIenced It? 

In a flash I remembered The man was Hubert Ie Ros But how 
changed SInce last I ~aw rum I That was seven or eIght years ago, In the 
~~rand He was then (as usual) out of an engagement, and horrowed 
half-a-crown It seemed a pnvIlege to lend anything to hIm He was 
always magnetIc And why rus magnetIsm had never made hIm suc
cessful on the London stage was always a mystery to me He was an 
CJ(cellent actor, and a man of sober ~bit But, lIke many others of lus 
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kind, Hubert Ie Ros (I do not, of course, give the ~ctual name by which 
he was known) dnfted seedIly away mto the provinces; and I, like 
every one else, ceased to remember hIm. 

It was ~pgr;: to see hIm, after all these yea,s, here on the platform 
of Euston, lookmg so prosperous and solId It was not only the flesh 
that he had put on, hut also the clothes, that made hIm hard to 
recogmse In the old days, an nnIt{\t.lQn fur c.oat had seemed to be as 
mtegral a part of hIm as were hIS Ill-shorn lantern jaWS But now hIS 
('ostume was a model of nch and sombre moderatIOn, drawmg, not 
calhng, attentIOn to Itself He looked hke a banker. Anyone would 
have been proud to be ~een off by hIm 

'Stand back, please' The tram was about to start, and I waved fare
well to my fnend Le Ros dId not stand back He stood claspmg m 
both hands the hands of the young Amencan 'Stand back, SIr, please I' 
He obeyed, but qUIckly darted forward agam to \\lmper some final 
word I tlunk there were tears III her eyes There certamly were tears 
III hIS when, at length, havmg watched the tram out of SIght, he turned 
round He seemed, nevertheless, delIghted to see me He asked me 
where I had been hldmg all these yeaN, and SImultaneously repaId me 
the half-crown as though It had been borrowed yesterday He bnked hIS 
arm III mme, and walked me slowly along the platform, saymg WIth 
what pleasure he read my dramatIc cntIclsms evelY Saturday 

I told hIm, m return, how much he was mIssed on the stage 'Ah, 
yes,' he saId, 'I never act on the stage nowadays' He laId wme em
phasl_ on the word 'stage,' and I asked hIm where, then, he dId act 
'On the platfonn,' he amwered 'You mean,' Said I, 'that you reCIte at 
concerts e' He smIled 'ThIS,' he whIspered, stnkmg hIS stick on the 
ground, 'IS the platform I mean.' Had hIS mystenous prospenty un
hmged hIm;> He looked qUIte sane I begged hIm to be more explIcit 

'1 suppose,' he saId presently, gIvmg me a lIght for the CIgar which 
he had offered me, 'you have been seemg a fnend off?' 1 assented He 
asked me what 1 supposed he had been domg I saId that 1 had 
watched rum domg the same thmg 'No,' he SaId gravely 'That lady 
was not a fnend of mme I met her for the first time this morning, 
less than half an hour ago, here,' and agam he struck the platform WIth 
hIS stick 

I confessed that I was beWIldered. He smIled 'You may,' he saJd, 
'have heard of the Anglo-Amencan SOCIal Bureau?' I had not He ex
plamed to me that of the thousands of Amencans who annually pass 
through England there are many hundreds who have no Enghsh 
fnends In the old days they used to bring letters of mtroductIOn. But 
the EnglIsh are so mhospItable that these letters are hardly worth the 
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paper they are wrItten on. 'Thus,' said Le ROJ, 'the A.A.S.B. supplies 
a long-felt wcytt. Amencans are a ~!>Je people, and most of them 
have plenty of money to spend The A A.S B. supplIes them with Eng
lish fnends Fifty per d:nt of the fees IS paid over to the fnends The 
other fifty is'retamed by the A A S B I am not, alas, a dIrector If I 
were, I should be a very nch man indeed I am only an employe. But 
even so I do very well. I am one of the seers-off.' 

Agam I asked for enlIghtenment 'Many Amencans,' he said, 'can
not afford to keep fnends m England But they can all afford to be 
seen off. The fee IS only five pounds (twenty-five dollars) for a smgle 
traveller, and eIght pounds (forty dollars) for a party of two or more 
They send that In to the Bureau, gtvmg the date of theIr departure, 
and a descnptIon by which the seer-off can IdentIfy them on the plat
form. And then-well, then they are seen off' 

'But is It worth 1(;>' I exclaimed 'Of course It IS worth it,' said Le Ros 
'It prevents them from feelmg "out of It" It earns them the respect 
of the guard. It saves them from bemg ~esplsed by their fellow-pas
sengers-the people who are gomg to be on the boat It gtves them a 
lootmg for the whole voyage BeSIdes, It IS a great pleasure m Itself 
You saw me seemg that young lady off Didn't you thmk I dId It beau
ufully'" 'BeautIfully,' I adrrutted 'I envIed you There was 1-' 'Yes, 
I can Imagme There were you, shuffiing from foot to foot, stanng 
blankly at your fnend, trying to make conversatIon I know That's how 
I used to be myself, before I studIed, and went mto the thing profe~
slOnally I don't say I'm perfect yet I'm stIll a martyr to pfatform 
fright A railway statIOn IS the most difficult of all places to act m, as 
you have discovered for yourself' 'But,' I said WIth resentment, 'I 
wasn't trymg to act I really felt' 'So did I, my boy,' saId Le Ros 'You 
can't act WIthout feelmg What's hIS name, the Frenchman-1?~, 
yes-saId you could, but what dId he know about It" DIdn't you see 
those tears m my eyes when the tram started? I hadn't forced them I 
tell you I was moved So were you, I dare say But you couldn't have 
pumped uP. a tear to prove It You can't express your feehngs In other 
words, you can't act At any rate,' he added kmdly, 'not m a raIlway 
statIon' 'Teach me" I cned He looked thoughtfully at me 'Well,' he 
saId at length, 'the seeing-off season IS practIcally o"er Yes, I'll gtve 
you a course I have a good many pupils on hand already; but yes,' he 
SaId, consultmg an ornate note-book, 'I could gIve you an hour on 
Tuesdays and Fndays ' 

HIS terms, I .onfess, are ..ather htgh But I don't grudge the in
vestment 



Afterthoughts 

LOGAN PEARSALL SMITH 

THERE ARE two things to aim at m hfe' first, to get wHat you want, 
and, after that, to enJoy It Only the wisest of mankmd achieves the 
second. 

That we should practIce what we preach IS generally admitted; but 
anyone who preaches what he and his hearers practice must mcur the 
gravest moral disapprobatIOn 

Only those who get mto scrapes with their eyes open can find the 
safe way out 

There are few sorrows, however pOignant, 10 which a good mcome 
is of no avaIl 

That we are lost 10 a world of vam Illusion, and that somewhere, 
somehow, we must all seek SalvatIOn and a more Abldmg City-thiS 
is what old-fashIOned parsons keep dromng from their pulpits and the 
worst of It Is-what they say I~ true 

\Ve grow WIth years more fragile 10 body, but morally stouter, and 
can throw off the chilI of a bad consCIence almost at once 

There are people who are beautIful 10 dilapidatIon, lIke houses that 
were hIdeous 'W hen new 

What IS more enchantmg than the vOIces of young people, when you 
can't hear what they say? 

Don't laugh at a youth for hiS affectatIOns, he IS only trymg on one 
face after another to find hiS own 

Most people sell their souls, and hve With a good conSClence 011 the 
proceeds 

When they come downstairs from their Ivory Towers, IdealIsts are 
apt to walk straight mto the gutter 

Those who set out to serve both God and Mammon soon discover 
that there IS no God 

Goodness IS not enough; but what a.lustre it glVliS and delIcate glaze 
to people who are good as well as charmIng. 
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"Well, for my part," they say, "I cannot see the chaIm of MIlS. 

Jones" • 
"Is it not conceIvable," I feel mclined to answer, "that Mrs Jones ' 

hasn't trIed to charm you?" 

Charmmg people bve ~p to the very edge of thetr charm, and behave 
Just as outrageously as the world wIll let them 

All our hve~ we are puttmg penmes--our most golden penmes
mto penny-m-the-slot machmes that are almost always empty 

A frIend who loved perfectIOn would be the perfect fnend, If that 
love of hIS dIdn't shut the door on me 

The act of flesh IS an unsteady basIs on whIch to bUIld the house of 
life 

The flavour of socIal success IS delicIOus, though It IS scorned by those 
to whose hps the cup has not been proffered 

You should wear In the great world your heart on your sleeve, but 
It must be a sham one 

The spread of atheIsm among the young IS somethmg awful, I gIVe 
no credIt, however, to the report that some of them do not beheve Ul 

Mammon 

It IS the wretchedness of bemg nch that you have to bve WIth nch 
people. 

Eat WIth the RIch, but go to the play WIth the Poor, who are ca
pable of JOY 

RIch people would not so enJoy theIr httle meannesses If they knew 
how much theIr frIends enJoy them 

If you want to be thought a har, always tell the truth 

Hearts that are delIcate and kmd and tongues that are nelther,-
these make the finest company 10 the world 

FriendshIp 10 the nuddle-classes IS founded on respect, in the world 
of fashIOn they SImply adore men and women whom not one of them 
would dream of trustmg round the corner 

The mdefatIgable pursUIt of an unattamable PerfectIon, even though 
It conSIst In nothing more than, 10 the poundmg of an old plano, IS 

what alone gIves a meanmg to our lIfe on thIS unavalhng star. 
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The test of a vocation is the love of the drupgery it involves. 

If you are losmg your leIsure, look out! You may b(b losmg your 501fl 

The notion of malung money by popular work, and then retiring to 
do good work on the proceeds, IS the most famIlIar df all the deVlI'~ 
traps for the artlst 

What "1 hke in a good author is not what he says, but what he 
whispers. • 

After all, a little good taste does no harm, and the fever of Perfection 
is not catchmg 

The extreme oddness of eXistence IS what reconcIles me to It 

Our personal affaIrs are not really worthy, as Plato saId, of our con
sideratIon, the fact that we are forced to take them seriously (as I was 
forced to run after my hat when It blew off to-day), being, as he said, 
the ignoble part of our conditIon 

My lIfe IS a bubble, but how much solId cash It costs to keep that 
bubble fioatmg' 

I might give my lIfe for a fnend, but he had better not ask me to 
do up a parcel 

Classic Liberty 

GEORGE SANTAYANA 

WHEN ANCIENT PEOPLES defended what they caIled their liberty, the 
word stood for a plam and urgent mterest of theirs that their CIties 
should not be destroyed, their territory pIllaged, and they themselves 
sold mto slavery For the Greeks m particular lIberty meant even more 
than this Perhaps the deepest assumptIon of claSSIC philosophy is that 
nature and the gods on the one hand and man on the other, both have 
a fixed character, that tItere IS consequently a necessary pIety, a true 
phIlosophy, a standard happmess, a normal art The Greeks belIeved, 
not WIthout reason, that they had grasped these permanent prmclples 
better than other peoples They had largely dIspelled superstItion, ex
perimented m goverIlInent, and turnt;:d hfe into a ratIonal art There
fore when they defended their lIberty what they defended was not 
merely freedom to hve. It was freedom to lwe well, to live as other 
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nauons did not, in the pubhc expenmental study of the 'World and of 
human nature Tlus liberty to dIscover and pursue a natural happmess, ( 
this hberty to grow wise and to live In friendship with the gods and 
with one another; was the hberty vmwcated at Thermopylae by mar
tyrdom and at SalamIs by VIctOry. 

As Greek ciues stood for hberty in the world, so plulosophers stood 
for lIberty In the Greek CItIes In both cases it was the sa~ kmd of 
lIberty, not freedom to wander at hazard or to let things slip, but on 
the contrary freedom to legIslate more precIsely, at least for oneself, and 
to dIscover and cochfy the means to true happmess Many of these PIO
neers In wisdom were audacious radIcals and recoIled from no paradox 
Some condemned what was most Greek mythology, athletICS, even 
r.:lultIphcity and physical motion In the heart of those thrIvmg, loqua
CIOUS, festIve httle ant-hIlls, they preached Impassiblhty and abstractIon, 
the unanswerable sceptICIsm of sIlence Others practIsed a mUSIcal and 
prJestly refinement of lIfe, filled WIth metaphysIcal mysterJes, and 
formed secret SOCIetlCs, not WIthout a tendency to pohtI('al dommatIOn 
The cymcs raIled at the conventIons, making themselves as comfortable 
as possible in the role of beggars and mockmg parasites The conserva
tIves themselves were radIcal, so mtellIgent were they, and Plato wrote 
the charter of the most extreme mIlitarism and commUnIsm, for the 
sake of preservmg the free state It was the swan-song of hberty, a 
prescnptIOn to a dIseased old man to become young agam and try a 
second hIe of superhuman VIrtue The old man preferred SImply to die 

Many laughed then, as we may be tempted to do, at all tho!>e abso
lute phYSICians of the soul, each WIth his panacea Yet beneath theIr 
quarrels the wranglers had a common faith They all belIeved there 
was a smgle solid natural WIsdom to be found, that rea~on could find 
It, and that mankmd, ~obered by reason, could put It In practICe Man
kind has contmued to run Wild and lIke barbarians to place freedom 
in theIr very wIldness, till we can hardly conceive the claSSIC assump
tion of Greek philosophers and CitIes, that true lIberty IS bound up WIth 
an lDstltution, a corporate sCIentrfic disCIplme, neces~ary to set free the 
perfect man, or the god, wlthm us 

Upon the dIssolutIOn of pagamsm the Ch.Istlan church adopted the 
claSSIC conceptIon of lIberty Of course, the field lD which the higher 
pol;trcs had to operate was now conceIved dIfferently, and there was 
a new experIence of the sort of happmess appropriate and pOSSible to 
man, but the assumptIon remamed unchallenged that PrOVidence, as 
well as the human ~oul, had a fixed dIscoverable scope, and that the 
busmess of educatIOn, law, and religIOn was to bnng them to operate 
in harmony. The aIm of hfe, salvatIon, was mvolved in the nature of 
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the soul itself, and the means of salvatJ.on had peen ascertamed by a 
posItive science wluch the church was possessed of, partly revealed and 
pardy expernnental. Salvation was simply what, on a broad VIew, we 
should see to be health, and rehglOn was notlullg but a sort of universal 
hYgiene. 

The church, therefore, lIttle as it tolerated heretIcal hberty, the 
hberty of moral and mtellectual dJsperslOn, felt that It had come into 
the world to set men free, and constantly demanded lIberty for Itself, 
that It mIght fulfil tms mISSIOn. It was dlvmely corrurussIOned to teach, 
gUide, and console all nations and all ages by the self-same means, and 
to promote at all costs what it conceIved to be human perfection There 
should be samts and as many samts as possIble. The church never 
admitted, any more than dJd any sect of anCIent phIlosophers, that Its 
'eachmg mIght represent only an eccentnc VieW of the world, or that 
its gUIdance and consolatIons rrught be SUitable only to one stage of 
human development To waver m the pursuit of the orthodox Ideal 
could only betray fnvolIty and want of self-knowledge The truth of 
thmgs and the happmess of each man could not he elsewhere than 
where the church, summmg up all human expenence and all dlvme 
revelatIOn, had placed It once for all and for everybody The hberty 
of the church to fulfil ItS mISSIon was accordmgly hostIle to any hberty 
of dIsperSIOn, to any radIcal consecutIve mdependence, in the lIfe of 
mdividuals or of natIons 

When It came to full fruItIon thIS orthodox freedom was far from 
gay, It was called sanctIty The freedom of pagan phIlosopher~ too had 
turned out to be rather a stiff and severe pose, but m the ChnstIan dIS
pensatIOn thIS austenty of true happmess was less to be wondered at, 
smce lIfe on earth was reputed to be abnormal from the begInrung, 
and mfected WIth heredItary dIsease The full beauty and JOY of re
stored hberty could hardly become eVIdent m thIS hfe Nevertheless a 
certam beauty and JOY did radiate vlSlbly from the samts, and whIle 
we may well thmk theIr renuncmtIOm and penances mIsgmded or ex~ 
cesSlVe, It IS certam that, lIke the Spartans and the philosophers, they 
got someth.ng for theIr paIns TheIr bodIes and souls were transfigured, 
as none now found upon earth If we admIre without nnitatmg them 
we shall perhaps have done theIr plulosophy exact JustIce Classic hb
erty was a sort of forced and artIfiCIal hberty, a poor perfection reserved 
for an ascetIc anstocracy m whom herolSDl and refinement were 
touched WIth perverSIty and slowly starved themselves to death 

Smce those days we have dIscovered.how much lll}'ger the uruverse is, 
and we have lost our way in it. Any day it IlJ#I.y come over us again 
that our modem hberty to drift, m the dark is the most ternble negation 
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of freedom. Nothmg h.appens to us as we would. We want peace and 
make war We need sCience and obey the w111 to believe, we love art 
and flounder among wrumslcahnes, we beheve 10 general comfort and 
equality and we stram (!Very nerve to become millIoDalres. After all, 
antiquity must hAve been nght 10 thmkmg that reasonable self-direc
tIOn must rest on havmg a determmate character and knowmg what It 
IS, and that only the truth about God and happmess, If we somehow 
found It, could make us free But the truth IS not to be found by guess-
109 at It, as religIOUS prophets and men of gemus have done, and then 
damning every one who does not agree Human nature, for all Its sub
stantIal fixtty, IS a livmg thmg With many vanetles and variatlons. All 
dIversIty of opmlOn IS therefore not founded on Ignorance, It may ex
press a legItImate change of habit or mterest. The claSSIC and ChnstIan 
synthesIs from ",hlch we have broken loose was certaInly premature, 
even If the only Issue of our liberty expenments should be to lead us 
back to some such eqUilIbrIum Let us hope at least that the new mor
alIty, when It comes, may be more broadly based than the old on knowl
edge of the world, not so absolute, not so meticulous, and not chanted 
'iO much 10 the monotone of an abstracted sage 

Dunkirk 

WINSTON CHURCHILL 

FROM THE moment that the French defenses at Sedan and on the 
Meuse were broken at the end of the second 'Week of May, only a rapId 
retreat to AmICns and the south could have saved the BrItish and 
French ArmIes who had entered BelgIUm at the appeal of the BelgIan 
Kmg, but thIS strategic fact was not ImmedIately realized The French 
HIgh Command hoped they would be able to close the gap, and the 
Armies of the north were under theIr orders Moreover, a retirement 
of thiS kmd would have mvolvecI almost certamly the destructIOn of 
the fine Belgian Army of over 20 dlYlSlons and the abandonment of 
the whole of BelgIUm. Therefore, when the force and scope of the 
German penetratIOn were reahzed and when a new French General
iSSImo, General Weygand, assumed command in place of General 
Gamelm, an effort was made ~y the French and BrItish ArmIes in 
BelgIUm to keep on holdmg the nght hand of the Belgians and 
to gIve their own fight hand to a newly created French Army which 
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was to have advanced across the Somme in great strength to grasp it 
. However, the German eruption swept like a shaq> scythe around 

the right and rear of the AnDIes of the north. Eight or nine armored 
divisions, each of about four hundred arm~red vehicles of different 
kinds, but carefully assorted to be complementary and diviSible into 
small self-contained units, cut off all commUfl]CatlOns between us and 
the mam French Armies. It severed our own commUDlcatIOns for food 
and ammumtlon, whIch ran first to Amiens and afterwards through 
Abbevtlle, and It shore Its way up the coast to Boulogne and Calais, and 
almost to DunkIrk Behind this armored and mechamzed onslaught 
came a number of German dIVIsions m lorries, and behmd them again 
there plodded comparatIvely slowly the dull brute mass of the ordInary 
German Army and German people, always so ready to be led to the 
tramphng down In other lands of hbertIes and comforts whIch they 
have never known In theIr own 

I have saId tms armored scythe-stroke almost reached Dunkirk
almost but not qUIte Boulogne and Calais were the scenes of desperate 
fightmg The Guards defended Boulogne for a whIle and were then 
WIthdrawn by orders from tlus country The RIfle BrIgade, the 60th 
RIfles, and the Queen VIctOrIa's RIfles, WIth a battalion of BritIsh tanks 
and 1,000 Frenchmen, In all about four thousand strong, defended 
CalaIS to the last The BrItIsh BrIgadIer was gtven an hour to surrender. 
He spurned the offer, and four days of intense street fighting passed 
before SIlence reIgned over CalaIS, wruch marked the end of a memo
rable reSIstance Only 30 unwounded SUrvIvors were brought off by the 
Navy, and we do not know the fate of theIr comrades TheIr saCrIfice, . 
however, was not m vam At lea,t two armored dIVlOlons, whIch other
WIse would ha"e been turned agamst the Bntish ExpeditIonary Force, 
had to be sent to overcome them They have added another page to the 
glOrIes of the 11ght dIVISions, and the time gamed enabled the GravelIne 
water lmes to be flooded and to be held by the French troops 

Thus It was that the port of DunkIrk was kept open When it was 
found ImpossIble for the Anmes of the north to reopen their commUnI
cations to Amlens WIth the mam French Armies, only one choice re
mamed It seemed, mdeed, forlorn The BelgIan, BrItish and French 
Armies were almost surrounded Their sole line of retreat was to a 
smgle port and to Its neIghbormg beaches They were pressed on every 
side by heavy attacks and far outnumbered in the air 

When, a week ago today, I asked the House to fix this afternoon as 
the occaSIOn for a statement, I feared It would be my hard lot to an
nounce the greatest mIlitary disaster in our long hIstory I thought
and some good judges agreed-oWith me-that perhaps 20,000 or 30,000 
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men mIght be re-emb/lll"ked. But it certamly seemed that the whole of 
the French First Army and the whole of the BritIsh Expeditionary 
Force north of 'the Amiens-Abbevllie gap would be broken up in the 
open field or else would have to capitulate for lack of food and ammu
rution. These were the hard and heavy tIdmgs for whIch I called upon 
the House and the nation to prepare themselves a week ago. The whole 
root and core and brain of the British Army, on whIch and around 
whIch we were to budd, and are to build, the great BntIsh Arrmes 10 

the later years of the war, seemed about to pensh upon the field or to 
be led IOta an 19nomlOious and staIVIng captIvIty. 

That was the prospect a week ago. But another blow whIch might 
well have proved final was yet to fall upon us The Kmg of the BelgIans 
had called upon us to come to hIS aId Had not tlus Ruler and his 
Government severed themselves from the Alhes, who rescued theJ.r 
country from extmcbon In the late war, and had they not sought 
refuge 10 what has proved to be a fatal neutralIty, the French and 
Bntlsh Arrmes mIght well at the outset have saved not only BelgIUm 
but perhaps even Poland. Yet at the last moment, when BelgIUm was 
already mvaded, Kmg Leopold called upon us to come to hIS aId, and 
even at the last moment we came. He and hIS brave, effiCIent Army, 
nearly half a mIllIon strong, guarded our left flank and thus kept open 
our only lIne of retreat to the sea Suddenly, WIthout pnor consultation, 
WIth the least pOSSIble notIce, without the adVIce of lus Mmlsters and 
upon hIS own personal act, he sent a plerupotentlary to the German 
Command, surrendered lus Army, and exposed our whole flank and 
means of retreat 

I asked the House a week ago to suspend Its Judgment because the 
facts were not clear, but I do not feel that any reason now eXIsts why 
we should not form our own OpInIOnS upon thIS pItIful epIsode The 
surrender of the BelgIan Army compelled the Bnbsh at the shortest 
notIce to cover a flank to the sea more than 30 miles In length Other
WlSe all would have been cut off, and all would have shared the fate 
to whIch Kmg Leopold had condemned the finest Army hIS country 
had ever formed So in domg thIs and m exposmg thIS flank, as anyone 
who followed the operatIons on the map wIll see, contact was lost be
tween the BntIsh and two out of the three corps formmg the FIrst 
French Army, who were still farther from the coast than we were, and 
it seemed ImpOSSIble that any large number of AllIed troops could 
reach the coast. 

The enemy attac\ed on all sules with great strength and fierceness, 
and thelr mam power, the power of theIr far more numerous AIr Force, 
was thrown IOta the battle or else conce,ptrated upon DunkIrk and the 
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beaches. Pressing in upon the narrow exit, both from the east and from 
the west, the enemy began to fire WIth cannofl upon the beaches by 
which alone the shippmg could approach or depart. They sowed mag
netic mmes in the channels and seas; they sent repeated waves of hosole 
aircraft, sometimes more than a hundred strong In one formaoon, to 
cast theIr bombs upon the smgle pier that remamed, and upon the 
sand dunes upon whIch the troops had theIr eyes for shelter. TheIr 
U -boats, one of wruch was sunk, and theIr motor launches took their 
toll of the vast traffic which now began For four or five days an in
tense struggle reIgned All theIr armored dlvlSlons-or what was left 
of them-together WIth great masses of mfantry and artIllery, hurled 
themselves m vam upon the ever-narrowmg, ever-contractmg appendix 
wIthm whIch the Bnttsh and French ArmIes fought. 

Meanwhile, the Royal Navy, WIth the wtllmg help of countless mer
chant seamen, stramed every nerve to embark the Bnhsh and AllIed 
troops; 220 hght warshIps and 650 other vessels were engaged. They 
had to operate upon the dIfficult coast, often m adverse we4ther, under 
an almost ceaseless hat! of bombs and an increasmg Concentration of 
artlllery fire Nor were the seas, as I have saId, themselves free from 
mmes and torpedoes It was m condItIons such as these that our men 
carried on, WIth httle or no rest, for days and rughts on end, makmg 
tnp after tnp across the dangerou~ waters, bnngmg WIth them always 
men whom they had rescued The numbers they have brought back 
are the measure of theIr devotIOn and theIr courage The hospItal shIps, 
whIch brought off many thousands of Bntlsh and French wounded, 
bemg so plamly marked were a speCIal target for NaZI bombs, but the 
men and women on board them never faltered m theIr duty 

MeanwhIle, the Royal AIr Force, whIch had already been mter
venmg m the battle, so far as Its range would allow, from home bases, 
now used part of Its malO metropohtan fighter strength, and struck at 
the German bombers and at the fighters whIch in large numbers pro
tected them ThIS struggle was protracted and fierce Suddenly the 
scene has cleared, the crash and thunder has for the moment-but only 
for the moment-died away A mIracle of delIverance, achIeved by 
valor, by perseverance, by perfect disclplme, by faultless service, by 
resource, by skIll, by unconquerable fidehty, IS mamfest to us all. The 
enemy was hurled back by the retreatmg BntIsh and French troops. 
He was so roughly handled that he dld not hurry thelr departure sen
ously The Royal AIr Force engaged the malO strength of the German 
Au Force, and mfhcted upon them losses of at least four to one, and 
the Navy, usmg nearly 1,000 shIps or all kmds, G'arned over 335,000 
men, French and BntIsh, out of the Jaws of death and shame, to their 

593 



native land and to the tasks winch' he immediately ahead. We must be 
very careful not to assign to this deliverance the attributes of a victory. 
Wars are not won by evacuations. But there was a VIctOry Inside this 
delIverance, which shoul{i be noted. It was gamed by the Air Force 
Many of our soMiets cOmIng back have not seen the Air Force at work, 
they saw only the bombers whIch escaped ItS protectlVe attack. They 
underrate Its achIevements I have heard much talk of tms, that is why 
1 go out of my way to say thIS I WIll tell you about It. 

This was a great trial of strength between the BrItish and German 
Air Forces Can you conceIve a greater objectIve for the Germans In 

the aIr than to make evacuatIon from these beaches ImpOSSible, and 
to smk all these shlp~ whIch were dIsplayed, almost to the extent of 
thousands'" Could there have been an obJectlVe of greater milItary Im
portance and ~Igmficance for the whole purpose of the war than thIs'" 
They trIed hard, and they were beaten back, they were frustrated 10 

their task We got the Army away, and they have paid fourfold for any 
losses which they have mflicted Very large formatlOns of German 
aeroplanes-and we know that they are a very brave race--have turned 
on several occaSIOns from the attack of one-quarter of their number 
of the Royal Au Force, and have dIspersed 1Il dlfferent dlrectlons. 
Twelve aeroplanes have been hunted by two. One aeroplane was driven 
mto the water and cast away by the mere charge of a BrItIsh aeroplane, 
whICh had no more ammumtlOn All of our types-the HurrIcane, the 
Spitfire and the new Defiant-and all our pIlots have bcen vmdicated 
as superior to what they have at present to face 

When ~e conSider how much greater would be our advantage m 
defending the aIr above tms Island agamst an o .. erseas attack, I must 
say that I find m these facts a sure baSIS upon which practIc.al and re
assurmg thoughts may rest I Will pay my trIbute to these young aIrmen 
The great French Army was very largely, for the tIme bemg, cast back 
and dIsturbed by the onrush of a few thousands of armored vehIcles 
May It not also be that the cause of CIVIlizatIOn Itself wIll be defended 
by the skIll and devotlOn of a few thousand aIrmen? There never has 
been, I suppose, in all the world, 111 all the history of ~ar, such an op-
1'Ot tumty for youth. The Kmghts of the Round Table, the Crusaders, 
all fall back mto the past-not only distant but prosaIc, these young 
men, going forth every morn to guard theu natIVe land and all that we 
stand for, holdmg m their hand, these mstruments of colossal and shat
termg power, of whom It may be s;ud that 

"Every trf'orn brought forth a noble chance 
And every ihance hi ought forth a noble knzght," 
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deserve our gratitude, as do all of the brave men who, in so many ways 
and on so many occasions, are ready, and contInue r,ady, to glVe hie 
and all for their native land. 

I return to the Army In the long senes of very fierce. battles, now on 
thIS front, now on that, fightIng on three fronts at once, battles fought 
by two or three dIvisions agaInst an equal or somewhat larger number 
of the enemy, .and fought fiercely on some of the old grounds that so 
many of us knew so well-m these battles our losses In men ha\'e ex
ceeded 30,000 killed, wounded and mISSIng. I take occaSIOn to express 
the sympathy of the House to all who have suffered bereavement or 
who are stIll anXIOUS The PresIdent of the Board of Trade1 IS not here 
today HIS son has been kIlled, and many 10 the House have felt the 
pangs of affllctlon in the sharpest fOT_fl But I WIll say thiS about tne 
mISSIng We have had a large number of wounded come home safely 
to thiS country, but I would say about the mlssmg that there may be 
very many reported miSSIng who WIll come back home, some day, 1Il 

one way or another. In the confUSIOn of thiS fight It IS mevltable that 
many have been left in posItIons where honor reqwred no further re
SIstance from them. 

Agamst thIS loss of over 30,000 men, we can set a far heaVier loss 
certaInly mflIcted upon the enemy But our losses 10 matenal are enor
mous We have perhaps lost one-third of the men we lost 10 the opemng 
days of the battle of 21st March, 1918, but we have lost nearly as many 
guns-nearly one thousand-and all our transport, all the armored 
vehicles that were With the Army in the north ThiS loss Will Impose a 
further delay on the expanSIOn of our mIlItary strength That expanSIOn. 
had not been proceedIng as fast as we had hoped The best of all we 
had to gIve had gone to the BntIsh ExpeditIOnary Force, and although 
they had not the numbers of tanks and some artlcles of eqwpment 
whIch were deSIrable, they were a very well and finely eqwpped Army 
They had the first-frUits of all that our mdustry had to gIVe, and that IS 
gone And now here IS thIS further delay How long It WIll be, how long 
It Will last, depends upon the exertIOns which we make m thiS Island 
An effort the hke of whIch has never been seen 10 our records IS now 
bemg made Work is proceedIng everywhere, night and day, Sundays 
and week days Capital and Labor have cast aSide their mterests, rights, 
and customs and put them mto the common stock Already the flow of 
mumtIons has leaped forward There is no reason why we should not 
in a few months overtake the sudden and serious loss that has come 
upon us, Without retardIng the development of our general program 

Nevertheless, our thankfulness at the escape of our Army and so 
'SIr Andrew Duncan, now MII.ister of Supply. 
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many men, whose love. ones have passed through an agonizing week, 
must not blmd 118 to the fact that what has happened in France and 
Belgium is a colossal military dIsaster The French Anny has been 
weakened, the. BelgIan Army has been lost, a large part of those 
fortIfied lInes upon which so much faIth had been reposed is gone:., 
many valuable mmIng distrIcts and factOrIes have passed into the 
enemy's possessIon, the whole of the Channel ports are m his hands, 
wIth all the tragIc consequences that follow from that, and we must 
expect another blow to be struck almost immedIately at us or at 
France. We are told that Herr HItler has a plan for InvadIng the 
BrItIsh Isles ThIS has often been thought of before When Napoleon lay 
at Boulogne for a year WIth hIS flat-bottomed boats and his Grand 
Army, he was told by someone, "There are bItter weeds In England" 
'l'here are certamly a great many more of them smce the BrItIsh 
ExpedItIOnary Force returned 

The whole questIon of home defense agaInst invaSIOn is, of course, 
powerfully affected by the fact that we have for the tIme beIng In thIS 
I~land Incomparably more powerful mIlItary forces than we have ever 
had at any moment In thIS war or the last But thIS wIll not contInue 
We shall not be content WIth a defenSIve war We have our duty to our 
Ally We have to reconstItute and bUIld up the BrItIsh ExpedItIOnary 
Force once agaIn, under Its gallant Commander-m-ChIef, Lord Gort 
All thIS IS In tram, but In the mterval we must put our defenses in thIs 
Island mto such a ~l1gh state of orgamzatIOn that the fewest pOSSIble 
numbers WIll be reqUIred to gIve effectlVe seCUrIty and that the largest 

. pOSSIble potentIal of offenSIve effort may be realIzed On thIS we are 
now engaged It WIll be very convement, If It be the deSIre of the House, 
to enter upon thIS subject m a secret SeSSIOn Not that the Government 
would necessarIly be able to reveal m very great detaIl mlhtary secrets, 
but we lIke to have our dISCUSSIons free, WIthout the restraInt Imposed 
by the fact that they WIll be read the next day by the enemy, and the 
Government would benefit by VIews freely expressed m all parts of the 
House by Members WIth theIr knowledge of so many dIfferent parts of 
the country I understand that some request is to be made upon thIS 
subject, whIch WIll be readIly acceded to by HIS Majesty's Government 

We have found It necessary to take measures of Increasmg strmgency, 
not only against enemy alIens and SUSpICIOUS characters of other natIon
alItIes, but aho agamst BrIilsh subjects who may become a danger or a 
nuisance should the war be transported to the Uruwd Kmgdom I 
know there are a great many pebple affected by the orders whIch we 
have made who are the paSSIOnate enemIes of Nazl. Germany I am 
very 'lorry for them, but we cannot, at tae present tIme and under the 

591} 



present stress, draw all the distmctIons which. we should like to do. 
If parachute landings were attempted and fierce fighting attendant 
upon them followed, these unfortunate people would be far better out 
of the way, for theIr own sakes as well as fOl' ours. There IS, however, 
another class, for which I feel not the slIghtest sympatby. ParlIament 
has given us the powers to put down FIfth Column actIVItIes WIth a 
strong hand, and we shall use those powers, subject to the supeIVlSIOn 
and correction of the House, wIthout the slIghtest hesItatIOn until we 
are satIsfied, and more than satIsfied, that thIS mahgnancy m our 
mIdst has been effectively stamped out. 

Turnmg once agam, and thIS tune more generally, to the questIon of 
inVaSIOn, I would observe that there has never been a period in all these 
long centunes of which we boast when an ab~olute guarantee against 
mvaSIOn, still less agamst senous raIds, could have been given to our 
people In the days of Napoleon the same wmd whIch would have 
carned hIS transports across the Channel mIght have dnven away the 
blockadmg fleet There was always the chance, and It IS that chance 
wInch has eXCIted and befooled the ImagmatIons of many Continental 
tyrants Many arc the tales that are told We are assured that novel 
methods WIll be adopted, and when we see the ongmalIty of malIce, the 
mgenUlty of aggressIOn, which our enemy dIsplays, we may certamly 
prepare ourselves for every kmd of novel stratagem and every kmd of 
brutal and treacherous maneuver I thmk that no 1dca IS so outlandIsh 
that It should not be comIdered and VIewed WIth a searchmg, but at the 
same time, I hope, WIth a steady eye We must never forget the sohd 
as;urances of sea pow~r and those whIch belong to aIr power If It can • 
be locally exerCIsed 

I have, myself, full confidence that If all do their duty, If nothmg is 
neglected, and If the best arrangements are made, as they are bemg 
made, we shall prove ourselves once agam able to defend our Island 
home, to nde out the storm of war, and to outhve the menace of 
tyranny, If necessary for years, If necessary alone At any rate, that IS 
what we are gomg to try to do That IS the resolve of HIS Majesty's 
Government-every man of them That IS the WIll of ParlIament and 
the nailon The BntIsh EmpIre and the French RepublIc, lmked 
together m thcIr cause and m theIr need, WIll defend to the death theIr 
natIve SOlI, aIdmg each other lIke good comrades to the utmost of their 
strength Even though large tracts of Europe and many old and 
famous States have fallen or may fall into the grip of the Gestapo and 
all the OdIOUS apparatus of NaZI rule, we shall not ~ag or fall. We shall 
go on to the end, we shall fight in France, we shall fight on the seas 
and oceans, we shall fight \V1th growing confidence and growing 
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strength in the au', we ,~hall defend our Island, whatever the cost may 
be, we shall fight on the beaches, we shall fight on the landing grounds, 
we shall fight m'the fields and in the streets, we shall fight in the hills, 
we shall never surrender; and even if, wruch I do not for a moment 
belIeve, thiS IsTand or a large part of It were subjugated and starving, 
then our Empire beyond the seas, armed and guarded by the British 
Fleet, would carry on the struggle, until, in God's good time, the New 
World, with all Its power and might, steps forth to the rescue and the 
lIberation of the old 

SoliloqUies In England. by George Santayana New York Scnbner 1924 
All TrIVia. by Logan Pearsall Smith New York Harcourt 1934. 



I HAVE REACHED the end of my task, and since poetry IS the 
crown of hterature, prose the self-effacmg compamon, as It were, who 
stands aSIde to let her mistress pass, I fimsh wIth the work of some poets 
Of thIs group, only Walter de la Mare remams alIve No poet of our 
time IS more musIcal than he, nor any who to my mmd can gtve you 
the thnll of beauty more fully, but there IS somethmg strange and 
alien about the beauty that he seems to evoke so easily It IS lIke an 
elf in some old story that flIts across the ravished VISIOn of a wanderer 
and WIth a npple of laughter vamshes from hiS Sight, leavmg him 
forlorn 

To follow these two lovely poems WIth Rudyard Klplmg's "Mandalay" 
WIll be somethmg of a Jolt to you I feel about It somewhat as one feels 
when one IS givmg a party and out of common decency mVItes someone 
who IS very pleasant m hIS way, but won't fit In WIth the rest of the 
company I am reassured, however, by the mtroductIon that T S Ehot 
has lately wntten to an anthology of KIphng's poems He has pomted 
out m thiS hIS consummate gtft of word, phrase and rhythm, "and we 
have all," he adds, "at one time or another, by one poem or another, 
been thrIlled. ." For my part I cannot read "RecessIOnal" WIthOUt 
bemg moved, and yet, Just now at all events, It makes me rather 
uncomfortable to read it I have preferred to gIve you "Mandalay" 

I placed one lIttle piece of Housman's among the war poems, and 
here I add a few more LIke every one else, I suppose, I was ravIshed 
by hIs verses when first they were pubhshed, and {rom tIme to time I 
have read many of them again, but when, mekmg this anthology, I 
read them once more m the c.t)llected edItion, I found my admiratIOn 
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somewhat qualIfied. I.thmk his talent, though exqUIsite, was small 
HIs verses are pp.red of ornament and, at the cost of I know not how 
much effort, have a beautIful simplICIty. But I find myself now a 
trIfle Impatient with his' attitude, his pessimism is peevish and the 
sorrows that wrung his heart move me to laughter rather than to 
sympathy After all, the world won't come to an end because you can't 
go to bed With a soldier The few short pieces I have placed here seem 
to me to approach perfectIOn as nearly as anyone can expect It to be 
approached 

Robert Bndges was Poet Laureate I doubt lf he was ever Widely 
read, and the general opmlOn of him seems to be that he was medIOcre 
But the poets who were hIS contemporanes greatly admIred him, and 
cntIcs agree that techmcally he was one of the masters of Enghsh 
verse That doesn't make him sound very mterestmg, and If there were 
nothmg more to him than that perhaps I shouldn't have thought It 
necessary to gIve you even the ff'w lmes I have But there was he loved 
all thmgs that were good and great and beautIful and knew how to put 
what he felt about them mto lyncs that were touchmg, tender and 
gracIOUS I cannot belIeve that the best of hiS poems Will ever be qwte 
forgotten It IS no trIflmg achievement at thiS tIme of day to have 
found somethmg fresh and lovely to say about the mghtmgale 

It IS said that the storm aroused by Jude the Obscure made Thomas 
Hardy deCide to wnte no more novels Notwlthstandmg any statements 
he may himself have made to that effect, I do not belIeve It However 
unjust you may thmk the attacks upon you, however hurt you may be 
by hostile cntICIsm, If the idea of a novel comes to you, If characters 
take on flesh and blood m your creative fancy so that they seem more 
hvmg than your frIends and relatIOns, to hell WIth the publIc and to 
hell With the CrItIcs, you wIll wnte your novel to nd yourself of Its 
obsessIOn Hardy was a regIOnal novelIst, he was never happy when he 
stepped out of hiS natIve Wessex, and that means that hIS scope was 
lImited, my own belIef IS that he ceased to wnte novels because he had 
exhausted the vem He had verse to turn to, and he had wntten verse 
all hiS hfe It IS harsh and sometimes clumsy, for hiS ear was of no 
great dehcacy, but It had a rude vIgor, an ongmahty and a power that 
make It at ItS best somethmg very hke great poetry It may well be that 
some of hiS poems wIll contmue to be read long after hIS novels have 
been forgotten 

Then I come to Wilham Butler Yeats He died at a npe old age 
shortly before the };legmnmg of .the second World War and so may be 
accounted happy Though he could at tImes be very good company, he 
was a pompous, vam man, to hear h\m read hiS own verses was as 
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, 
excruciating a torture as anyone could be exppsed to, he adopted the 
poses of a great poet as blatantly as a ham actor adopts the poses of a 
great tragedIan, and the dIsconcertIng thIng was tha't he was a great 
poet He was certaInly the greatest poet of Iris generatIOn, and 1 thInk 
It IS a safe bet that he wIll occupy an honorable, more, fm exalted place 
in the long lIne of poets who SInce Chaucer have made our literature 
splendId Most poets appear to be best InspIred when they are stIll 
young, and It IS often a misfortune for them when, lIke Wordsworth, 
they lIve too long, but not the least remarkable thIng about Yeats IS 
that he grew a better poet as he grew older HIS early work has a mIsty, 
mUSIcal beauty, It wa~ romantIc, sensuous and sentImental But In hIS 
fiftIes he began to wnte very dIfferently HIS verse was as mUSIcal as 
before, to wnte mUSIcally was a pnceless gIft he receIved from nature, 
but the tone grew conversatIOnal and he abandoned vagueness of 
language and nchness of ornament for preclSlon and bareness He 
exchanged the world of fantasy for the actual world "1 am content," 
he saId, "to follow to ltS source every event In actIOn or In thought." 
To my great regret I may only pnnt three of hIS poems here 

1 fimsh wIth FranCIS Thompson Born In the north of England, he 
was for a tIme a medIcal student, then a book agent, after that he was 
in the boot trade and then enlIsted in the army He was dI~charged as 
mcompetent He went to London and for four Yf'ars, sometIme'> home
less and often starvmg, he kept body and soul together by runnmg 
errand~, seIlmg matches and fetchmg cabs One of the most hornble 
sIghts of the London of my youth was that of those ragged loafers who 
ran after a four-wheeler when you had luggage on It to earn a tnfle by 
helpmg you down wIth It and carrymg It mto your house For all one' 
know~, one may have gIven a careless shIllmg to the great and pItiful 
poet who wa~ FranCIS Thompson He drank and doped At last he was 
rescued from thIS hfe of degraded mIsery by Francls MeyneIl, to whom 
he had sent a poem, and under hIS care and that of hIS accomplIshed 
WIfe enjoyed trll hIS death such mItIgatIOns to eXIstence as respectabIlIty 
can afford 

It IS fittmg that 1 should end thIS anthology wIth the poem that was 
found among hIS papers after hIS decease 
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The Lzsteners 

WALTER DE LA MARE 

"Is there anybody there?" said the Traveler, 
Knockmg on the moonlit door, 

And lus horse m the silence champed the grasse; 
Of the forest's ferny floor 

And a bird flew up out of the turret, 
Above the Traveler's head 

And he smote upon the door agam a second tlIne; 
"Is there anybody there?" he said 

But no one descended to the Traveler, 
No head from the leaf-frmged Sill 

Leaned over and looked mto hIS gray eyes, 
Where he stood perplexed and still 

But only a host of phantom lIsteners 
That dwelt m the lone house then 

Stood lIstenmg m the qUIet of the moonhght 
To that vOIce from the world of men 

Stood throngIng the faInt moonbeams on the dark stair 
'l'na't goes 6.own 'to 't'ne empty 'naii, 

Hearkenmg m an air stlrred and shaken 
By the lonely Traveler's call 

And he felt m his heart theIr strangeness, 
TheIr stIllness answermg hIS cry, 

While hIS horse moved, croppmg the dark turf, 
'Neath the starred and leafy sky, 

For he suddenly smote on the door, even 
Louder, and lifted hIS head -

"Tell them I came, and no one answered, 
That I kept my word," he said 

Never the least stir made the listeners, 
Though every word he spake 

Fell echomg through the ~hadowmess of the still house 
From the one man left awake 

Aye, they heard hIS foot upon the stIrrup, 
And the sound of Iron on stone, 

And how the sIlence surged softly backward, 
When the plungIng hodfs were gone 



An EfJitaph 

WALTER DE LA MARE 

Here hes a most beautIful lady, 
LIght of step and heart was she; 
I think she was the most beauuful lady 
That ever was In the West Country 

But beauty vamshes, beauty passes; 
Hov. ever rare-rare It be, 
And when I crumble, who will remember 
ThIS lady of the West Country? 

Mandalay 

RUDYARD KIPLING 

By the old Moulmem Pagoda, lookm' lazy at thf' sea, 
There's a Burma girl a-settm', and I know she thtnks 0' me; 
For the wmd IS m the palm-trees, and the temple-bells they say: 
"Corne you back, you BrItish soldIer, corne you back to Mandalayl" 

Corne you back to Mandalay, 
Where the old FlotIlla lay 
Can't you 'ear theIr paddles chunkm' from Rangoon to 

Mandalay? 
On the road to Mandalay, 
Where the fiym' -fishes play, 
An' the dawn comes up lIke thunder outer Chma 'crost the Bay! 

'Er petticoat was yaller an' 'er little cap was green, 
An' 'er name was Supl-yaw-Iat-Jes' the same as Theebaw's Queen, 
An' I seed her first a-smokm' of a whackm' white cheroot, 
An' a-wastm' ChrIstian kisses on an 'eathen Idol's foot 

Bloomm' Idol made 0' mud-
W ot they called the Great Gawd Budd-
Plucky lot she cared for Idols when I k.'iSed 'er where she stud! 
On the road to Mandalay 
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When the mist was on the rice~field$ an' the sun was droppin' slow, 
She'd git 'er httle banjo.an' she'd SlOg "Kulla-Io-Lo!" 
With 'er arm upon my shoulder an' 'er cheek agio my cheek 
We useter watch'the steamers an' the hathts plhn' teak 

ElephlOts a'pihn' te~ 
In the sludgy, squdgy creek, 
Where the sIlence 'ung that 'eavy you was 'arf afraid to speak! 
On the road to Mandalay ... 

But that's all shove be'md me-long ago an' fur away, 
An' there am't no 'busses runnin' from the Bank to Mandalay; 
An' I'm learmn' 'ere 10 London what the ten-year soldIer tells 
"If you've 'eard the East a-calhn', you won't never 'eed naught else." 

No' you won't 'eed nothIn' else 
But them SPICY garlic smells, 
An' the sunshIne an' the palm-trees an' the tInkly temple-bells, 
On the road to Mandalay 

I am sick 0' wastin' leather on these gritty pavIn' -stones, 
An' the blasted Enghsh driZZle wakes the fever 10 my bones, 
Tho' I walks wIth fifty 'ousemaids outer Chelsea to the Strand, 
An' they talks a lot 0' lovm', but wot do they understand;! 

Beefy face an' grubby 'and
Law' wot do they understand;! 
I've a neater, sweeter malden 10 a cleaner, greener land' 
On the road to Mandalay 

siup me somewheres east of Suez, where the best l~ lIke the worst, 
Where there aren't no Ten Commandments an' a man can raise a thIrst, 
For the temple-bells are calIm', an' It'S there that I would be-
By the old Moulmem Pagoda, lookmg lazy at the sca, 

On the road to Mandalay, 
Where the old FlotIlla lay, 
WIth our sIck beneath the awnmgs when we went to Mandalay' 
On the road to Mandalay, 
Where the fiym'-fishes play, 
An' the dawn comes up hke thunder outer Chma 'crost the Bay! 



A Shropshire Lu"d 
xxu 

A E. HOUSMAN 

The street sounds to the soldlers' tread, 
And out we troop to see. 

A smgle redcoat turns Ius head, 
He turns and looks at me 

My man, from sky to sky's so far, 
We never crossed before, 

Such leagues apart the world's ends are, 
We're bke to meet no more, 

What thoughts at heart have you and I 
We cannot stop to tell, 

But dead or hvmg, drunk or dry, 
SoldIer, I wIsh you well 

Last Poems 
XI 

A E HOUSMAN 

Yonder see the mornmg bhnk 
The sun is up, and up must I, 

To wash and dress and eat and drmk 
And look at things and talk and think 

And work, and God knows why 

Oh often have I washed and dressed 
And what's to show for all my pam? 

Let me he abed and rest 
Ten thousand tl~es I've done'my best 

And all> to do agam. 
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Last Poems 
XXVI 

A. E. HOUSMAN 

The half-moon westers low, my love, 
And the wmd brings up the rain, 

And wide apart he we, my love, 
And seas between the twain 

I know not If It rams, my love, 
In the land where you do he; 

And oh, so sound you sleep, my love, 
You know no more than I 

More Poems 
XII 

A E HOUSMAN 

I promise nothmg fnends will part; 
All things may end, for all began, 

And truth and smgleness of heart 
Are mortal even as IS man 

But thiS unlucky love should last 
When answered passions thm to air; 

Eternal fate so deep has cast 
Its sure foundatIon of despalf. 
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More Poems 
hl(XVI 

A E HOUSMAN 

Here dead lie we because we did not choose 
To hve and shame the land from which we sprung. 

Ltfe:, to be sure, IS nothmg much to lose, 
B~ young men think it is, and we were young 

bl Time oj "The Breaking of N ations"l 

'Jer. 

THOMAS HARDY 

Only a man harrOWIng clods 
In a slow sIlent walk 

WIth an old horse that stumbles and nods 
Half asleep as they stalk 

11 

Only thm smoke WIthout flame 
From the heaps of couch-grass; 

Yet thIS wIll go onward the same 
Though Dynastles pass 

III 

Yonder a maid and her WIght 
Come whispering by. 

War's annals will cloud into night 
Ere their story die. 



The: Darkling Thrush 

TBOMAS HARDY 

I leant upon a coppIce gate 
When Frost was spectre-gray, 

And Wmter's dregs made desolate 
The weakening eye of day 

The tangled blOc-stems scored the sky 
Like stnngs of broken lyres, 

And all mankmd that haunted mgh 
Had sought theIr household fires 

The land's sharp features seemed to be 
The Century's corpse oudeant, 

HIs crypt and cloudy canopy, 
The wmd Ius death-lament 

The anCIent pulse of germ and bIrth 
Was shrunken hard and dry, 

And every spmt upon earth 
Seemed fervourles~ as I 

At once a VOIce arose among 
The bleak tWIgS overhead 

In a full-hearted evensong 
Of JOY Ilhmlted, 

An aged thrush, fraIl, gaunt, and small, 
In blast-beruilled plume, 

Had chosen thus to flmg hIS soul 
Upon the growing gloom. 

So httle cause for carolhngs 
Of such ecstatIC sound 

Was wntten on terrestnal tlungs 
Afar or mgh around, 

That I could thmk there trembled through 
HIS happy good-mght aIr 

Some blessed Hope, whereof he knew 
And I was unaware 
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In Tenebris 

THOMAS HARDY 

I 

"Percussus sum Sl£ ut foenum, et arult cor meum "-Ps c& 

Wmtertime mghs, 
But my bereavement-pain 
It cannot brmg agam 

TWIce no one dIes 

Flower-petals flee; 
But, smce It once hath been, 
No more that severmg scene 

Can harrow me 

BIrds famt m dread 
I shall not lose old strength 
In the lone frost's black length' 

Strength long smce fled' 

Leaves freeze to dun; 
But fnends can not turn cold 
ThIS season as of old 

For hIm wIth none 

Tempests may scath, 
But love can not make smart 
Agam thIS year hIS heart 

Who no heart hath 

Black IS mght's cope, 
But death wIll not appal 
One who, past doubtmgs all, 

W a\.ts \.~ 'J..~b..~~. 
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Nightingales 

R£>BERT BRIDGES 

Beautiful must be the mountams ~hence ye come, 
And bnght 10 the frwtful valleys the streams, wherefrom 

Ye learn your song 
Where are those starry wC'ods? 0 might I wander there, 
Among the flowers, which 10 that heavenly au 

Bloom the year long' 

Nay, barren are those moun tams and spent the streams 
Our song IS the VOIce of desire, that haunts our dreams, 

A throe of the heart, 
Whose p1010g vIsions dim, forbIdden hopes profound, 
No dy10g cadence nor long Sigh can sound, 

For all our art 

Alone, aloud 10 the raptured ear of men 
We pour our dark nocturnal secret, and then, 

As mght IS Withdrawn 
From these sweet-spr1Ogmg meads and burst10g boughs of May, 
Dream, whlle the innumerable chOIr of day 

Welcome the dawn 

When You Are Old 

WILLIAM BUTLER YEATS 

When you arc old and gray and full of sleep, 
And noddmg by the fire, take down thiS book, 
And slowly read, and dream of the soft look 
Your eyes had once, and of their shadows deep, 

How many loved your moments of glad grace, 
And loved. your beaut) With love false or true, 
But one man loved the pllgrlm soul 10 you, 
And loved the sorrows of your changing face 
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And bendIng down be:\ide the glowing bars 
Munnur, a lIttle sadly, how Jove ied 
And paced upon the mountains overhead 
And hid his face amid a crowd of stars. • , 

The Wild Swans at Coole 

WILLIAM BUTLER YEATS 

The trees are m their autumn beauty, 
The woodland paths are dry, 
Under the October tWIlIght the water 
Mirrors a stIll sky, 
Upon the bnmmmg water among the stones 
Are mne and fifty swans 

The nmetecnth Autumn has come upon me 
Smce I first made my count, 
I saw, before I had well fimshed, 
All suddenly mount 
And scatter wheelmg 10 great broken rmgs 
Upon thelr clamorous wings 

I have looked upon those bnlhant creatures, 
And now my heart IS sore 
All's changed smce I, hearmg at tWIhght, 
The first tIme on trus shore, 
The bell-beat of theIr wmgs above my head, 
Trod wIth a hghter tread 

Unweaned stIll, lover by lover, 
They paddle In the cold, 
Compamonable streams or chmb the air; 
TheIr hearts have not grown old; 
PassIon or conquest, wander where they will, 
Attend upon them stIlI. 
But now they dnft on the stIll water 
Mystenous, beautiful, 
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Among what rushes ~l they build, 
By what lake's edge or pool 
DelVJht man's eyes when I awake some day 
To find they have flown away;! 

Sailing to Byzantium 

WILLIAM BUTLER YEATS 

That IS no country for old men The young 
In one another's arms, birds m the trees, 
-Those dying generations-at their song, 
The salmon-falls, the mackerel-crowded seas, 
Fish, fle<;h, or fowl, commend all summer Iorlg 
Whatever I~ begotten, born, and dies 
Caught m that sensual musIc all neglect 
Monuments of unagmg intellect. 

An aged man IS but a paltry thmg, 
A tattered coat upon a stick, unless 
Soul clap Its hands and smg, and louder sing 
For every tatter m ItS mortal dress, 
Nor IS there smgmg school but studymg 
Monuments of ItS own magruficence, 
And therefore I have sailed the seas, and corfle 
To the holy CIty of ByzantIUm. 

III 

Osages standmg In God's holy fire 
As m the gold mosaIC of a wall, 
Come from the holy fire, perne l In a gyre, 
And be the singing-masters of my soul 
Consume my heart away, SIck WIth deSire 
And fastened to a dymg ammal 
It knows not what It IS, and gather me 
Into the l<rtJfice of etermty 

'Peme' change attitude 



IV 

Once out of nature I shall never take 
My bodIly form from any nattyal tIung, 
But such a form as GrecIan goldsmIths IIlake 
Of hammered gold and gold enamehng 
To keep a drowsy Emperor awake, 
Or set upon a golden bough to SIng 
To lords and ladles of Byzantium 
Of what IS past. or passIng, or to come. 

U In No Strange Land" 

FRANCIS THOMPSON 

o world invISIble, we VIew thee, 
o world intangtble, we touch thee, 
o world unknowable, we know thee, 
Inapprehenslble, we clutch thee' 

Does the fish soar to find the ocean, 
The eagle plunge to find the alr
That we a~k of the stars In motion 
If they have rumor of thee there? 

Not where the wheelmg systems darken, 
And our benumbed COnCeIVIng soars ,
The drIft of pmIOns, would we hearken, 
Beats at our own clay-shuttered doors 

The angels keep theIr anCIent places; 
Turn but a stone, and ~tart a wmg' 
'Tls ye, 'tIS your estranged faces, 
That IlliS5 the many-splendored thmg 

But, when so sad thou canst not sadder, 
Cry ,-and upon thy so sore loss 
Shall shIne the traffic of Jacob's ladder 
PItched betWIXt Heaven and CharIng Cross. 
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Yea, in tie night, my Soul, my daughter, 
Cry,--clmging Heaven by the hems; 
At.d 10, Christ walking on the water 
Not of Genf1esareth, but Thames I 
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