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contemporaries. Every form of writing
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resented here; there are examples of short
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selected for its literary quality, for its
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Introduction

ONE oF the minor, but delectable and innocent, pleasures of
life is to wander about a well-stocked bookshop, looking at titles, taking
up a volume here and there, and turning over the pages; and the
pleasure is enhanced if there is in the store an assistant sufficiently
well informed to tell you something of a book that has excited your
curiosity or to suggest one that you did not know of on a subject that
happens to be of interest to you. But this is a pleasure of which the vast
majority of the inhabitants of the United States are deprived, for, rela-
tively 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
population. I myself know a city of now nearly two hundred thou-
sand inhabitants in which the one place where you can buy new books
is a gift shop, and the stock consists only of the season’s best sellers. The
inhabitant of a small town must be satisfied, if at all, with what reprints
he can buy at his local drug store.

The need of the public is, however, further supplied by a number of
organizations that have sprung up to sell books by mail to members
secured by intensive advertising. These books are chosen for them by
judges often of reputation, but of varying literary tastes, and the pro-
priety of their judgment is determined by the number of books returned
by customers who do not like them and by the increase or at least main-
tenance of membership. This is probably as good a way of buying 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-
selves and make their own choice; but it is naturally a limiting way,
since you must accept the judgment of three or four persons upon what
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will afford you pleasure or information, and their judgment in turn is
influenced by the necessity of selecting books that will appeal to the
average taste and sc make it possibie 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, since books must
be sent to subscribers at regular intervals, it happens on occasion that
books of very indifferent merit are given a diffusion almost as wide.

I do not underestimate the value of the various 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 convinced, likewise, that those whose
business it is to choose the books sent out to subscribers are alive to their
great responsibility; with them lies the guidance in taste and culture
of a vast number of their fellow citizens; and I am sure they do their
best with the material they have to deal with within the limits 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 opportunity is small to select books
that appeal to his idiosyncrasy and personal interest. A challenging 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 spirit. I know, of course, that if you do not like the books a book
club sends you, they will send you any one you ask for, but then you are
forced to trust to reviews or to the publishers’ advertisements in the
papers. A very small experience will teach you that this is a hazardous
way of buying books.

I do not forget the public libraries; many of these, even in quite small
towns, are astonishingly well provided, and the librarians I for my part
have come across are knowledgeable and very willing to put their
knowledge at your disposal. But books are comfortable things to have
about a house: kindly friends who do not reproach you if you neglect
them, and when you take them up again are as ready as before to give
you what they have to offer of refreshment and diversion. It is very nice
to own books. That many people think so is shown by the success of a
recent venture. Some little while ago, thanks to the happy thought of
the publisher who conceived it and the persistence with which he urged
it, the chain stores have given counter space to books. The experiment
has proved successful and the enormous number of books that have in
one year been sold in one chain of stores alone sufficiently shows that
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there is in the public at large a healthy desire to possess books that can
be bought at a moderate price. 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 manifest that there is in the people of this country a bound-
less curiosity and an eager desire to learn. Every town in the United
States 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 opportunity, which they have never had before, of purchasing for
a very small sum books, new books, that will, according to their desire,
afford them recreation or instruction. Since in reading, perhaps more
than in anything 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 reading grows more extensive and their taste
widens, learn how much enjoyment may be found in great literature,
and through it acquire the breadth of vision, the independence of judg-
ment, the tolerance and magnanimity that will make them worthy
inhabitants of the world of the future. It may be that when the toil
and trouble of these times are matters of history, this innovation will
be looked upon as onec of the most important events of our day. It will
have brought literature, with its infinite possibilitics, within 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 in the chain stores has diminished neither
the membership of the book clubs nor the takings of the regular book-
shops. The book clubs, and the bookshops to a great extent, depend
on books published at a much higher price. It looks then as though the
purchasers of this immense number of books are buyers who have seldom
bought books beforc; and since 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 buying books or had the occasion to do so. It occurred to me
that it would bc useful to them, and I hoped interesting, if I could give
them for their guidance, as it were, a bird’s-eye view of literary produc-
tion in England and America during the last forty or fifty years. That
is what I have tried to do in this volume. It is imperfect, partly owing
to my own inadequacy for the task, since my reading, except in special
subjects, has been desultory, and it is only too probable that I have
remained unacquainted with certain authors a selection from whose
works would have made my picture more complete; but it is imperfect
also because my space was severely limited. I wished this book to be
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published at so low a price that it would strain no one’s resources to
buy it, and the cost of production set definite bounds to the quantity
of material I could include. ’

But because I have made this anthology for the plain people of this
country, for the woman who goes into 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 paint, I wish no one to think that I have on that account
allowed my choice to be qualified by any consideration that what I was
offering these readers might be above their heads. Far from it. With
the object I had in mind of giving a survey of literary production
during a certain period, I have chosen what seemed to me best and
most significant. I believe in 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 galleries were crowded largely with young working men and
their wives or sweethearts from the neighboring armament factories.
I could not see that they were repelled or cven puzzled by the pictures
of Cézanne, Van Gogh, Picasso, Matisse, Braque, and so on; on the
contrary, they appeared to be deeply interested in them. They stood in
front of them, eagerly discussing them, receptive, and it seemed to me
anxious to discover what there was in them for them. I had a notion
that those pictures spoke to them in a language they instinctively under-
stood.

It would be interesting in this connection to know the number
of people who listen in on the radio to serious 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 inferior
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 interest themselves in is the not
so good. It is the sophisticated, the cultured dilettantes, the fashionable
who are more likely to lose their heads over the second rate; since some-
thing other than deep-felt emotion is concerned, they are apt to mistake
oddness for originality and speciousness for truth. But the band wagon
often topples them over into 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 yaiue. After all, we none of us do that, and few of us are so deli-
cately constituted that we can put up with nothing but the first rate.
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Most of us can very much like things of unequal merit. I know for my
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 War and Peace. 1 mean only that there are
many people in this country, many millions it may be, who are quite
as capable of enjoying great music, great paintings, and great literature
as those others who have had ampler opportunities to form their taste
and confirm their judgment. So in this anthology I have made no com-
promise. I would not claim that all the pieces in it are great literature;
during 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;
indeed, we have been told that it can be got into a five-foot shelf, and
this is a necessarily incomplete selection from the writing in England
and America of half a century. I do claim, however, that none of these
pieces can fail to appeal for one reason or another to a curious and in-
telligent mind.

I have always felt that reading should be a pleasure. Of course ta
get anything out of it you must give it your full attention, but to a
healthy understanding there is nothing disagreeable in the activity of
the intellect. It is however the business of an author to make your
perusal of his work enjoyable. There are writers who have things to
say that are interesting 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. Since this anthology is designed also
to persuade people to the habit of reading, I have, so far as I honestly
could, left out writing of this sort; I wanted to show that good reading
could very well be pleasant reading.

I have followed here the plan I adopted a good many years ago in
The Traveller’s Library. I am inclined to think it is not an unsatisfactory
one, since in the meantime other anthologists have used it too. But in
tha* volume I had at my disposal all the space I wanted so that I was
able to include three novels which for various reasons interested me,
I should have liked to do this again, for it would have given me a bettex
chance of making the survey of the literature of the period more thor.-
ough. It could not be done at the price. For the rest the model is the
same. It is a selection of poems, short stories, and what, for want of au
equivalent English term, I am forced against my will to call belles-lettrus.

Some of the pieces are by English authors and some by American, but
I*have not sought in any way to distinguish them, for I think the time
has passed when there was any point in speaking of English literature
and American literature; I prefer now to speak of it as one, the litera:
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ture 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 writing at the beginning of my period. This I have
done because for us who live now the present is our more pressing con-
cern. The literary productions of our contemporaries speak our own
language and are dressed in 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 acquainted with
them, it is with a sense of familiarity which is a help to such of us as
have never acquired the habit of reading. Because they deal with a life
that is our life they have an immediate interest. That indeed 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 ingenuity to give a new twist to situations that have already
been written to death. Think what luck the author had who invented
the story of Cinderella, and how fortunate was he to whom it first
occurred that he could make a moving tale out of the seduction of a
village maiden by a bad rich man. The most striking figures that flit
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 in every imaginable guise; and we, dealing with them, if
deal we must, only with misgiving, 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 remains, and it is with that that we must
stand comparison. We could never support the competition if it were
not that, writing of contemporary life, we have something to offer con-
temporary readers that even the greatest masters of a bygone day can-
not quite give them. For that reason I have felt justified in making most
of my selections from the compositions of the last twenty years. I have
put the earlier writers toward the end of this volume because I thought
I could thus more easily inveigle the reader to read them. I thought
that on coming to them step by step he would discover how small an
adjustment of spirit it necded to find in them, notwithstanding differ-
ences of manner and usage, something to his purpose; and then, learn-
ing to his surprise that even those who wrote in the dark age of the
nineties could be entertaining, he might be tempted to go back further
still and see what there was for him in the great works that are the
outstanding glory of our culture.

People will not read the classics because they have got it into their
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heads that they are dull. They have formed 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 maturity, mauy
persons should suppose that there is little in the great works of the past
that can help them to deal with the anxious and harassing present. But
a work becomes a classic only because succceding generations of people,
ordinary readers like you and me, have found delight in reading 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 included in this anthology nothing that to my mind has not a
merit of its own, but to fulfill my intention in making it I have put in
some pieces of which the literary merit is small because they seemed to
me significant of the time at which they were written. I have had on
the other hand to leave out some things that I thought both significant
and of literary 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 Fire and Cloud. I wish to stress this point because, after I pub-
lished the anthology called Tellers of Tales, 1 was made aware that
some of my fellow authors were affronted because I had not included
any story of theirs. One wrote to me very acrimoniously, pointing out
that his storics had appeared in anthologies for twenty years and the
fact that I had not thought fit to insert one proved to his complete
satisfaction that I did not know a good story when I saw it. Well, I had
read the stories of this irascible author and had received pleasure from
them, but here again my space was limited; I was making a choice
from stories written since the beginning of the nineteenth century in the
five countries that have cultivated the art to best advantage, and I
thought that each country should be adequately represented; though
I thought the stories 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 asked him for permission to print
a piece of his. It may be that I would have liked to, but it did not quite
fit into 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 which
a professional critic is in duty bound to have. I have my likes and dis-
itkes, and though I am not blind to the merit 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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generous help in the preparation of this anthology. If in any manner
it achieves the aim I had in view in making it, a great part of the credit
will be due to the profitable advice I have received from my friends
Glenway Wescott, Ken McCormick, Donald Elder, and Rebecca Pitts.

W.S.M.
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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
listed are books by the writers whose work you have just sampled.
Sometimes they are books by authors whose work is in the same vein
or written in 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 recading. A few collections and anthologies have been included in
these lists, and some magazines are named. Naturally, not everything
in these anthologies and magazines is directly pertinent to what you
have been recading, but you will usually find something that is. As with
the selections themselves, the titles on the reading lists have been chosen
by merit. Each is among the best of its kind, and if anything of value
has been omitted, it is only because of the lack of space.
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I Beciv with three stories by young writers. Until Eudora
Welty’s stories were issued last year in book form, they were known, 1
think, only to the readers of the literary magazines, which, notwith-
standing an inconsiderable circulation, by their hospitality to new
talent, have done so much to foster native gifts that it is greatly to be
deplored that the stress of the times has forced a number of them to
discontinue publication. Eudora Welty has a talent that is fresh and
alert. There are as good stories in the book as “Petrified Man,” but
none more amusing.

I found “The- Visit,” by Andy Logan, in the 1941 volume of the
O. Henry Prize Stories. It was reprinted from a college magazine.
It struck me, not only because it seemed to me a well-composed story,
but because it deals with a poignant situation that, owing 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 stories is a very celebrated one, William Saroyan’s
“The Daring Young Man on the Flying Trapeze.” Because it is so
well known and has without doubt appeared in many anthologies,
I read once more all Saroyan’s stories on the chance of finding one
as good and less familiar. Saroyan is an uneven writer. He has the
spontaneity and the exuberance, the facility 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 trivial. That doesn’t matter; an author has the right to be judged
by his best work. Because, after reading all his stories, I still think
that “The Daring Young Man” has originality, emotion, concision,



and technical dexterity, in fact all the qualities one demands of a
short story, and is besides a tragic commentary on a significant moment
1 American civilization, I have thought well to print it here. I do
not really care if you have read it before; it will well bear reading again.

Petrified Man

EUDORA WELTY

ReacH IN my purse and git me a cigarette without no powder in it
if you kin, Mrs Fletcher, honey,” said Leota to her ten o’clock
shampoo-and-set customer. “I don’t like no perfumed cigarettes.”

Mrs Fletcher gladly reached over to the lavender shelf under the
lavender-framed mirror, shook a hair net loose from the clasp of the
patent-leather bag, and slapped her hand down quickly on a powde
puff which burst out when the purse was opened.

“Why, look at the peanuts, Leota!” said Mrs Fletcher in her marvel-
ing voice.

“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, settling back. Hidden in
this den of curling fluid and henna packs, separated by a lavender
swing door from the other customers, who were being gratified in
other booths, she could give her curiosity its freedom. She looked ex-
pectantly at the black part in Leota’s yellow curls as she bent to light
the cigarette.

“Mrs Pike is this lady from New Orleans,” said Leota, puffing, and
pressing into Mrs Fletcher’s scalp with strong red-nailed fingers. “A
friend, 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 thing but rent out their room. So we
rented it to Mrs Pike. And Mr Pike.” She flicked an ash into the basket
of dirty towels. “Mrs Pike is a very decided blonde. She bought me
the peanuts.”

“She must be cute,” said Mrs Fletcher.

“Honey, ‘cute’ ain’t the word for what she is. I'm tellin’ 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 air, and paused dramatically as
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a cloud of Mrs Fletcher’s hennaed hair floated out of the lavender
teeth like a small storm cloud.

“Hair fallin’.”

“Aw, Leota.”

“Uh-huh, commencin’ to fall out,” said Leota, combing again, and
letting fall another cloud.

“Is it any dandruff in it?” Mrs Fletcher was frowning, her hair-
line eyebrows diving down toward her nose, and her wrinkled, beady-
lashed eyelids batting with concentration.

“Nope.” She combed again. “Just fallin’ out.”

“Bet it was that last perm’nent you gave me that did it,” Mrs Fletcher
said cruelly. “Remember you cooked me fourteen minutes.”

“You had fourteen minutes comin’ to you,” said Leota with finality.

“Bound to be somethin’,” persisted Mrs Fletcher. “Dandruff, dand-
ruff. I couldn’t of caught a thing like that from Mr Fletcher, could I?”

“Well,” Leota answered at last, “you know what I heard in here
yestiddy, one of Thelma’s ladies was settin’ over yonder in Thelma’s
booth gittin’ a machineless, and I don’t mean to insist or insinuate
or anything, Mrs Fletcher, but Thelma’s lady just happ’med to throw
out—I forgotten what she was talkin’ 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 ain’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 little thing like
that,” Leota said, combing hastily, as though to hold Mrs Fletcher
down by the hair. “I'm sure it was somebody didn’t mean no harm
in the world. How far gone are you?”

“Just wait,” said Mrs Fletcher, and shrieked for Thelma, who
came in and took a drag from Leota’s cigarette.

“Thelma, honey, throw your mind back to yestiddy if you kin,’
said Leota, drenching Mrs Fletcher’s hair with a thick fluid and catch-
ing the overflow in a cold wet towel at her neck.

“Well, I got my lady half wound for a spiral,” said Thelma doubt-

fully. " .
“This won’t take but a minute,” said Leota. “Who is it you got
in there, old Horse Face? Just cast your mind back and try to re-
member who your lady was yestiddy who happ’m to mention that my
customer was pregnant, that’s all. She’s dead to know.”
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Thelma drooped her blood-red lips 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 if she ev’m Knows you’re on the way.”

“Thelma!” cried Leota staunchly.

“All T know is, whoever it is ’ll be sorry some day. Why, I just barely
knew it myself!” cried 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 little boy
was making tents with aluminum wave pinchers on the floor under
the sink.

“Billy Boy, hon, mustn’t bother nice ladies,” Leota smiled. She
slapped him brightly 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, still unmollified.

“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 ladies’ hats, they come down over his eyes like
I don’t know what. They just git to look ridiculous, that’s what, an’
of course he’s gonna put ’em on: hats. They tole Mrs Pike they didn’t
appreciate him hangin’ around there. Here, he couldn’t hurt a thing.”

“Well! I don’t like children that much,” said Mrs Fletcher.

“Well!” said Leota moodily.

“Well! I’'m almost tempted not to have this one,” said Mrs Fletcher.
“That Mrs Hutchinson' Just looks straight through you when she sees
you on the street and then spits at you behind your back.”

“Mr Fletcher would beat you on the head if you didn’t have it now,”
said Leota reasonably. “After going this far.”

Mrs Fletcher sat up straight. “Mr Fletcher can’t do a thing with me.”

“He can’t!” Leota winked at herself in the mirror.

“No siree, 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 live with. And if I really look that pregnant al-
ready——"

“Well, now, honey, I just want you to know—I habm’t told any of
‘ny ladies and I ain’t goin’ to tell ’em—even that you’re losin’ your
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hair. You just get you one of those Stork-a-Lure dresses and stop
worryin’. 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 ain’t ever goin’ to lay eyes on Mrs
Pike or her lay eyes on you, so what diffunce does it make in the long
run?”’

“I knew it!” Mrs Fletcher deliberately nodded her head so as to
destroy a ringlet Leota was working 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 Hutchinson?”

“Naw, Lord! It was Mrs Pike.”

“Mrs Pike!” Mrs Fletcher could only sputter and let curling fluid
roll into 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, sayin’ they was goin’ to catch ’em some
fish, but they didn’t, a course. So we was settin’ in Mrs Pike’s car,
is a 1939 Dodge »?

“1939, eh,” said Mrs Fletcher.

“—An’ we was gettin’ us a Jax beer apiece—that’s the beer that
Mrs Pike says is made right in N.O., so she won’t drink no other kind.
So I seen you drive up to the drugstore an’ run in for just a secont,
leavin’ I reckon Mr Fletcher in the car, an’ come runnin’ out with
looked like a perscription. So I says to Mrs Pike, just to be makin’ talk,
‘Right yonder’s Mrs Fletcher, and I recken that’s Mr Fletcher—she’s
one of my regular customers,’ I says.”

“I had on a figured print,” said Mrs Fletcher tentatively.

“You sure did,” agreed Leota. “So Mrs Pike, she give you a good
look—she’s very observant, a good judge of character, cute as a
minute, you know—and she says, ‘I bet you another Jax that lady’s
three months on the way.’”

“What gall!” said Mrs Fletcher. “Mrs Pike!”

“Mrs Pike ain’t goin’ to, bite you,” said Leota. “Mrs Pike is a lovely
girl, you’d be crazy about her, Mrs Fletcher. But she can’t sit still
a minute. We went to the travelin’ freak show yestiddy after work.
I got through early—nine o’clock. In the vacant store next door?
What, you ain’t been?”

“No, I despise freaks,” declared Mrs Fletcher.
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“Aw. Well, honey, talkin’ about bein’ pregnant an’ all, you ought
to see those twins in 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 in a bottle, see? Born joined
plumb together—dead a course.” Leota dropped her voice into 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 an’
two faces an’ four arms an’ four legs, all kind of joined here. See, this
face looked this-a-way, and the other face looked that-a-way, over
their shoulder, see. Kinda pathetic.”

“Glah!” said Mrs Fletcher disapprovingly.

“Well, ugly? Honey, I mean to tell you—their parents was first
cousins and all like that. Billy Boy, git me a fresh towel from off Teeny’s
stack—this ’n’s wringin’ wet—an’ quit ticklin’ my ankles with that
curler. I declare! He don’t miss nothin’.”

“Me and Mr Fletcher aren’t one speck of kin, 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 liked was the pygmies.
They’ve got these pygmies down there, too, an’ Mrs Pike was just wild
about ’em. You know, the tee-niniest men in the universe? Well honey,
they can just rest back on their little bohunkus an’ roll around an’
you can’t hardly tell if they’re sittin’ or standin’. 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 nine and one half,” said Mrs Fletcher
quickly.

“Fred’s five foot ten,” said Leota, “but I 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 kind 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 in them?”

“Aw, I don’t know,” said Leota. “She’s just cute, that’s all. But
they got this man, this petrified man, that ever’thing ever since he was
nine years old, when it goes through his digestion, see, somehow Mrs
Pike says it goes to his joints and has been turning to stone.”

“How awful!” said Mrs Fletcher.

“He’s forty-two too. That looks like a bad 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 in January, an
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Aquarian. He could move his head—Ilike this. A course his head and
mind ain’t a joint, so to speak, and I guess his stomach ain’t, either—
not yet anyways. But see—his food, he eats it, and it goes down, see,
and then he digests it”—Leota rose on her toes for an instant—“and
it goes out to his joints 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 like that? All he can do, he can move his head just a quarter
of an inch. A course he looks just terrible.”

“I should think he would,” said Mrs Fletcher frostily. “Mr Fletcher
takes bending exercises every night of the world. I make him.”

“All Fred does is lay around the house like a rug. I wouldn’t be
surprised if he woke up some day and couldn’t move. The petrified
man just sat there moving his quarter of an inch though,” said Leota
reminiscently.

“Did Mrs Pike like the petrified man?” 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 skeptically.

“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 mind reader they got in the freak show,” said Leota.
“Was real good. Lady Evangeline 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 mind’ but she had the worst manicure
I ever saw on a living 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 into some money.”

“Humph!” said Mrs Fletcher. “What does he do?”

“I can’t tell,” said Leota, “because he don’t work. Lady Evangeline
didn’t tell me near enough about my nature or anything. And I
would like to go back and find out some more about this boy. Used
to go with this boy got married to this girl. Oh, shoot, that was about
three and a half years ago, when you was still goin’ to the Robert
E. Lee Beauty Shop in 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 Evangeline was he
happy.”

“Does Mrs Pike know everything about you already?”’ asked Mrs
Fletcher unbelievingly. “Mercy!”
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“Oh yeah, I tole her ever’thing about ever’thing, from now on back
to I don’t know when—to when I first started goin’ out,” said Leota.
“So I ast Lady Evangeline for one of my questions, was he happily
married, and she says, just like she was glad I ask her, ‘Honey,’ she
says, ‘naw, hc 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 occupyin’ the same bed.” There it is, up on the wall with them
other dates—see, Mrs Fletcher? And she says, ‘Child, you ought to
be glad you didn’t git him, because he’s so mercenary.” So I'm glad
I married Fred. He sure ain’t mercenary, money don’t mean a thing
to him. But I sure would like to go back and have my other palm read.”

“Did Mrs Pike believe in what the fortunc teller said?” asked Mrs
Fletcher in a superior tone of voice.

“Lord, yes, she’s from New Orleans. Ever’body in New Orleans
believes ever’thing spooky. One of ’em in New Orleans before it was
raided says to Mrs Pike one summer she was goin’ to go from state
to state and meet some gray-hcaded men, and, surc enough, she says
she went on a beautician convention up to Chicago . . .”

“Oh!” said Mrs Fletcher. “Oh, is Mrs Pike a beautician too?”

“Sure she is,” protested Leota. “She’s a beautician. I'm goin’ to git
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
making her trip what it was, and they all three had gray in their hair
and they went in six states. Got Christmas cards from ’em. Billy Boy,
go see if Thelma’s got any dry cotton. Look how Mrs Fletcher’s
a-drippin’.”

“Where did Mrs Pike meet Mr Pike?” asked Mrs Fletcher primly.

“On another train,” said Leota.

“I met Mr Fletcher, or rather he met me, in a rental library,” said
Mrs Fletcher with dignity, as she watched the net come down over
her head.

“Honey, me an’ Fred, we met in a rumble seat eight months ago
and we was practically on what you might call the way to the altar
inside of a half an hour,” said Leota in a guttural voice, and bit a
bobby pin open. “Course it don’t last. Mrs Pike says nothin’ like that
ever lasts.”

“Mr Fletcher and myself are as much in love as the day we married,”
said Mrs Fletcher belligerently as Leota stuffed cotton into her ears.

“Mrs Pike says it don’t last,” repeated Leota in a louder voice. “Now
go git under the dryer. You can turn yourself on, can’t you? I'll be
back to comb you out. Durin’ lunch I promised to give Mrs Pike a
facial. You know—free. Her bein’ in the business, so to speak.”
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“I bet she needs one,” said Mrs Fletcher, letting the swing door
fly back against Leota. “Oh, pardon me.”

A week later, on time for her appointment, Mrs Fletcher sank
heavily into Leota’s chair after first removing a drugstore rental book,
called Life Is Like That, from the seat. She stared in a discouraged
way into the mirror.

“You can tell it when I’'m sitting down, all right,” she said.

Leota scemed preoccupied and stood shaking out a lavender cloth.
She began to pin it around Mrs Fletcher’s neck in silence.

“I said you sure can tell it when I’'m sitting straight on and coming
at you this way,” Mrs Fletcher said.

“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 pregnant!’ Id say, ‘Heck, she don’t look it to me.””

“If a certain party hadn’t found it out and spread it around, it
wouldn’t be too late even now,” said Mrs Fletcher frostily, but Leota
was almost choking her with the cloth, pinning it so tight, and she
couldn’t speak clearly. She paddled her hands in the air until Leota
wearily loosencd her.

“Listen, honey, you’re just a virgin compared to Mrs Montjoy,”
Leota was going on, still absent-minded. She bent Mrs Fletcher back
‘n the chair and, sighing, tossed liquid from a teacup onto her head
and dug both hands into her scalp. “You know Mrs Montjoy—her
husband’s that premature-gray-headed fella?”

“She’s in the Trojan Garden Club, is all I know,” said Mrs Fletcher.

“Well, honey,” said Leota, but in a weary voice, “she come in here
not the week before and not the day before she had her baby—she
come in here the very selfsame day, I mean to tell you. Child, we
was all plumb scared to death. There she was! Come for her shampoo
an’ sct. Why, Mrs Fletcher, in a hour an’ twenty minutes she was
layin’ up there in the Babtist Hospital with a seb’'m-pound son. It
was that close a shave. I declare, ¥ I hadn’t been so tired I would
of drank up a bottle of gin that night.”

“What gall,” said Mrs Fletcher. “I never knew her at all well.”

“See, her husband was waitin’ outside in the car, and her bags was
all packed an’ in the back seat, an’ she was all ready, ’cept she wanted
her shampoo an’ set. An’ havin’ one pain right after another. Her
husband kep’ comin’ in here, scared-like, but couldn’t do nothin’ 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 she look?”
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“Shoot!” said Leota.

“Well, I can guess,” said Mrs Fletcher. “Awful.”

“Just wanted to look pretty while she was havin’ her baby, is all,”
said Leota airily. “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 payin’
no mind to them little end curls. I bet she wasn’t thinkin’ 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 like 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. Maybc 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 telling.
But now you take me—1I ask Mr Fletcher’s advice now and then, and
he appreciates it, especially on something important, like is it time for
a permanent—not that I’ve told him about the baby. He says, ‘Why
dear, go ahead! Just ask their advice.”

“Huh! If I ever ast Fred’s advice we’d be floatin’ down the Yazoo
River on a houseboat or somethin’ by this time,” said Leota. “I’'m
sick of Fred. I tole him to go over to Vicksburg.”

“Is he going?” 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 agin—said my lover was goin’
to work in Vicksburg, so I don’t know who she could mean, unless she
meant Fred. And Fred ain’t workin’ here—that much is so.”

“Is he going to work in Vicksburg?” asked Mrs Fletcher. “And

“Sure, Lady Evangeline said so. Said the future is going to be
brighter than the present. He don’t want to go, but I ain’t gonna put
up with nothin’ like that. Lays around the house an’ bulls—did bull
—with that good-for-nothin’ 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 Screen Secrets and leg it.”

Mrs Fletcher heard stamping feet go out the door.

“Is that that Mrs Pike’s little boy here again?” she asked, sitting
up gingerly.

“Yeah, that’s still him.” Leota stuck out her tongue.

Mrs Fletcher could hardly believe her eyes. “Well! How’s Mrs Pike,
your attractive new friend with the sharp eyes who spreads it around
town that perfect strangers are pregnant?” she asked in a sweetened
tone.
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*Oh, Mizziz Pike.” Leota combed Mrs Fletcher’s hair with heavy
strokes.

“You act like you're tired,” said 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 thing you ever heard of. Maybe you think Mrs Pike’s got
sharp cyes. Shoot, there’s a limit! Well, you know, we rented out our
room to this Mr and Mrs Pike from New Orleans when Sal an’ Joe
Fentress got mad at us ’causc they drank up somc home-brew we
had in the closet—Sal an’ Joe did. So, a week ago Sat’day Mr and
Mrs Pike moved in. Well, I kinda 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.

“Wait. So, come night ’fore last, Fred and this Mr Pike, who Fred
just took up with, was back from they said they was fishin’, bein’ as
ncither one of ’em has got a job to his name, and we was all settin’
around in their room. So Mrs Pike -vas settin’ there, readin’ a old
Startling G-Man Tales that was mine, mind you, I’d bought it myself,
and all of a sudden she jumps!—into the air—you’d ’a’ thought she’d
set on a spider—an’ says, ‘Canficld’—ain’t that silly, that’s Mr. Pike—
‘Canficld, my God A’mighty,’ she says, ‘honey,” she says, ‘we’re rich,
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 there
she sets, pointin’ her finger at a photo in my copy of Startling G-Man.
‘See that man? yells Mrs Pike. ‘Remember him, Canfield?” ‘Never
forget a face,” says Mr Pike. ‘It’s Mr Petrie, that we stayed with him
in the apartment next to ours in Toulouse Street in N.O. for six
weeks. Mr Petric” ‘Well;” says Mrs Pike, like she can’t hold out one
secont longer, ‘Mr Petric is wanted for five hunderd dollars cash, for
rapin’ four women in California, 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 clse but in that freak show! I saw him just as plain as Mrs Pike
He was the petrified man!”

“Who would ever have thought that!” cried Mrs Fletcher symr
pathetically.
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“So Mr Pike says, ‘Well whatta you know about that,’ an’ he looks
real hard at the photo and whistles. And she starts dancin’ and singin’
about their good luck. She meant our bad luck! I made a point of
tellin’ that fortune teller the next time I saw her. I said, ‘Listen, that
magazine was layin’ around the house for a month, and there was
five hunderd dollars in it for somebody. An’ there was the freak show
runnin’ night an’ day, not two steps away from my own beauty parlor,
with Mr Petrie just settin’ there waitin’. An’ it had to be Mr and Mrs
Pike, almost perfect strangers.’”

“What gall,” said Mrs Fletcher. She was only sitting there, wrapped
in a turban, but she did not mind.

“Fortune tcllers don’t care. And Mrs Pike, she goes around actin’
like she thinks she was Mrs God,” said Leota. “So they’re goin’ to
leave tomorrow, Mr and Mrs Pike. And in the meantime I got to
keep that mean, bad little ole kid here, gettin’ under my feet cver’
minute of the day an’ talkin’ 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 anything
about it. Can you feature that? Said he kinda liked that ole bird and
said he was real nice to ’em, lent ’em money or somethin’. But Mrs
Pike simply tole him he could just go to hell, and I can see her point.
She says, ‘You ain’t worked a lick in six months, and here I make
five hunderd dollars in two scconts, 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 bird, all right,
right there in the freak show where I saw him with my own eyes,
thinkin’ he was petrified. He’s the one. Did it under his real name—
Mr Petrie. Four women in California, all in the month of August.
So Mrs Pike gits five hunderd dollars. And my magazine, and right
next door to my beauty parlor. I cried all night, but Fred said it wasn’t
a bit of use and to go to sleep, because the whole thing was just a sort
of coincidence—you know: can’t do nothin’ about it. He says 1t put
him clean out of the notion of goin’ to Vicksburg for a few days till
we rent out the room agin—no tellin’ who we’ll git this time.”

“But can you imagine anybody knowing this old man, that’s raped
four women?” persisted Mrs Fletcher, and she shuddered audibly.
“Did Mrs Pike speak to him when she met him in the freak show?”

Leota had begun to comb Mrs Fletcher’s hair. “I says to her, I says,
‘I didn’t notice you fallin’ on his neck when he was the petrified man
—don’t tell me you didn’t recognize your fine friend? And she says,
‘I didn’t recognize him with that white powder all over his face. He
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just looked familiar,” Mrs Pike says, ‘and lots of people look familiar.®
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—don’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 petrified at all, of course,” said Mrs Fletcher meditatively.
She drew herself up. “I’d ’a’ felt something,” she said proudly.

“Shoot! I did feel somethin’,” said Leota. “I tole Fred when I got
home I felt so funny. I said, ‘Fred, that ole petrified man sure did
leave me with a funny feelin’’ He says, ‘Funny-haha or funny-
peculiar? and 1 says, ‘Funny-peculiar.’” She pointed her comb into
the air emphatically.

“I’ll bet you did,” said Mrs Fletcher.

They both heard a crackling noise.

Leota screamed, “Billy Boy! What you doin’ in my purse?”

“Aw, I’m just eatin’ these ole stale peanuts up,” said Billy Boy.

“You come here to me!” screamed Leota, recklessly flinging down
the comb, which scattered a whole ash tray full of bobby pins and
knocked down a row of Coca-Cola bottles. ““This is the last straw!”

“I caught him! I caught him!” giggled Mrs Fletcher. “I’ll hold him
on my lap. You bad, bad boy, you! I guess I better learn how to spank
little old bad boys,” she said.

Leota’s eleven o’clock customer pushed open the swing door upon
Leota paddling him heartily with the brush, while he gave angry but
belittling screams which penetrated beyond the booth and filled the
whole curious beauty parlor. From everywhere ladies began to gather
round to watch the paddling. Billy Boy kicked both Leota and Mrs
Fletcher as hard as he could, Mrs Fletcher with her new fixed smile.

“There, my little man!” gasped Leota. “You won’t be able to set
down for a week if I knew what I was doin’.”

Billy Boy stomped through the group of wild-haired ladies and went
out the door, but flung back the words, “If you're so smart, why ain’t
you rich?”
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The Visit

ANDY LOGAN

“Nep’s pEorLE live there,” said Jane, suddenly lifting 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. Kleith.”

“Really?” said Dan. He crooked his elbow 1n the air and groped
about in his pocket for cigarettes. “Have one?”

“Oh no!” She looked at him quickly and turned away. He liked
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 interesting time in China?” asked Jane politely.

You might call it that, thought Dan. His best.friend had had his
head blown off. And one day when he came home from a walk around
the block, his trouser-cuffs were reddish brown around the cdges. He
remembered sending the suit to the cleaner’s.

“Rather interesting,” he said. “You’re very nice to let me spend
the night like this.”

“Don’t be silly,” said Jane, slowing up to let a hen run squawking
to the other side of the road. “There was no sense in your making
that long trip down from New York just for a couple of hours. We've
got loads of room.”

They were quict for a while, driving through the autumn sunshine
past a church and some gray farmhouses and a big, raw brick school
building 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 things like schools which 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 imagined her presiding at
meetings: “I think Mrs. Thatcher is quite right. I think the third-
grade room needs curtains very badly.”

“Are the children How old arc they now, Janc?”

She glanced at him 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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he realized suddenly, as somewhere between ten and twelve, with long
brown legs and old faces. He sccmed to have been away so long.

“You never call them Maggie and the Gencral any more?” 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 into the driveway.

The low bulk of the house lay awkwardly among the brown autumn
leaves like a thin, slceping hound. It was an undistinguished old place,
but Dan saw nothing pathetic about it, as he had half-expected. “I
wouldn’t be ashamed to point it out to anyone,” he thought; and he
had a sudden picture of himself driving along with a carful of men
in top hats, and saying casually: “Oh, by the way, that white house
there is where my wife and children live. 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 upstairs, and he had set his bag and the
presents for the children on the floor by the bed, and washed his
hands in the dark bathroom, Dan went out into the garden where his
son and daughter were playing, and was formally introduced to them.
Their clothes were rather nicer now, he suspected, than everyday;
there was something odd about a little boy playing around a farm-
yard garden in pleated linen. “I’d put you in khaki shorts if you were
mine,” thought Dan, and then stopped suddenly, because it was such
a strange thing to say.

After a while Jane went back into the house to sec about supper,
and the two children stood there before him in the late-afternoon
sun—a little girl with bows in her hair and a thin-nosed boy; and they
kicked the garden dirt with their shining shoes and called him “Father,”
but there was no conviction in their voices.

“Do you go to school® he asked them politely.

“I do,” said Margarct. “But Hugh’s too little. You have to be six.”

He tried to tell them about China and Spain and Ethiopia, but
they were too young to be very interested. They showed him their play-
house, ostentatiously, and as if it had been suggested beforehand.

“Did you come on a boat?”’ Margaret wanted to know, and he told
them about that for a while, but soon they werc making little bored
jabs at each other and quarrcling sharply. He stood watching them
uncomfortably, like a stage father who couldn’t remember his lines.

“Arc you rcally our papa®’ Hugh asked him when the dinner bell
had rung at last, and they were hurrying up the walk toward the hous~,

“Of course,” said Dan, but he had a quick, guilty feeling that he
was lying.
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It was just before dinner that Dan met Jane’s husband. As he
climbed up the steps to the back porch he saw Ned and Jane standing
there together, talking in low voices. Jane was running the dark opal
ring up and down her finger, and Dan knew she was upsct about
something. Ned stood beside her and smiled quietly at Dan. He was
in 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 wiping off their shoes with light fingers
before coming 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 in dirty, manure-green overalls.

“How do you do,” said Ned. “I’'m Ned Kleith. Glad to have you
here.” There was no ecmbarrassment in his face as he looked at Dan,
or in his large hand as it shook Dan’s strongly. “Sorry I’'m dressed
this way, but my prize mare just foaled, and I had to sce to her.”
Dan saw that the tip of the man’s red nose was pecling a little. He
smuled back uneasily.

The children, who had been standing shyly in the background, ran
forward now and threw their arms around Ned, jerking at his slceves
and grabbing his knees and looking up at him happily.

“Is’t a big colt, Ned?”

“Is’t black, Ned?”

“How soon can I ride 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 little resentfully. Dan suspected that on ordinary evenings she sat
down to eat with the family. He ate briskly as the others did, and
tried to be intelligent about secd and threshing and the breeding of
cattle. The children’s eyes were big and watchful.

Once Jane broke in sharply: “Let’s not talk about farming 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. “Wait till you’re asked, son! You know,”
he said to Dan, “we had more trouble getting that child to cat 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 little
boy’s hair playfully.

“Margaret,” said Jane, “please don’t dunk your bread.”

“But Ned does, Mother.”

“Say,” said Ned, struggling up from the table a little 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
him your garden, Jane.” He grinned at Dan. “Here—kiss your dad
good night, kids.”

“Good night, Dad.”

“Good night, Dad.”

And they pecked Dan lightly on the chin.

He felt foolish and thwarted as he took a walk around the yard with
his ex-wife. She had led him into the living room first, and then,
after a strange look about her, had hurried out through the side door
into the garden.

“The yellow roses are beautiful at this time of year, don’t you
think?” she said, waving her hand toward them in the half-light.

He came closer, to see them, and she moved away from him, her
heels biting sharply at the stonc walk. “We have loads of baby’s-breath
too. It’s lovely in 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 exciting parts, and that day they sold
the furniture to a dealer, the fellow had called the little mahogany
thing kindling 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 living with a little Polish girl down on the water-
front some place.”

“Oh,” said Jane.

“It was just the same,” he went on after a moment, leaning against
the fence. “The old gang at the table by the window—most of them
—a few new ones. We sat and argued and sang at each other nearly
all night—just like we used to. Molly’s a little fatter,” he said, “and
Joc’s gone over to another paper. Sal’s written another novel—but
they haven’t changed much.” He crushed out a cigarette, and watched
her carefully. “The phonograph was whining in the corner, and we all
sat there and sort of shouted over it through the smoke. They played
old ones mostly—‘Whispering’ ”

“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, and
we’ve built on and painted. I papered a whole bedroom myself.”

“Do you ever get up to New York, Jane?” asked Dan, breaking in.

“No.” She hesitated. “There’s not much time, you know—I have the
children and the house, and in the mornings I usually work in the
garden.” She looked around her. “And there’s church every Sunday,

17




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 of,
which means keeping accounts. Lots of things happen all the time-—
maybe you wouldn’t think 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 having
a big picnic at the amusement park——"

Suddenly Jane wasn’t talking any morc. The buzz of the evening
throbbed in Dan’s ears. “Oh, it’s great fun, you know,” she said, and
when he turned to look at her, she was crying quietly, lcaning against
the garden fence with her hands over her face.

“Hey, you two,” called Ned from the other side of the garden, and
his 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 suit hung on him loosely.

“Come on,” he said, reaching 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 morning Dan took his children off for a walk in the wood..
Things 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 tried to remember himself as a child.

“Look at the ants, Marg—should I stcp on them?”

“Don’t you dare, Hugh! It'll rain sure as anything.”

Once during the morning, after Margaret had taken a fall on the
pine needles, she climbed blindly into Dan’s lap to be comforted Dan
sat there for some time on the sharp stump with his daughter warm in
his arms, and thought of many things.

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 scemed
natural to protest.

“Ned docs,” said Hugh firmly and finally, and they walked 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 waiting patiently in the back scat while Dan said
good-by to Jane.

“I’m glad you could come down and sce the children,” she said.

“I'm glad too,” said Dan, looking at Ned. He hesitated a moment,
“I don’t know how long I'll be in New York, but when I come back
or when they’re a little older I'd like to have them on a visit some time.”

18



“That would be lovely,” said Jane vaguely.

“Good-by.” He climbed into the car and waved at her. “I’'ll be sce-
ing you,” he called 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 something I think I ought to tell you,” said Ned, when they
were out on the highway with the wind blowing through the windows
and the children quarreling casually on the back seat. “You know that
money you send cvery month for the kids? Well, a couple of ycars ago,
when there was a big corn surplus on the market, I borrowed some of
it.” He stopped, waiting.

“I’m glad it camc in handy,” Dan told him.

“Oh, it’s all paid back now,” said Ned quickly. “With 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 in that field.”

“Did Janc 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 him before, but that was it, of
course

“We’re planning on a child of our own in the spring,” 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 train he put his bag up right away so that
he’d have plenty of time to wave at the two little figures standing
fondly watching the big whecls and the smoke and the fat engine. But
when he looked out, they were already trotting away with Ned. Each
of them held one of his hands, and Margaret’s mouth was going very
fast. As Dan watched thern Hugh suddenly took a few steps ahead and
hopped into the car in front of the others.

Dan sat back in his scat and looked about him at the other passengers.
He saw that their cool eyes were following 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 mints and a New Yorker from the candy butcher
and stretched his feet comfortably in front of him. As he spread the
magazine out in his lap he looked down at his knee, and finding a ring
of brown sand where Margaret’s feet had lain against him, he brushed
it carefully clean.
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The Daring Young Man on the Flying Trapeze

~

WILLIAM SAROYAN

I. SLeEp

HORIZONTALLY WAKEFUL amid universal widths, practicing laughter
and mirth, satire, the end of all, of Rome and yes of Babylon, clenched
teeth, remembrance, much warmth volcanic, the streets of Paris, the
plains of Jericho, much gliding as of reptile in abstraction, a gallery of
watercolors, the sea and the fish with eyes, symphony, a table in the
corner of the Eiffel Tower, jazz at the opera house, alarm clock and
the tap-dancing of doom, conversation with a tree, the river Nile,
Cadillac coupé to Kansas, the roar of Dostoyevsky, and the dark sun.

This earth, the face of one who lived, the form without the weight,
weeping upon snow, white music, the magnified flower twice the size
of the universe, black clouds, the caged panther staring, deathless space,
Mi. Eliot with rolled sleeves baking bread, Flaubert and Guy de
Maupassant, a wordless rhyme of early meaning, Finlandia, mathe-
matics highly polished and slick as a green onion to the teeth, Jerusa-
lem, the path to paradox.

The deep song of man, the sly whisper of someone unseen but vaguely
known, hurricane in the cornfield, a game of chess, hush the queen,
the king, Karl Franz, black Titanic, Mr. Chaplin weeping, Stalin,
Hitler, a multitude of Jews, tomorrow is Monday, no dancing in the
streets.

O swift moment of life: it is ended, the earth is again now.

II. WAKEFULNESS

He (the living) dressed and shaved, grinning at himself in the mirror.
Very unhandsome, he said; where is my tie? (He had but one.) Coffee
and a gray sky, Pacific Ocean fog, the drone of a passing streetcar,
people going to the city, time again, the day, prose and poetry. He
moved swiftly down the stairs to the street and began to walk, thinking
suddenly, It is only in sleep that we may know that we live. There only,
in that living death, do we meet ourselves and the far earth, God and
the saints, the names of our fathers, the substance of remote moments;
it 15 there that the centuries merge in the moment, that the vast becomes
the tiny, tangible atom of eternity.

He walked into the day as alertly as might be, making a definite noise
with his heels, perceiving with his eyes the superficial truth of streets
and structures, the trivial truth of reality. Helplessly his mind sang, He
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flies through the air with the greatest of ease; the daring young man on
the flying trapeze, then laughed with all the might of his being. It was
really a splendid morning: 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 1923,
and placing it in the palm of his hand he examined it closely, remem-
bering that year and thinking of Lincoln whose profile was stamped
upon the coin. There was almost nothing a man could do with a penny.
I will purchase a motorcar, he thought I will dress myself in the fashion
of a fop, visit the hotel strumpets, drink and dine, and then return to
the quiet. Or I will drop the coin into a slot and weigh myself.

It was good to be poor, and the Communists—but it was dreadful to
be hungry. What appetites they had, how fond they were of food!
Empty stomachs. He remembered how greatly he needed food. Every
meal was bread and coffee and cigarettes, and now he had no more
bread. Coffee without bread could never honestly serve as supper, and
there were no weeds in 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 in a Brooklyn hospital, a small sick clerk named Mollica,
who had said desperately, I would like to see California once before 1
die. And he thought earnestly, I ought at least to read Hamlet once
again; or perhaps Huckleberry Finn.

It was then that he became thoroughly awake: at the thought of
dying. Now wakefulness was a state in the nature of a sustained shock.
A young man could perish rather unostentatiously, he thought; and
already he was very nearly starved. Water and prose were fine, they
filled much inorganic space, but they were inadequate. If there were
only some work he might do for money, some trivial labor in the name
of commerce. If they would only allow hiia 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
from 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 life.

From a hill he saw the city standing majestically in the east, great
towers, dense with his kind, and there he was suddenly outside of it all,
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almost definitely certain that he should never gain admittance, almost
positive that somehow he had ventured upon the wrong carth, or per-
haps into 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 write An Application For Permission
To Live. He accepted the thought of dying without pity for himsclf or
for man, believing that he would at least sleep another night. 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 nothing, a flying
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 coin. In the cvening I
shall polish it until it glows like a sun and I shall study the words.

He was now walking in the city itself, among living men. There were
one or two places to go. He saw his reflection 1n the plate-glass windows
of stores and was disappointed with his appearance. He scemed not at
all as strong as he felt; he seemed, in fact, a trifle infirin in every part
of his body, in his neck, his shoulders, arms, trunk, and kneces. This will
never do, he said, and with an effort he assembled all his disjointed
parts and became tensely, artificially crect and solid.

He passed numerous restaurants with magnificent discipline, refusing
even to glance into them, and at last recached a building, which he
entered. He rose in an elevator to the seventh floor, moved down a hall,
and, opening 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 interviewed At length he
was granted this great privilege and was questioned by a thin, scatter-
brained miss of fifty.

Now tell me, she said; what can you do?

He was embarrassed. T can write, he said pathetically.

You mcan your penmanship is good” Is that it? said the elderly
maiden.

Well, yes, he replied. But I mean that I can write.

Write what? said the miss, almost with anger.

Prose, he said simply.

There was a pause. At last the lady said:
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Can you use a typewriter?

Of course, said the young man.

All right, went on the miss, we have your address; we will get in
touch with you. There is nothing this morning, nothing 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 humiliation on his part, and finally the report that
work was not available. He did not feel displeased, and strangely did
not cven feel that he was personally involved in all the foolishness. He
was a living young man who was in need of money with which to go on
being one, and there was no way of getting it except by working for it;
and there was no work. It was purely an abstract problem which he
wished for the last time to attempt to solve. Now he was pleased that
the matter was closed.

He began to perceive the definiteness of the course of his life. Except
for moments, it had been largely artless, but now at the last minute he
was determined that there should be as little imprecision as possible.

He passed countless stores and restaurants on his way to the
Y. M. C. A., where he helped himsclf to paper and ink and began to
compose his Application. For an hour he worked on this document,
then suddenly, owing to the bad air in the place and to hunger, he
became faint He scemed to be swimming away from himself with great
strokes, and hurriedly left the building. In the Civic Center Park, across
from the Public Library Building, he drank almost a quart of water
and felt himself refreshed. An old man was standing in the center of
the brick boulevard suirounded by sca gulls, pigeons, and robins. He
was taking handfuls of bread crumbs from a large paper sack and toss-
ing them to the birds with a gallant gesture.

Dimly he felt impelled to ask the old man for a portion of the crumbs,
but he did not allow the thought even nearly to reach consciousness; he
entered the Public Library and for an hour read Proust, then, feeling
himself to be swimming away again, he rushed outdoors He drank
morce water at the fountain in the park and began the long walk to
his room.

T'll go and sleep some more, he said; there is nothing else to do. He
knew now that he was much too tired and weak to deccive himself
about bemg all right, and yet his mind scemed somchow still lithe and
alert. It, as if 1t were a separate entity, persisted in articulating imperti-
nent pleasantries about his very real physical suftering He rcached his
room carly in the afternoon and immediately prepared coffee on the
small gas range. There was no milk 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, sitting on his bed and smiling.

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 writing was unpleasant to him. There was nothing to say. He
began to polish the penny he had found in the morning, and this
absurd act somehow afforded him great enjoyment. No American coin
can be made to shine so brilliantly as a penny. How many pennies
would he need to go on living? Wasn’t there something more he might
sell? He looked about the bare room. No. His watch was gone; also his
books. All those fine books; nine of them for eighty-five cents. He felt
ill and ashamed for having parted with his books. His best suit he had
sold for two dollars, but that was all right. He didn’t mind at all about
clothes. But the books. That was different. It made him very angry to
think that there was no respect for men who wrote.

He placed the shining penny on the table, looking upon it with the
delight of a miser. How prettily it smules, he sald Without reading them
he looked at the words, E Pluribus Unum One Cent United States Of
America, and turning 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 coming over his blood,
a feeling of nausea and disintegration Bewildered, he stood beside his
bed, thinking that there is nothing to do but sleep Already he felt him-
self making great strides through the fluid of the earth, swimming away
to the beginning. He fell face down upon the bed, saying, I ought first
at least to give the coin to some child. A child could buy any number
of things with a penny.

Then swiftly, neatly, with the grace of the young man on the trapeze,
he was gone from his body. For an eternal moment he was all things at
once: the bird, the fish, the rodent, the reptile, and man. An ocean of
print undulated endlessly and darkly before him. The city burned The
herded crowd rioted. The earth circled away, and knowing that he did
so, he turned his lost face to the empty sky and became dreamless,

unalive, perfect.

A Curtain of Green, by Eudora Welty. New York. Doubleday, Doran. 1941.
The Daring Young Man on the Flying Trapeze, by William Saroyan. New York.
Random House. 1934.
The following three magazines have been hospitable to stories by younger and
more experimental writers
Southern Review. (Discontinued, but still on file in most libraries.)
Virginia Quarterly Review. Charlottesville, Va. (In most libraries.)
Story Magazine New York.
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Hzre are four letters. They were written by English people.
One, the first, is already famous. The other three come from a volume
entitled War Letters from Britain. I do not think anyone can read them
without emotion and no Englishman without pride.

An Airman’s Letter to His Mother

ANONYMOUS

TroucH 1 FEEL no premonition at all, events are moving rapidly, and
I have instructed that this 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 time
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
ships, and on one occasion our information was instrumental in saving
the lives of the men in a crippled lighthouse relief ship. Though it will
be difficult for you, you will disappoint 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 calling himself
a man could do less.

I have always admired your amazing courage in the face of continual
setbacks; in the way you have given me as good an education and back-
ground as anyone in the country; and always kept up appearances
without ever losing faith in the future. My death would not mean that
your struggle has been in vain. Far from it. It means that your sacrifice
is as great as mine Those who serve England must expect nothing from
her; we debase ourselves if we regard our country as merely a place in
which to ecat and sleep.

History resounds with illustrious names who have given all, yct their
sacrifice has resulted in the British Empire, where there is a measure
of peace, justice, and freedom for all, and where a higher standard of
civilization has cvolved, and is still evolving, than anywherc else. But
this is not only concerning our own land To-day we are faced with the
greatest orgamzed challenge to Christianity and civilization that the
world has ever scen, and I count myself lucky and honoured to be the
right age and fully trained to throw my full weight into the scale. For
this I have to thank you. Yet there is more work for you to do. The
home front will still have to stand united for years after the war is won.
For all that can be said against 1t, I still maintain that this war is a very
good thing, every individual is having the chance to give and dare all
for his principle like the martyrs of old Howcver long time may be,
one thing can never be altered—1I shall have hived and died an English-
man. Nothing clse matters one jot nor can anything ever change it.

You must not grieve for me, for if you really believe m rehigion and
all that it entails that would be hypocrisy. I have no fear of death; only
a queer clation. . . . I would have it no other way. The unmiverse is so
vast and so ageless that the hife of one man can only be justified by the
.measure of his sacrifice. We are sent to this world to acquire a person-
ality and a character to take with us that can never be taken from us.
Those who just cat and sleep, prosper and procreate, arc no better than
animals if all their lives they are at peace.

I firmly and absolutely believe that evil things are sent into the world
to try us; they are sent deliberately 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 principles.

I count myself fortunate in that I have scen the whole country and
known men of every calling. But with the final test of war I consider
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 making your declining
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years more happy by being with you; but you will live in peace ana
freedom and I shall have directly contributed to that, so here again
my life will not have been in vain.

APPENDIX

The following appeared sn the English edition as an introduction to
the letter:

ONLY WITH DIFFIDENCE and reverence can the task be approached of
drawing attention to the letter from a young airman which follows,
and the fecling that any comment on it must be impertinent inspires
a strong wish to do no more than draw attention to it—to write the
equivalent of a pointing arrow or a prominent headline in the hope
of making sure, so far as is possible, that no reader shall pass over or
read lhightly a document that may well become historical, a classic. Yet
the circumstances in which the letter was written, as well as the quality
of what it has to say, justify an attempt, however clumsy, to bring them
out. The letter was written 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 sincerity—plain to all in its clean, simple
English—is that of a man speaking in sccrecy to his mother after he
has gone to face his Maker.

The first and most ardent desire after reading it is that it could be
rcad and inwardly digested by our enemies. Our statesmen have said
noble things about the Brnitish Empire and what that Empire knows
itself to stand for; here is one, not a statcsman speaking to the world,
but a fighting man r(w_almg his thoughts in the hush of the utme ¢
intimacy; and he shows that in his sccret heart he knows that vision of
the British Empirc to be the true onc. It was built by sacrifice; it holds
the present and future of peace, justice, and freedom for all, and “not
only concerning our own land.” Statesmen, again, have said noble
things about sacrifice. When Mr. Churchill said to the House of Com-
mons, as he had said to the Government, “I have nothing to offer but
blood, toil, tears and sweat,” the hearts of all who knew him and knew
his country soared high. But to our enemics 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 nothing from her”
—and, could our encmies ponder it, they must learn something at last
of the faith which they have chosen to challenge.

During the last war, with Julian 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 vision of the fighting man than theirs, some-
thing even surpassing Wordsworth’s Happy Warrior, who, called upon
to face some awful moment, was “happy as a Lover.” That is because
the writer saw the fighting man as a part of a great whole. Just as his
pride in living and dying an Englishman reached out into a care for
the future of all the world, so his spiritual joy in doing his duty and
his “queer elation” at the prospect of death did not shut the rest of
humanity out of his privilege to fight for good against evil. “Per ardua
ad astra”*is not for airmen only. For every man and woman the path
that lies that way; and

Even that which Mischief
meant most harm
Shall in the happy trial prove
most glory

to each and all who in “this universe so vast and ageless” justify their
lives by the measure of their sacrifice.

Three War Letters from Britain

I. CoONDENSED FROM A LETTER BY A TEN-YEAR-OLD ENcLISH Boy
TO THE New York Herald Tribune

Jury, 1940.—I am so glad you want us poorer class children as well
I hope to come to America soon not because I'm scared of the bombs
or Old Hitler but because I want to see the world and to go on a liner
and to see the New York World’s Fair. I hope you like boys in America.
I should like to live with jolly people near an acrodrome because I'm
very keen on aeronautics. I am 10, have just passed my exams and
have 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 in America.
I have heard your paper quoted by the British Broadcasting Corpora-
tion so often so it must be.a very reliable paper. I shall probably take it,
although my Mother is going to send me the Ouerseas Daily Mirror
every week. I thought you would like to know my mother says the
working class at any rate will appreciate what you are doing for us.
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II. FroMm A SEamaN oF THE RovaL Navy PaTroL
TO BUNDLES FOR BrIiTAIN

H.M.D. Peacemaker, c/0 THAMES BOOM DEFENCE, SHEERNESS, KENT,
AUGUST, 1940.—Just a few lines thanking one of the friends in America
for sea boots, stockings, mittens, also pullover, of which I am in pos-
session of. Also could you introduce me to one of the lady friends. I am
28 years old. I would like to thank her personally. Things have been a
bit hot at the Thames Estuary this last three or four weeks. Have seen
as many as seven Jerrys brought down in one raid here.

Our ship is a large fishing Drifter 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 in possession of several pieces of German planes. If one of the young
lady friends wish to correspond I should only be too glad to send a
piece on to her. With German writing on it.

We are having a rough time over here but still we will pull through
in the end. Us Sailor hands are very thankful for the woolens from you
people as they are needed on the water in the winter. Well must close
now, hoping to hear from an American friend, wishing all American
friends the best of health and good luck, from an English sailor.

III. From AN ENcLISHMAN TO THE New York Times

Lonpon, Nov. 13, 1940.—In many ways, I believe, the people of this
tountry arc happier in their inmost selves than they have been for inany
years past.

For a very long time we have been fecling uneasily that we were
not what we used to be: that we were “soft” through too much luxury,
and that our civilization was becoming too artificial. We felt that there
was a good deal of truth in what the dictators said when they spoke
of the enfeebling effects of Western democracy and preached that order
and discipline would bring their peoples to the peak of cfficiency.

Also the British people, being thoroughly politically minded, had
from Munich onward realized that everything pointed to a cataclysm,
and the pacifists among them had preached defeatism as preferable to
the horrors of war.

And then in Scptember, 1939, the British people went to war, always
with the gnawing doubt of their own soundness, and with cold appre-
hension of the cffect of mass air raids, but nevertheless determined.

But now: thc 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 terrible, are far less catastrophic than we had
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imagined. No wonder that through all the destrucuon and misery there
is a note of grim exhilaration in every onc’s mind and a redoubled
feeling of confidence.

Perhaps the most remarkable thing is that familiarity has bred con-
tempt. The first three weeks of bombing caused wide disorganization
of public life, but from that time onward the tide flowed the other way
until now the people have settled down to the presence of death, and
life now goes on, in its essentials, much as usual. The people, in short,
are now veterans—hardened to battle. It scems incredible, but it is true.

And another thing: I see that Mr. Kennedy, the American Ambassa-
dor here, has just given an interview in which he says that democracy
in this country 1s decad! Onc 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 scems to most people here that the tide is all the
other way: that class distinctions and exclusiveness are passing away—
slowly perhaps, almost imperceptibly in some ways, but nevertheless
inexorably.

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 their compeers in the dictator countiics.

It is for that reason that what happened 1n France could never hap-
pen here—I would be extremely sorry for any chique of politicians and
rich men who endeavored to scll their country to fortify their own
positions. For the British people are in control it is they who decided
on war, and they who are determined to fight 1t to the end Any states-
man, from Churchill downward, who began even to hint at a compro-
mise peace would be out of power tomorrow—and they know 1t.

So—the war will be long and terrible, and we may emerge financially
crippled for generations and, perhaps, a poor countiry where life 1s
hard. But it will be worth it.

For this is, in essence, a religious war. We fight not to determine how
our neighbor shall worship God, but how he shall conduct himsclf
toward his neighbor, and how he shall so govern himself as to be no
menace to his fellows. They call it a crusade—it 1s wider than that,
for many creeds take part.

What arc we fighting for? Well, some will say for sclf-preservation,
That hardly makces sense, considering the self-sacrifice. We fight against
what we belicve to be cvil, and our aim is to make the world a better
place. Details we leave until later.

War Letters from Bntain, edited by Diana Forbes-Robertson and Roger W.

Straus, Jr. New York. Putnam 1941
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I ~vow comr to some verse by poets still young Thcir work has
been greatly praised and greatly censured. Readers accustomed to poetry
of another kind cried that this stuff they were asked to read now was
not poetry at all; they complained that they could not make head or
tail of it; but they were surprised—and, it may be, puzzled—when they
returned with relief to the poetry they had cared for to find that it had
lost something of its savor.

The commoncst charge brought against these pocts is that they are
obscure, and doubtless some of them are unreasonably so; but I think
none of the poems that immediately follow this notc can fail to be
understood by anyonc who will rcad them with attention and good
will. Of course, you must accustom yourself to their idiom, but that
should not be difficult, since these pocts make a point of expressing
themselves in the language of ordinary speech. They use slang and
prosaic words. They are conversational. And they deal with the material
of ordinary hifc. Their attitude is very well put by Alaistair Miller in
a passage quoted in Louis Untermeyer’s Afodern British Poetry: “The
poct no longer looks out of his window in the country and, blinding
himsclf to the railway track, sces a beneficent Providence creating the
pleasures and nccessitics of men: he sces clectric pylons conveying
imprisoned power, tclegraph wires defying distance, motor ploughs
forcing fertility into the soil.” They are trying to say something new,
these poets; they are experimenting, and as is natural enough, their
experiments arc not always successful. But they are alive.

I will not go into the technical innovations that mark their verse,
their usc, for instance, of assonance and of internal rhyme; for one
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-‘eason because I can speak of such matters with no assurance, but
ilso because I do not think it is necessary for the lay reader (such as you
ind me) to concern himself with them. The poet uses various devices
‘o create the effect he desires, but it is the cffect that matters to us.
[n the same way we look at a picture as a whole and we have no need
o bother our heads with how the painter has balanced this mass with
hat and how he has placed a patch of color there to complement a
»atch of color here. If, however, you are inclined to interest yourselves
n the technical experiments of modern verse, I can do no better than
efer you to those two volumes, Modern American Poetry and
Wodern British Poetry, in which Louis Untermeyer, in his prefaces
ind in the introductions to the several poets, has discussed these
natters with succinctness and good sense, and with an authority I
:annot pretend to. In this anthology I have been able to print very
ittle verse; I have attempted to do no more than whet your appetite.
n the two volumes I have mentioned you will find a copious selection
f modern verse chosen with catholic taste and sensitive discrimination.

Boy with His Hair Cut Short
MURIEL RUKEYSER

Sunday shuts down on this twentieth-century evening.
The L passes. Twilight 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 sings stocks, news, serenade.

He sits at the table, head down, the young clear neck exposed,
watching the drugstore sign from the tail of his eyc;

tattoo, neon, until the eye blears, while his

solicitous tall sister, simple in blue, bending

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 turns head

and steadies to let the snippets drop.
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Erasing the failure of weeks with level fingers,

she sleeks the fine hair, combing: “You’ll look fine tomorrow!
You’ll surely find something; they can’t keep turning you down;
the finest gentleman’s not so trim as you!”” Smiling, he raises
the adolescent forehead wrinkling ironic now.

He sees his decent suit laid out, new-pressed,

his carfare on the shelf. He lets his head fall, meeting

her earnest hopeless look, secing the sharp blades splitting,
the darkened room, the impersonal sign, her motion,

the blue vein, bright on her temple, pitifully beating.

The Express

STEPHEN SPENDER

After the first powerful plain manifesto

The black statement of pistons, without more fuss
But gliding like a queen, she leaves the station.
Without bowing and with restrained unconcern
She passes the houses which humbly crowd outside,
The gasworks and at last the heavy page

Of death, printed by gravestoncs in the cemetery.
Beyond the town there lies the open country
Where, gathering speed, she acquires mystery,
The luminous self-possession of ships on ocean.

It is now she begins to sing—at first quite low,
Then loud, and at last with a jazzy madness—
The song of her whistle screaming at curves,

Of deafening tunnels, brakes, innumerable bolts.
And always light, aerial underneath,

Goes the elate metre of her wheels.

Steaming through metal landscape on her lines
She plunges new eras of wild happiness

Where speed throws up strange shapes, broad curves
And parallels clean like 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 on the tossing hills is white.

Ah, Like a comet through flame, she moves entranced
Wrapt in her music no bird song, no, nor bough
Breaking with honey buds, shall ever equal.

In Railway Halls

STEPHEN SPENDER

In railway halls, on pavements ncar the traffic,
They beg, their eyes made big by empty staring
And only measuring Time, Iike the blank clock.

No, I shall weave no tracery of pen-ornament
To make them birds upon my singing-trec-
Time merely drives these lives which do not live
As tides push rotten stuff along the shore.

—There is no consolation, no, none

In the curving beauty of that line

Traced on our graphs through history, where the oppressor
Starves and deprives the poor.

Paint here no draped despairs, no saddening clouds
Where the soul rests, proclaims eternity.

But let the wrong cry out as raw as wounds

This Time forgets and never heals, far less transcends.

What I Expected
STEPHEN SPENDER

What I expected was
Thunder, fighting,
Long struggles with men
And climbing.
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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
Weakening the will

Leaking the brightness away,
The lack of good to touch
The fading of body and soul
Like smoke before wind
Corrupt, unsubstantial.

The wearing of Time,

And the watching of cripples pass
With limbs 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 in trust,
Some final innocence

To save from dust;

That, hanging solid,

Would dangle through all

Like the created poem

Or the dazzling crystal.

Birmingham
LOUIS MacNEICE

Smoke from the train-gulf hid by hoardings blunders upward, the
brakes of cars
Pipe as the policeman 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 like a diagram:
There, unvisited, are Vulcan’s forges who doesn’t care a tinker’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 staring at the traffic through bleary haws

And only a six-inch grip of the racing earth in their concrete claws;

In these houses men as in a dream pursue the Platonic Forms

‘With wireless and cairn terriers and gadgets approximating to the fickle
norms

And endeavor to find God and score one over the neighbor

By climbing tentatively upward on jerry-built beauty and sweated
labor.

The lunch hour: the shops empty, shopgirls’ faces relax

Diaphanous as green glass empty as old almanacs

As incoherent with ticketed gewgaws tiered behind their heads

As the Burne-Jones windows in St. Philip’s broken by crawling leads

Insipid color, patches of emotion, Saturday thrills—-

(This theater is sprayed with “June”)—the gutter take our old play-
bills,

Next week-end it is likely in the heart’s funfair 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 like 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, créme-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 fading zone

Of the West the factory chimneys on sullen sentry will all night wait

To call, in the harsh morning, sleep-stupid faces through the daily 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 inward pride,

The certainty of power.

Bayonets are closing round.
I shrink; yet I must wring
A living from despair

And out of steel a song.

Though song, though breath be short,
P’ll share not the disgrace

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 still the plow:
Others may reap, though some
See not the winter 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, dtranger, at 1 mis 1siand JNow
W. H. AUDEN

Look, stranger, at this island now

The leaping light for your delight discovers,
Stand stable here

And silent be,

That through the channcls of the car

May wander like a river

The swaying 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 shingle 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, climbed new mountains; named a sea:
Some of the last researchers even write

Love made him weep his pints like you and me.

38



With all his honours on, he sighed for one
Who, say astonished critics, lived at home;

Did little jobs about the house with skill

And nothing else; could whistle; would sit still
Or potter round the garden; answered some
Of his long marvellous letters but kept none.

As I Walked Out One Evening

W. H. AUDEN

As I walked out one evening,
Walking down Bristol Street,

The crowds upon the pavement
Were ficlds of harvest wheat.

And down by the brimming river
I heard a lover sing

Under an arch of the railway:
“Love has no ending.

I’ll love you, dear, I'll love you
Till China and Africa meet

And the river jumps over the mountain
And the salmon sing in the street.

T’ll love you till the occan
Is folded and hung up to dry
And the seven stars go squawking
Like geese about the sky.

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

The Flower of the Ages
And the first love of the world.”

But all the clocks in the city
Began to whirr and chime:

“O let not Time deceive you,
You cannot conquer Time.
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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 life leaks away,
And Time will have his fancy

To-morrow or to-day.

Into many a green valley
Drifts the appalling snow,
Time breaks the threaded dances
And the diver’s brilliant bow.

O plunge your hands in water,
Plunge them in up to the wrist;
Stare, stare in the basin
And wonder what you’ve missed.

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

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

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

And the Lily-white Boy is a Roarer
And Jill goes down on her back.

O look, look in the mirror,
O look in your distress;

Life remains a blessing
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 in 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 times 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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Now I invite you to read a group of short stories by authors
whose reputation is already established Therc is no nced for me to
deal with them one by one, for it is not my busuncss to praise the
writers who figure in this volume; if I did not think that their contri-
butions were good, I should not insert them, but only to make here
and there a few observations that may help you to enjoy them.

I have heard John Steinbeck’s “The Gift” condemned for senti-
mentality, and sentimentality has a meaning that is depreciatory. It
describes an excess of fecling, supcerficial and mawkish, that is indulged
for its own sake. If to regard the yearnings, the cagerness, the devotion,
the raptures of a child with humor and tenderness is sentimental; then,
I suppose, “The Gift” must be charged with sentimentality. For my
part, I should have said it was human and kindly.

I have placed next to this “The Erne from the Coast,” by T. O.
Beachcroft, because I thought it would intcrest you to sce how an
English author has treated a similar subject. It too has for its hero a
small boy and it depicts a child’s mind with a smiling sympathy not
less attractive. But I have chosen this story for another rcason also.
Many Americans who go to England and sce its green fields behind
their trim hedges, its Kentish orchards, its little patches of wheat,
think the countryside, so ncat, urbanc and tidy, is like a garden; they
may be surprised to discover that therc arc parts of the island, with
wild moorland and barren mountains, where the farmer must wring
his hivelihood from a soil 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 scttlers on the frontier.
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As a relief to these two stories that deal with nice little boys, I have
iven “Maria,” by Elizabeth Bowen, which deals with a demon of a
girl. Elizabeth Bowen has written a number of stories that are much
admired by those who admire them for their delicacy, atmosphere
and subtlety. She has written none that is more amusing than “Maria.”
Since she is probably the most distinguished 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 think it would have been even better
if she had not allowed her vigorous Irish talent to be vitiated by the
untoward authority of Henry James.

Among the many good stories Erskine Caldwell has written I have
chosen “The Pcople vs. Abe Lathan, Colored” because I thought that
in such a survey as this I should have a story that dealt with colorea
people; I should have liked to include also his “Man and Woman,”
a very affecting story of the poor whites in the South.

“Night Club,” by Katharine Brush, has appeared, 1 believe, in many
anthologies, but I have no hesitation in printing it here, for it is not
only a good, brilliantly told story, it has reference to a curious episode
‘v the social history of the United States and so has a documentary
value that gives it a permanent interest.

I complete this section with three stories by Englishmen, H. E. Bates,
John Collier, and H. A. Manhood. The short story is not an art that
has flourished in Britain, but whether this is because brevity, point
and form are not qualities that are natural to English writers of fiction,
or whether because the outlet has not been sufficiently favorable to
encourage good writers to employ their gifts in this medium, I do
not know. The fact remains that during the last fifty years many more
good stories have been written by American citizens than by British
subjects. General Booth asked why the devil should have all the best
tunes and promptly took such as he wanted and made hymns of them.
English authors have left the best stories to the “tec” writers. When
they did write stories, the powerful influence of Henry James and their
admiration for Chekov urged them to write in the minor key, and in
their cffort not to be melodramatic they succeeded but too often only
in being namby-pamby. The authors whose work I now present to you
are vigorous, original and bold.

43



The Gift
JOHN STEINBECK

At pavereak Billy Buck emerged from the bunkhouse and stood for
a moment on the porch looking up at the sky. He was a broad, bandy-
legged little 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 period of years. When he had seen to the
weather, Billy cleared each nostril by holding its mate closed with his
forefinger and blowing fiercely. Then he walked down to the barn,
rubbing his hands together. He curried and brushed two saddle horses
in the stalls, talking quietly to them all the time; and he had hardly
finished when the iron triangle started ringing at the ranch house.
Billy stuck the brush and currycomb together and laid them on the
rail, and went up to breakfast. His action had been so deliberate and
yet so wasteless of time that he came to the house while Mrs. Tiflin
was still ringing the triangle. She nodded her grey head to him and
withdrew into the kitchen. Billy Buck sat down on the steps, because
he was a cow-hand, and it wouldn’t be fitting that he should go first
into the dining-room. He heard Mr. Tiflin in the house, stamping his
feet into his boots.

The high jangling note of the triangle put the boy Jody in motion.
He was only a little boy, ten years old, with hair like dusty yellow
grass and with shy polite grey eyes, and with a mouth that worked
when he thought. The triangle picked him up out of sleep. It didn’t
occur to him 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 nightgown 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 sink and went back to the stove.
Then he washed himself and brushed back his wet hair with his
fingers. His mother turned sharply on him as he left the sink. Jody
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 which was covered with white oilcloth
washed through to the fabric in some places. The fried eggs lay in
rows on their platter. Jody took three eggs on his 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 in then and Jody knew from the noise
on the floor that he was wearing boots, but he looked under the table
anyway, to make sure. His father turned off the oil lamp over the
table, for plenty of morning light now came through the windows.

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 him in everything without questions of any kind. Now,
Carl Tiflin 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 Tiflin 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 till
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 drive 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 ridge Jody walked
up the hill in back of the house. The dogs trotted around the house
corner hunching their shoulders and grinning horribly with pleasure.
Jody patted their heads—Doubletrec Mutt with the big thick tail and
yellow eyes, and Smasher, the shepherd, who had killed a coyote and
lost an ear in doing it. Smasher’s one good ear stood up higher than
a collie’s ear should. Billy Buck said that always happened. After the
frenzied greeting 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 chickens. Smasher chased the
chickens a little to keep in practice in case there should ever be sheep
to herd. Jody continued on through the large vegetable patch where

45



the green corn was higher than his head. The cow-pumpkins were
green and small yet. He went on to the sagebrush line where the cold
spring 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 geraniums, and on the long bunkhouse
by the cypress trce where Billy Buck lived alone. Jody could see the
great black kettle under the cypress tree. That was where the pigs
were scalded. The sun was coming over the ridge now, glaring on the
whitewash of the houses and barns, making the wet grass blaze softly.
Behind him, in the tall sagebrush, the birds were scampering on the
ground, making a great noise among the dry leaves; the squirrels piped
shrilly on the side-hills. Jody looked along at the farm buildings. He
felt an uncertainty in the air, a feeling of change and of loss and of
the gain of new and unfamiliar things. Over the hillside two big black
buzzards sailed low to the ground and their shadows shpped smoothly
and quickly ahead of them. Some animal had died in the vicinity.
Jody knew it. It might be a cow or it might be the remains of a rabbit.
The buzzards overlooked nothing. Jody hated them as all decent things
hate them, but they could not be hurt because they made away with
carrion.

After a while the boy sauntered down hill again. The dogs had long
ago given him up and gone into the brush to do things in their 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 thing to do, he knew perfectly well. He
kicked dirt over the ruined melon to conceal it.

Back at the house his mother bent over his rough hands, inspecting
his fingers and nails. It did little good to start him clean to school for
too many things 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
was working a good deal this morning.

Jody started his journey. He filled his pockets with little pieces of
white quartz that lay in the road, and every so often he took a shot at
a bird or at some rabbit that had stayed sunning itself in the road too
long. At the crossroads over the bridge he met two friends and the
three of them walked to school together, making ridiculous strides and
being rather silly. School had just opened two weeks before. There was
still a spirit of revolt among the pupils.

It was four o’clock in the afternoon when Jody topped the hill and
looked down on the, ranch again. 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 his
mother sitting on the porch, mending socks.

“There’s two doughnuts in 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, tonight see you fill the wood-box clear full.
Last night you crossed the sticks and it wasn’t only about half full.
Lay the sticks flat tonight. And Jody, some of the hens are hiding eggs,
or else the dogs are cating them. Look about in the grass and see if you
can find any nests.”

Jody, still cating, went out and did his chores. He saw the quail come
down to cat with the chickens when he threw out the grain. For some
reason his father was proud to have them come. He never allowed any
shooting near the house for fear the quail might go away.

When the wood-box was full, Jody took his twenty-two rifle up to
the cold spring at the brush line. 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 cartridges and wouldn’t have until he was twelve. If his father had
seen him aim the rifle in the direction of the house he would have put
the cartridges off another year. Jody remembered this and did not point
the rifle down the hill again. Two years was enough to wait for car-
tridges. Nearly all of his father’s presents were given with reservations
which hampered their value somewhat. It was good discipline.

The supper waited until dark for his father to return. When at last
he came in with Billy Buck, Jody could smell the delicious brandy on
their breaths. Inwardly he rcjoiced, for his father sometimes talked to
him when he smelled of brandy, sometimes even told things he had
done in the wild days when he was a boy.

After supper, Jody sat by the fireplace and his shy polite eyes sought
the room corners, and he waited for his father to tell what it was he
contained, for Jody knew he had news of some sort. But he was dis-
appointed. His father pointed 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. Jody liked to do the things he had to do as long
as they weren’t routine things. He looked at the floor and his mouth
worked out a question before he spoke it. “What are we going to do
in the morning, kill a pig?”’ he asked softly.

“Never you mind. You better get to bed.”
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When the door was closed behind him, Jody heard his father and
Billy Buck chuckling and he knew it was a joke of some kind. And
later, when he lay in bed, trying to make words out of the murmurs
in the other room, he heard his father protest, “But, Ruth, I didn’t
give much for him.”

Jody heard the hoot-owls hunting mice down by the barn, and he
heard a fruit tree limb tap-tapping against the house. A cow was
lowing when he went to sleep.

When the triangle sounded in the morning, Jody dressed more
quickly even than usual. In the kitchen, while 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 in you.”

He went into the dining-room and sat at the long white table He
took a stecaming hotcake from the platter, arranged two fried eggs on
it, covered them with another hotcake and squashed the whole thing
with his fork.

His father and Billy Buck came in. Jody knew from the sound on
the floor that both of them were wearing flat-hecled shoes, but he
peered under the table to make sure. His father turned off the oi
lamp, for the day had arrived, and he looked stern and disciplinary,
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 coffce.

Carl Tiflin said crossly, ‘“You come with us after breakfast!”

Jody had trouble with his food then, for he felt a kind of doom in
the air. After Billy had tilted his saucer and drained the coffee which
had slopped into it, and had wiped his hands on his jeans, the two
men stood up from the table and went out into the morning light to-
gether, and Jody respectfully followed a little behind them. He tried
to keep his mind from 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 singletree hung from a
limb to butcher the pigs on, and past the black iron kettle, so it was not
a pig killing. The sun shone over the hill and threw long, dark shadows
of the trees and buildings. They crossed a stubble-field to shortcut to
the barn. Jody’s father unhooked the door and they went in. They had
been walking toward the sun on the way down. The barn was black
as night in contrast and warm 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 ard
then stepped back quickly.
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A red pony colt was looking at him out of the stall. Its tense ears
were forward and a light of disobedience was in its eyes. Its coat was
rough and thick 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 feeding him or leaving his stall dirty, I’ll sell him off in a
minute.”

Jody 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, “Mine?”
No one answered him. He put his hand out toward the pony. Its grey
nose came close, sniffing 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. Jody regarded his bruised
fingers. “Well,” he said with pride—*“Well, I guess he can bite all
right.” The two men laughed, somewhat in relief. Carl Tiflin went
out of the barn and walked up a side-hill to be by himself, for he was
embarrassed, but Billy Buck stayed. It was easier to talk to Billy Buck.
Jody asked again—“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
ride 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 explained. “A show went
broke in Salinas and had debts. The sheriff was selling off their stuff.”

The pony stretched out his nose and shook the forelock from his wild
eyes. Jody stroked the nose a little. He said softly, “There isn’t a—
saddle?”

Billy Buck laughed. “I’d forgot. Come along.”

In the harness room he lifted down a little saddle of red morocco
leather. “It’s just a show saddle,” Billy Buck said disparagingly. “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 shining red leather with his
fingertips, and after a long time he said, “It'll look pretty on him
though.” He thought of the grandest and prettiest things he knew.
“If he hasn’t a name already, I think I’ll call him Gabilan Mountains,”
he said.

Billy Buck knew how he felt. “It’s a pretty long name. Why don’t
you just call him Gabilan? That means hawk. That would be a fine
name for him.” Billy felt glad. “If you will collect tail hair, I might be

49



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 Bully shook his head. “He’s not even halter-broke yet. We had a
time getting him here. Had to almost drag him. You better be starting
for school though.”

“I’ll bring the kids to see him here this afternoon,” Jody said.

Six boys came over the hill half an hour early that afternoon, run-
ning hard, their heads down, their forearms working, their breath
whistling. 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 admira-
tion and a new respect. Before today Jody had been a boy, dressed in
overalls and a blue shirt—quieter than most, even suspected of being
a little cowardly. And now he was different. Out of a thousand cen-
turies they drew the ancient admiration of the footman for the horse-
man. They knew instinctively that a man on a horse 1s spiritually 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 sniffed
them.

“Why’n’t you ride him?” the boys cried. “Why’n’t you braid his tail
with ribbons like in the fair?’ “When you going to ride him?”

Jody’s courage was up. He too felt the superiority of the horseman.
“He’s not old enough. Nobody can ride him for a long time. I’m going
to train him on the long halter. Billy Buck is going to show me how.”

“Well, can’t we even lead him 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 sec the
saddle.”

They were speechless at the red morocco saddle, completely shocked
out of comment. “It isn’t much use in the brush,” Jody explained. “Itl]
look pretty on him though. Maybe I’ll ride barecback when I go into the
brush.”

“How you going to rope a cow without a saddle horn?”

“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 chain throat-latch on the bridle 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 bribe 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 glittcred, and he edged around into
kicking position. But Jody touched him on the shoulder and rubbed
his high arched neck as he had always seen Billy Buck do, and he
crooned, “So-0-o0 Boy,” in a deep voice. The pony gradually relaxed
his tenseness. Jody curried and brushed until a pile of dead hair lay
in the stall and until the pony’s coat had taken on a deep red shine.
Each time he finished he thought it might have been done better. He
braided the main into a dozen little 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 barn. She was angry when she
came, but when she looked in at the pony and at Jody working over
him, she felt a curious pride rise up in 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 in 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 things now if I don’t keep an eye on you.”

“Can I have carrots from the garden for him, ma’am?”

She had to think about that. “Oh—I guess so, if you only take the
big tough ones.”

“Carrots keep the coat good,” he said, and again she felt the curious
rush of pride.

Jody never waited for the triangle to get him out of bed after the
coming of the pony. It became his habit to creep out of bed even before
his mother was awake, to slip into his clothes and to go quietly down
to the barn to sce Gabilan. In the grey quict mornings when the land
and the brush and the houses and the trees were silver-gray and black
like a photograph negative, he stole toward the barn, past the sleeping
stones and the sleeping cypress tree. The turkeys, roosting in the tree
out of coyotes’ reach, clicked drowsily. The fields glowed with a grey
frost-like light and in 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 in their throats. Then they caught Jody’s
scent, and their stiff tails rose up and waved a greeting—Doubletree
Mutt with the big thick tail, and Smasher, the incipient shepherd—
shen 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 delicious little
self-induced pains. He thought how the rats had gnawed ragged holes
in the red saddle, and how the mice had nibbled Gabilan’s tail until
it was stringy and thin. 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, Gabilan was always looking
at him over the barrier of the box stall and Gabilan whinnied softly
and stamped his front foot, and his eyes had big sparks of red fire in
them like oakwood embers.

Sometimes, if the work horses were to be used that day, Jody found
Billy Buck in the barn harnessing and currying. Billy stood with him
and looked long at Gabilan and he told Jody a great many things about
horses. He explained that they were terribly afraid for their feet, so
that one must make a practice of lifting the legs and patting the
hooves and ankles to remove their terror. He told Jody how horses love
conversation. He must talk to the pony all the time, and tell him the
reasons for everything. 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 liked
explained things to him. Billy could give examples, too. He had known,
for instance, a horse nearly dead beat with fatigue to perk up when told
it was only a little farther to his destination. And he had known a horse
paralyzed with fright to come out of it when his rider told him what
it was that was frightening him. While he talked in the mornings, Billy
Buck cut twenty or thirty straws into ncat three-inch lengths and stuck
them into his hatband. Then during the whole day, if he wanted to
pick his teeth or merely to chew on something, 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 riata, and dismount, and his horse would
play the steer as an angler plays a fish, keeping a tight rope until the
steer was down or beaten.

Every morning, after Jody had curried and brushed the pony, he
let down the barrier of the stall, and Gabilan thrust past him 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 quivering, stiff ears forward, eyes rolling so that the whites
showed, pretending to be frightened. At last he walked snorting to the
water-trough and buried his nose in 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 lips to the water, but a fine spirited beast put
his whole nose and mouth under, and only left room to breathe.

Then Jody stood and watched the pony, and he saw things he had
never noticed about any other horse, the sleek, sliding flank muscles and
the cords of the buttocks, which flexed like a closing fist, and the shine
the sun put on the red coat. Having seen horses all his life, Jody had
never looked at them very closely before. But now he noticed the
moving ears which gave expression and even inflection of expression to
the face. The pony talked with his ears. You could tell exactly how he
felt about everything by the way his ears pointed. Sometimes they were
stiff and upright and sometimes lax and sagging. They went back when
he was angry or fearful, and forward when he was anxious 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-breaking, and that was the hardest because it was
the first thing. Jody held a carrot and coaxed and promised and pulled
on the rope. The pony set his feet like a burro when he felt the strain.
But before long he learned. Jody walked all over the ranch leading him.
Gradually he took to dropping the rope until the pony followed him
unled wherever he went.

And then came the training on the long halter. That was slower
work. Jody stood in the middle of a circle, holding the long halter.
He clucked with his tongue and the pony started to walk in a big circle,
held in by the long rope. He clucked again to make the pony trot, and
again to make him gallop. Around and around Gabilan went thunder-
ing and enjoying it immenscly. 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 in the evenings before the fire-
place. Jody collected tail hair in a bag, and he sat and watched Billy
slowly constructing the rope, twisting a few hairs to make a string and
rolling two strings together for a cord, and then braiding a number of
cords to make the rope. Billy rolled the finished rope on the floor under
his 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 little
bothered by it.

“He’s getting to be almost a trick pony,” he complained. “I don’t
like trick horses. It takes all the—dignity out of a horse to make him
do tricks. Why, a trick horse is kind of like an actor—no dignity, no
character of his own.” And his father said, “I guess you better be get-
ting him used to the saddle pretty soon.”

Jody rushed for the harness-room. For some time he had been riding
the saddle on a sawhorse. He changed the stirrup length over and
over, and could never get it just right. 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 carried his rifle
across the pommel. He saw the fields go flying by, and he hcard the
beat of the galloping hoofs.

It was a ticklish job, saddling the pony the first time. Gabilan
hunched and reared and threw the saddle off before the cinch could
be tightened. It had to be replaced again and again until at last the
pony let it stay. And the cinching was difficult, too. Day by day Jody
tightened the girth a little more until at last the pony didn’t mind the
saddle at all.

Then there was the bridle. Billy explained how to use a stick of
licorice for a bit until Gabilan was used to having something in his
mouth. Billy explained, “Of course we could force-brecak him to
everything, but he wouldn’t be as good a horse if we did. He’d always
be a little bit afraid, and he wouldn’t mind because he wanted to.”

The first time the pony wore the bridle he whipped his head about
and worked his tongue against the bit until the blood oozed from the
corners of his mouth. He tried 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 resent training.

And Jody trembled when he thought of the time when he would
first sit in the saddle. The pony would probably throw him off. There
was no disgrace in that. The disgrace would come if he did not get
right up and mount again. Sometimes he dreamed that he lay in the
dirt and cried and couldn’t make himself mount again. The shame of
the dream lasted until the middle of the day.

Gabilan was growing fast. Already he had lost the long-leggedness
of the colt; his mane was getting longer and blacker. Under the constant
currying and brushing his coat lay as smooth and gleaming as orange-
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red lacquer. Jody oiled the hoofs and kept them carefully trimmed so
they would not crack.

The hair rope was nearly finished. 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 chainlets until they fitted. And then one day Carl Tiflin said:

“The pony’s growing faster than I thought. I guess you can ride him
by Thanksgiving. Think you can stick on?”

“I don’t know,” Jody said shyly. Thanksgiving was only three weeks
off. He hoped it wouldn’t rain, for rain would spot the red saddle.

Gabilan knew and liked Jody by now. He nickered when Jody came
across the stubble-field, and in the pasture he came running when his
master whistled for him. There was always a carrot for him every time.

Billy Buck gave him riding instructions 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 again before he gets to feeling 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 rain 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
bucking Gabilan might slip and fall on him and break his leg or his
hip. He had seen that happen to men before, had seen how they
writhed on the ground like squashed bugs, and he was afraid of it.

He practiced on the sawhorse how he would hold the reins in his left
hand and a hat in his right hand. If he kept his hands thus busy, he
couldn’t grab the horn if he felt himself going 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 again, they would be
so ashamcd. The news would get about and his mother would be
ashamed too. And in the school yard—it was too awful to contemplate.

He began putting his weight in a stirrup when Gabilan was saddled,
but he didn’t throw his leg over the pony’s back. That was forbidden
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 cinching was going on, and then to let it down when
the straps were fixed. Sometimes Jody led him up to the brush line 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 white town of Salinas and the geometric fields of the great valley,
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and the oak trees clipped by the sheep. Now and then they broke
through the brush and came to little cleared circles so hedged in that
the world was gone and only the sky and the circle of brush were left
from the old life. Gabilan liked these trips and showed it by keeping
his head very high and by quivering his 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
clouds swept down and hung all day over the land and brushed the
hilltops, and the winds blew shrilly at night. 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 Thanksgiving, 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 lizards, turned a brilliant yellow-green. During the
week of rain, Jody kept the pony in the box stall out of the dampness,
except for a little time after school when he took him out for exercise
and to drink at the water-trough in the upper corral. Not once did
Gabilan get wet.

The wet weather continued until little new grass appeared. Jody
walked to school dressed in a slicker and short rubber boots. At length
one morning the sun came out brightly. Jody, at his work in the box
stall, said to Billy Buck, “Maybe I’ll leave Gabilan in the corral when
I go to school today.”

“Be good for him to be out in the sun,” Billy assured him. “No animal
likes to be cooped up too long. Your father and me are going back on
the hill to clean the leaves out of the spring.” Billy nodded and picked
his teeth with one of his little straws.

“If the rain comes, though—" Jody suggested.

“Not likely to rain today. She’s rained herself out.” Billy pulled up
his sleeves and snapped his arm bands. “If it comes on to rain—why a
little rain don’t hurt a horse.”

“Well, if it does come on to rain, you put him in, will you, Billy?
I’m scared he might get cold so I couldn’t ride him when the time
comes.”

“Oh sure! I’ll watch out for him if we get back in time. But it won’t
rain today.”

And so Jody, when he went to school left Gabilan standing out in
the corral.
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Billy Buck wasn’t wrong about many things. He couldn’t be. But he
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 holding up one finger for
permission to go to the outhouse and, once outside, running for home
to put the pony in. Punishment 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
through the dark rain. The banks at the sides of the road spouted
little jets of muddy water. The rain slanted and swirled under a cold
and gusty wind. Jody dog-trotted home, slopping through the gravelly
mud of the road.

From the top of the ridge he could see Gabilan standing miserably
in the corral. The red coat was almost black, and streaked with water.
He stood head down with his rump to the rain and wind. Jody arrived
running 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
in gusts like the wind.

When he had dried the pony as well as he could, Jody went up to
the house and brought hot water down to the barn and soaked the grain
in it. Gabilan was not very hungry. He nibbled at the hot mash, but he
was not very much interested in it, and he still shivered now and then.
A little steam rose from his damp back.

It was almost dark when Billy Buck and Carl Tiflin came home.
“When the rain started we put up at Ben Herche’s place, and the rain
never let up all afternoon,” Carl Tiflin explained. Jody looked re-
proachfully at Billy Buck and Billy felt guilty.

“You said it wouldn’t rain,”’ Jody accused him.

Billy 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, and 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 think he'll take cold, Billy?”

“A little rain never hurt anything,” Billy assured him.

Jody’s father joined the conversation then and lectured the boy a
little. “A horse,” he said, “isn’t any lap-dog kind of thing.” Carl Tiflin
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 boiled
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potatoes and boiled squash, which clouded the room with their steam.
They sat down to eat. Carl Tiflin still grumbled about weakness put
into animals and men by too much coddling.

Billy Buck felt bad about his mistake. “Did you blanket him?” 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 washing dishes, Billy found and lighted a lantern. He
and Jody walked through the mud to the barn. The barn was dark
and warm and sweet. The horses still munched their evening hay. “You
hold the lantern!” Billy ordered. And he felt the pony’s legs and tested
the heat of the flanks. He put his cheek against the pony’s grey muzzle
and then he rolled up the eyelids to look at the eyeballs and he lifted
the lips 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 violently and he
rubbed the chest and the withers. Gabilan was strangely spiritless. He
submitted patiently to the rubbing. 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 string.

“Now he’ll be all right in the morning,” Billy said.

Jody’s mother looked up when he got back to the house. “You're
late up from bed,” she said. She held his chin in 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 in
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 until it burned his
stomach. He scorched himsclf through and then went in to bed,
but it was a hard thing to go to sleep. He awakened after what
seemed a long time. The room was dark but there was a greyness in
the window like that which precedes the dawn. He got up and found
his overalls and searched for the legs, and then the clock in the other
room struck two. He laid his clothes down and got back into bed. It was
broad daylight when he awakened again. For the first time he had
slept through the ringing of the triangle. He leaped up, flung on his
clothes and went out of the door still buttoning his shirt. His mother
looked after him for a moment and then went quietly back to her work.
Her eyes were brooding and kind. Now and then her mouth smiled a
little but without changing her eyes at all.
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Jody ran on toward the barn. Halfway there he heard the sound he
dreaded, the hollow rasping cough of a horse. He broke into a sprint
then. In the barn he found Billy Buck with the pony. Billy was rubbing
its legs with his strong thick hands. He looked up and smiled gaily. “He
just took a little cold,” Billy said. “We’ll have him out of it in 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.
Gabilan’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 again
and his whole body constricted with the effort. A little stream of thin
fluid ran from his nostrils.

Jody looked back at Billy Buck. “He’s awful sick, Billy.”

“Just a little cold, like I said,” Billy insisted. “You go get some
breakfast and then go back to school. I’ll take care of him.”

“But you might have to do something else. You might leave him.”

“No, I wor’t. I won’t leave him at all. Tomorrow’s Saturday. Then
you can stay with him all day.” Billy had failed again, and he felt
badly about it. He had to cure the pony now.

Jody 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 his usual amount. He didn’t even ask to stay home from school.
His mother pushed his hair back when she took his plate. “Billy’ll 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 in dread. He walked slowly and let the other boys
lcave him. He wished he might continue walking and never arrive at
the ranch.

Billy was in the barn, as he had promised, and the pony was worse.
His eyes were almost closed now, and his breath whistled shrilly past
an obstruction in his nose. A film covered that part of the eyes that was
visible at all. It was doubtful whether the pony could see any more.
Now and then he snorted, to clear his nose, and by the action seemed
to plug it tighter. Jody looked dispiritedly 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—is he going to get well?”

Billy 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 Gabilan is. I'm going to steam him now. You can help.”

“Yes,” Jody said miserably. He followed Billy into the grain room
and watched him make the steaming bag ready. It was a long canvas
nose bag with straps to go over a horse’s ears. Billy filled it one-third
full of bran and then he added a couple of handfuls.of dried hops. On
top of the dry substance he poured a little carbolic acid and a little
turpentine. “I’ll be mixing it all up while you run to the house for a
kettle of boiling water,” Billy said.

When Jody came back with the steaming kettle, Billy buckled the
straps over Gabilan’s head and fitted the bag tightly around his nose.
Then through a little hole in the side of the bag he poured the boiling
water on the mixture. The pony started away as a cloud of strong
steam rose up, but then the soothing fumes crept through his nose and
into his 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 against the biting cloud. Billy poured in more water and
kept the steam rising for fifteen nrinutes. At last he set down the kettle
and took the bag from Gabilan’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 again. Maybe he’ll be nearly well by morning.”

“I’ll stay with him tonight,” Jody suggested.

“No. Don’t you do it. I’ll bring my blankets down here and put
them in the hay. You can stay tomorrow and steam him if he needs it.”

The evening was falling when they went to the house for their
supper. Jody didn’t even realize that some one else had fed the
chickens and filled the wood-box. He walked up past the house to the
dark brush line and took a drink of water from the tub. The spring
water was so cold that it stung his mouth and drove a shiver through
him. The sky above the hills was still light. He saw a hawk flying so
high that it caught the sun on its breast and shone like a spark. Two
blackbirds were driving him down the sky, glittering as they attacked
their enemy. In the west, the clouds were moving in to rain again.

Jody’s father didn’t speak at all while the family ate supper, but
after Billy Buck had taken his blankets and gone to sleep in the barn,
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Carl Tiflin built a hugh fire in the f.replace 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 Moro Cojo
that hopped into 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 again.

Jody sat with his chin in his hands; his mouth worked nervously,
and his father gradually became aware that he wasn’t listening very
carefully. “Isn’t that funny?” he asked.

Jody laughed politely and said, “Yes, sir.” His father was angry
and hurt, then He didn’t tell any more stories. After a while, Jody
took a lantern and went down to the barn. Billy Buck was asleep in
the hay, and, except that his breath rasped a little in his lungs, the
pony seemed to be much better. Jody stayed a little while, running his
fingers over the red rough coat, and then he took up the lantern and
went back to the house. When he was in bed, his mother came into
the room.

“Have you enough covers on? It’s getting winter.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Well, get some rest tonight.” She hesitated to go out, stood un-
certainly. “The pony will be all right,” she said.

Jody was tired. He went to sleep quickly and didn’t awaken until
dawn. The triangle sounded, and Billy Buck 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 going to open
that lump this morning. Then he’ll be better maybe.”

After breakfast, Billy got out his best knife, one with a needle point.
He whetted the shining blade a long time on a little carborundum
stone. He tried the point and the blade again and again on his
callused thumb-ball, and at last he tried it on his upper lip.

On the way to the barn, Jody noticed how the young grass was up
and how the stubble was melting day by day into the new green crop
of volunteer. It was a cold sunny morning.

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 little groan in
cach breath, a deep-seated, patient groan.

Billy lifted the weak head and made a quick slash with the knife.
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 him. “That yellow poison is
what makes him sick.”

Jody looked unbelieving at Billy Buck. “He’s awful sick.”

Billy thought a long time what to say. He nearly tossed off a careless
assurance, but he saved himself in time. “Yes, he’s pretty sick,” he said
at last. “I’ve seen worse ones get well. If he doesn’t get pneumonia,
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,
stroking him behind the ears. The pony didn’t flip his head the way
he had done when he was well. The groaning in his breathing was
becoming more hollow.

Doubletree Mutt looked into the barn, his big tail waving provoca-
tively, and Jody was so incensed at his health that he found a hard
black clod on the floor and deliberately threw it. Doubletree Mutt
went yelping away to nurse a bruised paw.

In the middle of the morning, Billy Buck came back and made
another steam bag. Jody watched to see whether the pony improved
this time as he had before. His breathing eased a little, but he did not
raise his head.

The Sawrday dragged on. Late in the afternoon Jody went to the
house and brought his bedding 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 anything. That night
he left a lantern burning on a wire over the box stall. Billy had told
him t~ tub the pony’s legs every little while.

At nine o’clock the wind sprang up and howled around the barn.
And in spite of his worry, Jody grew sleepy. He got into his blankets
and went to sleep, but the breathy groans of the pony sounded in his
dreams. And in his sleep he heard a crashing noise which went on and
on until it awakened him. The wind was rushing through the barn.
He sprang up and looked down the lane of stalls. The barn door had
blown open, and the pony was gone.

He caught the lantern and ran outside into the gale, and he saw
Gabilan weakly shambling away into the darkness, hcad down, legs
working slowly and mechanically. When Jody ran up and caught him
by the forelock, he allowed himself to be led back and put into his stall.
His groans were louder, and a fierce whistling came from his 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 for a
time at the pony as though he had never seen him before. He felt the

62



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 his hand. “No. I’'m going to open a little hole in his wind-
pipe so he can breathe. His nose is filled up. When he gets well, we’ll
put a little brass button in the hole for him to breathe through.”

Jody couldn’t have gone away if he had wanted to. It was awful to
see the red hide cut, but infinitely more terrible to know it was being
cut and not to see it. “I’ll stay right here,” he said bitterly. “You sure
you got to?”

“Yes. I'm sure. If you stay, you can hold his head. If it doesn’t make
you sick, that is.”

The fine knife came out again and was whetted again 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 right place. Jody
sobbed once as the bright knife point disappeared into the throat. The
pony plunged wecakly away and then stood still, trembling violently.
The blood ran thickly out and up the knife and across Billy’s hand and
into his shirtsleeve. The sure square hand sawed out a round hole in the
flesh, and the breath came bursting out of the hole, throwing a fine
spray of blood. With the rush of oxygen, the pony took a sudden
strength. He lashed out with his hind feet and tried to rcar, but Jody
held his head down while Billy mopped the new wound with carbolic
salve. It was a good job. The blood stopped flowing and the air puffed
out the hole and sucked it in regularly with a little bubbling noise.

The rain brought in by the night wind began to fall on the barn roof.
Then the triangle rang for breakfast. “You go up and eat while I wait,”
Billy said. “We’ve got to keep this hole from plugging up.”

Jody walked slowly out of the barn. He was too dispirited to tell
Billy how the barn door had blown open and lct the pony out. He
emerged into the wet grey morning and sloshed up to the house, taking
a perverse pleasure in splashing 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 anything,”
and ran out of the house. At the barn, Billy showed him how to fix a
ball of cotton on a stick, with which to swab out the breathing hole
when it became clogged with mucus.

Jody'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.” Jody shook his head. “You better
come on, out of this,” his father insisted.

Billy turned on him angrily. “Let him alone. It’s his pony, isr’t it?”

Carl Tiflin walked away without saying another word. His feelings
were badly hurt.

All morning Jody kept the wound open and the air passing in 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 tonight, you
better take a little nap,” he said. Jody went absently out of the barn.
The sky had cleared to a hard thin blue. Everywhere the birds were
busy with worms that had come to the damp surface of the ground.

Jody walked to the brush line 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 familiar, but curiously changed. It
wasn’t itself any more, but a frame for things that were happening.
A cold wind blew out of the east now, signifying that the rain was over
for a little while. At his feet Jody could see the little arms of new
weeds spreading 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, remembering how he had thrown the clod,
put his arm about the dog’s neck and kissed him on his wide black nose.
Doubletree Mutt sat still, as though he knew some solemn thing was
happening. His big tail slapped the ground gravely. Jody pulled a
swollen tick out of Mutt’s neck and popped it dead between his thumb-
nails. It was a nasty thing. He washed his hands in the cold spring
water.

Except for the steady swish of the wind, the farm was very quiet.
Jody knew his mother wouldn’t mind if he didn’t go in to eat his lunch.
After a little while he went slowly back to the barn. Mutt crept into
his own little house and whined softly to himself for a long time.

Billy Buck stood up from the box and surrendered the cotton swab.
The pony still lay on his side and the wound in his throat bellowsed in
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 sat heavily on
the box and let down the barrier of the box stall. For a long time he
kept his eyes on the moving wound, and at last he dozed, and the
afternoon passed quickly. Just before dark his mother brought a deep
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dish of stew and left it for him and went away. Jody ate a littte of 1,
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
until the night chill awakened him. The wind was blowing fiercely,
bringing the north cold with it. Jody brought a blanket from his bed in
the hay and wrapped himself in it. Gabilan’s breathing was quiet at
last; the hole in his throat moved gently. The owls flew through the
hayloft, shrieking and looking for mice. Jody put his hands down on
his head and slept. In his slcep he was aware that the wind had
increased. He heard it slamming about the barn.

It was daylight when he awakened. The barn door had swung open.
The pony was gone. He sprang up and ran out into the morning light.

The pony’s tracks were plain enough, dragging through the frostlike
dew on the young grass, tired tracks with little lines between them
where the hoofs had dragged. They headed for the brush line halfway
up the ridge. Jody 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 plain trail, a shadow cut across in front of
him. He looked up and saw a high circle of black buzzards, and the
slowly revolving circle dropped lower and lower. The solemn birds
soon disappearcd over the ridge. Jody ran faster then, forced on by
panic and rage. The trail entered the brush at last and followed a
winding route among the tall sage bushes.

At the top of the ridge Jody was winded. He paused, puffing noisily.
The blood pounded in his ears. Then he saw what he was looking for.
Below, in one of the little clearings in the brush, lay the red pony. In
the distance, Jody could see the legs moving slowly and convulsively.
And in a circle around him stood the buzzards, waiting for the moment
of death they know so well.

Jody leaped forward and plunged down the hill. The wet ground
muffled his 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
dripping with dark eye fluid. Jody plunged into the circle like a cat.
The black brotherhood arose in a cloud, but the big one on the pony’s
head wac 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 wing
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 blindly with his free hand. His fingers found
the neck of the struggling 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 a stream of putrefied fluid. Jody brought
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up his knee and fell on the great bird. He held the neck to the groung
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 corners. 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 him off and held him tightly to calm his shaking.

Carl Tiflin wiped the blood from the boy’s face with a red bandana.
Jody was limp and quiet now. His father moved the buzzard with
his toe. “Jody,” he explained, “the buzzard didn’t kill the pony. Don’t
you know that?”

“I know it,” Jody said wearily.

It was Billy Buck who was angry. He had lifted Jody in his arms, and
had turned to carry him home. But he turned back on Carl Tiflin.
“’Course he knows it,” Billy said furiously, “Jesus Christ! man, can’t
you see how he’d feel about it?”

The Erne from the Coast

T. O. BEACHCROFT
I

‘WHERE’s HARRY?’ Mr. Thorburn came out of the back of the farm-
house. He stood in the middle of the well-kept farmyard. ‘Here, Harry!’
he shouted. ‘Hi, Harry!

He stood leaning on a stick and holding a letter in his hand, as he
looked round the farmyard.

Mr. Thorburn was a red-faced, powerful man; he wore knee breeches
and black leather gaiters. His face and well-fleshed body told you at a
glance that Thorburn’s Farm had not done too badly during the
twenty years of his married life.

Harry, a fair-haired boy, came running across the yard.

‘Harry,’ said the farmer to his son, ‘here’s a letter come for old
Michael. It will be about this visit he’s to pay to his sick brother. Nice
time of year for this to happen, I must say. You'd better take the letter
to him at once.
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‘Where to?’ said Harry.

‘He’s up on the hill, of course,’ said the farmer. ‘In his hut, or with
the sheep somewhere. Your own brains 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 looking after his son. He leaned heavily on the
thorn stick which he always carried. Harry went through the gate in
the low gray wall which ran round one side of the yard, where there
were no buildings. Directly he left the farmyard, he began to climb.
Thorburn’s Farm was at the end of a valley. Green fields lay in front
of it, and a wide road sloped gently down to the village a mile away;
behind, the hill soared up, and high on the ridge of the hill was
Michacl’s hut, three miles off, and climbing all the way.

Harry was thirteen, very yellow-haired and bluc-eyed. He was a slip
of a boy. It scemed unlikely that he could ever grow into such a stolid,
hcavy man as his father. Mr. Thorburn was every pound of fourteen
stone, 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, taking the lower slopes almost at a run.
His body was loose in its movements, and coltish, and by the time the
rcal work began he was already tiring. However. the April day was
fresh and rainy, and the cold of it kept him going. Gray gusts and
showers swept over the hillside, and between them, with changing
light, came faint gleams of sunshine, so that the shadows of the clouds
raced along the hill beside him. Presently he cleared the gorse and
heather, and came out on to the open hillside, which was bare except
for short, tussocky grass. His home began to look far off beneath him.
He could see his mother walking down towards the village with one of
the dogs, and the baker’s cart coming up from the village towards her.
The fields were brown and green round the farmhouse, and the build-
ings were gray, with low stone walls.

He stopped several times to look back on the small distant farm.
It took him well over an hour to reach the small hut where Michael
lived by day and slept during most nights throughout the lambing
season. He was not in his hut, but after a few minutes’ scarch Harry
found him. Michael was sitting without movement, watching the sheep
and talking to his gray and white dog. He had a sack across his
shoulders, which made him look rather like a rock with gray lichen on
it. He looked up at Harry without moving.

‘It’s a hildy wildy day,” he said, ‘but there’ll be a glent of sunsheen
yet.
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Harry handed Michael the letter. Michael looked at it, and opened
it very slowly, and spread the crackling paper out on his knee with
brown hands. Harry watched him for some minutes as he studied the
letter in silence.

‘Letter’ll 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 moving.

“*T’Il 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
color, and it blew in the wind. It was about the hue of an old sheep’s
skull that has lain 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 rain on the stones and last year’s
bracken.

‘I'll make a change,’ said Michael, ‘going off and sleeping in a bed.’

‘Good-bye,’ said Harry. ‘You’ll be down at the farm tomorrow, then?*

‘Aw reet,’ said Michael.

‘Aw reet,’ said Harry.

Harry went slowly back to the farm. The rain had cleared off, and
the evening was sunny, with a watery light, 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 thing,” said Harry, ‘that old Michael can’t even read.’

‘Don’t you be so smart,’ said Mr. Thorburn. ‘Michael knows a thing
or two you don’t. You don’t want to go muckering about with an old
fellow like Michael—best shepherd I've ever known.’

Harry went away feeling somewhat abashed. Lately it seemed his
father was always down on him, telling him he showed no sign of
sense; telling him he ought to grow up a bit; telling him he was more
like seven than thirteen.

He went to the kitchen. This was a big stone-floored room with a
huge plain table, where the whole household and several of the farm
hands could sit down to dinner or tea at the same time. His mother
and his aunt from the village were still lingering over their teacups,
but there was no one else in the room except a small tortoise-shell cat,
which was pacing round them asking for milk in a loud voice. The
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yellow evening light filled the room. His mother gave him tea and ham
and bread and butter, and he ate it in silence, playing with the cat as
he did so.

II

Next morning at nine o’clock there was a loud rap with a stick at the
kitchen door, and there by the pump, with the hens running round his
legs, stood Michael.

‘Good morning, Mrs. Thorburn,’ he said. ‘Is Measter about?’

‘Come on in with you,” said Mrs. Thorburn, ‘and have a good hot
cup o’ tea. Have you eaten this morning?’

Michael clanked into the kitchen, his hobnails striking the flags,
and he sat down at one end of the table.

‘Aye,’” he said, ‘I’ve eaten, Missus. 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, bringing 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 ontc the parlor
floor.

Michael talked to Mr. Thorburn about the sheep; about the new
lamb; about young Bob, his nephew, who was coming 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 looking roun’ t’ doorway.’

After his cup of tea Michael shook hands all round. Then he set off
down to the village, where he was going to fall in with a lift.

Soon after he had gone, Bob arrived at the farm. He was a tall
young man with a freckled face, and red hair, big-boned and very
gentle in his voice and movements. He listened to all Mr. Thorburr’s
instructions and then set out for the shepherd’s hut.

However, it seemed that Mr. Thorburn’s luck with his shepherds was
dead out. For the next evening, just as it was turning dark, Bob walked
into the farmhouse kitchen. His face was tense with pain, and he was
nursing his left arm with his right hand. Harry saw the ugly distorted
shape and swelling at the wrist. Bob had fallen and broken the wrist
carlier in the day, and by evening the pain had driven him back.

‘I’m sorry, Mr. Thorburn,’ he kept on saying. ‘I’'m a big fule.’

The sheep had to be left for that night. Next morning it was again
a cold, windy day, and clouds the color of gunmetal raced over the
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hill. The sun broke through fitfully, filling the valley 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 night.

‘Happen old Michael 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 anything 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 night; just let the dog round them up and see
the flock is near the hut.’

“There’s blankets and everything in the hut, Harry,” said Mrs. Thor-
burn, ‘and a spirit lamp to make tea. You can’t come to-harm.’

Harry set off up the hill and began to climb. Out on the hilltop it
was very lonely, and the wind was loud and gusty, with sudden snatches
of rain. The sheep kept near the wooden hut most of the time; it was
built in the lee of the ridge, and the best shelter was to be found ncar
it. Harry looked after the sick lamb and brewed himself tea. He had
Tassie, the gray and white sheepdog, 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 in his
boots as a true shepherd does, warmly wrapped up in the rugs.

He was awakened as soon as it was light by the dog barking. He
went out in the gray dawn light, and found a rustle and agitation
among the sheep. Tassie ran to him and back towards the sheep. The
shecp were starting up alert, and showed a tendency to scatter. Harry
looked round, wondering what the trouble was. Then he saw. A bird
was hovering over the flock, and it was this that had attracted the
sheep’s attention. But what bird was it? It hovered like a hawk, soaring
on outstretched wings; 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 soaring and floating away again. It was
larger than any bird he had ever seen before—brownish 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 aparrt. Tassie rushed towards the bird, his head down and his
tail streaming out behind him. Harry followed. This must be an eagle,
he thought. He saw it, looking larger still now it was on the ground,
standing with outstretched wings over a lamb.

Tassie attacked, snarling in rage. The eagle rose at him. It struck at
him with its feet and a flurry of beating wings. The dog was thrown
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back. He retreated slowly, snarling savagely as he went, his tail between
his legs. He was frightened now, and uncertain what to do.

The eagle turned back to the lamb, took it in its talons again, and
began to rise. It could not move quickly 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 his arms in fear,
and he felt the rush of wings round his face. With his arm above his
head he sank on one knee.

When he looked up again, the eagle was back on the lamb. It began
to fly with long slow wingbeats. At first it scarcely rose, and flew with
the lamb almost on the ground.

Harry ran, throwing a stone. He shouted. Tassie gave chase, snap-
ping at the eagle as it went. But the eagle was working towards a
chasm, a sheer drop in the hillside where no one could follow it. In
another moment it was floating in the air, clear and away. Then it
rose higher, and headed towards the coast, which was a few miles away
over the hill.

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 wind. 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 in a small fold near the
hut. The ewe was still terrified.

An hour later Harry set off down the mountain side to the farm.
Tassie looked after him doubtfully. He ran several times after him, but
Harry sent him back to the hut.

It was the middle of the morning wher Harry came back to the
farmyard again. His father was standing in the middle of the yard,
leaning on his stick, and giving advice to one of his cowmen. He broke
off when he saw Harry come in through the gate, and walk towards
him across the farmyard.

‘Well, he said, ‘anything wrong, Harry? I thought you were going
to stay till Michael came back.’

‘We’ve lost a lamb,” said Harry, breathlessly. ‘It’s been carried 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?
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‘I tried,’ said Harry. ‘ButI . . .

Mr. Thorburn was in a bad mood. He had sold some heifers the day
before at a disappointing price. 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 facc turned darker red.

‘That’s a lie!” he said. ‘There’s been no eagle here in my lifetime.
What’s happened? Go on—tell me.’

Harry stood before him. He looked at his father, but said nothing.

‘You’ve lost that lamb,’ said Thorburn. ‘Let it fall down a hole or
something. Any child from the village could have watched those sheep
for a day. Then you’re frightened, and come back here and lie to me.’

Harry still said nothing.

‘Come here,’ said Thorburn suddenly. He caught him by the arm
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 again and again.

‘It’s true,” began Harry, and then cried out with pain 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 looking round.

‘Next time it will be a real beating,’ his father shouted after him.
‘Bring the eagle back, and then I’ll believe you.’

IIT

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 trembling and
clenching his 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 scriously.
He would never have cried for that. But it had been done in front of
another man. The other man had looked on, and he and his father had
been laughing as he had almost run away. Harry clenched his fists; even
now they were still talking 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 night alone in the hut; and that the
eagle would come back next morning and attack the sheep again, ard
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
sheepdog, looked at him questioningly. Soon it was getting 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 in the hut, but he found a thick stave tipped with metal, part
of some broken tool that had been thrown aside. He poiscd the stave in
his hand and swung it; it was just a good weight to hit with. He would
have to go straight at the eagle without hesitation and break its skull.
After thinking about this for some time, he made himself tea, and ate
some bread and butter and cold meat.

Down at the farm Mr. Thorburn in the evening told his wife what
had happened. He was quitc sure there had been no eagle. Mrs. Thor-
burn did not say much, but she said it was an extraordinary 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 night. He slept and lay awake by turns, but,
sleeping or waking, he was tortured by the same images. He saw all the
events of the day before. He saw how the eagle had first appeared above
him; how it had attacked; how it had driven off Tassie and then him.
He remembered his fear, and he planned again just how he could
attack the cagle when it came back. Then he thought of himself going
down towards the farm and he saw again the scene with his father.

All night long he saw these pictures and other scenes from his life.
In every one of them he had made some mistake; he had made himself
look ridiculous, and grown men had laughed at him. He had failed in
strength or in common sense; he was always disappointing himself and
his father. He was too young for his age. He was still a baby.

So the night passed. Early in the morning he heard Tassie barking.

He jumped up, fully clothed, and ran outside the hut. The cold air
made him shiver; but he saw at once that his 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, running in every direction. The eagle followed,
and swooped on one weakly running lamb. At once it tried to rise again,
but its heavy wingbeats took it along the earth. Near the ground it
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seemed cumbersome and awlward. Tassie was atter 1t like a flashy
Harry seized his weapon, the stave tipped with ircn, and followed.
When Tassie caught up with the eagle it turned and faced fim, 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 tail.
The beak was yellow, and the legs yellow and scaly.

It lowered its head, and with a fierce movement threatened Tassic;
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. Tassie hung back, his ears flattened against his head,
snarling, creeping by inches towards the eagle; he was frightened, but
he was brave. Then he ran in to attack.

The eagle left the lamb. With a lunging spring it aimed heavily at
Tassie. It just cleared the ground and beat about Tassie with its wings,
hovering over him. Tassie flattened out his body to the earth and turned
his head upwards with snapping jaws. But the eagle was over him and
on him, its talons plunged into his side, and a piercing scream rang out.
The eagle struck deliberately at the dog’s skull three times; the beak’s
point hammered on his head, striking downwards and sideways. Tassie
lay limp on the ground, and, where his head had been, a red mixture of
blood and brains flowed on the grass. When Harry took his eyes away
from the blood, the eagle was standing on the lamb again.

Harry approached the ecagle slowly, step by step. He gripped his
stick firmly as he came. The eagle put its head down. It rocked on its
feet as if preparing to leap. Behind the terrific beak, sharp as metal, was
a shallow head, flat and broad as a snake’s, glaring with light yellow
un-animal eyes. The head and neck made weaving movements towards
him.

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 himself, .
with one good blow; then he could avenge Tassie and stand up to his
father.

But he waited too long. The eagle tried to rise, and with its heavy
sweeping beats was beginning to gain speed along the ground. Harry
ran, stumbling over the uneven ground, among boulders and out-
croppings of rock, trying to strike 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 his 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
hlood rush out.

He stepped back, and back again. The eagle, after this one fierce
iwoop at him, went round in a wide, low circle, and returned to the
lamb. Harry saw that his coat sleeve was in ribbons, and that blood
was running off the ends of his fingers and falling to the ground.

He stood panting; the wind blew across the empty high ground. The
sheep had vanished from sight. Tassie lay dead near by, and he was
utterly alone on the hills. There was nobody to watch what he did. The
eagle might hurt him, but it could not jeer at him. He attacked it
again, but already the eagle with its heavy wingbeats had cleared the
ground; this 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 into the free
air over the chasm, and over the valley far below.

Harry gave chase, stumbling over the broken ground and between
the boulders—striking at the eagle as he went, trying to beat it down
before it could escape. The eagle was hampered by his attack; and
suddenly it swooped onto a projection of rock and turned again to
drive him off. Harry was now in a bad position. The eagle stood on a
rock at the hecight of his own shoulders, with the lamb beside it. It
struck at his chest with its talons, beating its wings as it did so. Harry
felt clothes and flesh being torn; buffeting blows began about his head;
but he kept close to the cagle and struck at it again. He did not want
simply to frighten it away, but to kill ic. The eagle fought at first simply
to drive 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 alrcady it was at the height of his face. It struck at him from
above, driving its stecl claws at him, beating its wings about him. He
was dazed by the buffeting which went on and on all round him; then
with an agonizing stab he felt the claws scize and pierce his shoulder
and neck. He struck upwards desperately and blindly. As the eagle
drove its beak at his head, his stick just turned the blow aside. The
beak struck a glancing blow off the stick, and tore away his eyebrow.

Harry found that something was blinding him, and he felt a new
sickening fear that alrcady one of his eyes was gone. The outspread
beating wings and weight of the eagle dragged him about, and he
ncarly lost his footing. He had forgotten, now, that he was proving
anything to his father; he was fighting for his cyes. Three times he
tended off the hammer stroke of the beak, and at these closc quarters
the blows of his club found their mark. He caught the eagle’s head each
time, and the bird was half stunned.

Harrv, reeling and staggering, felt the grip of the claws gradually
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loosen, and almost unbelievably the body of his enemy sagged, half
fluttering to the ground. With a sudden spurt of new strength, Harry
attacked, and rained blows on the bird’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 lay dead.

He stood for many minutes panting and unmoving, filled with a
tremendous excitement; then he sat on a boulder. The fight had taken
him near a steep edge a long way from the body of Tassie.

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 wings
dropped loosely down in front and behind. He set off towards the farm.

v

When he reached his home, the low gray walls, the ploughed fields,
ind the green pasture fields were swimming before his eyes in a dizzy
pattern. It was still the early part of the morning, but there was plenty
of life in the farmyard, as usual. Some cows were being driven out. One
of the carthorses was standing harnessed to a heavy wagon. Harry’s
father was talking to the carter and looking 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
in bloodstained rags about him; one arm was caked in blood; his right
eyebrow hung in a loose flap, with the blood still oozing stickily down
his cheek.

‘Good God!’ said Thorburn, catching him by the arm as he reeled.

He led the boy into the kitchen. There they gave him a glass of
brandy and sponged him with warm water. There was a deep long
wound in 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
life. Everybody on the farm came in to see him and to see the eagle’s
body.
All day his father hung about him, looking into the kitchen every
half hour. He said very little, but asked Harry several times how he
felt. ‘Are you aw reet?’ he kept saying. Once he took a cup of tea from
his wife and carried it across the kitchen in order to give it to Harry
with his own hands.
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Later in the day old Michael came back, and Harry told him the
whole story. Michael turned the bird over. He said it was an erne; a
white-tailed sea eagle from the 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 blazing fire all the
evening, and in the presence of men from every cottage and farm
Thorburn 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 certain 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 again,
and neither of them could find anything to say. Harry wondered if his
father might not refer to the beating and apologize. Thorburn moved
round the house, raking out fires and locking up. Then he picked up
the lamp and, holding it above his head, led the way upstairs.

‘Good night, 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 into Harry’s face. As the
lamplight fell on it, he nodded. He said nothing more.

‘Aye,’ said Harry, as he turned into his bedroom door, ‘I’'m aw reet.’

Manra
ELIZABETH BOWEN

“WE HAVE cIrLs of our own, you see,” Mrs. Dosely said, smiling
warmly.

That seemed to settle it. Maria’s aunt L.ady Rimlade relaxed at last
in Mrs. Dosely’s armchair, and, glancing round once more at the
Rectory drawing-room’s fluttery white curtains, alert-looking photo-
graphs, and silver cornets spuming out pink sweet-pea, consigned
Maria to these pleasant influences. »

“Then that will be delightful,” she said in that blandlv conclusive
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tone in which she declared open so many bazaars. “Thursday next,
then, Mrs. Dosely, about tca-time?”’

“That will be delightful.”

“It is most kind,” Lady Rimlade concluded.

Maria could not agree with them. She sat scowling under her hat.
brim, tying her gloves into knots. Evidently, she thought, I am being
paid for.

Maria thought a good deal about money; she had no patience with
other people’s affectations about it, for she enjoyed being a rich little
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 in and out of some crescent-shaped lobelia beds
under the drawing-room window. But just as the two voices changed—
one going unconcerned, one very, very diffident—Mrs. Dosely ap-
proached the window and, with an air of immense unconsciousness,
shut it. Maria was baulked.

Maria was at one of those comfortable schools where everything
is attended to. She was (as she had just heard her Aunt Ena explaining
to Mrs. Doscly) a motherless girl, sensitive, sometimes difficult, deeply
reserved. At school they took all this, with her slight tendency to
curvature and her dislike of all puddings, into loving consideration. She
was having her character “done” for her—later on, when she came
out, would be time for her hair and complexion. In addition to this,
she learnt swimming, dancing, some French, the more innocent aspects
of history, and noblesse oblige. It was a really nice school. All the same,
when Maria came home for the holidays, they could not do enough to
console her for being a motherless girl who had been sent away.

Then, late last summer term, with inconceivable selfishness, her
Uncle Philip fell ill and, in fact, nearly died. Aunt Ena had written
less often and very distractedly, and when Maria came home she was
told, with complecte disregard for her motherlessness, that her uncle
and aunt would be starting at once 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 ill they’d do anything in the world),
wrote back their deep disappointment at being unable to have Maria
just now, though there was nothing, had things been otherwise, that
they would have enjoyed more. One to his farm in fact, said Mr. Mac-
Robert, the Vicar, when he was consulted, another to his merchandise.
Then he suggested his neighbours, a Mr. and Mrs. Dosely, of Malton
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Peele. He came over to preach in Lent; Lady Rimlade had met him; he
seemed such a nice man, frank, cheerful, and earnest. She was exceed-
ingly motherly, cveryone said, and sometimes took in Indian children
to make ends mect. The Doselys would be suitable, Maria’s aunt felt
at once. When Maria raged, she drew down urbane pink eyelids and
said she did wish Maria would not be rude. So she drove Maria and
the two little griffons over the next afternoon to call upon Mrs. Dosely.
If Mrs. Dosely really scemed sympathetic, she thought she might leave
the two little dogs with her too.

“And Mrs. Doscly has girls of her own, she tells me,” said Lady
Rimlade on the way home. “I should not wonder if you made quite
friends with them. I should not wonder if it was they who had done
the flowers. I thought the flowers were done very nicely; I noticed
them. Of course, I 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.”

Maria 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
like to have no home.”

“Oh, Maria darling . . .”

“I can’t tcll you what I think of this place you’re sending me to,”
said Maria. “I bounced on the bed in that attic they’re giving me and
it’s like iron. I suppose you realise that rectories 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 complained. But of course you don’t realise a bit,
do you, what I may be exposed to? So often carelessness about a girl
at my age just ruins her life.”

Aunt Ena said nothing; she settled herself a little further down in
the rugs and lowered her eyelids as though a strong wind were blowing,.

That evening, on her way down to shut up the chickens, Mrs. Dosely
came upon Mr. Hammond, the curate, rolling the cricket-pitch in the
Rectory field. He was indefatigable, and, though more High Church
than they cared {or, had outdoor tastes. He came in to meals with them
regularly, “as an arrangement,” because his present landlady could
not cook and a young man needs to be built up, and her girls were still
so young that no one could possibly call Mrs. Dosely designing. So she
felt she ought to tell him.

“We shall be one more now in the house,” she said, “till the end of
tne holidays. Lady Rimlade’s little niece Maria—about fifteen—is com-
ing to us while her uncle and aunt are away.”

“Jolly,” said Mr. Harnmond sombrely, hating 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
Mus. Dosely expected family life was good for him. “Let ’em all come,”
said Mr. Hammond, and went on rolling. Mrs. Dosely, with a tin bowl
under one arm and a basket hooked on the other, stood at the edge of
the pitch and watched him.

“She seemed a dear little 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 Doris would soon
be inseparable, and her face quite lit up. She has no mother; it seems
so sad.”

“I never had a mother,” said Mr: Hammond, tugging the roller
grimly,

“Oh, I do know. But for a young girl I do think it still sadder. . . .
I thought Lady Rimlade charming; so unaffected. I said to her that
we all lived quite simply here, and that if Maria came we should
treat her as one of ourselves, and she said that was just what Maria
would love. . . . In age, you see, Maria comes just between Dilly
and Doris.”

She broke off; she couldn’t help thinking how three years hence
Maria might well be having a coming-out dance. Then she imagined
herself telling her friend Mrs. Brotherhood: “It’s terrible, I never
seem to see anything of my girls nowadays. They seem always to be
over at Lady Rimlade’s.”

“We must make the poor child feel at home here,” she told Mr.
Hammond brightly.

The Doselys were accustomed to making the best of Anglo-Indian
children, so they continued to be optimistic about Maria. “One must
make allowance for character,” had become the watchword of this
warm-hearted household, through which passed a constant stream of
curates with tendencies, servants with tempers, unrealised lady visitors,
and yellow-faced children with no morale. Maria was forbearingly
swamped by the family; she felt as though she were trying 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 Doris, who went
to one of those sensible schools, decided as soon that a girl in a diamond
bracelet was shocking bad form. Dilly had repented at once of her
unkind thought (though she had not resisted noting it in her diary),
and Doris had simply said: “What a pretty bangle. Aren’t you afraid
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of losing it?” Mr. Dosely thought Maria striking-looking (she had a
pale, square-jawed little face, with a straight fringe cut above scowling
brows), striking but disagreeable—here he gave a kind of cough in his
thoughts and, leaning forward, asked Maria if she were a Girl 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 sight of Doris and Dilly. The supper-table rocked with merri-
ment. Shivering in her red crépe frock (it was a rainy August evening,
the room was fireless, a window 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. Maria had always thought curates gig-
gled; she despised curates because they giggled, but was furious with
Mr. Hammond for not giggling at all. She studied him for some time,
end, as he did not look up, at last said: “Are you a Jesuit?”’

Mr. Hammond (who had been thinking about the cricket-pitch)
started violently; his ears went crimson; he sucked in one last streamer
of macaroni. “No,” he said, “I am not a Jesuit. Why?”

“Oh, nothing,” said Maria. “I just wondered. As a matter of fact,
I don’t know what Jesuits are.”

Nobody felt quite comfortable. It was a most unfortunate thing, in
view of the nature of Mr. Hammond’s tendencics, for poor little Maria,
in innocence, to have said. Mr. Hammond’s tendencies were so marked,
and, knowing how marked the Doselys thought his tendencies were,
he was touchy. Mrs. Dosely said she expected Maria must be very fond
of dogs. Maria 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,
looking across at Maria, “I dislike Alsatians intensely.”

Maria now realised with gratification that she had incurred the
hatred of Mr. Hammond. This was not bad for one evening. She
swished her plateful of macaroni round with her fork, then put the
fork down pointedly. Undisguised wholesomeness was, in food as in
personalities, repellent to Maria. “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 little white nest that we keep for our girl friends. 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 bribed into service, had melted away. There was some-
thing marvellously, memorably un-winning about Maria. . . . Yet here
she still was. She had written 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 advising her to have a little talk about all this with
Mrs. Dosely. Mrs. Dosely, Lady Rimlade pointed out, was motherly.
Maria told Mrs. Dosely she was afraid she was unhappy and couldn’t
be well. Mrs. Dosely exclaimed at the pity this was, but at all costs—
Maria would see?—Lady Rimlade must not be worried. She had so
expressly asked not to be worried at all.

“And she’s so kind,” said Mrs. Dosely, patting Maria’s hand.

Maria simply thought, “This woman is mad.” She said with a wan
smile that she was sorry, but having her hand patted gave her pins and
needles. But rudeness to Mrs. Doscly was like dropping a pat of butter
on to a hot plate—it slid and melted away.

In fact, all this last week Maria’s sole consolation had been Mr.
Hammond. Her pleasure in Mr. Hammond was so intense that three
days after her coming he told Mrs. Dosely he didn’t think he’d come
in for meals any more, thank you, as his landlady had by now learned
to cook. Even so, Maria had managed to see quitc a lot of him. She
rode round the village after him, about ten yards behind, on Doris’s
bicycle; she was there when he offered a prayer with the Mothers’
Union; she never forgot to come out when he was at work on the
cricket-pitch (“Don’t you seem to get rather hot?” she would ask him
feelingly, as he mopped inside his collar. “Or are you really not as hot
as you seem?”), and, having discovered that at six cvery evening he
tugged a bell, then read Evensong in the church to two ladics, she came
in alone every evening and sat in the front pew, looking up at him.
She led the responses, waiting courteously for Mr. Hammond when
he lost his place.

But to-night Maria came briskly, mysteriously up to the little white
nest, locking the door for fecar Mrs. Dosely might come in to kiss her
good night. She could now agree that music was inspiring. For they
had taken her to the Choral Society’s gala, and the effect it had had
on Maria’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 in a Palace Hotel, and
do a little climbing. She would take, she thought, a hospital nurse, in
case she hurt herself climbing, and an Alsatian to bother the visitors
in the hotel. She had glowed—but towards the end of “Hey, nonny,
nonny” a finer and far more 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 candlestick
down with a bump, got her notepaper out, and, sweeping her hair-
brushes off the dressing-table, sat down at it to write thus:

“DEAREST AUNT ENA,—You must wonder why I have not written
for so long. The fact is, all else has been swept from my mind by one
great experience. I hardly know how to put it all into words. The fact
s I love a Mr. Hammond, who is the curate here, and am loved by
him, we are engaged really and hope to be married quite shortly. He
is a fascinating man, extremely High Church, he has no money but 1
am quite content to live with him as a poor man’s wife as I shall hav~
to do if you and Uncle Philip are angry, though you may be sorry when
I bring my little children to your door to see you. If you do not give
your consent we shall elope but I am sure, dear Aunt Ena, that you
will sympathise with your little niece in her great happiness. All I be-
seech is that you will not take me away from the Rectory; I do not
think I could lwe without seeing Wilfred every day—or every night
rather, as we meet in the churchyard and sit on a grave with our arms
round each other in the moonlight. The Doselys do not know as I felt
it was my duty to tell you first, but I expect the village people may have
noticed as unfortunately there is a right of way through the churchyard
but we cannot think of anywhere else to sit. Is it not curious to think
how true it was when I said at the time when you sent me to the Rec-
tory, that you did not realise what you might be exposing me to. But
now I am so thankful that you did expose me, as I have found my great
happiness here, and am so truly happy in a good man’s love. Good-bye,
I must stop now as the moon has nisen and I am just going out to meet
Wilfred.

“Your loving, full-hearted little niece
“MARIA.”

Maria, pleased on the whole with this letter, copied it out twice,
addressed the neater copy with a flourish, and went to bed. The muslin
frills of the nest moved gently on the night air; the moon rose beaming
cver the churchyard and the pale evening-primroses fringing the
garden path. No daughter of Mrs. Dosely’s could have smiled more
tenderly in thc dark or fallen asleep more innocently.

Mr. Hammond had no calendar in his rooms: he was sent so many
at Christmas 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 still
to elapse before the end of Maria’s visit. He remained shut up in his
rooms for mornings together, to the neglect of the parish, and was
supposed to be writing a book on Cardinal Newman. Postcards of
arch white kittens stepping through rosy wreaths arrived for him daily;
once he had come in to find a cauliflower labelled “From an admirer”
on his sitting-room table. Mrs. Higgins, the landlady, said the admirer
must have come in by the window, as she had admitted no one, so
recently Mr. Hammond lived with his window hasped. This morning,
the Saturday after the Choral Society’s gala, as he sat humped over his
table writing his sermon, a shadow blotted the lower window-panes.
Maria, obscuring what light there was in 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
Maria, lips close to the pane. He didn’t, so she went round to the front
door and was admitted by Mrs. Higgins with due ceremony. Mrs. Hig-
gins, beaming, ushered in the little lady from the Rectory who had
come, she said, with an urgent message from Mrs. Dosely.

Maria came in, her scarlet beret tipped up, with the jaunty and
gallant air of some young lady intriguing for Bonny Prince Charlie.

“Are we alone?” she said loudly, then waited for Mrs. Higgins to
shut the door. “I thought of writing to you,” she continued, “but your
coldness to me lately led me to think that was hopeless.” She hooked
her heels on his fender and stood rocking 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 car with a calm concentration of loathing.

“I daresay I may,” said Maria, “but I don’t want you to be involved
in my downfall. You have your future to think of ; you may be a bishop;
I am only a woman. You see, the fact is, Mr. Hammond, from the
way we have been going about together, many people think we must
be engaged. I don’t want to embarrass you, Mr. Hammond.”

Mr. Hammond was not embarrassed. “I always have thought you
a horrid little girl, but I never knew you were quite 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 ruining 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, insignificant-looking little girls I've known did
something 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 amusing to talk to. If it
were not for the consideration of the Doselys for your unfortunate
aunt—who is, I understand from Mr. Dosely, so stupid as to be almost
mentally deficient—they would keep you—since they really have guar-
anteed to keep you—in 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 simply sorry for you. I always knew
the Doselys took in Anglo-Indian children, but if I’d known they dealt
in ... cases ... of your sort, I doubt if I'd have ever come to
Malton Peele Shut up, you little hell-cat! I’ll teach you to pull
my hair ?

She was on top of him all at once, tweaking his hair with science.

“You beastly Bolshevik!” exclaimed Maria, tugging. He caught her
wrists and held them. “Oh! Shut up—you hurt me, you beastly bully,
you! Oh! how could you hurt a girl!” She kicked at his shin, weeping.
“I—I only came,” she said, “because I was sorry for you. I needn’t
have come. And then you go and start beating me up like this
Ow!”

“It’s your only hope,” said Mr. Hammond with a vehement, grave,
but very detached expression, twisting her wrist round further. “Yes,
go on, yell—I'm not hurting you. You may be jolly thankful I am a
curate. . . . As a matter of fact, I got sacked from my prep school
for bullying. . . . Odd how these things come back . . .”

They scuffled. Maria yelped sharply and bit his wrist. “Ha, you
would, would you? . . . Oh, yes, I 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 nicer—pleasanter—prettier—than little boys.” He parried a kick
and held her at arms’ length by her wrists. They glared at each other,
both crimson with indignation.

“And you supposed to be a curate!”

“And you supposed to be a lady, you little parasite! This’ll teach
you—— Oh!” said Mr. Hammond, sighing luxuriously, “how pleased
the Doselys would be if they knew!”

“Big brute! You great hulking brute!”

“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.”

“Socialist!”

“Well, get along now.” Mr. Hammond let go of her wrists. “You
can’t go out of the door with a face like that; if you don’t want a
crowd you’d better go through the window. . . . Now you run home
and snivel to Mrs, Dosely.”

“This will undo your career,” Maria said, nursing wrists balefully.
“I shall have it put in the papers: ‘Baronet’s niece tortured by demon
curate.” That will undo your career for you, Mr. Hammond:”

“I know, I know, but it’s worth it!” Mr. Hammond exclaimed exalt-
edly. He was twenty-four, and intensely meant what he said. He pushed
up the window. “Now get out,” he stormed, “or I'll certainly kick
you through it.”

“You are in a kind of a way like a brother to me, aren’t you?”’
remarked Maria, lingering on the sill.

“I am not. Get out!” .

“But oh, Mr. Hammond, I came here to make a confession. I didn’t
expect violence, as no one’s attacked me before. But I forgive you
because it was righteous anger. I'm afraid we are rather compromised.
You must read this. I posted one just the same to Aunt Ena three
days ago.”

Maria 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 him read.

Half an hour later Mr. Hammond, like a set of walking fire-irons,
with Maria, limp as a rag, approached the Rectory. Maria hiccupped
and hiccupped; she’d found Mr. Hammond had no sense of humour
at all. She was afraid he was full of vanity. “You miserable little liar,”
he’d said quite distantly, as though to a slug, and here she was being
positively bundled along. If there’d been a scruff to her neck he would
have grasped it. Maria had really enjoyed being bullied, but she did
hate being despised. Now they were both going into 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 think where to
begin. She wondered in a dim way what was going to happen next, and
whether Uncle Philip would be coming to find Mr. Hammond with a
horsewhip.

Mr. Hammond was all jaw; he wore a really disagreeable expres-
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sion. Doris Dosely, up in the drawing-room window, gazed with awe
for a moment, then disappeared.

“Doris!” yelled Mr. Hammond. “Where is your father? Maria has
something to tcll him.”

“Dunno,” said Doris, and reappeared in the door. “But here’s a tele-
gram for Mariat—mother has opened it: something about a letter.”

“It would be,” said Mr. Hammond. “Give it me here.”

“I can’t, I won’t,” said Maria, backing away from the telegram.
Mr. Hammond, gritting his teeth audibly, received the paper from
Doris.

“Your letter blown from my hand overboard,” he read out, “after
had read first sentence wild with anxiety please repeat contents by
telegram your Uncle Philip wishes you join us Marseilles Wednesday
am writing Doselys Aunt Ena.”

“How highly strung poor Lady Rimlade must be,” said Doris kindly.

“She is a better aunt than many people deserve,” said Mr. Ham-
mond.

“I think I may fecl dull on that dreary old cruise after the sisterly,
brotherly family life I’ve had here,” said Maria wistfully.

The People vs. Abe Lathan, Colored

ERSKINE CALDWELL

UncLE aBE was shucking corn in the crib when Luther Bolick came
down from the big white house on the hill and told him to pack up
his household goods and move off the farm. Uncle Abe had grown a
little deaf and he did not hear what Luther said the first time.

“These old cars of mine is bothering me again, Mr. Luther,” Uncle
Abe said. “I just can’t scem to hear as good as I used to.”

Luther looked at the Negro and scowled. Uncle Abe had got up and
was standing in the crib door where he could hear better.

“I said, I want you and your family to pack up your furniture and
anything else that really belongs to you, and move off.”

Uncle Abe reached out and clutched at the crib door for support.

“Move off ?”” Uncle Abe said.

He locked into his landlord’s face unbelievingly.

“Mr. Luther, you don’t mean that, does you?” Uncle Abe asked, his
voice shaking. “You must be joking, ain’t you, Mr. Luther?”
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“You heard me right, even if you do pretend to be half deaf,” Luther
said angrily, turning around and walking several steps. “I 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 and
sat on the crib 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 lived here, work-
ing for you, and your daddy before you, for all of forty years. I 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 children 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, showing that he did not
want to listen to anything Uncle Abe had to say.

“That’s all true enough,” Luther said, “but I’ve got to get rid of half
the tenants on my place. I can’t afford to keep eight or ten old people
like you here any longer. All of you will have to move off and go
somewhere else.”

“Ain’t you going 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. Ain’t
I shucking this corn to feed the mules as good as anybody else could
do?”

“I haven’t got time to stand here and argue with you,” Luther said
nervously. “My mind is made up, and that’s all there is to it. Now,
you go on home as soon as you finish feeding the mules and start pack-
ing the things that belong to you like I 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 him.

“Where can me and my family move to, Mr. Luther?” Uncle Abe
said. “The boys is big enough to take care of themselves. But me and
my wife has grown old. You know how hard it is for an old colored
man like me to go out and find a house and land to work on shares.
[t 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
like I do and get some rations and a few clothes. You know that’s true,
Mr. Luther. I’ve lived in my little 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 going to listen any longer. He
turned his back on Uncle Abe and walked away.

Uncle Abe did not know what to say or do after that. When he saw
Luther walk away, hc became shaky all over. He clutched at the gate
for something to hold on to.

“I just can’t move away, Mr. Luther,” he said desperately. “I just
can’t do that. This is the only place I’ve got to live 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 little after two o’clock in the afternoon, a truck
drove up to the door of the three-room house where Uncle Abe, his
wife, and their three grown sons lived. Uncle Abe and his wife were
sitting by the fire trying to keep warm in the winter cold. They were
the only ones at home then.

Uncle Abe heard the truck drive up and stop, but he sat where he
was, thinking it was his oldest boy, Henry, who drove a truck some-
times for Luther Bolick.

After several minutes 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 anything at first, but looked inside the
room to see who was there. Still not saying anything, they came inside
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, wondering who they were,
because he had never scen them before. “Why do you want to know
that?”

The man took a bright metal disk out of his pocket and held it in
the palm of his hand before Uncle Abe’s eyes.

“I'm serving a paper and a warrant on you,” he said. “One is an
eviction, and the other is for threatening to do bodily 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
{inally 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—evict?” Uncle Abe asked.

The two men looked around the room for a moment. Uncle Abe’s
wife had come up behind his chair and put trembling hands on his
shoulder.

“We are going to move your furniture out of this house and carry
it off the property of Luther Bolick. Then, besides that, we’re going
to take you down to the county jail. Now, come on and hurry up,
both of you.”

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

The two men began gathering up the furniture and carrying it out
of the house. They took the beds, tables, chairs, and everything else
in the three rooms except the cook-stove, which belonged to Luther
Bolick. When they got all the things outside, they began piling 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. “Just wait a minute
while I go find Mr. Luther. He’ll set things straight. Mr. Luther is my
landlord, and he won’t let you take all my furniture away like 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,
shaking his head. “He was the one who got these court orders to carry
off the furniture and put you in jail. Tt wouldn’t do you a bit of good
to try to find him now.”

“Put me in jail?” 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. Hitdng him with a stick or shooting him with a pistol.”

The men threw the rest of the household goods into the truck and
told Uncle Abe and his wife to climb in the back. When they made
no effort to get in, the deputy pushed them to the rear and prodded
them until they climbed into the truck.

While the younger man drove the truck, the deputy stood beside
them in 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 Bolick’s land to the public highway. They
passed the big white house where he lived, but he was not within sight.
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*I never threatened to harm Mr. Luther,” Uncle Abe protested. “I
never did a thing like that in my whole life. I never said a mean thing
about him either. Mr. Luther is my boss, and I've worked for him ever
since I was twenty years old. Yesterday he said he wanted me to move
oif his farm, and all I did was say that I thought he ought to let me
stay. I won’t have much longer to live, noway. I told him I didn’t want
to move off. That’s all I said to Mr. Luther. I ain’t never said I was
going 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 Bolick’s farm, and had turned down the high-
way towards the county seat, cleven miles away.

“For forty years I has lived here and worked for Mr. Luther,” Uncle
Abe said, “and I ain’t never said a mean thing to his face or behind
his back in all that time. He furnishes me with rations for me and
my family, and a few clothes, . ad me and my family raise cotton for
him, and I been doing that ever since I was twenty years old. I moved
here and started working on shares for his daddy first, and then when
he died, I kept right on like I have up to now. Mr. Luther knows I has
worked hard and never answered him back, and only asked for rations
and a few clothes all this time. You ask Mr. Luther.”

The deputy listencd to all that Uncle Abe said, but he did not say
anything himself. He felt sorry for the old Negro and his wife, but
there was nothing he could do about it. Luther Bolick had driven to
the courthouse early that morning 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 was his job, he could not keep from feeling sorry
for the Negroes. He didn’t think that Luther Bolick ought to throw
them off his farm just because they had grown old.

When they got within sight of town, the deputy told the driver to
stop. He drew the truck up beside the highway when they reached the
first row of houses. Therc were fifteen or eighteen Negro houses on
both sides of the road.

Atter they had stopped, the two white men began unloading the
furniture 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 deputy told him to stay where he was. They
drove off again, leaving Uncle Abe’s wife standing in a dazed state
of mind beside the furniture.

“What you going to do with me now?” Uncle Abe asked, looking
back at his wife and furniture in the distance.

“Take you to the county jail and lock you up,” the deputy said.

“What’s my wife going to do?” he asked.
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“The people in one 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 strects of the town, around the court-
house square, and stopped in front of a brick building 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 Negro
and frowned. He chewed his pencil for a while, then swung around in
his chair and looked out the window into the courthouse square. Pres-
ently he turned around 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 morning, and all of them had rcfused 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 niggers if I took this casc. And, besides,
I don’t want to represent any more niggers at court. Better lawyers
than me have been ruined that way. I don’t want to get the reputation
of being a ‘nigger 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 trying to think of a way to get help for his father.

“My father never said he was going to kill Mr. Luther,” Henry pro-
tested. “He’s always been on friendly terms with Mr. Luther. None
of 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 zll he wanted to
listen to.

“I told you I wouldn’t touch the case,” he said angrily, snatching
up some papers and slamming them down on his desk. “I don’t want
to go into court and waste my time arguing a case that won’t make
any difference 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 while. It doesn’t make
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any difference whether Abe Lathan threatened Mr. Bolick, or whether
he didn’t threaten him. Abe Lathan said he wasn’t going to move off
the farm, didn’t he? Well, that’s enough to convict him in court. When
the case comes up for trial, that’s all the judge will want to hear. He'll
be sent to the ’gang quicker than a flea can hop. No lawyer is going
to spend a lot of time preparing a case when he knows how it’s going
to end. If there was money in it, it might be different. But you niggers
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.”

Henry backed out of Ramsey Clark’s office and went to the jail. He
secured permission to see his father for five minutes.

Uncle Abe was sitting on his bunk in the cage looking through the
bars when Henry entered. The jailer came and stood behind him at the
cage door.

“Did you sce a lawyer and tell him I never said nothing like that
to Mr. Luther?” Uncle Abe asked the first thing.

Henry looked at his father, but it was difficult for him to answer. He
shook his head, dropping his gaze until he could see only the floor.

“You done tried, didn’t you, Henry?” Uncle Abe asked.

Henry nodded.

“But when you told the lawyers how I ain’t never said a mean thing
about Mr. Luther, or his daddy before him, in all my whole life, didn’t
they say they was going to help me get out of jail?”

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 life, and never mentioned the shares, didn’t they
say they would help me then?”

Henry looked at his father, moving his head sideways in order to
see him between the bars of the cage. He had to swallow hard several
times beforc 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 nothing about it, and to just go ahead
and let it come up for trial. 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, looking 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 him. Presently
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he looked up through the bars at his son. His eyes were fast filling
with 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 seen
his father and mother working in the cotton fields for Luther Bolick
and being paid in rations, a few clothes, and a house to live in, and
nothing more.

“Why did they say that for, Henry?” his father insisted.

“I reckon because we is just colored folks,” Henry said at last. “I
don’t know why else they would say things like that.”

The jailer moved up behind Henry, prodding him 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 descended the steps of
the Elevated. She purchased from the newsdealer in the cubbyhole
beneath them a next month’s magazine and a tomorrow morning’s
paper and, with these tucked under one plump arm, she walked. She
walked two blocks north on Sixth Avenue; turned and went west. But
not far west. Westward half a block only, to the place where the gay
green awning marked “Club Frangais” paints a stripe of shade across
the glimmering sidewalk. Under this awning Mrs. Brady halted briefly,
to remark to the six-foot doorman that it looked like rain and to await
his performance of his professional duty. When the small green door
yawned open, she sighed deeply and plodded in.

The foyer was a blackness, an airless velvet blackness like the inside
of a jeweler’s box. Four drum-shaped lamps of golden silk suspended
from the ceiling gave it light (a very little) and formed the jewels:
gold signets, those, or cuff-links for a giant. At the far end of the foyer
there were black stairs, faintly dusty, rippling upward toward an amber
radiance. Mrs. Brady approached and ponderously mounted the stairs,
clinging with one fist to the mangy velvet rope that railed their edge.

From the top, Miss Lena Levin observed the ascent. Miss Levin was
the checkroom girl. She had dark-at-the-roots blonde hair and slender
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hips upon which, in moments of leisute, she wore her hands, like
buckles of ivory loosely attached.

This was a moment of leisure. Miss Levin waited behind her counter.
Row upon row of hooks, empty as yet, and seeming to beckon—wee
curved fingers of iron—waited behind her.

“Late,” said Miss Levin, “again.”

“Go wan!” said Mrs. Brady. “It’s only ten to ten. Whew! Them
stairs!”

She leaned heavily, sideways, against Miss Levin’s counter, and,
applying one palm to the region of her heart, appeared at once to listen
and to count. “Feel!” she cried then in a pleased voice.

Miss Levin obediently felt.

“Them stairs,” continued Mrs. Brady darkly, “with my bad heart,
will be the death of me. Whew! Well, dearie? What'’s the news?”

“You got a paper,” Miss Levin languidly reminded her.

“Yeah!” 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 my
paper, won’t I now? On a Saturday night!” She moaned. “Other nights
is bad enough, dcar knows—but Saturday nights! How I dread ’em!
Every Saturday night I say to my daughter, I say, ‘Geraldine, I can’t,’
I say, ‘I can’t go through it again, an’ that’s all there is to it,” I say. ‘T’ll
quit!” I say. An’ I will, too!” added Mrs. Brady firmly, if indefinitely.

Miss Levin, in defense of Saturday nights, mumbled some vague
something about tips.

“Tips!” Mrs. Brady hissed it. She almost spat it. Plainly money was
nothing, nothing at all, to this lady. “I just wish,” said Mrs. Brady, and
glared at Miss Levin, “I just wish you had to spend one Saturday night,
just one, in that dressing room! Bein’ pushed an’ stepped on and near
knocked down by that gang of hussies, an’ them orderin’ an’ bossin’
you ’round like you was black, an’ usin’ your things an’ then sayin®
they’re sorry, they got no change, they’ll be back. Yeah! They never
come back!”

“There’s Mr. Costello,” whispered Miss Levin through lips that, like
a ventriloquist’s, scarcely stirred.

“An’ as I was sayin’,” Mrs. Brady said at once brightly, “I got to
leave you. Ten to ten, time I was on the job.”

She smirked at Miss Levin, nodded, and right-about-faced. There,
indeed, Mr. Costello was. Mr. Billy Costello, manager, proprietor, mon-
arch of all he surveyed. From the doorway of the big room where the
fittle tables herded in a ring around the waxen floor, he surveyed Mrs.
Brady, and in such a way that Mrs. Brady, momentarily forgetting her
bad heart, walked fast, scurried faster, almost ran.

95



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 electric switch. Lights sprang up,
a bright white blaze, intolerable for an instant to the eyes, like sun on
snow. Blinking, Mrs. Brady shut the door.

The room was a spotless, white-tiled place, half beauty shop, half
dressing-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 dressing table; and over the dressing table and
over the washstands long rectangular sheets of mirror reflected lights,
doors, glossy tiles, lights multiplied. . . .

Mrs. Brady moved across this glitter like a thick dark cloud in a
hurry. At the dressing 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 quite 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 cousin.

Mrs. Brady relocked the cupboard door, fumbled her key-ring over,
and unlocked a capacious drawer of the dressing table. She spread a
fresh towel on the plate-glass top, in the geometrical center, and upon
the towel she arranged with care a procession of things fished from the
drawer. Things for the hair. Things for the complexion. Things for the
eyes, the lashes, the brows, the lips, and the finger nails. Things in boxes
and things in jars and things in tubes and tins. Also an ash tray,
matches, pins, a tiny sewing kit, a pair of scissors. Last of all, a hand-
printed sign, a nudging 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, in which Mrs. Brady now slyly laid decoy money: twa
quarters and two dimes, in four-leaf-clover formation.

Another drawer of the dressing table yielded a bottle of bromo-
seltzer, a bottle of aromatic spirits of ammonia, a tin of sodium bicar-
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bonate, and a teaspoon. These were lined up on a shelf above the
coucls.

Mrs. Brady was now ready for anything. And (from the grim, thin
pucker of her mouth) expecting 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-tapping 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 uninterruptedly, with special attention to the mur-
ders, the divorces, the breaches of promise, the funnies.

Then the door swung inward, admitting a blast of Mr. Fiddle Baer’s
best, a whiff of perfume, and a girl.

Mrs. Brady put her paper away.

The girl was petite and darkly beautiful ; wrapped in fur and mounted
on tall jeweled heels. She entered humming the rag-time song the
orchestra was playing, and while she stood near the dressing table,
stripping off her glovces, she continued to hum it softly to herself:

“Oh, I know my baby loves me,
I can tell my baby loves me.”

Here the dark little girl got the left glove off, and Mrs. Brady
glimpsed a platinum wedding ring.

“’Cause there ain’t no maybe
In my baby’s
Eyes.”

The right glove came off. The dark little girl sat down in one of
the chairs that faced the dressing table. She doffed her wrap, casting it
carelessly over the chair back. It had a cloth-of-gold lining, and the
name of a Paris house was embroidered in curlicues on the label. Mrs.
Brady hovered solicitously near.

The dark little girl, still humming, 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 performing a perilous major
operation, she seized and used the manicure buffer, and after that the
eyebrow pencil. Mrs. Brady’s mind, hopefully calculating the tip,
jumped and jumped again like a taxl-meter.

“Oh, I know my baby loves me >

The dark little girl applied powder and lipstick belonging to herself.
She examined the result searchingly in the mirror and sat back, satis~
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fied. She cast some silver Klink! Klink! into Mrs. Brady’s saucer, and
half rose. Then, remembering something, she settled down again.

The ensuing thirty seconds were spent by her in pulling off her
platinum wedding ring, tying it in a corner of a lace handkerchief, and
tucking the handkerchief down the bodice of her tight white velvet
gown.

“There!” she said

She ‘swooped up her wrap and trotted toward the door, jeweled

heels merrily twinkling.

22

“’Cause there ain’t no maybe

The door fell shut.

Almost instantly it opened again, and another girl came in. A blonde,
this. She was pretty in a round-eyed, doll-like way; but Mrs. Brady,
regarding her, mentally grabbed the spints of ammonia bottle. For
she looked terribly ill The round eyes were dull, the pretty silly little
face was drawn. The thin hands, picking at the fastenings of a specious
beaded bag, trembled and twitched.

Miors. Brady cleared her throat. “Can I do something for you, miss?”

Evidently the blonde girl had believed herself alone in the dressing
room. She started violently and glanced up, panic in her eyes Panic,
and something clse. Something very ike murderous hate—but for an
instant only, so that Mrs. Brady, whose perceptions were never quick,
missed it altogether.

“A glass of water?” suggested Mrs. Brady.

“No,” said the girl, “no.” She had onc hand in the beaded bag now.
Mrs. Brady could sce it moving, causing the bag to squiria like a live
thing, and the fringe to shiver. “Yes!” she cried abruptly. “A glass of
water—pleasc—you get it for me.”

She dropped on to the couch. Mrs. Brady scurried to the water cooler
in the corner, pressed the spigot with a dctermined thumb. Water
trickled out thinly. Mrs. Brady pressed harder, and scowled, and
thought, “Something’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 into the beaded bag again.

She took only a sip of the water, but it scemed to help her quite
miraculously. Almost at once color came to her checks, life 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!” She shook
1er honey-colored head. “I can’t imagine what came over me.”
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“Are you better now?” inquired 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 distress 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 things, that she and her “boy
friend” had not known one another very long, but that she was
“ga-ga” about him. “He is about me, too,” she confessed. “He thinks
I’'m grand.”

She fell silent then, and in the looking-glass her eyes were shadowed,
haunted. But Mrs. Brady, from where she stood, could not see the
looking-glass; and half a minute later the blondc girl laughed and
began again. When she went out she seemed to dance out on little
winged feet; and Mrs. Brady, sighing, thought it must be nice to be
young . . . and happy like that.

The next arrivals were two. A tall, extremely smart young woman
in black chiffon entered first, and held the door open for her com-
panion; 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?”

Amy, who was brown-eyed, brown-bobbed-haired, and patently an-
noyed about something, crossed to the dressing table and flopped into
a chair before she made reply.

“Nothing,” she said wearily then.

“That’s nonsense!” snorted the other. “Tell me. Was it something she
said? She’s a tactless ass, of course. Always was.”

“No, not anything she said. It was ” Amy bit her lip. “All right!
T’ll tell you. Before we left your apartment I just happened to notice
that Tom had disappeared. So I went to look for him—I wanted to ask
him if he’d remembered to tell the maid where we were going—
Skippy’s subject to croup, you know, and we always leave word. Well,
so I went into the kitchen, thinking Tom might be there mixing cock-
tails—and there he was—and there she was!”

The full red mouth of the other young woman pursed itself slightly.
Her arched brows lifted. “Well?”

Her matter-of-factness appeared to infuriate Amy. “He was kissing
her!” she flung out.

“Well?” said the othcr again. She chuckled softly and patted Amy’s
shoulder, as if it were the shoulder of a child. “You’re surely not going
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to let that spoil your whole evening? Amy dear! Kissing may once
have been serious 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 thing! Calling me ‘darling’ and ‘honey,” and s-sending 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 like 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
Christmas handkerchiefs, and confronted her friend. “Well, what
would you do, Vera? If you were I?”

“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 indignantly; but as the door behind
her opened and a third young woman—red-headed, earringed, ex-
quisite—lilted in, she changed her tone. “Oh, hello!” she called sweetly,
beaming at the newcomer via the mirror. “We were wondering what
had become of you!”

The red-headed girl, smiling easily back, dropped her cigarette on
the floor and crushed it out with a silver-shod toe. “Tom and I were
talking to Fiddle Baer,” she explained. “He’s going to play ‘Clap Yo’
Hands’ next, because it’s my favorite. Lend me a comb, will you?”

“There’s a comb there,” said Vera, indicating Mrs. Brady’s business
comb.

“But imagine using it!” murmured the red-headed girl. “Amy, dar-
ling, haven’t you one?”

Amy produced a tiny comb from her rhinestone purse. “Don’t forget
.0 bring it when you come,” she said, and stood up. “I’m going on out,
[ want to tell Tom something.” She went.

The red-headed young woman and the tall black-chiffon one were
ilone, except for Mrs. Brady. The red-headed one beaded her incredible
ashes. The tall one, the one called Vera, sat watching her. Presently she
iaid, “Sylvia, look here.” And Sylvia looked. Anybody, addressed in
hat tone, would have.

“There is one thing,” Vera went on quietly, holding 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
18, I suppose.”
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“Precisely. And,” went on Vera, gathering up her possessions anc
rising, “as I said before, you're to keep away.” Her eyes blazed sudden
white-hot rage. “Because, as you very well know, he belongs to me,”
she said, and departed, slamming the door.

Between eleven o’clock and one Mrs. Brady was very busy indeed.
Never for more than a moment during those two hours was 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
chiffon, with legs. The door flapped in and back, in and back. The
mirrors caught and held—and lost—a hundred different faces. Powder
veiled the dressing table with a thin white dust; cigarette stubs, scarlet
at the tips, choked the ash-receiver. Dimes and quarters clattered into
Mrs. Brady’s saucer—and were transferred to Mrs. Brady’s purse. The
original seventy cents remained. That much, and no more, would Mrs.
Brady gamble on the integrity of womankind.

She earned her money. She threaded needles and took stitches. She
powdered the backs of necks. She supplied towels for soapy, dripping
hands. She removed a speck from a teary blue eye and pounded the
heel on a slipper. She curled the straggling ends of a black bob and a
gray bob, pinned a velvet flower on a lithe round waist, mixed three
doses of bicarbonate of soda, took charge of a shed pink-satin 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) swectheart of a
Most Distinguished Name, and the Brains of a bootleg gang. . . . She
saw things. She saw a yellow check, with the ink hardly dry. She saw
four tiny bruises, such as fingers might make, on an arm. She saw a
girl strike another girl, not playfully. She saw a bundle of letters some
man wished he had not written, 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 against it, her palms flattened on
the panels at her sides, the draperies of her white chiffon gown settling
lightly to rest around her.

There were already five damsels of varying ages in the dressing room.
The latest arrival marked their presence with a flick of her eyes and,
standing just where she was, she called peremptorily, “Maid!”

Mrs. Brady, standing just where she was, said, “Yes, miss?”

“Please come here,” said the girl.
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Mrs. Brady, as slowly as she dared, did so.

The girl lowered her voice to a tense half-whisper. “Listen! Is there
any way I can get out of here except through this door I came in?”

Mrs. Brady stared at her stupidly.

“Any window?” persisted the girl. “Or anything?”

Here they were interrupted by the exodus of two of the damsels-of-
varying-ages. Mrs. Brady opened the door for them—and in so duing
caught a glimpse of a man who waited in the hall outside, a debonair,
old-young man with a girl’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,
against which she had flattened herself—for all the world like one elud-
ing pursuit in a cinema.

“What about that window?” she demanded, pointing.

“That’s all the farther it opens,” said Mrs. Brady.

“Oh! 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 girl looked at the door. She seemed to look through the door,
and to despisc and to fear what she saw. Then she looked at Mis.
Brady. “Well,”” she said, “then I s’pose the only thing for me to do is
to stay in here.”

She stayed. Minutes ticked by. Jazz crooned distantly, stopped, struck
up again. Other girls came and went. Still the gray-eyed girl sat on the
couch, with her back to the wall and her shapely legs crossed, smoking
cigarettes, one from the stub of another.

After a long while she said, “Maid!”

“Yes, miss?”

“Peek out that door, will you, and see if there’s anyone standing
there.”

Mrs. Brady peeked, and reported that there was. There was a gentle-
man with a little bit of a black mustache standing there. The same
gentleman, in fact, who was standing there “just after you came in,”

“Oh, Lord,” sighed the gray-cyed girl. “Well . . . I can’t stay here
all night, that’s one sure thing.”

She slid off the couch, and went listlessly to the dressing table. There
she occupied herself for a minute or two. Suddenly, without a word,
she darted out.

Thirty seconds later Mrs. Brady was elated to find two crumpled

one-dollar bills lying in her saucer. Her joy, however, died a premature
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death. For she made an almost simultaneous second discovery. A sad-
dening one. Above all, a puzzling one.

“Now what for,” marveled Mrs. Brady, “did she want to walk off
with them scissors?”

This at twelve twenty-five.

At twelve thirty a quartette of excited young things burst in, babbling
madly. All of them had their evening wraps with them; all talked at
once. One of them, a Dresden china girl with a heart-shaped face, was
the center of attraction Around her the rest fluttered like monstrous
butterflies; to her they addressed their shrill exclamatory cries.

“Babe,” they called her.

Mrs. Brady heard snatches: “Not in this state unless . . .” “Well, you
can in 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 mind, let’s hurry.” “Shall we be warm enough
with just these thin wraps, do you think? Babe, will you be warm
enough? Sure?”’

Powder flew and little pocket combs marched through bright mar-
cels. Flushed cheeks were painted pinker still.

“My pearls,” said Babe, “arc old. And my dress and my slippers are
new. Now, let’s sce—what can I borrow?”

A lace handkerchief, a diamond bar pin, a pair of earrings were prof-
fercd. She chose the bar pin, and its owner unpinned it proudly, gladly.

“I’ve got bluc garters!” exclaimed a shrill little girl in a silver dress.

“Give me one, then,” directed Babe. “I’ll trade with you. . . . There!
That fixes that.”

More babbling, “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, I'll powder your back.” “And just
to think a week ago you’d never even met each other!” “Oh, hurry up,
let’s get started!” “I'm ready.” “So’'m I.” “Ready, Babe? You look
adorable.” “Come on, everybody.”

They were gone again, and the dressing room seemed twice as still
and vacant as before.

A minute of grace, during which Mrs. Brady wiped the spilled pow-
der away with a damp gray rag. Then the door jumped open again.
Two evening gowns appeared and made for the dressing table in a bee
line. Slim tubular gowns they were, one green, one palest yellow. Yel-
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fow fair went with the green gown, brown hair with the yellow. The
green-gowned, ycllow-haired girl wore gardenias on her left shoulder,
four of them, and a flashing 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 like him?”

“Oh-h—all right.”

“Meaning, ‘Not any,” hmm? I suspected as much!” The girl with
gardenias turned in her chair and scanned her companion’s profile with
disapproval. “See here, Marilee,” she drawled, “are you going to be a
damn fool all your life?”

“He’s fat,” said Marilee dreamily. “Fat, and—greasy, sort of. I mean,
greasy in his mind. Don’t you know what I mean®”’

“I know one thing,” 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 meaningly, affected the girl called
Marilee curiously. She grew grave. Her lips and lashes drooped. For
some seconds she sat frowning a little, breaking a black-sheathed lip-
stick in two and fitting it together again.

“She’s worse,” she said finally, low.

“Worse?”

Marilee nodded

“Well,” said the girl with gardenias, “there you are. It’s the climate,
She’ll never be anything but worse, if she doesn’t get away. Out West
Arizona 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.”

Marilee said nothing. Quiet she sat, breaking the lipstick, mending
it, breaking it.

“Oh, well,” she breathed finally, wearily, and straightened up. She
propped her elbows on the plate-glass dressing 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 alluring.

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 minutes. 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 justification for the five-
dollar couvert extorted by Billy 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—MTrs. Brady brightened. With a right good will she sped the
parting guests.

Alone, she unlocked her cupboard and took out her magazine—the
magazine she had bought three hours before. Heaving a great breath of
relief and satisfaction, she plumped herself on the couch and fingered
the pages.

Immediately she was absorbed, her eyes drinking up printed lines,
her lips moving soundlessly.

The magazine was Mrs. Brady’s favorite. Its stories were true stories,
taken from life (so the editor said) ; and to Mrs. Brady they were live,
vivid threads in the dull, drab pattern of her night.

The Lily
H. E. BATES

My GREAT-UNCLE Silas used to live in a small stone reed-thatched
cottage on the edge of a pine-wood, where nightingales sang passion-
ately in great numbers through early summer mghts and on into the
mornings and often still in the afternoons. On summer days after rain
the air was sweetly saturated with the fragrance of the pines, which
mingled subtly with the exquisite honeysuckle scent, the strange vanilla
heaviness from the creamy elder-flowers in the garden hedge and the
perfume of old pink and white crimped-double roses of forgotten
names. It was very quiet there except for the soft, water-whispering
sound of leaves and boughs, and the squabbling and singing of birds
in the house-thatch and the trecs. 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
geraniums, of old wine and tea and the earth smell of my uncle Silas
himself.

It was the sort of house to which old men retire to enjoy their last
days, in which, shuffling about in green carpet-slippers, they do nothing
but poke the fire, gloomily clip their beards, rcad the newspapers with
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their spectacles on upside down, take too much physic and die of
boredom at last.

But my uncle Silas was diffcrent. At the age of ninety-three he was
as lively and restless as a young colt. He shaved every morning at
half-past five with cold water and a razor older than himself which
resembled an antique barbaric bill-hook. He still kept alive within
him some gay, devilish spark of audacity which made him attractive
to the ladies. He ate too much and he drank too much.

‘God strike me if I tell a lic,” he used to say, ‘but I’'ve drunk enough
beer, me boyo, to float the fleet and a drop over.

I remember sceing him on a scorching, windless day in July. He
ought to have been asleep in the shade with his red handkerchicf over
his old walnut-coloured face, but when I arrived he was at work on
his potato-patch, digging steadily and strongly in the full blaze of the
sun.

Hearing the click of the gate he looked up, and sceing me, waved
his 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 pinks flamed softly
against the hot marigolds and the orange poppies flat-opened to drink
in the sun.

‘Hot,’ I said.

‘Warmish.” He did not pause in his strong, rhythmical digging. The
potato-patch had been cleared of its crop and the sun-withered haulms
had been heaped against the hedge.

‘Peas?’ I said. The conversation was inevitably laconic.

‘Taters,” he said. He did not speak again 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
eye at me.

“Two crops,” he said. “Two crops from one bit o’ land. How’s that,
me boyo? Ever heard talk o’ that?’

‘Never.’

‘And you’d be telling a lie if you said you had. Because I know you
ain’t.

He winked 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 himself. He was doing somcthing extraor-
dinary and he knew it. There was no humbug about him.

Sitting in the low shade of the garden hedge I watched him, waiting
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for him to finish digging. He was a short, thick-built man, and h's old
cordurcy trousers concertina-folded over his squat legs and his old
wine-red waistcoat ruckled up over his heavy chest made him look
dwarfer and thicker still. He was as ugly as some old Indian idol, his
skin walnut-stained and scarred like a weather-cracked apple, his
cheeks hanging loose and withered, his lips wet and almost sensual and
a trifle sardonic with their sideways twist and the thick pout of the
lower lip. His left eye was bloodshot, a thin vein or two of scarlet
staining the white, but he kept the lid half-shut, only raising it abruptly
now and then with an odd cocking-flicker that made him look devilish
and sinister. The sudden gay jaunty flash of his eyes was electric,
immortal. I told him once that he’d live to be a thousand. ‘I shall,’
he said.

When he had finished the digging and was scraping the light sun-dry
soil from his spade with his flattened thumb I got up languidly from
under the hedge. *

‘Don’t strain yourself,’ he said.

Hec shouldered his spade airily and walked away towards the house
and I followed him, marvelling at his age, his strength and his tireless-
ness under that hot sun. Half-way up the garden path he stopped to
show me his gooscberries. They were as large as young green peaches.
Hc gathered a handful, and the bough, relieved of the weight, swayed
up swiftly from the earth. When I had taken a gooseberry he threw the
rest into his mouth, crunching them like a horse eating fresh carrots.
Something 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, crunching gooscberries.

‘I recollect him. Snotty little bit of a chap, red hair, always had a
dew-drop on the end of his nose. One o’ them Knotting Fox Hardaes,
Skinny lot. I recollect him.’

‘No, not him. I mean another Hardy. Different man.’

‘Then he was afore my time.

‘No, he was about your time. You must have heard of him. He wrote
books.’

The word finished him: he turned and began to stride off towards
the house. ‘Books,’” I heard him mutter. ‘Books!” And suddenly ne
turned cn me and curled his wet red lips and said in a voice of
devastating scorn, his bloodshot eye half-angry, half-gleeful:

‘I daresay.” And then in a flash: ‘But could he grow gooseberries like
that?’
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Without pausing for an answer he strode off again, and I followed
him up the path and out of the blazing white afternoon sun into the
cool, geranium-smelling house, and there he sat down in his shirt-
sleeves in the big black-leathered chair that he once told me his
grandmother had left him, with a hundred pounds sewn in the scat
that he sat on for ten years without knowing it.

‘Mouthful o’ wine? he said to me softly, and then before I had time
to answer he bawled into the silence of the house:

‘Woman! If you’re down the cellar bring us a bottle o’ cowslip"

‘I’m upstairs,” came a voice.

“Then come down. And look slippy.’

‘Fetch it yourself!

‘What’s that, y’old tit? I’ll fetch you something you won’t forget in
a month o’ Sundays. D’ye hear? There was a low muttering and
rumbling over the ceiling. ‘Fetch it yourself,” hec muttered. ‘Did ye hear
that? Fetch it yourself” .

‘I’ll fetch it,’ I said.

‘You sit down,’ he said. ‘What do I pay a housckeeper for? Sit down.
She’ll bring it

I sat down in the broken-backed chair that in summbr time always
stood by the door, propping it open. The deep roof dropped a strong
black shadow across the threshold but outside the sun blazed un-
brokenly, with a still, intense mid-summer light. There was no sound
or movement from anything except the bees, droll and drunken, as
they crawled and tippled down the yellow and blue and dazzling white
throats of the flowers. And sitting there waiting for the wine to come
up, listening to the bees working down into the heart of the silence,
I saw a flash of scarlet in the garden, and said:

‘I see the lily’s in bloom.’

And as though I had startled him Uncle Silas looked up quickly,
almost with suspicion.

‘Ah, she’s in bloom,’ he said.

I was wondering why he always spoke of the lily as though it were
a woman, when the housekeeper, her unlaced shoes clip-clopping
defiantly on the wooden cellar-steps and the brick passage, came in
with a green wine-bottle, and slapping it down on the table went out
again with her head stiffly uplifted, without a word.

‘Glasses!’ yelled my uncle Silas.

‘Bringing ’em if you can wait!’ she shouted back.

‘Well, hurry then! And don’t fall over yourself!

She came back a moment or two later with the glasses, which she
clapped down on the table just as she had done the wine-bottle,
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aehantly, without a wora. She was a scraggy, trosty-eyed woman, with
a tight, almost lipless 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 saying?’ she said at once.

‘Never spoke. Never opened me mouth.’

‘T heard you?

‘Go and put yourself in curling pins, you old straight hook!’

‘I’'m leaving,’ she shouted.

‘Leave!’ he shouted. ‘And good riddance.’

‘Who’re you talking to, eh? Who're you talking to, you corrupted
old 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, clip-clopping with her untied shoes along the
passage and upstairs while he chanted after her, in his devilish,
goading voice:

‘T'art as a bit of old rhubarb, tart as a bit of old rhubarb!’

When the house was silent again he looked at me and winked his
bloodshot eye and said ‘Pour out,” and I half-filled the tumblers with
the clear sun-coloured wine. As we drank I said, ‘You’ve done it now
and hc winked back at me again, knowing that I knew that she had
been leaving every day for twenty years, and that they had quarrelled
with cach other day and night for nearly all that time, secretly loving it.

Sitting by the door, sipping the sweet, cold wine, I looked at the lily
again. Its strange, scarlet, turk’s-cap blossoms had just begun to uncurl
in the July hcat, the colour hot and passionate against the snow-
colourcd pinks and the cool larkspurs and the stiff spikes of the
madonnas, sweet and virgin 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 going to give me a little bulb off the lily?’ 1 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 like
with her.

I nodded. He drank, and as I watched his skinny throat filling ana
relaxing with the wine I said:

‘Where did you get it? In the first place?’

He looked at the almost empty glass.

‘I pinched her,’ he said.

‘How?’

‘Never mind. Give us another mouthful o’ wine.’
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He held out his glass, and I rose and took the wine-bottle from the
table and paused with my hand on the cork. ‘Go on.’ I said, ‘tell me.’

‘T forget,” he said. ‘It’s been so damn long ago.’

‘How long?’

‘I forget,” he said.

As I gave him back his wine-filled glass I looked at hir: with a smile
and he half-smiled back at me, half-cunning, half-sheepish, as though
he knew what I was thinking. He possessed the vividest memory, a
memory he often boasted about as he told me the stories of his
boyhood, rare tales of prize-fights on summer mornings by isolated
woods very long ago, of how he heard the news of the Crimea, of how
he took a candle to church to warm his hands against it in 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 in 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 taking another long drink of the wine he began to talk. His
voice was crabbed and rusty, a strong, ugly voice that had no softness
or tenderness in it, and his half-shut bloodshot eye and his wet curled
lips looked rakish and wicked, as though he were acting the villainous
miser in one of those travelling melodramas of his youth.

‘I seed her over in a garden, behind a wall,” he said. ‘Big wall, about
fifteen feet high. We were banging in hard a-carrying hay and I was
on the top 0’ the cart and could see her just 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 nipped over the wall that night about twelve
o’clock and ran straight into her.’

‘Into the lily?’

“Tah! Into a gal. See? Young gal—about my age, daughter o’ the
house. All dressed in thin white. “What are you doing here?” she says,
and I believe she was as frit as I was. “I lost something,” I says. “It’s all
right. 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 right,” 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 looking at a sheep almost. “But picking flowers ain’t
stealing,” I says. “Ssshhh!” she says again. “What d'ye think 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 whispering about the lily and telling me to
whisper for fear anyone should come. “I’ll get you the lily all right,”
she says, “if you keep quiet. I’ll dig it up”.’

He ceased talking, and after the sound of his harsh, uncouth racy
voice the summer afternoon seemed quieter than ever, the drowsy,
stumbling boom of the bees in the July flowers only deepening the hot
drowsy silence. I took a drink of the strong cool flower-odoured wine
and waited for my uncle Silas to go on with the story, but nothing
happencd, and finally I looked up at him.

‘Well? T said.

For a moment or two he did not speak. But finally he turned and
looked at me with a half-solemn, half-vivacious expression, one eye
half-closed, and told me in a voice at once dreamy, devilish, innocent,
mysterious and triumphant, all and more than I had asked to know.

‘She gave me the lily,’ he said.

Mary

JOHN COLLIER

THERE was in those days—I hope it is there still—a village called
Ufferleigh, lying all among the hills and downs of North Hampshire.
In every cottage garden there was a giant apple tree, and when these
treces were hung red with fruit, and the newly lifted potatoes lay
gleaming between bean-row and cabbage-patch, a young man walked
into the village who had never been there before.

He stopped in the lane just under Mrs. Hedges’s gate, and looked up
into her garden. Rosie, who was picking the beans, heard his tentative
cough, and turned and leaned over the hedge to hear what he wanted.
“I was wondering,” said he, “if there was anybody in the village who
had a lodging to let.”

He looked at Rosie, whose cheeks were redder than the apples, and
whose hair was the softest yellow imaginable. “I was wondering,”
said he in amendment, “if you had.”

Rosie looked back at him. He wore a blue jersey such as seafaring
men wear, but he seemed hardly like a seafaring 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 something about him that made
it very certain 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,”
said 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 nothing 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 was so polite
that he could hardly speak, and in the end Mrs. Hedges had to ask
him outright what his business was. “Why, ma’am,” said he, looking
her straight in the face, “I've done one thing and another ever since
I was so high, but I heard an old proverb once, how to get on in the
world. ‘Feed ’em or amuse ’em,’ it said. So that’s what I do, ma’am. I
travel with a pig.”

Mrs. Hedges said she had never heard of such a thing.

“You surprise me,” said he. “Why, there are some in London, they
tell me, making fortunes on the halls. Spell, count, add up, answer
questions, anything. But let them wait,” said he, smiling, “till they sce
Mary.”

“Is that the name of your pig?” asked Rosic.

“Well,” said Fred, shyly, “it’s what I call her just between ourselves
like. To her public, she’s Zola. Sort of Frenchified, I thought. Spicy,
if you’ll excuse the mention of it. But in the caravan I call her Mary.”

“You live in a caravan?” cried Rosie, delighted by the doll’s-house
idea.

“We do,” said he. “She has her bunk, and I have mine.”

“I don’t think 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, 1t’s a bit of a wander-
ing life for her—up hill and down dale, as the saying gocs. Between
you and me I shan’t be satisfied till I get her into one of thesc big
London theatres. You can sce us in the West End!”

“I should like the caravan best,” said Rosie, who scemed to have
a great deal to say for herself, all of a sudden.

“It’s pretty,” said Fred. “Curtains, you know. Pot of flowars. Little
stove. Somehow I'm used to it. Can’t hardly think of myself staying at
one of them big hotels. Still, Mary’s got her career to think of. { can’t
stand in the way of her talent, so that’s that.”
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“Is she big?” asked Rosie.

“It’s not her size,” said he. “No more than Shirley Temple. It’s
her brains and personality. Clever as a wagon-load of monkeys! You'd
like her. She’d like you, I reckon. Yes, I reckon she would. Sometimes
I’'m afraid I'm a bit slow by way of company for her, never having
had much to do with the ladies.”

“Don’t tell me,” said Mrs. Hedges archly, as convention required.

“’Tis so, ma’am,” said he. “Always on the move, you see, ever since
I was a nipper. Baskets and brooms, pots and pans, then some acrobat
stuff, then Mary. Never two days in the same place. It don’t give you
the time to get acquainted.”

“You’re going to be here'a whole week, though,” said Rosie artlessly,
but at once her red cheeks blushed a hundred times redder than before,
for Mrs. Hedges gave her a sharp look, which made her see that her
words might have bcen taken the wrong way.

Fred, however, had noticed nothing. “Yes,” said he, “I shall be here
a week. And why? Mary ran a nail in her foot in the marketplace,
Andover. Finished her act—and collapsed. Now she’s at the vet’s, poor
creature.”

“Oh, poor thing!” cried Rosie.

“I was half afraid,” said he, “it was going wrong on her. But it
seems she’ll pull round all right, and I took opportunity to have the
van repaired a bit, and soon we’ll be on the road again. I shall go in
and sec her tomorrow. Maybe I can find some blackberries, to take
her by way of a relish, 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, in the morning, if she’s got time, she’ll show you,” said
Mrs. Hedges, who began to feel very kindly disposed towards the young
man.

In the morning, surely cnough, Rosie did have time, and she showed
Fred the place, and helped him pick the berries. Returning from
Andover, later in the day, Fred reported that Mary had tucked into
them a fair treat, and he had little doubt that, if she could have
spoken, she would have sent her special thanks. Nothing is more
affccting than the gratitudce of a dumb animal, and Rosie was impelled
to go every morning with Fred to pick a few more berries for the in-
valid pig.

On these excursions Fred told her a great deal more about Mary, a
bit about the caravan, and a little about himself. She saw that he was
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very bold and knowing in some ways, but incredibly simple and shy
in others. This, 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 time 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 will.”

“Yes, do,” said Rosie.

“Yes,” said he again. “I will. Do you know, I was altogether down-
hearted at going away, but now I'm half wishing I was on the road
again already. So I could be sending that card right away,” said he.

“At that rate,” said Rosie, looking the other way, “you might as well
make it a letter.”

“Ah!” 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. Mc never having had onc.”

“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—if,
mind you—if you was my young lady?”

“No,” said she, “what?”

“I don’t hardly like to tell you,” said he.

“Go on,” she said. “You don’t-want to be afraid.”

“All right,” said he. “Only mind you, it’s 1f.” And with his stick he
traced three crosses in the dust.

“If I was anybody’s young lady,” said Rosie, “I shouldn’t sce 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 rcasons in 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 happiness.

Fred had a word with Mrs. Hedges, who had taken a fancy to him
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 into 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 himself, almost to a fault, for his conversation showed that
he was as innocent as a new-born babe. Morcover, several knowledge-
able people in the village had agreed that his ambitions for Mary, his
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pig, were in no way unjustified. Everyone had heard of such talented
creatures, reclining on snow-white sheets in the best hotels of the
metropolis, drinking champagne like milk, and earning for their fortu-
nate owners ten pounds, or even twenty pounds, a week.

So Mrs. Hedges smilingly gave her consent, and Rosie became Fred’s
real, genuine, proper young lady. He was to save all he could during
the winter, and she to stitch and sing. In the spring, he would come
back and they were to get married.

“At Easter,” said he.

“No,” said Mrs. Hedges, counting on her fingers. “In May. Then
tongues can’t wag, caravan or no caravan.”

Fred had not the faintest idea what she was driving at, for he had
lived so much alone that no one had told him certain things that every
young man should know. However, he well realized that this was an
unusually short engagement for Ufferleigh, and represented a great
concession to the speed and dash of the entertainment industry, so he
respectfully agreed, and set off on his travels.

My Darling Rosie,

Well here we are in Painswick having had a good night Saturday at
Evesham. Mary cleverer than ever that goes without saying now spells
four new words thirty-six in all and when I say now Mary how do you
like Painswick or Evesham or wherever it is she picks F I N E it goes
down very well. She is in the best of health and hope you are the same.
Seems to understand every word I say more like a human being every
day. Well I suppose I must be getting our bit of supper ready she always
sets up her cry for that specially when I am writing to you.

With true love
Frep XXX

In May the apple trees were all in bloom, so it was an apple-blossom
wedding, which in 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, which stood in a stable yard. On the way Fred asked
Rosie to wait a moment, and dived into a confectioner’s shop. He
came 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 right,” 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 lovely!” cried Rosie.

“Now you’ll see her,” said Fred.
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At the sound of his voice a falsetto squeal rose from within.

“Here we are, old lady,” said Fred, opening the door. “Here’s a
friend of mine come to help look after you. Look, she’s brought you
something you’ll fancy.”

Rosie saw a middle-sized pig, flesh-coloured, neat, and with a smart
collar. It had a small and rather calculating eye. Rosie offered the
chocolates: they were accepted without any very effusive acknowledg-
ment.

Fred put the old horse in, and soon they were off, jogging up the
long hills to the west. Rosie sat beside Fred on the driving 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 into a green lane,
and they made their camp.

He lit the stove, and Rosie put on the potatoes. They took a lot
of peeling, for it seemed that Mary ate with gusto. Rosie put a gigantic
rice pudding into 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 eat along with us?” said Rosie. “A pig?”

Fred turned quite pale. He beckoned her outside the caravan. “Don’t
say a thing 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 mind, Fred.
I don’t care, really. I just thought I did.”

“You wait,” said Fred. “You’re thinking of ordinary pigs. Mary’s
different.”

Certainly Mary seemed a comparatively tidy eater. All the same, she
gave Rosie one or two very odd glances from under her silky straw-
coloured lashes. She seemed to hock her rice pudding about a bit with
the end of her nose.

“What's up, old girl?” said Fred. “Didn’t she put enough sugar in
the pudden? Never mind—can’t get everything right 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 going
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, being married and all,” said Rosie softly.

“Seems all right to me,” said Fred.

116



“Remember them crosses you drew in the dirt in the road that day?”
said Rosie.

“That I do,” said Fred.

“And all them you put in the letters?”’ said 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 since we was married,” said Rosie.
“Don’t you like it?”

“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,” said 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
squeal rose from the caravan. Fred jumped as if he were shot.

“Oh dear,” he cried. “She’s wondering what’s up. Here I come, old
girl! Here I come! It’s her bed-time, you see. Here I come to tuck
you in!”

Mary, with an air of some petulance, permitted this process. Rosie
stood by. “I suppose we’d better make it lights out,” said Fred. “She
likes a lot of slecp, you see, being a brain worker.”

“Where do we sleep?” said Rosie.

“I made the bunk all nice for you this morning,” said Fred. “Me,
I’'m going to doss below. A sack full of straw, I've got.”

“But—" said Rosie. “But »?

“But what?” said he.

“Nothing,” said she. “Nothing.”

They turned in. Rosie lay for an hour or two, thinking what thoughts
I don’t know. Perhaps she thought how charming it was that Fred
should have lived so simple and shy and secluded all these years, and
yet be so knowing about so many things, and yet be so innocent, and
never have been mixed up in 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
bagpipes of the devil himself. She sat up, terrified. It was Mary.

“What’s up? What’s up?”’ Fred's voice came like the ghost’s in
Hamlet from under the floor. “Give her some milk,” he said.

Rosie poured out a bowl of milk. Mary ceased her fiendish racket
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while she drank, but the moment Rosie had blown out the light, and
got into bed again, she began a hundred times worse than before.

There were rumblings under the caravan. Fred appeared in the
doorway, half dressed and with a straw in his hair.

“She will have me,” he said, in great distress.

“Can’t you Can’t you lie 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 feeling sorry for him. She even managed to give him a smile
before she went down to get what rest she could on the sack of straw.

In the morning, she woke feeling 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 gippo. I’ll tell you what I’'m going to do.
I'm going to get up my acrobat stuff again. I used to make a lot that
way, and I liked it fine. Hand springs, double somersaults, bit of con-
juring: it went down well. Only I didn’t have time t> keep in practice
with Mary to look after. But if you’d do the looking 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, “I could buy you a trailer.”

“All right,” said Rosie, and turned away. Suddenly she turned back
with her face flaming. “You may know a lot about pigs,” she said
bitterly. “And about somersaults, and conjuring and baskets and brooms
and I don’t know what-all. But there’s one thing you don’t know.” And
with that she went off and cried behind 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 morning bath, then
the depilatory—that was very hard on the hands—then the rubbing
with Cleopatra Face Cream—and not on her face merely—then the
powdering, then the manicuring and polishing of her trotters.

Rosie, resolved to make the best of it, conquered her repugnance, and
soon mastered these handmaidenly duties. She was relieved at first
that the spoiled pig accepted her ministrations without protest. Then
she noticed the gloating look in its cye.

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 explained 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 scratched a lot. Then she had her massage. Then tea, then
another little walk, or the evening show, according to where they were,
and then it was time to prepare dinner. 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 simplicity,
her heart was fit to break. The only thing was, she loved him dearly,
and she felt that if they could soon snatch an hour alone together,
they might kiss a little more, and a ray of light might dispel the dark-
ness of excessive innocence.

Each new day she watched for that hour, but it didn’t come. Mary
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 latc. Fred, on his side, was busy enough with
his practising. 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 alonc 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 explanation with Fred, but it was nothing
but cross purposes and then cross words. He tried in a score of little
ways to show that he loved her: these seemed to her a mere mockery,
and she gave him short answers. Then he stopped, and she thought
he loved her no longer. Even worse, she felt she no longer loved him.

So the whole summer went by, and things got worse and worse, and
you would have taken her for a gipsy indeed.

The blackberries were ripe again; she found a whole brake of them.
When she tasted one, all sorts of memories flooded into her heart:
she went and found Fred. “Fred,” she said, “the blackberries are ripe
again. I’ve brought you one or two.” She held out some in her grubby
hand. Fred took them and tasted them; she watched to see what the
result would be.

“Yes,” said he, “they’re ripe. They won’t gripe her. Take her and
pick her some this afternoon.”

Rosie turned away without a word, and in the afternoon she took
Mary across the stubbles to where the ripe berries grew. Mary, when
she saw them, dispensed for once with dainty 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-looking farmer. “What
i« it, my girl?” said he. “Are you hungry?”

“No,” said she, “I’'m fed up.”

“What with?” said he.

“A pig!” said she, with a gulp.

“You’ve got no call to bawl and cry,” said he. “There’s nothing like
a bit of pork. I'd have the indigestion for that, any day.”

“It’s not pork,” she said. “It’s a pig. A live 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 harm in 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 in fact she told him every-
thing except one little matter which she could hardly bring herself to
repeat, even to the most sympathetic of fat farmers.

The farmer, pushing his hat over his eyes, scratched his head very
thoughtfully. “Really,” said he. “I can’t hardly believe it.”

“It’s true,” said Rosie, “every word.”

“I mean,” said the farmer. “A young man—a young gal—the young
gal sleeping down on a sack of straw—a pretty young gal like you.
Properly married and all. Not to put too fine a point on it, young
missus, aren’t the bunks wide enough, or what?”

“He doesn’t know,” sobbed Rosie. “He just doesn’t know no more’n
a baby. And she won’t let us ever be alone a minute. So he’d find out.”

The farmer scratched his head more furiously than ever. Looking
at her tear-stained 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 trotting
through the bushes, with an egoistical look on her face, which was well
besmeared with the juice of the ripe berries.

“Is this your pig?”’ said the farmer.

“Well,” said Rosie, “I’m just taking her for a walk.”

The shrewd farmer was quick to notice the look that Rosie got from
the haughty grunter when it heard the expression “your pig.” This,
and Rosie’s hurried, nervous disclaimer, convinced the worthy man
that the story he had heard was well founded.

“You’re taking her for a walk?” said he musingly. “Well! Welll
Well! T'll tell you what, If you'd ha’ been here this time tomorrow
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yowd have met me taking a walk, with a number of very dear young
friends of mine, all very much like 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 I say it as shouldn’t, him that’s unattached—he’s a
prince. Oh, what a beautiful young boar that young boar really is!”

“You don’t say?” said Rosie.

“For looks and pedigree both,” said the farmer, “he’s a prince. The
fact is, it’s their birthday, and I'm taking ’em over to the village for
a little bit of a celebration. I 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.

“Pity!” said the farmer. “She’d have just made up the party. Such
fun they’ll have! Such refreshments! Sweet apples, cakes, biscuits, a
bushel of chocolate creams. Everything most refined, of course, but
plenty. You know what I mean—plenty. And that young boar—you
know what I mean. If she should be walking by »?

“P'm afraid not,” said Rosie.

“Pity!” said the farmer. “Ah, well. I must be moving along.”

With that, he bade them good afternoon, raising his hat very politely
to Mary, who looked after him for a long time, and then walked sulkily
home, gobbling to herself all the way.

The next afternoon Mary seemed eager to stretch out on her bunk,
and, for once, instead of requiring the usual number of httlc attentions
from Rosie, she closed her eyes in sleep. Rosie took the opportunity
to pick up a pail and go off to buy the evening ration of fresh milk.
When she got back Fred was still at his practice by the wayside, and
Rosie went round to the back of the caravan, and the door was swing-

.ing 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 calling through the woods, hoping she had fallen asleep under
a tree. They looked in ponds and ditches, behind haystacks, under
bridges, everywhere. Rosie thought of the farmer’s joking talk, but she
hardly liked to say anything about it to Fred.

They called and called all night, scarcely stopping 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 his hand.

“I shall never see her again,” he said. “Been pinched, that’s what
she’s been.
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“When 1 think,” he said, “of all the hopes I had for that pig

“When I think,” he said, “of all you’ve done for her! And what it's
meant to you '

“I know she had some faults in her nature,” he said. “But that was
artistic. Temperament, it was. When you got a talent like that

“And now she’s gone!” he said. With that he burst into tears.

“Oh, Fred!” cried Rosie. “Don’t!”

Suddenly she found she loved him just as much as ever, more than
ever. She sat down beside him and put her arms round his neck.
“Darling Fred, 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 since they had been as close as this.
There was nothing but the two of them and the caravan; the tiny
lamp, and darkness all round; their kisses, and grief all round. “Don’t
let go,” said Fred. “It makes it better.”

“I’'m not letting go,” she said.

“Rosie,” said Fred. “I feel Do you know how I feel?”

“I know,” she said. “Don’t talk.”

“Rosie,” said Fred, but this was some time later. “Who’d have
thought it?”

“Ah! Who would, indeed?” said Rosie.

“Why didn’t you tell me?” said Fred.

“How could I tell you?” said she.

“You know,” said he. “We might never have found out—never!—
if she hadn’t been pinched.”

“Don’t talk about her,” said Rosie.

“I can’t help it,” said Fred. “Wicked or not, I can’t help it—I'm
glad 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 morning. I reckon you’re tired,
Fred—running up hill and down dale all day yesterday. You lie abed
now, and I’ll go down to the village and get you something good for
breakfast.”

“All right,” said Fred. “And tomorrow I’ll get yours.”

So Rosie went down to the village, and bought the milk and the
bread and so forth. As she passed the butcher’s shop she saw some
new-made pork sausages of a singularly fresh, plump, and appetizing
appearance. So she bought some, and very good they smelled while they
were cooking.

“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 account
of her feelings. I never thought to see the day I'd be glad she was
pinched. 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 life. 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. AL MANHOOD

For A full minute he stared at the canted signboard by the gate ot
Rosemary Cottage, scratching dubiously at his palm, his thick lips
shaping the tipsy lettered words—Teas—Minerals Provided.” Firg
pecring over the hedge he tapped a waistcoat pocket as if to reassure
himself and entered the garden, carefully relatching the gate behind
him, blushing ripely as he crossed to the bench farthest removed from
my own perch. He sat down with all the cautiousness of an aboriginal
encountering 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 thinking 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, comparing
them with his own, reluctantly deciding that I was harmless. Having
pulled up his tight trouser legs, unconsciously exposing two pale cut-
lets of flesh above the concertina’d socks, he relaxed with a double puff
of relief.

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 in the dark, too. Store creases were visible
in his 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 solidly curving soles, uncomfortable, even to the eye. Hair
fringed his small but prominent ears like dead grass about mushrooms,
vhile 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 plastic, 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 being slightly lower than the right.

His hands were perhaps the most interesting physical feature, these
aptly illustrating the law of natural compensation. They were finely
shaped but sadly neglected, scars and agnails seeming to indicate that
he had employed them against stone in the absence of tools. They
were abnormally sensitive and active, sometimes wrestling together
or exploring a surface, but more often fluttering in seeming imitation
of the wing tremblings of the chaffinch confined to the cage hanging
from the trellissed arch above the bench. It was as though he were
expressing with his hands all those thoughts that could not be put
into words.

He did not at first notice the bird. A fall of seed husks at last drew
his attention to the chilly glinting cage. The chaffinch was huddled
in the caked sand, panting laboriously, working its wings in an enfeebled
way as though trying to recall their purpose, troubled perhaps by
dreams of past flights between the balanced green and blue of earth
and sky—of April moments when it had come ncar to perfecting its
hurried lyric. Chance—no other name fits the wayfarer so well—chir-
ruped unmusically, but with good intention. The bird turned its
cracked, beady eyes towards him and uttered a single tarnished thread
of sound. He took the reproach to heart. Climbing upon the bench
he peered into the cage with physician-like solemnity, scratching the
bit of cuttlebone wired to the bars as if suspecting that of being the
cause of the bird’s melancholy. The setting-sun-like wrinkle over his
right eye deepened with his understanding. Sucking in his cheeks he
emitted seductive noises, whispering words of checr. But the finch had
no reason to associate kindness with the human voice. Its only response
was to flutter its wings despairingly. Exhausted, it subsided again into
the fouled sand, heart pumping sluggishly. Trellis and wires were
imaged in the cage; the finch might have been the last pawn in an
intricate game.

Perhaps the same thought occurred to Chance. His self-conscious-
ness gave way to a jaunty concern. Skipping from the bench he poked
in the grass and among the flower-beds, collecting a sceding bunch
of weeds with which he decorated the cage, inviting the chaffinch to
the feast with a cheerful, “Come on, old sportie, dinner’s scrved.” The
bird hopped close, pecking blindly, presently discovering the succulent
greenery, falling to with pathetic eagerness, Chance watching with
tingling enthusiasm.
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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, drying her spongy red
hands on her apron. He asked for tea, “with a mite of cake,” grateful
for her friendly manner. Watching her depart he resumed his study
of the bird, dropping again to his seat as she returned with a high
piled tray. With deft surety she distributed china over a little iron table.
Chance looked at her sideways, scratching at his palm. Smiling at the
puffing teapot he risked a remark:

“’Scuse me mentioning it, lady, but that’s a mighty fine birdie o’
yours in the cage.” He jerked a thumb over his shoulder.

Mistress Bliscott balanced her head and stroked her overflowing
hips. “You’re certainly right, Mister, that you are. He’s not at all a bad
little chap—a chaffinch it is, yknow. A little mopy to-day—they do
get like that, y’know.” She whistled shrilly, as if calling a dog, but
the chaffinch heeded her not at all. “He’ll be as right as rain to-morrow,
for sure. My favourite bird, a finch, y’know.”

Chance nodded emphatically. “Seems a leedle bit short in the sight,
don’t ’e?” he queried, adding conciliatingly: “P’raps it’s the heat.”

“Bless you, no! that a’nt the heat,” rippled Mistress Bliscott. With
an explosive grunt she lifted the cage down and swung it in an at-
tempt to move the finch to song. “See now? he’s blind, that’s what.
They always blind finches, y’know—it makes them sing so much better.
You just prick their eyes with a red-hot needle like you’d prick a
currant. They don’t feel it at all, y’know. You’d be surprised what a
vasty difference it makes.”

“Don’t feel it!” Chance could not have been more astonished had
his teeth suddenly melted away. Words curdled in his mouth. He
stroked his cap, visibly sickened. Mistress Bliscott poked a finger into
the cage and he flinched, even as did the chaffinch. Fumbling in his
waistcoat pocket he produced a coin. It sank into the red palm as into
the heart of a jellyfish and Mistress Bliscott sailed away, leaving him
staring dully. “Poor little bugger,” he murmured.

With unsteady hand he poured a cup of tea, adding milk and sugar,
stirring fiercely. But he did not drink. The tea cooled and he pushed
it aside. With a piece of pink icing he scribbled upon the table top,
seeming to waver between two courses. Sight of Mistress Bliscott re-
turning 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 deliberately,
Mistress Bliscott removed a hairpin and scratched her head with the
point, regarding 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 like a cusp of sandstone,
wearing the uniform of a prison warder, advanced from the rear of
the cottage, wheeling a bicycle.

“What'’s that?” He settled his cap firmly.

Chance turned from his hopeful scrutiny of the bird at sound of
the heavy voice. He saw the uniform, stiffened to attention, and as
suddenly wilted. A little torrent of words burst from him:

“It don’t matter—don’t matter at all—my mistake. Sorry ter bother
you. . . . Guess—guess I'll be going. It don’t matter at all. . . .

Cap clenched in his fingers he hurried from the garden, heavy
headed, stones bouncing from the touch of his boots, as if in disgust.
Mistress Bliscott panted.

“There now! Did you ever see the like of that before?”

The warder calmly adjusted trouser-guards about his ankles, dusted
his hands together, took up a cube of sugar, and crunched it with
stolid enjoyment.

“Out to-day,” he said. “Now what would he be wanting with a bird,
d’ye think?”
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Avrva jouNsTON’s “Let Freedom Ring” was a Profile in the
New Yorker, and I found it in the collected volume of these entertain-
ing pieces. The account of Isadora Duncan comes from the trilogy
presented under the title U.S.4. by John dos Passos. These two selec-
tions have to my mind, like “Night Club,” a documentary value that
claims a place for them in this volume. Both give ample scope for the
spirit of irony to disport itself.

Let Freedom Ring

ALVA JOHNSTON

IN coMMUNITIES where there are many homicides and few corpora-
tions, the criminal 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 in their offices toying with
million-dollar wills, merging billion-dollar corporations, frustrating the
Sherman Act, and stultifying 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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swarin into the prisoner’s dock. If the criminal law ever regains its old
ascendancy, Samuel S. Leibowitz will have the standing of a Choate,
an Erskine, or a Birkenhead.

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 in
homicide cases, not one of whom was convicted. In many Fallon trials,
however, the juries disagreed, voting 11 to 1 for conviction. In one
case a juror was convicted of taking a bribe from Fallon, although
Fallon was later acquitted of giving the bribe. Leibowitz has defended
78 men charged with murder in the first degree; his record is 7%
acquittals; one disagreement; no convictions. In the onc disagreement
the jury stood 8 to 4 for acquittal.

For several years, Leibowitz has not lost a single jury case. Last ycar,
Leibowitz acquitted the two men whom the Police Department was
most anxious to convict: Vincent Coll, charged with the Baby-Killer
murder in Harlem, and Harry Stein, 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 Breadknife Murderess; the sixty-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 Principal-Keeper Killer. In acquitting Harry
Hoffman, the lawyer deprived Staten Island of an old Staten Island
institution. The Hoffman affair was the “Abie’s Irish Rose” of murder
cases, having a five-year run. Another lawyer obtained disagreements
for Hoffman in the first three trials; Leibowitz won a not-guilty verdict
in the fourth, impoverishing the cultural life of Staten Island. Leibo-
witz has always been a favorite of the stickup ladies; Two-Gun Tillie
Sachs and the Bobbed-Hair Bandit (Celia Cooney) were among his
clients. He procured a light sentence for Celia on a plea of guilty,
and won an acquittal for Tillie on the theory that her husband made
her stick people up. He acquitted the Gorilla Cops, two of Seabury’s
“police monsters.” He saved Rudy Vallée and Al Capone from the
consequences, respectively, of crossing Brooklyn Bridge at forty-five
miles an hour and of cancelling thrce citizens in a Brooklyn speakeasy.

But while the record of Leibowitz is unique, he has one advantage
over Fallon and earlier practitioners. Jurors formerly had more con-
fidence in the police and prosecutors. The great postwar crime wave
increased a police tendency toward beating confessions out of prisoners
and manufacturing evidence. Torture is a most effective method of
collecting data from unwilling sources; but, when adopted as a routine
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matter, it causes public resentment. Confessions are discounted be-
cause of the belief that many have been obtained by violence.

The State’s case is cautiously studied by juries on account of the
suspicion that it is partly fabricated. “Frameup” and “Third-degree”
are the slogans of lawyers who ten or fifteen years ago would have
cried “Alibi” and “Mistaken identity.” All that the law colleges have
to do today is to teach their students to repeat “It’s a frameup,” and
the boys will win half their cases. Criminal trials have always seethed
with perjury; the new factor is that the juror is more suspicious of the
prosecution than of the defence. Thus the present is the golden age
of the criminal lawyer, and he performs a useful mission for society
in frustrating the plots and crimes of some of the sworn enforcers of
the law. One of the most dramatic of the public services of Leibowitz
was his exposure of the bombshell witness in the prosecution of Vincent
Coll. He exposed and wrecked this conspiracy with fourteen Eskimo
Pies.

Coll was the fastest-rising hoodlum in New York City. After two
years of hot service in the beer wars, he had specialized in snatching.
His masterpiece was the snatching of Big Frenchy de Mange, Owney
Madden’s chief of staff. Coll hot-footed Big Frenchy with lighted
matches until he sent to Owney for ransom. It was generally reported
in the underworld that it was Coll’s ambition to snatch Owney him-
self. In 1930 and 1931, Coll and his gang were the most active killers
in Manhattan, and Coll was a logical suspect when the by-product
of a gang shooting in Harlem was the so-called Baby-Killer murder,
the slaying of four-year-old Michael Vengali in his baby buggy.

Coll went into hiding and dyed his hair and mustache. He was
captured. The chief witness against him was an ex-convict and pro-
fessional surprise witness named George Brecht. Three detectives were
employed for four months in amusing and entertaining Brecht. He
was maintained, at the expense of the Police Department, in a hotel,
and was placed on the police payroll. His three police chaperons took
him to baseball games, prizefights, night clubs. They never let him out
of their company, so that there was no danger that he might boast
to anyone that he was grooming himself to be the big bombshell in
the Coll trial. When he took the stand, the witness was in the pink
of condition, trained to the minute. He had seen Coll, he said, pump
from a machine gun the bullet that killed the Vengali child. He could
not be mistaken, he added, because he had noted the dimple in Coll’s
chin as the gangster whizzed by in an automobile.

“This Brecht has only been out of jail a few months,” said Leibowitz
to his clerk. After having hundreds of ex-convicts for clients, Leibo-
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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 anything about his
past, saying this would expose his family to the vengeance of the Coll
gang. Brecht could not be shaken in his story of the shooting. Had
the cross-examination been an ordinary one, Coll would have died
in the chair.

Leibowitz, however, eventually succeeded in destroying the witness
by sending out for fourteen Eskimo Pies. He presented one to the pros-
ecutor, one to the judge, and one to each of the jurors. They inspected
these delicacies carefully and then ate them. And that finished Brecht.
Brecht had stated that he earned his living in New York by peddling
Eskimo Pies; the cross-examination showed that he was unfamiliar
with them. He could not describe the label. He had never heard of
dry ice. He said that he had carried the Pies around in pasteboard
boxes in the July sun and that their own coldness kept them from
melting. 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 Eskimo Pie peddler
without knowing that the subject was so complicated. After his little
treat to the jury, Leibowitz went at the witness with fresh vigor and
caught him in lie after lie. 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 criminal past in Missouri. “Weren’t you once in
the custody of a probation officer named Rosso?” asked Leibowitz.
“Never,” replied Brecht. “His name was Rosseo.” Brecht finally ad-
mitted his criminal record and also confessed that he had acted as a
surprise witness before. The judge instructed the jury to acquit Coll.
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 in the public
interest. Brecht was sent to Bellevue for an examination of his head.
It was found to be quite sound. He slipped out of Bellevue unob-
trusively, joined the great mass of our citizenry, and is probably tour-
ing the country at his old trade of surprise-witnessing. As for Coll, 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 things
turned out, he was murdered by brother gangsters a few days after
his acquittal. The clear-cut lesson of the case is the need for more
care in tutoring witnesses.
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The greatest disappointment to the Police Department in years,
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 policeman until the murderer of
Vivian Gordon was convicted. The Patrolmen’s Benevolent Associa-
tion appropriated fifteen thousand dollars to aid in solving the case.
The prestige of the Department was at stake because circumstances
at first suggested that a policeman had murdered the woman to pre-
vent her appearance as a Seabury witness; investigation, however,
showed clearly enough that the murder had been incidental to the
theft of her jewels and fur coat. The case against Stein was over-
whelming. Witnesses told how he had started peddling the jewels and
fur coat on the day of the murder. Two accomplices told how he had
strangled her and thrown her body into Van Cortlandt Park. And
the jury acquitted. The prosecutor termed the verdict the greatest
miscarriage of justice in the history of Bronx County and moved that
the names of the twelve jurymen be stricken from the rolls. The
Bronx Grand Jury handed up a special presentment censuring the
petty jury. The petty jury had acquitted after a typical frameup plea
by Leibowitz. His argument was bascd 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 occasions lapsed momentarily into elegant
prose. This witness was a very tough mugg named Harry Schlitten,
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-
telling his story on cross-examination, Schlitten repeated those sen-
tences; it had the effect of a buccaneer’s parrot quoting from the
Elsie books. Leibowitz argued that those pretty phrases could not have
originated behind the apelike forehead of Schlitten. The jurors be-
came convinced that a coach or an animal-trainer had been at work
on Schlitten. They voted to acquit. Stein, a professional garroter,
had previously served one term for strangling and robbing a woman;
he is now serving a twenty-five-year sentence for chloroforming and
robbing another.

Leibowitz carried the frameup defence to the limit 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 fighting solely on the
framcup issuc, Leibowitz placed the defendant on the stand and ex-
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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1 wenty-four years. Q. If acqutted in this case, what will your occupa-
ion be in the future? A. Professional pickpocket. — An acquittal
ollowed this impudent and preposterous honesty.

Hundreds of guilty men will escape because of the fraudulent prose-
:ution of Coll. Scores of guilty men have been acquitted because Grover
Whalen, smart Police Commissioner though he was, made the re-
nark: “There’s a lot of law at the end of a nightstick.” “Nightstick
aw” was the sole theme of the appcal of Leibowitz to the “reversible
ury” which on the night of April 24th, 1929, voted 12 to o for con-
riction and 12 to o for acquittal in the same case. The defendants
vere three alleged bandits who had confessed holding up the box
ffice of the State Theatre in Brooklyn. Leibowitz contended that
hey had been mghtsticked until they were ready to confess anything.
Che jurors were 8 to 4 for conviction on the first ballot. Before dinner
hey were 11 to 1 for conviction. After dinner they were unanimous
or conviction. The judge hurried back from his own dinner to receive
heir verdict, but was a few minutes too late. The twelfth juror,
inding that his conscience would not let him convict on the confessions,
hanged his vote again. The judge sent them back to deliberate further.
shortly before midnight they came in with a verdict of “Not guilty.”

Another indirect beneficiary of the third degree was a defencant
nown as Little Steinie, charged with holding up a jeweclry salesiaan.
‘he prosecution put in a strong case, but then made the mistake of
dding to it the complete and detailed confession “made at Police
Jeadquarters” by Little Steinie. Steinie countcred with the orthodox
laim that the confession had been ghost-written for him by detectives
nd that he had been nightsticked into signing it. Fifteen detectives
nd higher police officials took the stand to testify that the confession
ad been voluntary and that Steinie had been trcated with every
ourtesy at Police Headquarters. The ranking officer of the fifteen
vas a deputy chief inspector who had been in the Department for

third of a century. He not only denied that Steinie had rececived
he third degree, but denied that any prisoner in New York had cver
eceived the third degrce. The third degree, he said, was “something
ou see only in the movies.” All battered prisoners, he asserted, were
attered by accident, or by policemen acting in self-defence. “You
ave been a policeman for thirty-threc years,” said Leibowitz, “and
ou’ve never scen or heard of a policeman beating a prisoner to get

confession?” “Never,” replied the inspector. “Haw, haw, haw,”
oared Juryman No. 12. His eleven colleagues chimed in. Long peals
f laughter rolled back from the spectators’ benches. The trial was
ver, the summing-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 criminal lawyer is the only antidote to the rubber hose
and police-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-surprise-witness system has been developed
in part because the legitimate efforts of the police have been thwarted
by absurd rules of evidence; politics, crooked magistrates, pathetic
prosecutors, easy judges, and big-hearted parole boards.

II

Criminal law is a branch of the show business. Its practitioners ought
to pay dues to the Actors’ luquity rather than to the Bar Association.
The business of the lawyers 1s to entertain twelve men; to make them
laugh, cry, shudder, stare, freeze, and burn. There are so many ways
of dodging jury duty that the sworn twelve ordinarily consists of de-
voted trial-lovers, first-nighters of the courtroom They are there to
sce the lawyers juggle, clown, tumble, do disappearing-clephant tricks,
and put theirr heads in the judge’s mouth; they are there to forget
their troubles and revel in the land of make-beheve. The verdicts
commonly go to the best showman. This works to the advantage of a
triple-threat man like Samuel Leibowitz, a master of cackles, tears,
and thrills.

Mark Antony ransomed lives for jests. Jurors have the same weak-
ness. If a miscreant or his lawyer is an amusing fellow, a jury votes
not guilty by way of saying: “We liked your act.” The majesty that
broods over the courtroom is a trifle bogus; a joke in a courtroom is
vastly more successful than it would be elsewhere, just as the humor
is improved when the man who shps on a banana peel happens to be
wearing a silk hat. Leibowitz is a comic artist. His wit, highly specialized
for jury duty, is not always fortunate when repeated out of court.
But like other good comedians, Leibowitz does not nced good lines.
His methods are broad and direct. He laughs so heartily, so uncon-
trollably, that the jury usually joins him. He shakes, chokes, gasps,
is specchless; his clerk sometimes has to administer first aid. It is not
all affectation; a joke, in or out of the courtroom, his own or some-
body’s else, robs him of self-control. His uproar is as contagious as
that of Irvin Cobb’s Chocolate Hyena. A humorous sally at the wrong
time may freeze up a courtroom and appall the jurors, but Sam has
the instinct of an artist in timing his gags and guffaws. Tony Romano,
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for example, is a client who owes his liberty to the counsellor’s chuckles.
Out gunning for Mrs. Romano one day, Romano shot an inter-
meddling policeman. 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 halbut. “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 summation by Leibowitz, who
said:

“I want you, Mr. Rabinowitz, and you, Mr. Epstein, and you, Mr.
Goldfogle, and you, Mr. Ginsberg, to explain to your fellow-jurymen
the fraud which has been perpetrated on my client. You see through
it; they do not. Was there in all that array of fish a single pike, or
pickerel, or any other fish that can be made into gefiillte fisch? There
was not. My client told you that he worked in a store at 114th Street
and Lexington Avenue. The prosecutor knows that is a Jewish neigh-
borhood, and he did not show a single fish that makes gefiillte fisch.
What a travesty on justice! My client is an Italian that works in a
Jewish fish market, and they try him on Christian fish.”

A little man with a long title and a big badge furnished Leibowitz
with enough comedy to win an acquittal for an Erie conductor accused
several years ago of being an accessory to murder. Freight thieves
had killed two men in the Erie yards. The conductor was accused of
acting in league with the thieves and with hiding one of them at his
home after the crime. The chief witness against the conductor was
an undersized man, almost a dwarf, who, on being asked his occupa-
tion, said: “I am a Special Investigator for the United States Railroad
Administrator attached to the Erie Railroad.” On cross-examination,
he insisted 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 resembling the Order of the Garter, but it
bore the lettering “Erie Railroad—Detective.” Leibowitz obliged the
jury with a monologue on “The Little Man with the Big Badge,” and
the jury thanked Leibowitz with an acquittal.

A solidly built man with thinning hair, Leibowitz has the forensic
complexion, that healthy glow which is seen in its highest bloom in
auctioneers who do not drink 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 snatching seventy-
eight men and women from the electric chair. He was born in Rumania
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thirty-eight years ago and was four years ofd when his parents brought
him to this country. Leaving the Brooklyn public 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 criminal lawyer.
“Not that, Sam,” said the Dean. “Anything 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 in the criminal courts. His first case was that of a pauper
client accused of robbing a saloon. The man had been caught with
the stolen goods and a skelcton key on his person. There was, in the
classical idiom of the criminal bar, not one single, solitary scintilla
of evidence in favor of the defendant. Leibowitz demanded, with a
bold and confident air, that the jury adjourn to the scene of the crime
and see whether or not the key would open the saloon door. The
prosecutor thought there was a catch somewhere. Leibowitz had found
in private tests on doors in the courtroom that the key had a 100-per-
cent efficiency in opening 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 sustained the prosecutor’s objection to the trip
to the saloon. The summing-up by Leibowitz consisted of variations
on two questions: “Would this key have opened that door?” and
“Why did the prosecutor refuse to let you make the test?’ A first-
ballot acquittal resulted.

For a time Leibowitz had none but pauper clients, but his work was
winning favorable attention. It is a custom of malefactors, in their
leisure hours, to visit the criminal tribunals and expertize the young
mouthpieces, as major-league scouts appraise minor-league talent. It
was not long before sagacious felons began to employ Leibowitz. His
first cash client 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 client; “I’ve been a pickpocket for twenty-
four ycars,” he added, “and no man ever felt my mitt in his kick.”
After the client departed, Leibowitz reached in his pocket for the
$100 bill in order to fondle his maiden fee and gloat over it. It was
missing. The lawyer vainly searched his other pockets. He was looking
under his desk when the client returned and handed him the bill again.
“That was to show you it’s a frameup,” explained the client. “I want
you to have your heart in 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 criminal trial, Leibowitz had gained such
underworld recognition that Capone engaged him to fight a triple-
murder charge. Al had come on from Chicago to spend Christmas Day
in 1925 with his mother in Brooklyn. In the early morning of Decem-
ber 26 he dropped in at the Adonis Social Club in Brooklyn with a
few friends. Peg-Leg Lonergan, a local gang leader, was there with
a few friends. 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 right of Peg-Leg was wounded. On four occasions Leibowitz won
the freedom of Capone and his friends on writs of habeas corpus. It was
claimed that each writ was served just in time to prevent the police
from interrogating Al and his friends with blunt instruments. Immedi-
ately after the killing, guests and employees of the Adonis Social Club
had told what happened; a day or two later they had forgotten it all—
“oblivesced” 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 consulting about the gangster’s defence in the income-tax
trial. Leibowitz formed the opinion that Capone could not be
acquitted.

Leibowitz has change of pace. He haw-haws clients out of court in
one case, bombshells them out in another, weeps them out in a third.
One prominent client sluiced out of prison by honest tears was young
Harry Greenberg, accused of helping to drown Benny Goldstemn in
1927. This was a complicated affair known as the Gravesend Bay
Insurance Murder. Benny Goldstein 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 in one
particular; he made Benny the victim of a real drowning, thus effecting
an economy of $37,500. There had been no difficulty in obtaining the
insurance, as the law permits partners to insure themselves in favor of
each other. Joe and Benny had been partners in the arson business for
four ycars. They had opened and burned a chain of stores, swindling
insurance companies 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 original plot was that Benny should
go rowing in 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 in the plot. One
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was Harry Greenberg, later the client of Leibowitz; the other a lad
named Meyer Rubinzahl. 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 point 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-drowning plot had been
amended without Benny’s knowledge by striking out the word “fake.”
The next morning at seven-thirty o’clock Benny, who could not swim,
was tossed out of a row boat in Gravesend Bay; Greenberg and
Rubinzahl rowed rapidly away.

Two circumstances prevented the success of the revised plot. One was
that Moses Pollock, a cantor, chose that morning to walk along the
beach singing the scales as a tune-up for Holy Week, which was a few
days off The other circumstance was that an old sailor, who lived in
a houscboat, had chosen that time to row to the beach in order to
exercise his setter dogs. After these two witnesses had told their story,
Rubinzahl turncd state’s evidence and exposed the plot. Rubinzahl was
sentenced to hfe imprisonment. Lefkowitz died in the clectric chair.
Greenberg was acquitted. The youth of Greenberg, his widowed
mother, the horrors of his East Side childhood, the fact that his sole
profit from the crime had been the gift of a twelve-dollar burnt-orange-
and-chocolate-plaid suit from Baxter Street—with these details Leibo-
witz melted an acquittal from the hearts of the jurors.

A bit of courtroom showmanship saved the life of Convict Max
Becker, accused of the murder of Principal Keeper Durnford in the
Auburn Prison riot of 1929. The riot had started with the kidnapping
of Warden Jennings on his way back to his office after inquiring of the
prison cook why there had been so many thumbtacks in the beans.
During the riot Principal Keeper Durnford was killed. The case against
Max Becker was a black one. He had been wounded by a bullet which
experts traced to the Principal Keeper’s revolver. A prison guard
testificd that he had seen Becker fire the shots which killed Durnford.
Several other witnesses said they had seen Becker carrying a revolver
and leading the riot, The defence theory was that Becker had had
nothing to do with the riot, but was on his way to the prison synagogue
when he found himself in a crossfire between the rioters and the
Principal Keeper. The only chance of acquittal lay in shaking the
testimony of the guard who swore that he had seen the defendant kill
Durnford. The guard was a strong witness, but he became bored by the
long cross-examination. He crossed his legs and slid forward in his
chair until he was sitting on his shoulderblades, Arthur Balfour
fashion. Finally he made himself still more comfortable by crossing his
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feet over a low rail. In this attitude the guard answered sevcral
questions. Leibowitz suddenly saw the possibility of building a 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 his big scene. He had a long wait. Two hours and
a half of meaningless question and answer followed before thc witness
stuck his feet on the rail again.

“Do you sce that black-robed justice on the bench?’ inquired
Leibowitz.

“Yes,” said the witness.

“You sce these twelve citizens of fair Cayuga County in the jury-
boxa”

“I do.”

“Do you realize that this is a court of law?”

“Certainly.”

“Then what do you mean,” roared the lawyer, “by sticking your
feet up on that rail? Do you think you are in a dive? Do you think you
are in a mining camp?® Do you think you're in a speakeasy?”’

The witness, conscious of disgracing Cayuga County in the eyes of
the nations of the world, sheepishly removed his feet and sat upright.

“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
put the unexpired part of his term in Dannemora Prison. There he
was subjected to solitary confinement and other things. He is now in
the Dannemora madhouse.

Leibowitz does not get all his verdicts by offhand parlor magic. He
is a plodding worker in the preparation of cascs. By digesting a library
on the subject of ballistics, he was able to shake the testimony of
revolver experts and to procure the acquittal of Harry Hoffman in the
Staten Island Murder Case. He studied medicine and surgery for
wecks before defending an alleged malpractitioner. One of his spe.
cialties is the popularization of science for the benefit of juries. After
abandoning himself to deep chemical rescarches in making ready his
defence of a butcher who was accused of burning his shop for the
insurance, he demonstrated to the satisfaction of the jurors that a
company of fircfighters, who said they had smelled gasoline al! over
the butcher’s place, had been deccived by the smell of creosote from
burning wood. He presented each fireman with twenty test tubes to
sniff. Each contained a colorless liquid. The firemen testificd that cach
of the twenty contained gasoline. He then let the jurors sniff for them-
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selves. Nineteen of the twenty actually contained chemicals 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 gasoline; after a good strong whiff of gasoline, every-
thing smells like gasoline for some minutes. 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
Zasoline fumes.

In private life Leibowitz is a typical home-loving, lodge-loving
Brooklyn burgher, abhorring the underworld and loathing criminals,
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 electric 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;
probably as a result of this he has one of the finest cop practices in the
city. He has defended cops for everything from petty larceny to
murder. Many of the vice cops who became the targets of Seabury ran
to Leibowitz for protection. A grand jury indicted Leibowitz on the
theory that he had designed and built some of the evidence in favor of
accused members of the Vice Squad, but the earmarks of a frameup
appeared on the case and the court quashed the indictment. The one
serious attack on the professional standing of Leibowitz was made by
the Lvening Journal in an editorial 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 sce why I should go
to jail,” said the bandit. “I am innocent.” “How about that?” asked
the judge. “He’s guilty all right, Your Honor,” said Leibowitz. “But
since he entcred 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 in law. They tell him that it is lovely at Sing Sing and terrible
at Elmira. Now that you have sentenced him to Elmira, he wants to
get out of it.” The Evening Journal saluted Leibowitz as a criminal
lawyer who would not defend a guilty man, compared him to Lincoln,
and added a tribute to his “quixotic ideals.” This was like impugning
the chastity of a vestal virgin. Leibowitz was wounded to the soul by
the filthy slander. It still rankles. In masochistic moments, he exhibits
the editorial, exclaiming: “Read that awful bunk.”
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Art and Isadora
JOHN DOS PASSOS

IN sAN FRANCISCO in eighteen seventyeight Mrs. "sadora O’Gorman
Duncan, a highspirited lady with a taste for the piano, set about
divorcing her husband, the prominent Mr. Duncan, whose behavior
we are led to believe had been grossly indelicate; the whole thing made
her so nervous that she declared to her children that she couldn’t keep
anything on her stomach but a little champagne and oysters; in the
middle of the bitterness and recriminations of the family row,

into a world of gaslit boardinghouses kept by ruined southern belles
and railroadmagnates and swinging doors and whiskery men nibbling
cloves to hide the whiskey on their breaths and brass spittoons and
fourwheel cabs and basques and bustles and long ruffled trailing skirts
(in which lecturehall and concertroom, under the domination of ladies
of culture, were the centers of aspiring life)

she bore a daughter whom she named after herself Isadora.

The break with Mr. Duncan and the discovery of his duplicity turned
Mrs. Duncan into a bigoted feminist and an atheist, a passionate
follower of Bob Ingersoll’s lectures and writings; for God read Nature;
for duty beauty, and only man is vile.

Mrs. Duncan had a hard struggle to raise her children in the love of
beauty and the hatred of corsets and conventions and manmade laws.
She gave pianolessons, she did embroidery and knitted scarves and
mittens.

The Duncans were always in debt.

The rent was always due.

Isadora’s earliest memories were of wheedling grocers and butchers
and landlords and selling little things her mother had made from door
to door,

helping hand valises out of back windows when they had to jump
their bills at one shabbygenteel boardinghouse after another in the
outskirts 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 maaaged to stir up interest
among their ncighbors by giving theatrical performances in a barn;
the older girl Elizabeth gave lessons in society dancing; they were
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westerners, the world was a goldrush; they weren’t ashamed of being
in the public eye. Isadora had green eyes and reddish hair and a
beautiful neck and arms. She couldn’t afford lessons in conventional
dancing, so she made up dances of her own.

They moved to Chicago. Isadora got a job dancing to The Wash-
ington Post at the Masonic Temple Roof Garden for fifty a week. She
danced at clubs. She went to see Augustin Daly and told him she’d
discovered

the Dance

and went on in New York as a fairy in cheesecloth in a production of
Midsummer Night’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 ahcad of the sheriff, they were
always wheedling the tradespeople out of bills, standing the landlady
up for the rent, coaxing handouts out of rich philistines

Isadora arranged recitals with Ethelbert Nevin

danced to readings of Omar Khayyam for society women at Newport.
When the Hotel Windsor burned they lost all their trunks and the very
long bill they owed and sailed for London on a cattleboat

to escape the matcrialism of their native America.

In London at the British Museum

they discovered the Greeks;

the Dance was Greck.

Under the smoky chimneypots of London, in the sootcoated squares
they danced in muslin tunics, they copied poses from Greek vases,
went to lectures, artgallerics, concerts, plays, sopped up in a winter
fifty years of Victorian culture.

Back to the Greeks.

Whenever they were put out of their lodgings for nonpayment of
rent Isadora led them to the best hotel and engaged a suite and sent
the waiters scurrying for lobster and champagne and fruits outofseason
nothing was too good for Artists, Duncans, Greeks;

and the nineties London liked her gall.

In Kensington and even in Mayfair she danced at parties in private
houses,

the Britishers, Prince Edward down,

were carried away by her preraphaelite beauty
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her lusty American innocence
her California accent.

After London, Paris during the great exposition of nineteen hundred.
She danced with Loie Fuller. She was still a virgin too shy to return the
advances of Rodin the great master, completely baffled by the extraor-
dinary behavior of Loie Fuller’s circle of crackbrained invert beauties.
The Duncans were vegetarians, suspicious of vulgarity and men and
materialism. Raymond made them all sandals.

Isadora and her mother and her brother Raymond went about
Europe in sandals and fillets and Greek tunics

staying at the best hotels leading the Greek life of nature in a flutter
of unpaid bills.

Isadora’s first solo recital was at a theater in Budapest;

after that she was the diva, had a loveaffair with a leading actor; in
Munich the students took the horses out of her carriage. Everything
was flowers and handclapping and champagne suppers. In Berlin she
was the rage.

With the money she made on her German tour she took the Duncans
all to Greece. They arrived on a fishingboat from Ithaca. They posed
in the Parthenon for photographs and danced in the Theater of
Dionysus and trained a crowd of urchins to sing the ancient chorus
from the Suppliants and built a temple to live 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 finished

so they had to stay at the Hétel d’Angleterre and run up a bill there.
When credit gave out they took their chorus back to Berlin and put on
the Suppliants in ancient Greek. Meeting Isadora in her peplum
marching through the Tiergarten at the head of her Greek boys
marching in order all in Greek tunics, the kaiserin’s horse shied,

and her highness was thrown.

Isadora was the vogue.

She arrived in St. Petersburg in time to see the night funeral of the
marchers shot down in front of the Winter Palace in 1905. It hurt her.
She was an American like Walt Whitman; the murdering rulers of the
world were not her people; the marchers were her people; artists were
not on the side of the machineguns; she was an American in 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 Germany she founded a school with the help of her sister Eliza-
beth who did the organizing, and she had a baby by Gordon Craig.

She went to America in triumph as she’d always planned and harried
the home philistines with a tour; her followers were all the time getting
pinched for wearing Greek tunics; she found no freedom for Art in
America.

Back in Paris it was the top of the world; Art meant Isadora. At the
funeral of the Prince de Polignac she met the mythical millionaire
(sewingmachine king) 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

only for him,

but it rained and the musicians all got drenched. So they all got
drunk instead.

Art was the millionaire life. Art was whatcver Isadora did. She was
carrying the millionaire’s child to the great scandal of the oldlady
<ubwomen and spinster artlovers when she danced on her second
American tour;

she took to drinking too much and stepping to the footlights and
bawling out the boxholders.

Isadora was at the height of glory and scandal and power and
wealth, her school going, her millionaire was about to build her a
theater in Paris, the Duncans were the priests of a cult, (Art was what-
ever Isadora did),

when the car that was bringing her two children home from the
other side of Paris stalled on a bridge across the Scine. Forgetting that
he’d left the car in gear the chauffeur got out to crank the motor. The
car started, knocked down the chauffeur, plunged off the bridge into
the Seine.

The children and their nurse were drowned.

The rest of her life moved desperately on

in the clatter of scandalized tongues, among the kidding faces of
reporters, the threatening of bailiffs, the expostulations of hotel-
managers bringing overdue bills.

Isadora drank too much, she couldn’t keep her hands off good-
looking young men, she dyed her hair various shades of brightred, she
never took the trouble to make up her face properly, was careless about
her dress, couldn’t bother to keep her figure in shape, never could keep
track of her money
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but a great sense of health

filled the hall

when the pearshaped figure with the peautiful great 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 politicians wouldn’t let her
dance in the Greek Theater they’d built under her influence. Wherever
she went she gave offense to the philistines. When the war broke out she
danced the Marseillaise, but it didn’t seem quite respectable and she
gave offense by refusing to give up Wagner or to show the proper
respectable feelings

of satisfaction at the butchery.

On her South American tour

she picked up men everywhere,

a Spanish painter, a couple of prizefighters, a stoker on the boat, a
Brazilian poet,

brawled in tangohalls, bawled out the Argentines for niggers from
the footlights, lushly triumphed 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 public eye of the clatter of scandalized tongues, the
headlines in the afternoon papers.

When October split the husk off the old world she remembered St.
Petersburg, the coffins lurching through the silent streets, the white
faces, the clenched fists that night in St. Petersburg, and danced the
Marche Slave

and waved red cheesecloth under the noses of the Boston old ladies
in Symphony Hall,

but when she went to Russia full of hope of a school and work ana
a new life in freedom, it was too enormous, it was too difficult; cold,
vodka, lice, no service in the hotels, new and old still piled pellmell
together, seedbed and scrapheap, she hadn’t the patience, her life 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 ruined 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 eating and drinking in the hotel suites and the rent of Rolls-
Royces and the board of her pupils and disciples,

Isadora went down to the Riviera to write her memoirs to scrape up
some cash out of the American public that had awakened after the
war to the crassness of materialism and the Greeks and scandal and
Art, and still had dollars to spend.

She hired a studio in Nice, but she could never pay the rent. She’d
quarreled with her millionaire. Her jewels, the famous emerald, the
ermine cloak, the works of art presented by the artists had all gone
into the pawnshops or been seized by hotelkeepers. All she had was the
old blue drapes that had seen her great triumphs, a redleather hand-
bag, and an old furcoat that was split down the back.

She couldn’t stop drinking 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 tried to drown herself but an English naval officer pulled her
out of the moonlit Mediterranean.

One day at a little restaurant at Golfe Juan she picked up a good-
looking young wop who kept a garage and drove a little Bugatti racer.

Saying that she might want to buy the car, she made him go to her
studio to take her out for a ride;

her friends didn’t want her to go, said he was nothing but a mechanic,
she insisted, she’d had a few drinks (there was nothing left she cared
for in the world but a few drinks and a goodlooking young man) ;

she got in beside him and

she threw her heavilyfringed 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 amis, je vais a la gloire.

The mechanic put his car in gear and started.

The heavy trailing scarf caught in a wheel, wound tight. Her head
was wrenched against the side of the car. The car stopped instantly:
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. 1987.
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Now 1 am corve to ask you to read some verses that are witty
or pointed, satirical or humorous. It is an error to suppose that poetry is
or need be invariably serious. There is no earthly reason why it should
not be funny and yet of a very high quality. Too many people hold the
opinion that poetry is something they must attack with awe and so
put themselves in a frame of mind that sadly hampers their enjoy-
ment of it. But even poets who treat of the enduring subjects of
human interest, love and hatred, life and death, fate and the fragility
of beauty, have their lighter moments; and when they indulge in them
they do not want you to take them any more solemnly than they take
themselves. Edmund Gosse, a distinguished critic in 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 amusing. So herc are some accomplished verses, and some
poems, that are designed to make you smile, 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
Companion to English Literature that he was born in 1870, so I should
really have placed him later in this anthology, but he scems to fit in
very well here and that seemed to me more important. He has written
travel books, essays, novels, histories, verse of all kinds, but I don’t
think he has written anything better than these epigrams. The last one,
not amusing, 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 architect 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 engaging dexterity; he is a wit and a satirist:
the absurdity, the iniquity if you like, of our civilization 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,
Missing 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 in gloves,
Missing so much and so much.

Unfortunate Coincidence

DOROTHY PARKER

By the time you swear you’re his,
Shivering and sighing,

And he vows his passion is
Infinite, undying—

Lady, make a note of this:
One of you is lying.
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Godspeed

DOROTHY PARKER

Oh, seek, my love, your newer way;
T’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 life,

One who keeps assuring you
That he never was untrue,
Never loved another one . .
Lady, lady, better run!

Indian Summer
DOROTHY PARKER

In youth, it was a way I had
To do my best to please,

And change, with every passing lad,
To suit his theories.

But now I know the things 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 flowering wall;

And this was all T 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 in the garden would much
rather be an azalea,

And in celestial circles all the run-of-the-mill angels would rather be
archangels or at least cherubim and seraphim,

And in the legal world all the little process-servers hope to grow up
into great big bailiffim and sheriffim.

Indeed, everybody wants to be a wow,

But not everybody knows exactly how.

Some people think they will eventually wear diamonds instead of
rhinestones
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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 brilliant by starts and fits.

Some people after a full day’s work sit up all night getting a college
education by correspondence,

While others seem to think they’ll get just as far by devoting their
evenings to the study of the difference in temperament between
brunettance and blondance.

Some stake their all on luck,

And others put their faith in their ability to pass the buck.

In short, the world is filled with people trying to achieve success,

And half of them think they’ll get it by saying No and half of them by
saying Yes,

And if all the ones who say No said Yes, and vice versa, such is the
fate of humanity that ninety-nine per cent of them still wouldn’t
be any better off than they were before,

Which perhaps is just as well because if everybody was a success nobody
could be contemptuous of anybody else and everybody would start
in all over again 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 You Can’t Eat You Got to
E. E. CUMMINGS

If you can’t eat you got to

smoke and we aint 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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nothing 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 you got to

dream and we aint got
nothing to dream (come on kid

Let’s go to sleep)

The Noster Was a Ship of Swank

E. E. CUMMINGS

the Noster was a ship of swank
(as gallant as they come)
until she hit a mine and sank
just off the coast of Sum

precisely where a craft of cost

the Ergo perished later

all hands (you may recall) being lost
including captain 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
into the crevices—
in and out, illuminating

the
turquoise sea
of bodies. The water drives a
wedge
of iron through the iron edge
of the cliff, whereupon the stars,

pink
rice grains, ink
bespattered jelly-fish, crabs like
green
lilies and submarine
toadstools, slide 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
live
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.

Gracious Lord, oh bomb the Germans.
Spare their women for Thy Sake,
And if that is not too easy
We will pardon Thy Mistake.
But, gracious Lord, whate’er shall be,
Don’t let anyone bomb me.

Keep our Empire undismembered
Guide our Forces by Thy Hand,

Gallant blacks from far Jamaica,
Honduras and Togoland;

Protect them Lord in all their fights,

And, even more, protect the whites.

Think of what our Nation stands for,
Books from Boots’ and country lanes,
Free speech, free passes, class distinction,
Democracy and proper drains.
Lord, put beneath Thy special care

One-eighty-nine 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, reserve for me a crown,

And do not let my shares go down.

I will labour for Thy Kingdom,
Help our lads to win the war,
Send white feathers to the cowards
Join the Women’s Army Corps,
Then wash the Steps around Thy Throne
In the Eternal Safety Zone.

Now 1 feel a little better,
What a treat to hear Thy Word,
Where the bones of leading statesmen,
Have so often been interr’d.

And now, dear Lord, I cannot wait
Because I have a luncheon date.

On His Books

HILAIRE BELLOC

Nhen I am dead, I hope it may be said:
‘His sins were scarlet, but his books were read.”

On Noman, a Guest

HILAIRE BELLOC

Jear Mr. Noman, does it ever strike you,
Che more we see of you, the less we like you?
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On Lady 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 him.

Epitaph on the Politician

HILAIRE BELLOC

Here, richly, with ridiculous display,

The Politician’s corpse was laid away.

While all of his acquaintance 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, swindled and blackmailed for years:
But Death’s what even Politicians fail

To bribe or swindle, 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

HILAIRE 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 restraint with which they write—
I’'m with you there, of course.

They use the snaffle and the curb all right;
But where’s the bloody horse?

The New Yorker Book of Verse. New York. Harcourt. 1935.

Not So Deep as a Well, by Dorothy Parker. New York. Viking. 1936.

The Face Is Familiar, by Ogden Nash. Boston. Lattle, Brown. 1940.

U'm A Stranger Here Myself, by Ogden Nash. Boston. Little, Brown. 1938.
XLI Poems, by E E. Cummings. New York Dial Press. 1925.

is 5, by E. E. Cummings. New York. Boni and Liveright. 1926

Selected Poems, by Marianne Moore. New York. Macmuillan. 1935.

What Are Years, by Marianne Moore. New York. Macmillan. 1941.



1

Here are some stories by writers most of whom were born
toward the end of the nineteenth century. Several were in the last war.
I do not know how much their work was touched by it; it was cer-
tainly responsible for one of Faulkner’s best stories, but I think they
were all, as is only natural, greatly affected by the period, generally
described as hectic, that followed it and that was brought to an inglori-
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 convincing, but it offers a vivid picture
of the time when young Americans, tempted by the favorable exchange
and looking for something they thought they could not find at home,
flocked to Paris and the Riviera. Not many of them profited by the
experience. “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 wine when it
was red, these young men who went abroad; not few of them imbibed
also of the strong wine 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 nothing
of artistic value existed or could exist, and humbly put themselves to
school at the feet of a number of very mediocre writers. Some went to
pieces. The most talented bartered their native energy for a mannered
stylization and a symbolism foreign to their temper. The only writer
I can think of who benefited by contact with Europe is Ernest Heming-
way. I have a notion that without it he would not have acquired the
breadth of outlook and the sensitiveness to beauty that make him 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 exquisitely that, though it must be fifteen years since I
read The Sun Also Rises, I still remember with ravishment his pictures,
so concise and apparently so casual, of the Spanish landscape.

With an author who has written so many good and varied 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 think 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 describes a form in which
the incidents depend on the impact of a foreign environment, Eastern,
African or Polynesian, on the white man temporarily exposed to it.
It is not a story placed in a far land because the setting is picturesque,
but one that could not take place except for the setting. The genre,
brought into favor, I believe, by Rudyard Kipling, has had something
of a vogue during this century. Writers have liked it because it gave
them the opportunity to delineate characters whose singularities had
had free scope to develop as they could never have done in the great
centers of civilization; and readers have liked it because it was an
escape from the increasing standardization of life that oppressed their
spirits. Not realizing that romance is always round the next corner,
jam yesterday, jam tomorrow, but never jam today, they thought to
find it in countries to which distance lent enchantment.

Of the other writers in this group I have little to say. But I should
like to draw your attention to Michael Arlen’s “Legend of the Crooked
Coronet.” With his novel The Green Hat and with two volumes of
short stories he achieved a spectacular success. Everybody read them,
but I don’t think everybody knew what it was exactly that made them
such agreeable reading. 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 Armenian and he looked
upon the small world of London society that he made his 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 oriental 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 rich with glamor,
as fantastic, incredible, romantic and vivacicus as those with which
Scheherazade beguiled her caliph.
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Babylon Revisited

F. SCOTT FITZGERALD

“Anp WHERE’S Mr. Campbell?”” Charlie asked.

“Gone to Switzerland. Mr. Campbell’s a pretty sick man, Mr. Wales.”

“I’'m sorry to hear that. And George Hardt?”” Charle inquired.

“Back in America, gone to work.”

“And where is the Snow Bird?”

“He was in here last week. Anyway, his friend, Mr. Schaeffer, is in
Paris.”

Two familiar names from the long list of a year and a half ago.
Charlie 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-
in-law’s address. I haven’t settled on a hotel yet.”

He was not really disappointed to find Paris was so empty. But the
stillness in the Ritz bar was strange and portentous. It was not an
American bar any more—he felt polite in 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 in a frenzy of
activity at this hour, gossiping with a chasseur by the servants’
entrance.

Passing through the corridor, he heard only a single, bored voice
in the once-clamorous women’s room. When he turned into 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 rail, he turned
and surveyed the room, encountering 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—disembarking, however, with due
nicety at the nearest corner. But Paul was at his country house today
and Alix 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 in business in Prague,
1epresenting a couple of concerns there. They don’t know about me
down there.”
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Alix smiled.

“Remember the night of George Hardt’s bachelor dinner here?” said
Charlie. “By the way, what’s become of Claude Fessenden?”

Alix lowered his voice confidentially: ‘“He’s in Paris, but he doesn’t
come here any more. Paul doesn’t allow it. He ran up a bill of thirty
thousand francs, charging all his drinks and his lunches, and usually
his dinner, for more than a year. And when Paul finally told him he
had to pay, he gave him a bad check.”

Alix shook his head sadly.

“I don’t understand it, such a dandy fellow. Now he’s all bloated
up—" He made a plump apple of his hands.

Charlie watched a group of strident queens installing themselves in
a corner.

“Nothing affects them,” he thought. “Stocks rise and fall, people
loaf or work, but they go on forever.” The place oppressed him. He
called for the dice and shook with Alix for the drink.

“Here for long, Mr. Wales?”

“I’m here for four or five days to see my little girl.”

“Oh-h! You have a little girl?”

Outside, 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 in pink
majesty; they crossed the logical Seine, and Charlie felt the sudden
provincial quality of the left bank.

Charlie directed his taxi to the Avenue de ’Opéra, which was out
of his way. But he wanted to see the blue hour spread over the magnifi-
cent fagade, and imagine 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 grill in front of Brentano’s Bookstore, and
people were already at dinner behind the trim little bourgeois hedge
of Duval’s. He had never eaten at a really cheap restaurant in Paris.
Five-course dinner, four francs fifty, eighteen cents, wine 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 spoiled this city for myself. I didn’t realize 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 his
brother-in-law’s bell in the Rue Palatine, the wrinkle deepened till it
pulled down his brows; he felt a cramping sensation in his belly. From
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behind the maid who opened the door darted a lovely little girl of nine,
who shrieked “Daddy!” and flew up, struggling like a fish, into his
arms. She pulled his head around by one ear and set her cheek
against his.

“My old pie,” he said.

“Oh, daddy, daddy, daddy, daddy, dads, dads, dads!”

She drew him into the salon, where the family waited, a boy and
girl his daughter’s age, his sister-in-law and her husband. He greeted
Marion with his voice pitched carefully to avoid either feigned enthusi-
asm or dislike, but her response was more frankly tepid, though she
minimized her expression of unalterable distrust by directing her regard
toward his child. The two men clasped hands in a friendly way and
Lincoln Peters rested his for a moment on Charlie’s shoulder.

The room was warm and comfortably American. The three children
moved intimately about, playing through the yellow oblongs that led
to other rooms; the cheer of six o’clock spoke in the eager smacks of the
fire and the sounds of French activity in the kitchen. But Charlie did
not relax; his heart sat up rigidly in his body and he drew confidence
from his daughter, who from time to time came close to him, holding
in her arms the doll he had brought.

“Really extremely well,” he declared in answer to Lincoln’s question.
“There’s a lot of business there that isn’t moving at all, but we’re doing
2ven better than ever. In fact, damn well. I’'m bringing my sister over
from America next month to keep house for me. My income last year
was bigger than it was when I had money. You see, the Czechs——"

His boasting was for a specific purpose; but after a moment, seeing
a faint restiveness in Lincoln’s eye, he changed the subject:

“Those are fine children of yours, well brought up, good manners.”

“We think Honoria’s a great little girl too.”

Marion Peters came back from the kitchen. She was a tall woman
with worried eyes, who had once possessed a fresh American loveliness.
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 instinctive 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 looking well.”

“We haven’t had a doctor for a year. How do you like being back
in Paris?”

“It seems very funny to see so few Americans around.”

“I’'m delighted,” Marion said vehemently. “Now at least you can
go into a store without their assuming you’re a’millionaire. We've
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suffered like everybody, but on the whple it’s a good deal pleasanter.”

“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
this afternoon”—he stumbled, seeing his mistake—“there wasn’t a man
T knew.”

She looked at him keenly. “I should think you’d have had e¢nough
of bars.”

“I only stayed a minute. I take one drink every afternoon, and no
more.”

“Don’t you want a cocktail before dinner?” Lincoln asked.

“I take only one drink every afternoon, and I’'ve had that.”

“I hope you keep to it,” said Marion.

Her dislike 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 wait. He wanted them to
initiate the discussion of what they knew had brought him to Paris.

At dinner he couldn’t decide whether Honoria was most like him
or her mother. Fortunate if she didn’t combine the traits of both that
had brought them to disaster. A great wave of protectiveness went over
him. 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. Everything else wore out.

He left soon after dinner, but not to go home. He was curious to see
Paris by night with clearer and more judicious eyes than those of other
days. He bought a strapontin for the Casino and watched Josephine
Baker go through her chocolate arabesques.

After an hour he left and strolled toward Montmartre, up the Rue
Pigalle into the Place Blanche. The rain had stopped and there were
a few people in evening clothes disembarking from taxis in front of
cabarets, and cocottes prowling singly or in pairs, and many Negroes
He passed a lighted door from which issued music, and stopped with
the sense of familiarity; it was Bricktop’s, where he had parted with so
many hours and so much money. A few doors farther on he found
another ancient rendezvous and incautiously 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’hétel swooped toward him,
crying, “Crowd just arriving, sir!” But he withdrew quickly.

“You have to be damn drunk,” he thought.

Zelli’s was closed, the bleak and sinister cheap hotels surrounding
it were dark; up in 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 Café of Heaven and the Café of Hell still
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yawned—even devoured, as he watched, the meager contents o1 a
tourist bus—a German, a Japanese, and an American couple who
glanced at him with frightened eyes.

So much for the effort and ingenuity of Montmartre. All the catering
to vice and waste was on an utterly childish scale, and he suddenly
realized the meaning of the word “dissipate”—to dissipate into thin
air; to make nothing out of something. In the little hours of the night
every move from place to place was an enormous human jump, an
increase of paying for the privilege of slower and slower motion.

He remembered thousand-franc notes given to an orchestra for play-
ing a single number, hundred-franc notes tossed to a doorman for
calling a cab.

But it hadn’t been given for nothing.

It had been given, even the most wildly squandered sum, as an
offering to destiny that he might not remember the things most worth
remembering, the things that now he would always remember—his
child taken from his control, his wife escaped to a grave in Vermont.

In the glare of a brasserie a woman spoke to him. He bought her
some eggs and coffee, and then, eluding her encouraging 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 think of not reminiscent of champagne dinners and long lunch-
eons that began at two and ended in a blurred and vague twilight.

“Now, how about vegetables? Oughtn’t you to have some vege-
tables?”

“Well, yes.”

“Here’s épinards and choux-fleur and carrots and haricots.”

“I’d like choux-fleur.”

“Wouldn’t you like to have two vegetables?”

“I usually have only one at lunch.”

The waiter was pretending to be inordinately fond of children.
“Qu’elle est mignonne la petite? Elle parle exactement comme une
frangaise.”

“How about dessert? Shall we wait 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-Honoré 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, but 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 anything you want.”

“All right,” she agreed resignedly.

When there had been her mother and a French nurse he had been
inclined to be strict; 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 Ict me introduce
myself. My name is Charles J. Wales, of Prague.”

“Oh, daddy!” her voice cracked with laughter.

“And who are you, plcase?”’ he persisted, and she accepted a réle
immediately: “Honoria Wales, Rue Palatine, Paris.”

“Married or single?”

“No, not married. Single.”

He indicated the doll. “But I see you have a child, madame.”

Unwilling to disinherit it, she took it to her heart and thought
quickly: “Yes, I've been married, but I'm not married now. My hus-
band is dead.” .

He went on quickly, “And the child’s name?”

“Simone. That’s after my best friend at school.”

“I’m very pleased that you’re doing so well at school.”

“I’m third this month,” she boasted. ‘“Elsie”’—that was her cousin—
“is only about eighteenth, and Richard is about at the bottom.”

“You like Richard and Elsie, don’t you?”

“Oh, yes. I like them all right.”

Cautiously and casually he asked: “And Aunt Marion and Uncle
Lincoln—which do you like best?”

“Oh, Uncle Lincoln, I guess.”

He was increasingly 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, staring as if she were something
no more conscious than a flower.

“Why don’t I live with you?” she asked suddenly. “Because mamma'’s
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 taking care of any more. I do everything
for myself.”

Going out of the restaurant, a man and a woman unexpectedly
hailed him.

“Well, the old Wales!”

“Hello there, Lorraine . . . Dunc.”

Sudden ghosts out of the past: Duncan Schaeffer, a friend from
college. Lorraine Quarles, a lovely, pale blonde of thirty; one of a
crowd who had helped them make months into days in the lavish times
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 little girl?”

“What about coming back and sitting down?” Duncan asked.

“Can’t do it.” He was glad for an excuse. As always, he felt Lor-
raine’s passionate, provocative attraction, but his own rhythm was dif-
ferent now.

“Well, how about dinner?” she asked.

“I’m not free. Give me your address and let me call you.”

“Charlie, I belicve you're sober,” she said judicially. “I honestly be-
lieve he’s sober, Dunc. Pinch him and see if he’s sober.”

Charlie indicated Honoria with his head. They both laughed.

“What’s your address?” asked Duncan skeptically.

He hesitated, unwilling to give the name of his hotel.

“I’m not settled yet. I’d better call you. We’re going to see the vaude-
ville at the Empire.”

“There! That’s what I want to do,” Lorraine 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.”

Honoria bobbed politely.

Somehow, an unwelcome encounter. They liked him because he was
functioning, because he was serious; they wanted to see him, because
he was stronger than they were now, because they wanted to draw a
certain sustenance from his strength.

At the Empire, Honoria proudly refused to sit upon her father’s
tolded coat. She was already an individual with a code of her own,
and Charlie was more and more absorbed by the desire of putting a
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little of himself into her 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.”

Listening abstractedly to Lorraine, Charlie watched Honoria’s eyes
feave their table, and he followed them wistfully about the room, won-
dering what they saw. He met her glance and she smiled.

“I liked that lemonade,” she said.

What had she said? What had he expected? Going home in a taxi
afterward, he pulled her over until her head rested against his chest.

“Darling, do you ever think about your mother?”

“Yes, sometimes,” she answered vaguely.

“I don’t want you to forget her. Have you got a picture of her?”

“Yes, I think so. Anyhow, Aunt Marion has. Why don’t you want
wme to forget her?”

“She loved you very much.”

“I loved her too.”

They were silent for a moment.

“Daddy, I want to come and live with you,” she said suddenly.

His heart leaped; he had wanted it to come like 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 coming back at nine o’clock and he wanted
to keep himself fresh and new for the thing he must say then.

“When you’re safe inside, just show yourself in that window.”

“All right. Good-by, dads, dads, dads, dads.”

He waited in the dark street until she appeared, all warm and glow-
ing, in the window above and kissed her fingers out into the night.

III

They were waiting. Marion sat behind the coffee service in a digni-
fied black dinner dress that just faintly suggested mourning. Lincoln
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was walking up and down with the animation of one who had already
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 anxious to have a home,” he continued. “And I'm
awfully anxious to have Honoria in it. I appreciate your taking in
Honoria for her mother’s sake, but things have changed now”—he
hesitated and then continued more forcibly—*“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
drink 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 Lincoln. “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 drink 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 Honoria too. You know that even when her
mother and I weren’t getting along well we never let anything 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 inevitable resentment to the chastened attitude of the reformed
sinner, he might win his point in the end.

Kecp your temper, he told himself. You don’t want to be justified.
You want Honoria.

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 thing, and we’re glad to be able to help her, but of course that
isn’t the question——"

Marion interrupted suddenly.“How long are you going to stay sober,
Charlie?” she asked.

“Peraanently, I hope.”
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“How can anybody count on that?”

“You know I never did drink heavily until I gave up business and
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 certain how fond of each
other the sisters were in life.

“My drinking only lasted about a year and a half—from the time
we came over until I—collapsed.”

“It was time enough.”

“It 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
terrible thing 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 Honoria. If you
hadn’t been in a sanitarium then, it might have helped matters.”

He had no answer.

“I’ll never in my life be able to forget the morning when Helen
knocked at my door, soaked to the skin and shivering, and said you'd
locked her out.”

Charlie gripped the sides of the chair. This was more difficult than
he expected: he wanted to launch out into a long expostulation and
explanation, but he only said: “The night I locked her out——" and
she interrupted, “I don’t feel up to going over that again.”

After a moment’s silence Lincoln said: “We’re getting off the sub-
ject. You want Marion to set aside her legal guardianship and give
you Honoria. I think the main point for her is whether she has confi-
dence in you or not.”

“I don’t blame Marion,” Charlie said slowly, “but I think she can
have entire confidence in me. I had a good record up to three years ago.
Of course, it’s within human possibilities I may go wrong again. 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?”’ Marion asked.

“I suppose I did, from time to time, but Helen and I were getting
along badly. When I consented to the guardianship, I was flat on my
back in a sanitarium, and the market had cleaned me out. I knew I'd
acted badly, and I thought if it would bring any peace to Helen, I'd
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agree to anything. But now it’s different. I'm functioning. I’m behaving
damn 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 life
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 Honoria in this atmosphere
of hostility against himself; sooner or later it would come out, in a
word here, a shake of the head there, and some of that distrust would
be irrevocably implanted in Honoria. But he pulled his temper down
out of his face and shut it up inside him; he had won a point, for
Lincoln realized the absurdity of Marion’s remark, and asked her lightly
since when she had objected to the word “damn.”

“Another thing,” Charlie said: “I’m able to give her certain advan-
tages now. I’m going to take a French governess to Prague with me.
T’ve got a lease on a new apartment »?

He stopped, realizing that he was blundering. They couldn’t be
expected to accept with equanimity the fact that his income was again
twice as large as their own.

“I suppose you can give her more luxuries than we can,” said Marion.
“When you were throwing away money we were living along watching
every ten francs. . . . I suppose you’ll start doing it again.”

“Oh, no,” he said. “I’ve learned. I worked hard for ten years, you
know-—until I got lucky in the market, like so many pcople. Terribly
lucky. It didn’t scem any use working any more, so I quit. 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 Charlie wanted a drink. He was sure now
that Lincoln Peters wanted him to have his child.

Marion shuddered suddenly; part of her saw that Charlie’s feet were
planted on the earth now, and her own maternal feeling recognized
the naturalness of his desire; but she had lived for a long time with a
prejudice—a prejudice founded on a curious disbelief in her sister’s
happiness, which, in the shock of one terrible night, had turned to
hatred for him. It had all happened at a point in her life where the
discouragement of ill 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 something
you’ll have to square with your own conscience.”

An electric current of agony surged through him; for a moment he
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was almost on his feet, an unuttered sound echoing in his throat. He
hung on to himself for a moment, another moment.

“Hold on there,” said Lincoln uncomfortably. “I never thought you
were responsible for that.”

“Helen died of heart trouble,” Charlie said dully.

“Yes, heart trouble.” Marion spoke as if the phrase had another
meaning for her.

Then, in the flatness that followed her outburst, she saw him plainly
and she knew he had somehow arrived at 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, springing up from her chair. “She’
your child. I'm not the person to stand in your way. I think if it were
my child I'd rather see her——" She managed to check herself. “You
two decide it. I can’t stand this. I'm sick. I’'m going to bed.”

She hurried from the room; after a moment Lincoln 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 in her head.”

“Of course.”

“It’s going to be all right. I think she sees now that you—can pro-
vide for the child, and so we can’t very well stand in your way or
Honoria’s way.”

“Thank you, Lincoln.”

“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 in 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 into shreds. On that terrible February night that Marion
remembered so vividly, a slow quarrel had gone on for hours. There
was a scene at the Florida, and then he attempted to take her home,
and then she kissed young Webb at a table; after that there was what
she had hysterically said. When he arrived home alone he turned the
key in the lock in wild anger. How could he know she would arrive
an hour later alone, that there would be a snowstorm in which she
wandered about in slippers, too confused to find a taxi? Then the
aftermath, her escaping pneumonia 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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1t to be one of many scenes from her sister’s martyrdom, never forgot.

Going over it again brought Helen nearer, and in the white, soft
light that steals upon half sleep near morning he found himself talking
to her again. 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
being good and doing better. She said a lot of other things—very
friendly things—but she was in a swing in a white dress, and swinging
faster and faster all the time, so that at the end he could not hear
clearly all that she said.

v

He woke up feeling happy. The door of the world was open again.
He made plans, vistas, futures for Honoria 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 closcly; afterward, out in the world, the child would seek
in the marriage partner the same blind tenderness and, failing probably
to find it, turn against love and life.

It was another bright, crisp day. He called Lincoln Peters at the
bank where he worked and asked if he could count on taking Honoria
when he left for Prague. Lincoln agreed that there was no reason for
delav, One thing—the legal guardianship. Marion wanted to rctain
that a while longer. She was upset by the whole matter, and it would
oil things if she felt that the situation was still in her control for
another year. Charlie agreed, wanting only the tangible, visible child.

Then the question of a governess. Charlie sat in a gloomy agency
and talked to a cross Bernaise and to a buxom Breton peasant, neither
of whom he could have endured. There were others whom he would
see tomorrow.

He lunched with Lincoln Peters at Griffons, trying to keep down’
his exultation.

“There’s nothing quite like your own child,” Lincoln said. “But you
understand how Marion feels too.”

“8he’s forgotten how hard I worked for seven years there,” Charlie
«aid. “She just remembers one night.”

“There’s another thing,” Lincoln hesitated. “While you and Helen
were tearing around Europe throwing money away, we were just get-
ting along. I didn’t touch any of the prosperity because I never got
ahead enough to carry anything but my insurance. I think Marion felt
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there was some kind of injustice in it—you not even working toward
the end, and getting richer and richer.”

“It went just as quick as it came,” said Charlie.

“Yes, a lot of it stayed in the hands of chasseurs and saxophone
players and maitres d’h6tel—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 tonight before Marion’s too tired, we’ll settle the
details on the spot.”

Back at his hotel, Charlie found a pneumatique that had been re-
directed from the Ritz bar where Charlie had left his address for the

purpose of finding a certain man.

DeAR CHARLIE: You were so strange when we saw you the other day
that I wondered if I did something to offend you. If so, I'm not con-
scious of it. In fact, I have thought about you too much for the last
year, and it’s always been in the back of my mund that I might see you
if I came over here. We did have such good times that crazy spring,
like the might you and I stole the butcher’s tricycle, and the time we
tried to call on the president and you had the old derby rim 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 feeling better this after-
noon and will look for you about five in the sweatshop at the Rutz.

Always devotedly,
LORRAINE.

His first feeling was one of awe that he had actually, in his mature
years, stolen a tricycle and pedalled Lorraine all over the Etoile be-
tween the small hours and dawn. In retrospect it was a nightmare.
Locking out Helen didn’t fit in with any other act of his life, but the
tricycle incident did—it was one of many. How many weeks or months
of dissipation to arrive at that condition of utter irresponsibility?

He tried to picture how Lorraine had appeared to him then—very
“attractive; Helen was unhappy about it, though she said nothing. Yes-
terday, in the restaurant, Lorraine had seemed trite, blurred, worn
away. He emphatically did not want to sec her, and he was glad Alix
had not given away his hotel address. It was a relicf to think, instcad,
of Honoria, to think of Sundays spent with her and of saying good
morning to her and of knowing she was there in his house at night,
drawing her breath in the darkness.

At five he took a taxi and bought presents for all the Peters—a
piquant cloth doll, a box of Roman soldiers, flowers for Marion, big
linen handkerchiefs for Lincoln.

172



He saw, when he arrived in the apartment, that Marion had ac-
cepted the inevitable. She greeted him now as though he were a recal-
citrant member of the family, rather than a menacing outsider. Hon-
oria had been told shc was going; Charlie was glad to see that her
tact made her conceal her excessive happiness. Only on his lap did
she whisper her delight and the question “When?” before she slipped
away with the other children.

He and Marion were alone for a minute in the room, and on an
impulse he spoke out boldly:

“Family quarrels are bitter things. They don’t go according to any
rules. They’re not like aches or wounds; they’re more like splits in the
skin that won’t heal because there’s not enough material. I wish you
and I could be on better terms.”

“Some things are hard to forget,” she answered. “It’s a question of
confidence.” There was no answer to this and presently she asked,
“When do you propose to take her?”

“As soon as I can get a governess. I hoped the day after tomorrow.”

“That’s impossible. I’ve got to get her things in shape. Not before
Saturday.”

He yielded. Coming back into the room, Lincoln offered him a
drink.

“T’ll take my daily whisky,” he said.

It was warm here, it was a home, people together by a fire. The
children felt very safe and important; the mother and father were
serious, watchful. They had things to do for the children more impor-
tant than his visit here. A spoonful of medicine was, after all, more
important than the strained relations between Marion and himself.
They were not dull people, but they were very much in the grip of life
and circumstances. He wondcred if he couldn’t do something to get
Lincoln out of his rut at the bank.

A long peal at the door-bell; the bonne & tout faire passed through
and went down the corridor. The door opened upon another long ring,
and then voices, and the three in the salon looked up expectantly;
Richard moved to bring the corridor within his range of vision, and
Marion rose. Then the maid came back along the corridor, closely
followed by the voices, which developed under the light into Duncan
Schaeffer and Lorraine Quarles.

They were gay, they were hilarious, they were roaring with laughter.
For a moment Charlie was astounded; unable to understand how they
had ferreted out the Peters’ address.

“Ah-h-h!” Duncan wagged his finger roguishly at Charlie. “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 Marion. Marion nodded, scarcely speaking. She had
drawn back a step toward the fire; her little girl stood beside her, and
Marion put an arm about her shoulder.

With growing annoyance at the intrusion, 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 shishi business ’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 youw’ll be and I’ll phone you
in half an hour.” y

This made no impression. Lorrame sat down suddenly on the sxde
of a chair, and focussing her eyes on Richard, cried, “Oh, what a nice
little boy! Come here, little boy.” Richard glanced at his mother, but
did not move. With a perceptible shrug of her shoulders, Lorraine
turned back to Charlie:

“Come and dine. Sure your cousins won’ mind. See you so sel’om.
Or solemn.” - o

“I can’t,” said Charlie sharply. “You two have dinner and I'll
phone you.”

Her voice became suddenly unpleasant. “All right, 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 drink. Come on, Dunc.”

Still in slow motion, with blurred, angry faces, with uncertain feet,
they retired along the corridor.

“Good night,” Charlie said.

“Good night!” responded Lorraine emphatically.

When he came back into the salon Marion had not moved, only
now her son was standing in the circle of her other arm. Lincoln was
still swinging Honoria 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 armchair, picked
up his drink, set it down again and said:

“People I haven’t seen for two years having the colossal nerve

He broke off. Marion had made the sound “Oh!” in one swift, furi-
ous breath, turned her body from him with a jerk and left the room.

Lincoln set down Honoria carefully.

“You children go in and start your soup,” he said, and when they
obeyed, he said to Charlie:

“Marion’s not well and she can’t stand shocks. That kind of people
make her really physically sick.”

9"y
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“I didn’t tell them to come here. They wormed your name out of
somebody. They deliberately. i

“Well, it’s too bad. It doesn’t help matters. Excuse me a minute.”

Left alone, Charlie sat tense in his chair. In the next room he could
hear the children eating, talking in monosyllables, already oblivious
to the scene between their elders. He heard a murmur of conversation
from a farther room and then the ticking bell of a telephone receiver
picked up, and in a panic he moved to the other side of the room
and out of earshot.

In a minute Lincoln came back. “Look here, Charlie. I think we’d
better call off dinner for tonight. Marion’s in bad shape.”

“Is she angry with me?”

“Sort of,” he said, almost roughly. “She’s not strong and——

“You mean she’s changed her mind about Honoria.”

“She’s pretty bitter right now. I don’t know. You phone me at the
bank tomorrow.”

“I wish you’d explain to her I never dreamed these people would
come here. I’'m just as sore as you are.”

“I couldn’t explain anything to her now.”

Charlic 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 voice, “Good night, children.”

Honoria rose and ran around the table to hug him.

“Good night, sweetheart,” he said vaguely, and then trying to make
his voice more tender, trying to conciliate something, “Good night,
dear children.”

v

Charlie went directly to the Ritz bar with the furious idea of finding
Lorraine and Duncan, but they were not there, and he realized that
in any casc there was nothing he could do. He had not touched his
drink at the Peters’, and now he ordered a whisky-and-soda. Paul
came over to say hello.

“It’s a great change,” he said sadly. “We do about half the business
we did. So many fellows I hear about back in the States lost every-
thing, maybe not in the first crash, but then in the second. Your friend
George Hardt lost every cent, I hear. Are you back in the States?”

“No. I’'m in business in Prague.”

*“I heard that you lost a lot in the crash.”

“I did,” he added grimly, “but I lost everything I wanted in the
boom.”
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“Selling short?”

“Something like that.”

Again the memory of those days swept over him like a nightmare—
the people they had met travelling; the people who couldn’t add a row
of figures or speak a coherent sentence. The little man Helen had con-
sented to dance with at the ship’s party, who had insulted her ten feet
from the table; the women and girls carried screaming with drink or
drugs out of public places . . . the men who locked their wives out
in the snow, because the snow of ’29 wasn’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 mind. Has Marion said any-
thing definite?”

“Marion’s sick,” Lincoln answered shortly. “I know this thing isn’t
altogether your fault, but I can’t have her go to picces about it. I'm
afraid we’ll have to let it slide for six months; I can’t take the chance
of working her up to this state again.”

“I see.”

“P'm sorry, Charlie.”

He went back to his table. His whisky glass was empty, but he shook
his head when Alix looked at it questioningly. There wasn’t much he
could do now except send Honoria some things; he would send her a
lot of things tomorrow. He thought rather angrily that this was just
money—he had given so many people money. . . .

“No, no more,” he said to another waiter. “What do I owe you?”

He would come back some day; they couldn’t make him pay forever.
But he wanted his child, and nothing was much good now, beside that
fact. He wasn’t young any more, with a lot of nice thoughts and dreams
to have by himself. He was absolutely sure Helen wouldn’t have wanted
him to be so alone.

The Short Happy Life of Francis Macomber
ERNEST HEMINGWAY

IT was Now lunch time and they were all sitting under the double
green fly of the dining tent pretending thai nothing had happened
“Will you have lime juice or lemon squash?”’ Macomber asked.
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* ’ll have a gimlet,” Robert Wilson 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 gimlets.”

The mess boy had started them already, lifting the bottles out of the
canvas cooling bags that sweated wet in the wind that blew through
the trees that shaded the tents.

“What had I ought to give them?” Macomber asked.

“A quid would be plenty,” Wilson told him. “You don’t want to
spoil them.”

“Will the headman distribute it?”

“Absolutely.”

Francis Macomber had, half an hour before, been carried to his tent
from the edge of the camp in triumph on the arms and shoulders of
the cook, the personal boys, the skinner and the porters. The gun-
bearers had taken no part in the demonstration. When the native boys
put him down at the door of his tent, he had shaken all their hands,
received their congratulations, and then gone into the tent and sat on
the bed until his wife came in. She did not speak to him 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 dining tent to sit in a com-
fortable canvas chair in the breeze and the shade.

“You’ve got your lion,” Robert Wilson said to him, “and a damned
fine onc too.”

Mrs. Macomber looked at Wilson quickly. She was an extremely
handsome and well-kept woman of the beauty and social position
which had, five years before, commanded five thousand dollars as the
price of endorsing, with photographs, a beauty product which she had
never used. She had been married to Francis Macomber for eleven

cars.

’ “He is a good lion, 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, Wilson, the white hunter, she knew she had never truly seen
beforc. He was about middle height with sandy hair, a stubby mus-
tache, a very red face and extremely cold blue eyes with faint white
wrinkles at the corners that grooved merrily when he smiled. He smiled
at her now and she looked away from his face at the way his shoulders
sloped in the loose tunic he wore with the four big cartridges held in
loops where the left breast pocket should have been, at his 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 lion,” Robert Wilson said. He smiled at hex
again and, not smiling, she looked curiously at her husband.

Francis Macomber was very tall, very well built if you did not mind
that length of bone, dark, his hair cropped like an oarsman, rather
thin-lipped, and was considered handsome. He was dressed in the same
sort of safari clothes that Wilson wore except that his were new, he
was thirty-five years old, kept himself very fit, was good at court games,
had a number of big-game fishing records, and had just shown himself,
very publicly, to be a coward.

“Here’s to the lion,” 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 lion,” she said.

Wilson looked over at her without smiling and now shc 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 hnow.”

“Might put it on,” said Wilson.

“You know you have a very red face, Mr. Wilson,” she told him
and smiled again.

“Drink,” said Wilson.

“I don’t think so0,” she said. “Francis drinks a great decal, but his face
is never red.”

“It’s red today,” Macomber tried a joke.

“No,” said Margaret. “It’s mine that’s red today. But Mr. Wilson’s
is always red.”

“Must be racial,” said Wilson. “I say, you wouldn’t like to drop my
beauty as a topic, would you?”

“I’ve just started on it.”

“Let’s chuck it,” said Wilson.

“Conversation is going to be so difficult,” Margaret said.

“Don’t be silly, Margot,” her husband said.

“No difficulty,” Wilson said. “Got a damn fine lion.”

Margot looked at them both and they both saw that she was going
to cry. Wilson had seen it coming for a long time and he dreaded it.
Macomber was past dreading it.

“I wish it hadn’t happened. Oh, I wish it hadn’t happened,” she
said and started for her tent. She made no noisc of crying but they
could see that her shoulders were shaking under the rose-colored, sun-
proofed shirt she wore.
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“Women upset,” said Wilson to the tall man. “Amounts to nothing.
Strain on the nerves and one thing’n another.”

“No,” said Macomber. “I suppose that I rate that for the rest of my
life now.”

“Nonsense. Let’s have a spot of the giant killer,” said Wilson. “For-
get the whole thing. Nothing to it anyway.”

“We might try,” said Macomber. “I won’t forget what you did for
me though.”

“Nothing,” said Wilson. “All nonsense.”

So they sat there in the shade where the camp was pitched under
some wide-topped acacia trees with a boulder-strewn cliff behind them,
and a stretch of grass that ran to the bank of a boulder-filled stream
in front with forest beyond it, and drank their just-cool lime drinks
and avoided one another’s eyes while the boys set the table for lunch.
Wilson could tell that the boys all knew about it now and when he saw
Macomber’s personal boy looking curiously at his master while he was
putting dishes on the table he snapped at him in Swabhili. The boy
turned away with his face blank.

“What were you telling him?” Macomber asked.

“Nothing. 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 still have them whipped?”

“Oh, yes They could raise a row if they chose to complain. But they
don’t. They prefer it to the fines.”

“How strange!” said Macomber.

“Not strange, recally,” Wilson said. “Which would you rather do?
Take a good birching 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 lion business. 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 Mathaiga 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 liked him too
until today. But how is one to know about an American?

“No,” said Wilson. “I’m a professional hunter. We never talk about
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our clients. You can be quite casy 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 easier. He would
eat, then, by himself and could read a book with his 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? Distinguished consid-
eration—and it would be a damn sight easier than having to go through
this emotional trash. He’d insult him and make a good clean break.
Then he could read a book with his meals and he’d still be drinking
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?” and hc answered, “Oh, I'm still drinking their whisky,” and
you knew everything 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 faintly shifty, good
nose, thin lips and handsome jaw. “I’'m sorry I didn’t realize that.
There are lots of things I don’t know.”

So what could he do, Wilson thought. He was all ready to break it
off quickly and necatly and here the beggar was apologizing after he
had just insulted him. He made one more attempt. “Don’t worry about
me talking,” he said. “I have a living to make. You know in Africa no
woman ever misses her lion and no white man ever bolts.”

“I bolted like a rabbit,” Macomber said.

Now what in hell were you going to do about a man who talked
like that, Wilson wondered.

Wilson looked at Macomber with his flat, blue, machinc-gunner’s
eyes and the other smiled back at him. He had a pleasant smile if you
did 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 ccrtainly could
not tell a damned thing about an American. He was all for Macomber
again. If you could forget the morning. But, of course, you couldn’t.
The morning had been about as bad as they come.

“Here comes the Memsahib,” he said. She was walking over from
her tent looking refreshed and cheerful and quite lovely. She had a very
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,” said Macomber.

“I’ve dropped the whole thing,” she said, sitting down at the table.
“What importance is there to whether Francis is any good at killing
lions? That’s not his trade. That’s Mr. Wilson’s trade. Mr. Wilson is
really very impressive killing anything. You do kill anythmg, don’t
yOup’,

“Oh, anything,” said Wilson. “Simply anything.” They are, he
thought, the hardest in the world; the hardest, the cruelest, the most
predatory 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 American women before now because this was a very attractive one.

“We're going after buff in the morning,” he told her.

“I’m coming,” she said.

“No, you'’re not.”

“Oh, yes, I am. Mayn’t I, Francis

“Why not stay in camp?”

“Not for anything,” she said. “I wouldn’t miss something like today
for anything.”

When she left, Wilson was thinking, when she went off to cry, she
secmed a hell of a fine woman. She seemed to understand, to realize,
to be hurt for him and for herself and to know how things really stood.
She is away for twenty minutes and now she is back, simply enamelled
in that American female cruelty. They are the damncdest women.
Really the damnedest.

“We’ll put on another show for you tomorrow,” Francis Macomber
said.

“You're not coming,” Wilson said.

“You’re very mistaken,” she told him. “And I want so to see you
perform again You were lovely this morning. That is if blowing things’
heads off is lovely.”

“Here’s the lunch,” said Wilson. “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
in the river and the high bank beyond with the trees and he remem-
bered the morning.

“QOh, 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.

“They’re the big cowy things that jump like hares, aren’t they?”

“I suppose that describes them,” Wilson said.
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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?”

“Only if they fall on you,” Wilson told her.

“I'm so glad.”

“Why not let up on the bitchery just a little, Margot,” Macomber
said, cutting the eland steak and putting some mashed potato, gravy
and carrot on the down-turned fork that tined through the piece of
meat.

“I suppose I 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 lion,” Margot said. “I’d forgotten the lion!”

So, Robert Wilson thought to himself, she is giving him a ride,
isn’t she? Or do you suppose that’s her idea of putting up a good show?
How should a woman act when she discovers her husband is a bloody
coward? 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 terrorism.

“Have some more eland,” he said to her politely.

That afternoon, late, Wilson and Macomber went out in the motor
car with the native driver and the two gun-bearers. Mrs. Macomber
stayed in the camp. It was too hot to go out, she said, and she was going
with them in the early morning. As they drove off Wilson saw her
standing under the big tree, looking pretty rather than beautiful in her
faintly rosy khaki, her dark hair drawn back off her forehead and
gathered in a knot low on her neck, her face as fresh, he thought, as
though she were in 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
wildly and leaping over one another’s backs in long, leg-drawn-up
leaps as unbelievable and as floating as those one makes sometimes in
dreams.

“That was a good shot,” Wilson said. “They’re a small target.”

“Is it a worth-while head?” Macomber asked.

“It’s excellent,” Wilson told him. “You shoot like that and you’ll
have no trouble.”
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“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 like 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 think it would be even more unpleasant to do it, Wilson
thought, wife or no wife, or to talk about having donc it. But he said,
“I wouldn’t think about that any more. Any one could be upset by hiy
first lion. That’s all over.”

But that night after dinner 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 listened to the night 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 still there like a cold slimy hollow in all the emptiness
where once his confidence had been and it made him feel sick. It was
still there with him now.

It had started the night before when he had wakened and heard the
lion roaring somewhere up along the river. It was a deep sound and at
the end therc were sort of coughing grunts that made him seem just
outside the tent, and when Francis Macomber woke in the night 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 be afraid with him, and,
lying alone, he did not know the Somali proverb that says a brave man
is always frightcned threce times by a lion; when he first sees his track,
when he first hears him roar and when he first confronts him. Then
while they were cating breakfast by lantern light out in the dining
tent, before the sun was up, the lion roarcd again and Francis thought
he was just at the edge of camp.

“Sounds like an old-timer,” Robert Wilson said, looking up from
his kippers and coffee. “Listen to him cough.”

“Is he very close?”

“A mile or so up the stream.”

“Will we sce him?”

“We’ll have a look.”

“Docs his roaring 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.”
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“If I get a <hot, where should I hit him,” Macomber asked, “to stop
him?”

“In the shoulders,” Wilson said. “In the neck if you can make it.
Shoot for bone. Break him down.”

“I hope I can place it properly,” Macomber said.

“You shoot very well,” Wilson told him. “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 him quickly.

“Hundred’s about right. 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 lion?”

“As soon as you deal with your breakfast,” Wilson said. “How are
you feeling?”

“Marvellous,” she said. “I’'m very excited.”

“I’ll just go and see that everything 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 him.

“Nothing,” Macomber said.

“Yes, there is,” she said. “What are you upset about?”

“Nothing,” he said.

“Tell me,” she looked at him. “Don’t you feel well?”

“It’s that damned roaring,” he said. “It’s been going on all night,
you know.”

“Why didn’t you wake me,” she said. “I’d love to have neard it.”

“I’ve got to kill the damned thing,” Macomber said, miserably.

“Well, that’s what you’re out here for, isn’t it?”

“Yes. But I'm nervous. Hearing the thing roar gets on my nerves.”

“Well then, as Wilson said, kill him and stop his roaring.”

“Yes, darling,” 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 him marvellously,” she said. “I know you will. I'm
awfully anxious to see it.”

“Finish 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-chested moaning, suddenly gut.
tural, ascending vibration that seemed to shake the air and ended ir
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 grinning.

“Come on,” he said. “Your gun-bearcr has your Springfield and the
big gun. Everything’s in the car. Have you solids?”

“YCS.”

“I’'m ready,” Mrs. Macomber said.

“Must make him stop that racket,” Wilson said. “You get in front
The Memsahib can sit back here with me.”

They climbed into the motor car and, in the gray first daylight.
moved off up the river through the trees. Macomber opencd the breech
of his rifle and saw he had mctal-cased bullets, shut the bolt and put
the rifle on safety. He saw his hand was trembling. He felt in his pocket
for more cartridges and moved his fingers over the cartridges in the
loops of his tunic front. He turned back to where Wilson sat in the reat
seat of the doorless, box-bodied motor car beside his wife, them both
grinning with excitement, and Wilson leaned forward and whispered.

“Sce the birds dropping. Means the old boy has left his kill.”

On the far bank of the stream Macomber could sec, above the trees,
vultures circling and plummeting down.

“Chances are he’ll come to drink along here,” Wilson whispered.
“Before he goes to lay 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 was watching the opposite
bank when he felt Wilson take hold of his arm. The car stopped.

“There he is,” he heard the whisper. “Ahead and to the right. Get
out and take him. He’s a marvellous lion.”

Macomber saw the lion now. He was standing almost broadside, his
great head up and turned toward them. The early morning 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 far is he?” asked Macomber, raising his rifle.

“About seventy-five. Get out and take him.”

“Why not shoot from where I am?”
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“You don’t shoot themn 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 lion still stood look-
ing majestically and coolly toward this object that his 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 watching the object, not afraid, but
hesitating before going down the bank to drink with such a thing 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 .30-06 220-grain solid bullet
that bit his flank and ripped in sudden hot scalding nausea through his
stomach. He trotted, heavy, big-footed, swinging wounded full-bellied,
through the trees toward the tall grass and cover, and the crash came
again to go past him ripping the air apart. Then it crashed again and
he felt the blow as it hit his lower ribs and ripped on through, blood
sudden hot and frothy in his mouth, and he galloped toward the high
grass where he could crouch and not be seen and make them bring the
crashing thing close enough so he could make a rush and get the man
that held it.

Macomber had not thought how the lion felt as he got out of the
car. He only knew his hands were shaking and as he walked away from
the car it was almost impossible for him to make his legs move. They
were stiff in the thighs, but he could feel the muscles fluttering. He
raised the rifle, sighted on the junction of the lion’s head and shoulders
and pulled the trigger. Nothing happened though he pulled until he
thought his finger would break. Then he knew he had the safety on and
as he lowered the rifle to move the safety over he moved another frozen
pace forward, and the lion secing his silhouette now clear of the sil-
houette of the car, turned and started off at a trot, and, as Macomber
fired, he heard a whunk that mcant that the bullet was home; but the
lion kept on going. Macomber shot again and cveryone saw the bullet
throw a spout of dirt beyond the trotting lion. He shot again, re-
membering to lower his aim, 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
pushed 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 two 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 withouww enthusiasm. The gun-bearers looked very grave. They
were silent now.

“You may have killed him,” Wilson went on. “We’ll have to wait a
while before we go in to find out.”

“What do you mean?”

“Let him get sick before we follow him up.”

“Oh,” said Macomber.

“He’s a hell of a fine lion,” Wilson said cheerfully. “He’s gotten into
a bad place though.”

“Why is it bad?”

“Can’t see him until you’re on him.”

“Oh,” said Macomber.

“Come on,” said Wilson. “The Memsahib 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 going 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, pulling up by
some projecting roots, and along it until they found where the lion had
been trotting 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 behind the river bank trecs.

“What do we do?” asked Macomber.

“Not much choice,” said Wilson. “We can’t bring 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 sct 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.
You can drive an unwounded lion—he’ll move on ahead of a noise—
but a wounded lion’s going to charge. You can’t see him until you’re
right on him. He’ll make himself perfectly flat in cover you wouldn’t
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think would hide a hare. You can’t very well send boys 1n 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 he
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 suddenly
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 hired
for, you know. That’s why I’m so expensive.”

“You mean you’d go in by yourself? Why not lcave him there?”

Robert Wilson, whose entire occupation had been with the lion and
the problem he presented, and who had not been thinking about Ma-
comber except to note that he was rather windy, suddenly felt as
though he had opened the wrong door in a hotel and scen something
shameful.

“What do you mean?”

“Why not just leave him?”

“You mean pretend to ourselves he hasn’t been hit?”

“No. Just drop it.”

“It isn’t done.”

“Why not?”

“For one thing, he’s certain to be suffering. For another, some one
elsc might run onto him.”

“I see.”

“But you don’t have to have anything to do with it.”

“I’d like to,” Macomber said. “I’'m just scared, you know.”

“I’ll go ahead when we go in,” Wilson said, “with Kongoni tracking.
You keep behind me and a little to onc side. Chances are we’ll hear
him growl. If we see him we’ll both shoot. Don’t worry about anything.
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 Memsahib while I just get it over with?”

“No, I want to go.”

“All right,” said Wilson. “But don’t go in if you don’t want to. This
is my shauri 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, wanting to find courage to tell
Wilson to go on and finish off the lion without him. He could not know
that Wilson was furious because he had not noticed the state he was in
earlier and sent him back to his wife. While he sat there Wilson came
up. “I have your big gun,” he said. “Take it. We’ve given him time,
I think. Come on.”

Macomber took the big gun and Wilson said:

“Keep behind me and about five yards to the right and do exactly
as I tell you.” Then he spoke in Swabhili to the two gun-bearers who
looked the picture of gloom.

“Let’s go,” he said.

“Could I have a drink of water?” Macomber asked. Wilson spoke
to the older gun-bearer, who wore a cantcen on his belt, and the man
unbuckled it, unscrewed the top and handed it to Macomber, who took
it noticing how hcavy it seemed and how hairy and shoddy the felt
covering was in his hand. He raised it to drink and looked ahead at
the high grass with the flat-topped trees behind it. A breeze was blowing
toward them and the grass rippled gently in the wind. He looked at
the gun-bearer and he could see the gun-bearer was suffering too with
fear.

Thirty-five yards into the grass the big lion lay flattened out along
the ground. His ears were back and his only movement was a slight
twitching up and down of his long, black-tufted tail. 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 weakening with the wound through
his lungs that brought a thin foamy red to his mouth each time he
brecathed. His flanks were wet and hot and flies were on the little
openings the solid bullets had made in his tawny hide, and his big
yellow eyes, narrowed with hate, looked straight ahead, onlv blinking
when the pain came as he breathed, and his claws dug in the soft baked
earth. All of him, pain, sickness, hatred and all of his remaining
strength, was tightcning into an absolute concentration for a rush. He
could hear the men talking and he waited, gathering all of himself
into this preparation for a charge as soon as the men would come into
the grass. As he heard their voices his tail stiffened to twitch up and
down, and, as they came into the edge of the grass, he made a coughing
grunt and charged.

Kongoni, the old gun-bearer, in the lead watching the blood spoor,
Wilson watching the grass for any movement, his big gun ready, the
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second gun-bearer looking ahead and listening, Macomber close to
Wilson, his rifle cocked, they had just moved into 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 running; running
wildly, in panic in the open, running toward the stream.

He heard the ca-ra-wong! of Wilson’s big rifle, and again in a second
crashing carawong! and turning saw the lion, horrible-looking now,
with half his head seeming to be gone, crawling toward Wilson in the
edge of the tall grass while the red-faced man worked the bolt on the
short ugly rifle and aimed carefully as another blasting carawong! came
from the muzzle, and the crawling, heavy, yellow bulk of the lion
stiffened and the huge, mutilated head slid forward and Macomber,
standing by himself in the clearing where he had run, holding a loaded
rifle, while two black men and a white man looked back at him in con-
tempt, knew the lion was dead. He came toward Wilson, his tallness all
seeming a naked reproach, and Wilson looked at him and said:

“Want to take pictures?”

“No,” he said.

That was all any one had said until they reached the motor car.
Then Wilson had said:

“Hell of a fine lion. Boys will skin 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 in the back seat with Wilson sitting in the front seat. Once
he had reached over and taken his wife’s hand without looking at her
and she had removed her hand from his. Looking across the stream to
where the gun-bearers were skinning out the lion he could sce that she
had been able to see the whole thing. While they sat there his 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 Wilson, going redder than his natural baked color.

“Mr. Robert Wilson,” she said. “The beautiful red-faced Mr. Robert
Wilson.”

Then she sat down beside Macomber again and looked away across
the stream to where the lion lay, with uplifted, white-muscled, tendon-
marked naked forearms, and white bloating belly, as the black men
fleshed away the skin. Finally the gun-bearers brought the skin over,
wet and heavy, and climbed in behind with it, rolling it up before they
got in, and the motor car started. No one had said anything more untii
they were back in camp.

That was the story of the lion. Macomber did not know how the lion
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fiad feit before he started his rush, nor during it when the unbelievable
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 hind quarters and he had come crawling on
toward the crashing, blasting thing that had destroyed him. Wilson
knew something about it and only expressed it by saying, “Damned
fne lion,” but Macomber did not know how Wilson felt about things
either. He did not know how his wife felt except that she was through
with him.

His wife had been through with him before but it never lasted Ile
was very wcalthy, and would be much wealthier, and he knew she
would not leave him ever now That was one of the few things that he
really knew. He knew about that, about motor cycles—that was earhest
—about motor cars, about duck-shooting, about fishing, trout, salmon
and big-sea, about sex in books, many books, too many books, about all
court games, about dogs, not much about horses, about hanging on to
his money, about most of the other things his world dealt in, and about
his wife not leaving him. His wife had been a great beauty and she was
still a great beauty in Africa, but she was not a great ecnough 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 thing about him
if it were not the most sinister.

All in all they werc known as a comparatively happily 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-enduring Romance
by a Safari in what was known as Darkest Africa until the Martin
Johnsons lighted it on so many silver screens where they were pursuing
Old Simba the lion, the buffalo, Tembo 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 times in the
past and they had been. But they always made it up. They had a sound
basis of union. 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 little while after he had stopped think-
ing about the lion, wakened and then slept again, woke suddenly,
frightened in a dream of the bloody-headed lion standing over him,
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and 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, lifted her mos.
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?”

“I just went out to get a breath of air.”

“You did, like hell.”

“What do you want me to say, darling?”’

“Where have you been®”

“Out to get a breath of air.”

“That’s a ncw name for it. You are a bitch.”

“Well, you’re a coward.”

“All right,” he said “What of it?”

“Nothing as far as I'm concerned. But please let’s not talk, darling,
because I'm very sleepy.”

“You think that I’ll take anything.”

“I know you will, sweet.”

“Well, I won’t.”

“Please, darling, 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 wait long when you have an advantage, do you?”

“Please let’s not talk. I'm so sleepy, darling.”

“I’'m going to talk.”

“Don’t mind 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, filling 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 wife where
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she bclongs? 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
dish of apricots.

“Chance of it,” Wilson said and smiled at her. “Why don’t you stay
in camp?”’

“Not for anything,” 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 Memsahib to go®”

“Doces 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 surc you wouldn’t like to stay in camp with her yourself
and let me go out and hunt the buffalo?” Macomber asked. N

“Can’t do that,” said Wilson. “Wouldn’t talk rot if T were you.”

“I’m not talking rot. I'm disgusted.”

“Bad word, disgusted.”

“Francis, will you please try to spcak sensibly®” his wife said.

“I speak too damned sensibly,” Macomber said. “Did you ever eat
such filthy food?”

“Something wrong with the food?”” asked Wilson quietly.

“No more than with everything else.”

“I’d pull yourself together, laddybuck,” Wilson said very quietly.
“There’s a boy waits at table that understands a little English.”

“The hell with him.”

Wilson stood up and puffing on his pipe strolled away, speaking a
few words in Swahili to onc of the gun-bearers who was standing wait-
ing 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, darling,” Margot said quietly.

*No, you won’t.”

“You can try it and sce.”

“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 swine,” 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 dining tent and the driver and the two
gun-bearers got out 4Wilson walked over and looked at the husband
and wife sitting there at the table.

“Going shooting®” he alked.

“Yes,” said Macomber, standing up. “Yes.”

“Better bring a woolly. It will be cool in the car,” Wilson said.

“P’Il get my lcather 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, Wilson thought to himself. Women are a nuisance on safari.

®*he car was grinding 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 morning smell of the dew, the crushed bracken and the
look of the trec trunks showing black through the early morning mist,
as the car made its way through the untracked, parklike country. He
had put the two in 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 night
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 professional 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 befor® by the look
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of things. Poor beggar. He must have a way of getting over it. Well,
it was the poor sod’s own bloody fault.

He, Robert Wilson, carried a double size cot on safari to accommo-
date any windfalls he might receive. He had hunted for a certain clien-
tele, the international, fast, sporting set, where the women did not feel
they were getting 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 liked some of them well enough at the time, but he
made his living by them; and their standards were his standards as
long as they were hiring him.

They were his standards in all except theghooting. He had his own
standards about the killing and they could live 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 onc 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 grim and
furious. Margot smiled at him. She looked younger today, more inno-
cent and fresher and not so professionally beautiful. What’s in her
heart God knows, Wilson thought. She hadn’t talked much last night.
At that it was a pleasure to see her. *

The motor car climbed up a slight rise and went on through the
trees and then out into a grassy prairie-like opening and kept in the
shelter of the trees along the edge, the driver going slowly and Wilson
looking carefully out across the prairie and all along its far side. He
stopped the car and studied the opening with his field glasses. Then
he motioned to the driver to go on and the car moved slowly along,
the driver avoiding wart-hog holes and driving around the mud castles
ants had built. Then, looking across the opening, Wilson suddenly
turned and said,

“By God, there they are!”

And looking where he pointed, while the car jumped forward and
Wilson spoke in rapid Swabhili to the driver, Macomber saw £hree huge,
black animals looking almost cylindrical in their long heaviness, like
big black tank cars, moving at a gallop across the far edge of the open
prairie. They moved at a stiff-necked, stiff bodied gallop and he could
see the upswept wide black horns on their heads as they galloped
heads out; the heads not moving.

“They’re three old bulls,” Wilson said. “We’ll cut them off before
they get to the swamp.”

The car was going 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 was 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 swaying 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 in his sparsely haired hide, the wide boss of horn
and his outstretched, wide-nostrilled muzzle, and he was raising his rifle
when Wilson shouted, “Not from the car, you fool!” and he had no
fear, only hatred of Wilson, while the brakes clamped on and the car
skidded, plowing sideways to an almost stop and Wilson was out on
one side and he on the other, stumbling as his fect hit the still speeding-
by of the earth, and then kg was shooting at the bull as he moved away,
hearing the bullets whunk into him, emptying his rifle at him as he
moved steadily away, finally remembering to get his shots forward into
the shoulder, and as he fumbled to re-load, he saw the bull was down.
Down on his knees, his big head tossing, and seeing the other two still
galloping he shot at the leader and hit him. He shot again and missed
and he heard the carawonging roar as Wilson shot and saw the leading
bull slide forward onto his nose.

“Get that other,” Wilson said. “Now you’re shooting!”

#ut 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 Wilson shouted, “Come on. He’s too far!” and grabbed
his arm and they were in the car again, Macomber and Wilson hanging
on the sides and rocketing swayingly over the uneven ground, drawing
up on the steady, plunging, heavy-necked, straight-moving gallop of
the bull.

They were behind him and Macomber was filling his rifle, dropping
shells onto the ground, jamming it, clearing the jam, then they were
almost up with the bull when Wilson yelled “Stop,” and the car skidded
so that it almost swung over and Macomber fell forward onto his feet,
slammed his bolt forward and fired as far forward as he could aim
into the galloping, rounded black back, aimed and shot again, then
again, then again, and the bullets, all of them hitting, had no effect on
the buffalo that he could see. Then Wilson shot, the roar deafening
him, and he could sce the bull stagger. Macomber shot again, aiming
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,” Wilson said. “You killed the first bull. The biggest one.
I helped you finish the other two. Afraid they might have got into
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cover. You had them killed. I was just mopping up a little. You shot
damn well.”

“Let’s go to the car,” said Macomber. “I want a drink.”

“Got to finish off that buff first,” Wilson told him. The buffalo was
on his knecs 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, jerking, rage-
driven neck and shot! At the shot the head dropped forward.

“That does it,” said Wilson. “Got the sping. They’re a hell of a look-
ing thing, aren’t they?”

“Let’s get the drink,” said Macomber. In his life 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 been more frightened in my life.”

“Let’s all have a drink,” Macomber said.

“By all means,” said Wilson. “Give it to the Memsahib.” She drank
the neat whisky from the flask and shuddered a little when she swal-
lowed. She handed the flask to Macomber who handed it to Wilson.

“It was frightfully exciting,” 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 ordinarily,” Wilson said. “Seemed sporting enough to me
though while we were doing it. Taking more chance driving that way
across the plain full of holes and one thing and another than hunting
on foot. Buffalo could have charged us each time we shot if he liked.
Gave him every chance. Wouldn’t mention it to any one though. It’s
illegal if that’s what you mean.”

“It seemed very unfair to me,” Margot said, “chasing those big help-
less things in a motor car.”

“Did it?” said Wilson.

“What would happen if they heard about it in Nairobi?”

“I’d lose my licence for one thing. Other unpleasantnesses,” Wilson
said, taking 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 something 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 thinking, what number of letters would
their children 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.”

Approaching them was the middle-aged gun-bearer, limping along
in his knitted cap, khaki tdnic, shorts and rubber sandals, gloomy-faced
and disgusted looking. As he came up he called out to Wilson in Swahili
and they all saw the change in 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 in his voice.

“Oh,” said Macomber blankly.

“Then it’s going to be just like the lion,” said Margot, full of antir.
pagion.

“It’s not going to be a damned bit like the lion,” Wilson told her.
“Did you want another drink, Macomber?”

“Thanks, yes,” Macomber said. He expected the fceling he had had
about the lion to come back but it did not. For the first time in his life
he really felt wholly without fear. Instead of fear he had a feeling of
definite elation.

“We’ll go and have a look at the second bull,” Wilson said. “I’ll tell
the driver to put the car in the shade.”

“What are you going 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 in 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 looking at him with delight.

“He's hateful looking,” said Margot. “Can’t we go into the shade?”

“Of course,” Wilson said. “Look,” he said to Macomber, and
pointed. “See that patch of bush?”

“Yes"’
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“That’s where the first bull went in. The gun-bearer said when he
fell off the bull was down. He was watching us helling along and the
other two buff galloping. 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 hush.”

“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 while.”

“Let’s please go into the shade,” Margot said. Her face was white
and she looked ill.

They made their way to the car where it stood under a single, wide-
spreading tree and all climbed in.

“Chances are he’s dead in there,” Wilson remarked. “After a little
we'll have a look.”

Macomber felt a wild unreasonable happiness that he had never
known before.

“By God, that was a chase,” he said. “I've never felt any such feeling.
Wasn’t it marvellous, Margot?”

“I hated it.”

“Why?”

“I hated it,” she said bitterly. “I loathed it.”

“You know I don’t think I’d ever be afraid of anything again,” Ma-
comber said to Wilson. “Something happened in 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 things happen
to people.” :

Macomber’s face was shining. “You know something did happen to
me,” he said. “I feel absolutely different.”

His wife said nothing and eyed him strangely. She was sitting far
back in the seat and Macomber was sitting forward talking to Wilson
who turned sideways talking over the back of the front seat.

“You know, I'd like to try another lion,” 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 hunting, a sudden precipitation
into action without opportunity for worrying beforehand, to bring this
about with Macomber, but regardless of how it had happcned 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 lives. Their figures stay boyish when they’re fifty. The great
American boy-men. Damned strange people. But he liked this Ma-
comber now. Damned strange fellow. Probably meant the end of
cuckoldry too. Well, that would be a damned good thing. Damned
good thing. 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 being angry too. Motor car too. Motor cars made it
familiar. Be a damn fire eater now. He’d seen it in the war work the
same way. More of a change than any loss of virginity. Fear gone like
an operation. Something else grew in its place. Main thing a man had.
Made him into 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 in Wilson. She saw Wilson as she
had seen him the day before when she had first realized what his great
talent was. But she saw the change in Francis Macomber now.

“Do you have that fceling of happiness about what’s going to hap-
pen”’ Macomber asked, still exploring his new wealth.

“You’re not supposed to mention it,” Wilson said, looking in the
other’s face. “Much more fashionable to say you’re scared. Mind you,
you’ll be scared too, plenty of times.”

“But you have a feeling of happiness about action to come?”

“Yes,” said Wilson. “There’s that. Doesn’t do to talk too much about
all this. Talk the whole thing away. No pleasure in anything if you
mouth it up too much.”

“You’re both talking rot,” said Margot. “Just because you’ve chased
some helpless animals in a motor car you talk like heroes.”

“Sorry,” said Wilson. “I have been gassing too much.” She’s worried
about it already, he thought.

“If you don’t know what we're talking 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,” said Macomber.

Margot said nothing but sat back in the corner of the seat.

“Do you think 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 in Swabhili 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 remaining shells in his pocket.

“You might as well shoot the Springfield,” Wilson said. “You’re used
to it. Weé’ll leave the Mannlicher in 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 into 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 killing,
Don’t try anything fancy. Take the easiest shot there is. They’ve fin-
ished skinning out that head now. Should we get started?”

He called to the gun-bearers, who came up wiping their hands, and
the older one got into the back.

“I’ll only take Kongoni,” 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 foliage along a dry water course
that cut the open swale, Macomber felt his heart pounding and his
mouth was dry again, 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
the gun-bearer got down. Macomber, looking back, saw his wife, with
the rifle by her side, looking at him. 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 just ahead of Macomber. Sud-
denly 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, grinning at cach other,
the gun-bearer shouted wildly and they saw him coming out of the
bush sideways, fast as a crab, and the bull coming, nose out, mouth
tight closed, blood dripping, massive head straight out, coming in a
charge, his little pig eyes bloodshot as he looked at them. Wilson, who
was ahead, was kneeling shooting, and Macomber, as he fired, un-
hearing 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
again at the wide nostrils and saw the horns jolt again 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-coming head, nose out, and he could see the hittle wicked
eyes and the head started to lower and he felt a sudden white-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, shooting a touch high each time
and hitting the heavy horns, splintering and chipping them like hitting
a slate roof, and Mrs. Macomber, in the car, had shot at the buffalo
with the 6.5 Mannlicher as it seemed about to gorc Macomber and
had hit her husband about two inches up and a little 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 him with Wilson
beside her.

“I wouldn’t turn him over,” Wilson said.

The woman was crying hysterically.

“I’d get back in the car,” Wilson said. “Where’s the rifle?”

She shook her head, her face contorted. The gun-bearer picked up
the rifle.

“Leave it as it is,” said Wilson. 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 into the dry, loose earth.

Wilson stood up and saw the buffalo on his sxdc his legs out, his
thinly-haircd belly crawling with ticks. “Hell of a good bull,” his brain
registered automatically. “A good fifty inches, or better. Better.” He
called to the driver and told him to spread a btanket over the body
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and stay by 1t. Then he walked over to the motor car where the woman
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. “I 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 poison him? That’s what they do in 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 GRIERSON died, our whole town went to her funeral:
the men through a sort of respectful affection 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 in 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
lightsome 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, lifting its stubborn and coquettish decay above
the cotton wagons and the gasoline pumps—an eyesore among eye-
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Jores. And now Miss Emily had gone to join the representatives of
those august names where 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, dating from that day in 1894
when Colonel Sartoris, the mayor—he who fathered the edict that no
Negro woman should appear on the streets without an apron—remittec
her taxes, the dispensation dating from the death f her father on into
perpetuity. Not that Miss Emily would have accepted charity. Colonel
Sartoris invented an involved tale to the effect that Miss Emily’s father
had loaned money to the town, which the town, as a matter of business,
preferred this way of repaying. Only a man of Colonel Sartoris’ genera-
tion and thought could have invented it, and only i woman could
have believed it.

When the next generation, with its more modern ideas, became
mayors and aldermen, this arrangement created some little dissatisfac-
tion. On the first of the year they mailed her a tax notice. February
came, znd there was no reply. They wrote her a formal letter, asking
her to call at the sheriff’s office at her convenience. A week later the
mayor wrote her himself, offering to call or to send his car for her, and
received in reply a note on paper of an archaic shape, in a thin, flow-
ing calligraphy in 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 meeting of the Board of Aldermen. A deputa-
tion waited upon her, knocked at the door through which no visitor
had passed since she ceased giving china-painting lessons eight or ten
years earlier. They were admitted by the old Negro into 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 into the parlor.
It was furnished in heavy, leather-covered furniture. When the Negro
opened the blinds of one window, they could see that the leather was
cracked; and when they sat down, a faint dust rose sluggishly about
their thighs, spinning with slow motes in the single sun-ray. On a tar-
nished gilt 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
thin gold chain descending to her waist and vanishing into her belt,
leaning on an ebony cane with a tarnished gold head. Her skeleton was
small and spare; perhaps that was why what would have becn merely
plumpness 1n another was obesity in her. She looked bloated, like a
body long submerged in motionless water, and of that pallid hue. Her
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vyes, lost in the fatty ridges of her face, looked like two small pieces ot
coal pressed into a lump of dough as they moved from one face to
another while the visitors stated their errand.

She did not ask them to sit. She just stood in the door and listened
quietly until the spokesman came to a stumbling halt. Then they could
hear the invisible watch ticking at the end of the gold chain.

Her voice was dry and cold. “I have no taxes in Jefferson. Colonel
Sartoris explained it to me. Perhaps one of you can gain access to the
city records and satisfy yourselves.”

“But we have. We are the city authorities, Miss Emily. Didn’t you
get a notice from the sheriff, signed by him?”

“I received a paper, yes,” Miss Emily said. “Perhaps he considers

himself the sheriff . . . I have no taxes in Jefferson.”
“But there is nothing on the books to show that, you see. We must go
by the—"

“See Colonel Sartoris. I have no taxes in Jefferson.”

“But, Miss Emily—"

“See Colonel Sartoris.” (Colonel Sartoris had been dead almost ten
years.) “I have no taxes in Jefferson. Tobe!” 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’s death and a short time after her sweetheart—the one
we believed would marry her—had deserted her. After her father’s
death she went out very little; after her sweetheart went away, people
hardly saw her at all. A few of the ladies had the temerity to call, but
were not received, and the only sign of life 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
ladics said; so they were not surprised when the smell developed. It was
another link between the gross, teeming world and the high and mighty
Griersons.

A ncighbor, 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 killed 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 something 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 Aldermen met—
three graybeards and one younger man, a member of the rising 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 srgelling bad?”

So the next night, after midnight, four men crossed Miss Emily’s
lawn and slunk about the house like burglars, sniffing along the base of
the brickwork and at the cellar openings while one of them performed
a regular sowing motion with his hand out of a sack slung from his
thoulder. They broke open the cellar door and sprinkled lime there,
and in all the outbuildings. As they recrossed the lawn, a window that
had been dark was lighted and Miss Emily sat in it, the light behind
her, and her upright torso motionless as that of an idol. They crept
quietly across the lawn and into the shadow of the locusts that lined 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 town, remembering how Old Lady Wyatt, her great-aunt, had
gone completely crazy at last, believed that the Griersons held them-
selves a little too high for what they really were. None 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 in
the background, her father a spraddled silhouette in the foreground, his
back to her and clutching a horse-whip, the two of them framed by the
back-flung front door. So when she got to be thirty and was still single,
we were not pleased exactly, but vindicated; even with insanity in 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 humanized.
Now she too would know the old thrill 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. Miss Emily met them
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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 ministers calling on her, and the doctors, trying to persuade
her to let them dispose of the body. Just as they were about to resort to
law and iorce, she broke down, and they buried 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 driven away, and
we knew that with nothing left, she would have to cling to that which
had robbed her, as pcople will.

III

She was sick for a long time. When we saw her again, her hair was
cut short, making her look like a girl, with a vague resemblance to those
angels in colored church windows—sort of tragic and serene.

The town had just let the contracts for paving the sidewalks, and in
the summer after her father’s death they began the work. The con-
struction company came with niggers and mules and machinery, and a
forcman named Homer Barron, a Yankee—a big, dark, ready man,
with a big voice and eyes lighter than his face. The little boys would
follow in groups to hear him cuss the niggers, and the niggers singing
in tume to the rise and fall of picks. Pretty soon he knew everybody in
town. Whenever you heard a lot of laughing anywhere about the
square, Homer Barron would be in the center of the group. Presently
we began to sce him and Miss Emily on Sunday afternoons driving 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, because
the ladies all said, “Of course a Grierson would not think seriously of a
Northerner, a day laborer.” But there were still others, older people,
who said that even grief could not cause a real lady to forget noblesse
oblige—without calling it noblesse oblige. They just said, “Poor Emily.
Her kinsfolk should come to her.” She had some kin 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 communication be-
tween the two families. They had not even been represented at the
funeral.

And as soon as the old people said, “Poor Emily,” the whispering
began. “Do you suppose it’s really so?” they said to one another. “Of
course it is, What else could .” This behind their hands; rustling 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 carried 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 imperviousness. Like when she bought the
rat poison, the arsenic. That was over a year after they had begun to
say “Poor Emily,” and while the two female cousins were visiting her.

“I want some poison,” she said to the druggist. She was over thirty
then, still a slight woman, though thinner than usual, with cold,
haughty black eyes in 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 poison,” she said.

“Yes, Miss Emily. What kind? For rats and such? I'd recom—"

“I want the best you have. I don’t care what kind.”

The druggist named several. “They’ll kill anything up to an ele-
phant. But what you want is—"

“Arsenic,” 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 strained flag. “Why, of course,” the druggist said. “If that’s
what you want. But the law requires you to tell what you are going to
use it for.”

Miss Emily just stared at him, her head tilted back in order to look
him eye for eye, until he looked away and went and got the arsenic
and wrapped it up. The Negro delivery boy brought her the package;
the druggist didn’t come back. When she opened thc package at home
there was written on the box, under the skull and bones: “For rats.”

Iv

So the next day we all said, “She will kill 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

208



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 again. The
next Sunday they again drove about the streets, and the following day
the minister’s wife wrote to Miss Emily’s rclations in Alabama.

So she had blood-kin under her roof again 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 in silver, with the letter H. B. on each
piece. Two days later we learned that she had bought a complete outfit
of men’s clothing, including a nightshirt, and we said, “They are mar-
ried.” We were really glad. We were glad because the two female
cousins were even more Grierson than Miss Emily had cver been.

So we were not surprised when Homer Barron—the streets had been
finished some time sincc—was gone. We were a little disappointed that
there was not a public blowing-off, but we believed that he had gone on
to preparc for Miss Emily’s coming, or to give her a chance to get rid
of the cousins. (By that time it was a cabal, and we were all Miss
Emily’s allies to help circumvent the cousins.) 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 ncighbor saw the Negro
man admit him at the kitchen door at dusk one evening.

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 remained closed. Now and then we would see her at
a window for a moment, as the men did that night when they sprinkled
the lime, but for almost six months she did not appcar 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 life so many times had been
too virulent and too furious to die.

When we next saw Miss Emily, she had grown fat and her hair was
turning gray. During the next few years it grew grayer and grayer until
it attained an even pepper-and-salt iron-gray, when it ceased turning.
Up to the day of her death at seventy-four it was still that vigorous
iron-gray, like the hair of an active man.

From that time on her front door remained closed, save for a period
of six or seven years, when she was about forty, during which she gave
lessons in china-painting. She fitted up a studio in one of the down-
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stairs 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. Meanwhile her taxes had been
remitted.

Then the newer generation became the backbone and the spirit of
the town, and the painting pupils grew up and fell away and did not
send their children to her with boxes of color and tedious brushes and
pictures cut from the ladies’ magazines. The front door closed upon the
last one and remained closed for good. When the town got free postal
delivery, Miss Emily alone refused to let them fasten the metal num-
bers above her door and attach a mailbox to it. She would not listen
to them.

Daily, 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 in one of the down-
stairs windows—she had evidently shut up the top floor of the house—
like the carven torso of an idol in a niche, looking or not looking at us,
we could never tell which. Thus she passed from generation to genera-
tion—dear, inescapable, impervious, tranquil, and perverse.

And so she died. Fell ill in the house filled with dust and shadows,
with only a doddering Negro man to wait on her. We did not even
know she was sick; we had long since given up trying to get any infor-
mation from the Negro. He talked to no one, probably not even to her,
for his voice had grown harsh and rusty, as if from disuse.

She died in one of the downstairs rooms, in a heavy walnut bed with
a curtain, her gray head propped on a pillow yellow and moldy with
age and lack of sunlight.

\%

The Negro met the first of the ladies at the front door and let them
in, 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 once. 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 ladies sibilant and macabre; and the
very old men—some in their brushed Confederate uniforms—on the
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porch and the lawn, talking of Miss Emily as if she had been a con-
temporary of theirs, believing that they had danced with her and
courted her perhaps, confusing time with its mathematical progression,
as the old do, to whom all the past is not a diminishing road but, in-
stead, a huge mcadow which no winter ever quite touches, divided from
them now by the narrow bottle-neck of the most recent decade of years.

Alrcady we knew that there was one room in that region above stairs
which no one had seen in forty years, and which would have to be
forced. They waited until Miss Emily was decently in the ground before
they opened it.

The violence of breaking down the door seemed to fill this room
with pervading dust. A thin, acrid pall as of the tomb scemed to lie
everywhere upon this room decked and furnished as for a bridal: upon
the valence curtains of faded rose color, upon the rose-shaded lights,
upon the dressing table, upon the delicate array of crystal and the man’s
toilet things backed with tarnished silver, silver so tarnished that the
monogram was obscured. Among them lay a collar and tie, as if they
had just been removed, which, lifted, left upon the surface a pale
crescent in the dust. Upon a chair hung the suit, carefully folded;
beneath it the two mute shoes and the discarded socks.

The man himself lay in the bed.

For a long while we just stood there, looking down at the profound
and fleshless grin. The body had apparently once lain in the attitude of
an embrace, but now the long slecp that outlasts love, that conquers
even the grimace of love, had cuckolded him. What was left of him,
rotted beneath what was left of the nightshirt, had become inextricable
from the bed in which he lay; and upon him and upon the pillow be-
side him lay that even coating of the patient and biding dust.

Then we noticed that in the second pillow was the indentation of a
head. One of us lifted something from it, and leaning forward, that
faint and invisible dust dry and acrid in the nostrils, we saw a long
strand of iron-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
afraid each time he came to see Bill that he would ask some question
which 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, examined it critically for
smudges, and looked briskly about her for a dustcloth. Since there was
none, she lifted her uniform above her knees and held it away from
her body while she wiped the table clean with her underskirt. She was
conscious of the 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 ncither see the charms
that she exhibited, nor react to them, because of his blindness, 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
glad to know for certain, 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 opecrate on me for
nothing just because my wife wrote and asked him to.” He laughed con-
tentedly. ‘Christ! Christ, but I got the breaks! . . . From the way he’s
treated me, you'd think I was a millionairc or the President of the
United States or something.’

‘That’s a fact,” said Miss Connors thoughtfully. ‘He’s a fine man.’
She noticed that she still held her uniform above her knees, and she
dropped it suddenly, smoothing her skirt 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 sec what he looks like for yourself.’

‘T’ll be able to see all right, when he takes these bandages off,’ said
Bill. “There’s no question of maybe. I’ll be able to sec all right.’

‘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
raade him famous, didn’t it? If he can’t make me see again, who can?
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‘That’s right,’ said the nurse. ‘What you say is true.’

Bill laughed tolerantly at her doubts. ‘They bring people to him from
all over 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 right,’ 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 think
I knew that mysclf?” he continued. ‘I knew he was a fine man the
minute he came into the hospital and spoke to me. I knew: ’ Then
he stopped, leaned back in his chair, and rubbed the back of one hand
with the fingers of the other. He had stopped speaking, he felt, just in
time to prevent his sounding ridiculous. There was no point in explain-
ing to Miss Connors, or anybody else, just how he felt in his heart about
the doctor, or of his gratitude to him. There was no sense in talking
about those things.

Miss Connors went to the table and rearranged the bouquet of asters
which Bill’s wife had brought for him the day before, narrowing her
eyes and holding her face away from the flowers critically. She stopped
all at once and straightened up.

‘Listen!” she said. “That’s him now.’

“Yes,” said Bill.

Miss Connors went to the door and opened it. ‘Well, Doctor, your
patient is all ready and waiting for you.” She backed away, thinking
of the questions that a man of such eminence could ask if he really put
his mind to it. ‘I’ll be outside in the corridor,” she went on. ‘If you want
me, I’ll be waiting.’

The doctor came to where Bill sat and looked at him professionally,
but he did not speak at once. He went to the window and drew the
dark, heavy curtains. He was a small, plump man, with a high, domed
forehead, whose hands were so limp, so undecided in their movements
that it seemed impossible for them to perform the delicate operations
that they did. His eyes were mild, dark blue and deeply compassionate.

‘We were just talking about you before you came in,’ said Bill. “The
nurse and me, I mean. I was trying to get her to tell me what you look
like.

The doctor pulled up a chair and sat facing 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 being told.’

‘Tell me your idea and I’ll tell you how right you are.’
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He moved to the table, switched on a light, and twisted the bulb un-
til it was shaded to his satisfaction.

“That’s easy,’ 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 kind most of the time but can blaze up
and look all the way through a man if you think he’s got any meanness
in him, because meanness is the one thing 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 laughingly. ‘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 again.

‘The room is in complete darkness now,” he said. ‘Later on, I’ll let
the light in gradually until your eyes get used to it. I generally explain
that to my patients so they won’t be afraid at first.’

‘Christ!” said Bill scornfully. ‘Did you think 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 worrying any.’

‘Suppose you tell me about your accident while I work,” said the
doctor after a pause. ‘It'll keep your mind 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, being 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 continued Bill. ‘I guess I took too many
chances after all. . . . Then that drill broke into 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 nothing 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
anything, 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 anything, 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 Bill.

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 think the operation was unsuccessful. But some-
times it doesn’t work, no matter how hard we try.

‘’'m not worrying 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 looking into your face.’

‘You might be disappointed,” said the doctor slowly. ‘You’d better
take that possibility into consideration. Don’t get your hopes too high.’

‘I was only kidding,” said Bill. ‘It don’t make any real difference to
me what you look hke. I was kidding about what I said.” He laughed
again. ‘Forget it,” he said. ‘Torget it.’

The doctor’s small, delicate hands rested against his knees. He
leancd forward a little and pecred 1nto his patient’s face. His eyes had
become accustomed to the darkness, and he could distinguish Bill’s
individual features plainly. He turned on the small, shaded light, shield-
ing it with his palm. He sighed, shook his head, and rubbed his hands
against his forchead with a thoughtful movement.

‘Have you got some kids at home, too?’ asked Bill.

The doctor went to the window. He pulled gently on the cord, and
the thick curtains parted and slid back soundlessly. ‘I have three little
girls,” he said.

The autumn sunlight came strongly into the room and lay in a bright
wedge across the floor, touching 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 betwecn Bill and the sunlight.
“You can raisc your hands now, if you want to,’ he said wearily.

Bill lifted his hairy, oil-stained hands and rested them against his
temples. He spoke with surprise.

‘The bandages are off now, ain’t they, Doc?

‘Yes.

The doctor shook his head and moved to one side, and again the
strong sunlight fell on Bill’s broad, good-natured Slavic face.

‘I don’t mind telling 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 again. . . . You can turn the light on any
time you want to. I'm ready.’

The doctor did not answer.

‘My old lady was in to see me yesterday,” continued Bill. ‘She said
they’re holding my job for me at the plant. I said to tell ’em I'd be
there to claim it on Monday morning. I'll be glad to get back to work
again.

The doctor was still 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 kids 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 examined Bill’s face. He
seemed entirely different with the bandages removed, and younger,
even, than she had thought. His eyes were round, incorruptibly inno-
cent, and of an odd shade of clear, child-like hazel. They softened,
somehow, his blunt hands, his massive chin, and his thick, upstanding
hair. They changed his 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,
thinking these things, he smiled again, pursed his lips, and turned his
head in the doctor’s direction.

‘What’s the matter with you?’ he asked jokingly. ‘What are you wait-
ing for? . . . You're not looking for a tin 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 lights, now can you?

The doctor did not answer.

Bill threw out his arms and yawned contentedly, moved in his chair,
and almost succeeded in facing the nurse who still stood beside the
table. He smiled and winked 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
seventy-five pounds, so you can imagine how paunchy I’'m getting to
be. I'll be fifty-two years 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
his next statement. ‘I’'m wearing a blue necktie today,” he continued,
‘a dark blue necktie with white dots in it.’

Defeat

OSBERT SITWELL

BATTLE ALTERS the face of the world, but defeat and collapse may at
first leave it intact, just as a gutted house often shows no change, ex-
cept for its dead, blank windows. . . . So it was with the little town
of Chiteau-Vignal, formerly so prosperous. Ruin and chaos were im-
plicit in it, but, at first sight, did not show themselves. Its structure was
bony and enduring, and its grey-white streets ran from either side of the
Loire like ribs from the backbone of a carcase. The trams still 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 knces 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 carried hens under
their arms and cackled to each other across the struggling, feathered
bodies. Bencath the tall, glossy-leaved trees on which magnolias, large
and white as the soup-bowls of the alms-houses near by, were flowering
sweetly, the local idiot still sat slobbering in the empty public-garden.
The only change noticeable was that the tramps, who usually slept here
at night, were now secking this escape during the day-time and formed
those almost inconjecturable mounds of rags, lifeless save for a slight
nearly imperceptible heaving, which could be secen lying in several
directions upon the yellowing grass. The fishermen still lined the banks
of the river, with its high 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 cafés
were still open, too, though the regular clients were ruffled at being
unable to obtain their favourite drinks, and in the chief café 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 carrying with her the invisible prestige
attaching to many diplomas from many provincial conservatoires, still
sang the Jewel Song from Faust and various well-known airs from the
operas of Puccini.

Little change manifested itself: nevertheless the poison of defeat ran
through the corpus of the people in the same manner in which a poison
circulates through the body with its blood, by the aid of its own blood.
And the outward form that the poison took during this stage, which
resembled the unconsciousness of a patient, broken by fits of delirium,
was a chaotic, meaningless placidity, relief at the coming of a pecace
that did not exist, varied by sudden spasms of virulently anti-foreign,
and especially anti-British, sentiment. But this xenophobia did not
extend towards the conquerors. The German officers, the German
soldiers were even regarded momentarily with a certain admiration, a
certain wonder at their hard, mechanical bearing 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, slouching
past impassively in twos and threes, unshaven, silent, vacant-eyed, puff-
ing at cigarettes that never left their lips even when they exchanged a
few words.

It was a Sunday afternoon. On the terrace of the public gardens,
under the delicate fluttering of acacia leaves, the usual Sunday family
groups, the usual Sunday combinations—Ilike a family tree in reverse—
of grandfathers, grandmothers, uncles, aunts, parents, all in dark
clothes, with, as their culmination, a single, small, pale child, wandered
and stared without purpose, and from the interior of the Café de
I'Univers came the familiar dull crack of bidliard balls and shuttered
laughter. Vanished were the Algerian, Moroccan and Tunisian troops
who usually lent colour to the scene, but at a few tables some French
soldiers were playing cards, and at another sat a captain in the French
army, the young girl to whom he was engaged, and her mother. . . .
Not far away, near the entrance from the public gardens and divided
from it by the usual line of green boxes containing namecless 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 were entirely reserved for his younger companion, the
daughter of Doctor Dorien; in a way she was pretty, but her essential
correctness—the result in conjunction of a convent upbringing and the
inherited burgess virtues of her home—, her clothes, with the typical
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dowdy chic of the French provincial town, and her carefully coiffured
hair, all combined to impart to her an air of insipidity, of primly deco-
rated nullity, as though she had long been prepared, and was still
waiting, for the vital forces to descend and give her life. Her smile, on
the other hand, was quick and alert, and her eyes soon warmed, soon
lost their emptiness and gained fire.

The face of the Captain, sensitive and, in spite of the several rib-
bons he was wearing, almost feminine in fineness of cut and expres-
sion, was drawn and cxhausted, for he had only stopped fighting three
days before, and within him his soul was dead. Notwithstanding, the
bond that united him to Estclle, that mutual but indcfinable flow of
sympathy which scemed to pour into every cell of each body from the
other, comforted him. They had been friends from childhood, and their
marriage had been arranged since their earliest infancy. . . . 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 physical 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 his valour itself, had suffered no diminution
from defeat—‘‘defeat” . . . He supposed it must be because he was so
tired, but through the tinkling phrascs of the Delibes ballet music now
being played, the words “defeat”, “defeat”, “defecat” drummed in his
ears, and with his inner eye he still watched—and, he thought, would
watch eternally—the armoured columns advancing, those immense and
senseless machines, trundling and thundering along at a rate no French-
man could have anticipated, could still see them, hear them, crushing
the heads of men like nuts ground under the heel, could still see the
cowering, surging wavces of humanity upon the roads, the household
goods, upon barrows and carts, the clocks and trunks and vases, for bet-
ter protcction covered beneath the best mattress, could still see the old
women and the ill left behind, fallen in the ditches bencath the grey
and suffocating hedges, could still hear the ncaring remorseless thun-
der, and rattling machine-gun fire from the dive-bombers, swarming
above the civilian crowds, scattering them and rounding them up as
they ran hither and thither, all wearing, as though in self-protection,
the sheep-coloured, shameful livery of the dust. Such sights and sounds
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were as yet more real to him than the silvery perspective of tall, shiver-
ing poplars and flowing river, its cool islands of willow and tomarisk
lying like full baskets of feathers upon the water, upon which his glance
now rested, and were not far from him even when he gazea 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 continually play the old, gay melodies of a dead life;
it was like seeing the ghost of someone you had loved. . . . “Defeat”.

. And yet there were in it certain pleasant prospccts, though tinged
with the year’s shame. The war, a bad war, badly begun, had stopped.
His men would no longer be slaughtered. Above all, his marnage,
hitherto delayed, first by the previous economic collapse and then by
the war, could take place almost immediately, their parents agreed.
And their old affection remained steadfast. . . . But sometimes he al-
most wished that the kind of affection he read in 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, individual courage, now, against this ar-
moured mass; how could flesh pit itself against iron?

Meanwhile their conversation, albeit desultory, was, on the surface,
gay enough. They avoided all mention of the war, but teased one an-
other and preened themsclves like any other young couple in ordinary
times. They discussed how they would live after their marriage, 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 tisane—for there was no coffee—last as long a
time as possible.

“Remember, I shall have to find a trade now,” the Captain said,
“I shall no longer be in the army. I shall have to get up every morning
to go to the office, and probably my temper will be very bad, for I am
not used toit. . . . 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
in dissolution.) “And I shall dine every night with you and Maman,”
he continued, taking the older woman into the conversation, “but I
shall be very cross unless you both give me the food I like.” (But, inside
his head the words “defeat”, “defeat”, sounded like advancing
columns.)

“And what about me?” Estelle answered; “you will have to study me
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now, and come home early so as to be with me. If you leave the regi-
ment, there will 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, sceming to consume them, and rested
full on the faces round them. The woman in the pink evening dress
had, amid much applause, stopped singing, and conversation and
laughter swelled 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 gaping soldiers came in, near the entrance by which the German
officer was sitting. They passed him, and came toward the Captain;
they dragged their feet, were dishevelled and untidy, talked loudly and
smoked cigarettes. He recognized them; they were men who for long
had served under him, but they stared at him idly, without saluting, and
slouched past him to a table beyond. They were noisy, but possessed
the very look of men who have lost all spirit, except a new will to inso-
lence. (“Defeat”: this was defeat.) He looked away and did not glance
at Estelle, fixing his eyes upon the distance, where the water rippled by
the cdge of rushes and flowering clumps of yellow iris. . . . But, sud-
denly, a guttural sound obtruded and made him take notice. (The
conversation stopped at the ncighbouring tables, though the aproned
waiters continued to perform their clever acts of equilibrium, with arms
poised and trays uplifted above the heads of their customers, in the
manner of jugglers.) It was the German officer, summoning and
beckoning 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 Captain,” the enemy continued in his
thick, distorted French.

The men sheepishly did as they were told. . ... The Captain ac-
knowledged their salute in 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 him. He
felt, perceived immediately, that nothing in his own life would ever be
the same again. This incident had transformed Estelle’s view of him,
and her new attitude towards him was defined and without the possi-
bility of retrieval: it was final; he knew it, deep in his bones. The bond
had snapped. Never now would they be married. It was as though for
her the virtue had gone out of him. 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
sutfered. It was over.

Legend of the Crooked Coronet

MICHAEL ARLEN

IT 1s a disagrecable thing 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 morning Herr Hitler
had issued a decree forbidding all good Germans henceforth to eat
mutton, on the ground that sheep look Jewish.

It is true there was a shght haze, for it was a warm afternoon in late
June, but on the whole the visibility was excellent. Therefore the man
could not reasonably excuse himself on the ground that he had mistaken
the lady for what used once to be pompously called a “fallen woman”
but is now known, maybe too enthusiastically, 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 permitted the student of the illustrated journals no doubt
whatsoever as to the lady’s breeding. Even as she strolled up St. James’s
Street past Lock’s hat shop he could, as it were, see at her heels a tra-
ditional retinue of dogs, horses, and servants.

The student of the illustrated journals would, in point of fact, have
had no hesitation in recognising the Countess of Quorn and Beau-
manoir.

Now though Lady Quorn was not more than thirty-five years old, she
had added to the advantages of birth, beauty and one of the most
distinguished marriages in England, thc reputation of being the most
irreproachable of gentlewomen, the most brilliant of platform speakers
in the Conservative interest, and the most exclusive of hostesses. And
she wore these superlatives with an air that was at once cool and
charming.

So that when, as happened several times during 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 political or diplomatic
reception, it was willingly conceded even by those the most critical
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of privilege that here at last, in a society of casual origins and careless
manners, was a pillar of tradition in all but her fair beauty, a Roman
matron in all but her youth—in short, a classical ornament of the Tory
party and a lady in the grand manner.

Imagine thercfore the audacity of the man who, without any intro-
duction whatsocver, would thrust his vulgar presence upon this lady.
Nor did he seem in the least ashamed of himself. On the contrary, he
was as off-hand as dammit. He ncither took his hands out of his
pockets, nor his hat off his hecad. He was, in a word, extremely rude.

“I want,” said he, “to talk to you.”

Lady Quorn, who was wondering whether it would be judicious to
ask Terry Bruce down to Eves Park for the week-end with or without
his charming wife, who bored her to death, was at that moment abreast
of Brigg’s cane and umbrella shop. And as, cven when plunged into the
deepest abstraction, her steady blue eyes always looked directly in front
of her, she could not fail to note at once that a tall, lean, hawklike
man had planted himself immediately in front of her. Therefore, since
it was unthinkable 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 something.”

Now Lady Quorn had a very steady eye with animals and Ambassa-
ders. And behold, they quailed before her. But this person showed no
signs whatsoever of quailing. She saw before her a man of maybe thirty
years of age, a tall athletic figure in a shabby blue suit of a good cut
and wearing the honourable tie of her husband’s old school. His brown
felt hat, which showed all the marks of continuous exposure to the ele-
ments over a period of years, was worn so that its turned-down brim
obscured his left eyebrow. His face was long, narrow and tanned, and
his nose—which had originally been of the same generic order as her
own patrician but decorative affair—had obviously been broken at
some time, for it now showed a pronounced twist to one side.

He looked, in fact, a reckless sort of fellow with some pretensions to
gentility. And his trousers, she noted with distaste as he stood planted in
front of her with his jacket open and his hands in his pockets, were held
up by a belt, a transatlantic practice she strongly disapproved of in
urban surroundings.

“I think,” she said, “you must be mad.”

And, her eyes flickering him to one side as she took a step forward to
continue her walk, she was arrested again by a really astounding hap-
pening. For the man had actually dared to prod her arm sharply. With
his thumb.
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Her anger was such that for a moment she felt quite dizzy. But she
did not want to make a scene in St. James’s Street—in the very heart,
as they say in thrillers, 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 something so infuriating to one of her authority about his
contemptuous assurance of manner that, almost forgetting her lifelong
habit of restraint with her inferiors, she thought for an instant of slap-
ping his 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 Quorn, and try to be sensible for
a change. I am not picking you up—"

“Picking me up?”’ gasped Lady Quorn. “Me?”

“You remind me of my aunt,” said the man coldly. “I am not pick-
ing you up because I think you are a nice-looking piece but because 1
want to talk business with you. To make myself a little clearer I shall
add two names: Harry and Diana.”

We have to respect Lady Quorn. Any other woman 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 guillotine.

“To think,” she said, “that a man who was at the same school as my
husband could be such a cad.”

“This is hardly the time,” said the hawklike man, “in which to dis-
cuss the faults of the public school system. Would you rather I put my
business to you here in St. James’s Street, Lady Quorn, or shall we take
a taxi and have a jolly ride round the Park?”

We have to go on handing it to Lady Quorn. Never in her life had
she been talked to in this way. There was something so utterly detest-
able about this lean and contemptuous stranger that she felt quite giddy
with loathing. But there was something more than loathing, too. The
man’s manner made her—her—almost uncertain of herself. And, for
perhaps the first time in her life, she felt a twinge of fear.

“Is this,” she said, “blackmail?”

“Without gloves, Lady Quorn.”

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 nothing brave,” said Sheila Quorn, “in getting into a taxi
with a worm.”

224



II

In the taxi she sat very upright in her corner. Her heart was beating
fast, but you never would have known it. The man, lounging in his
corner with his arms crossed on his chest, had the audacity to put up
his feet on one of the little seats. Twiddling the toe of one shoe thus
prominently displayed—a fidgeting habit which reminded her of her
husband in his most irritating moods—he said:

“You will be glad to hear, Lady Quorn, that I have not really had
much experience of blackmailing 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 charming father caught?”

“No, he went bankrupt, a fate to which all bankers are liable, and
one which, I fear, my brother, who is a broker, will not escape for
long. Now I daresay, Lady Quorn, you are eager to know why you are
being blackmailed. I shall tell you. You are one of the greatest ladies
in England. You are admired and respected. To a great name you have
added a high reputation as an arbitress of society and a leader of
fashion. You are a cherished ornament of the Tory party. You are the
idol of the respectable in society and the envy of those who have been
found out. Am I right, Lady Quorn?”

She shivered a little, though the afternoon was quite close.

“You are,” she said, “the most horrible man I have ever met.”

“On the contrary, madam, I am an idealist, as you will sec. In seek-
ing to improve the structure of society, it is my mission in life to look
behind the surface of things. I seek, probe and pierce. I penetrate. And
then, Lady Quorn, I unveil.

“Now this process has led to some startling and unbecoming results
in your case. For what did I see when I unveiled you? Lady Quorn, I
was shocked.

“For I saw that you were Dame Jekyll and Mrs. Hyde. Marble
without, you were clay within. Behind your unassailable reputation, you
live another life. Upheld on the outside by your high position, Lady
Quorn, my researches led me to the conclusion that on your real
character you wore all thc carmarks of a pretty hot number. Madam,
we English are snobs, but we are also Puritans. 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 crime, of
course. But you invariably pick 6n 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 Quorn, so no one knows of your amorous ad-
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ventures. Though no doubt some of your friends suspect something of
the kind and admire you for getting away with it.

“Now it would be easy for me to sharc this admiration, for I am as
partial as the next man to a beautiful woman, if you were not at heart
cold, selfish, grecdy 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 fiancées or wives
because you have become the great passion of their lives.

“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
since each one thinks 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 familiarity 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 Something. He is engaged to be married to a very pretty
but not very wise young girl called Diana Something. Harry knows
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 since. In fact, I fancy he has already broken
off the engagement.

“Now my expenses in making these momentous enquiries into your
private life have been very considerable, Lady Quorn. But I am not &
greedy man So I am going to ask you to promise me to win my ap-
proval in the future by being a good girl.

“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 Quorn, you will choose
only unattached men whose passion for you will bring no unhappiness
to anyone but themselves. But if you continue to have secret meetings
with young men like Harry, if you continue to ask young Bruce down to
Eves Park without his wife, if in short, you continue indulging in monkey
business—it will cost you, Lady Quorn, one hundred pounds a crack.

“Let me make myself clear. For each and cvery time that I suspect
you on good grounds of having 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, after all, that married men have paid much
more than that for what is, I believe, known as ‘fun’ or a ‘nice change’
—so why, in these days of equality 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 business to
see that the offended party, that is the wife or fiancée, is given a good
hint or series of good hints as to the identity of the intervener.

“In short, Lady Quorn, 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 leaning forward to do so—the
steely brightness of her blue eyes.

She said: “Please stop the taxi.”

He did so.

She said: “And get out.”

He did so. It was as though she had no knowledge whatsoever of his
existence. He stood with one foot on the kerb and the other on the
running-board of the taxi, looking in at her. She never once glanced in
his direction. And when she spoke, her lips scarcely moved.

“What is your name?”

“I am sometimes known as the Cavalier of the Streets.” The man
looked more than ever hawklike when he smiled. “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 faintly, never glancing at him.

“I shall not forget you,” said Lady Quorn.

III

The man who was sometimes called by much shorter names than the
Cavalier of the Streets was not surprised that night to find himself
tapped on the shoulder. He had dined in a small restaurant in Greek
Street and was walking down Shaftesbury Avenue. He had not gone
far when he realised that he was being followed by a beefy-looking man
in a bowler hat. He therefore stopped on the kerb at Piccadilly Circus
to let the beefy man catch up with him. He stood as though bemused
by the tender silhouette of Eros against the bright winking lights of
the advertisements.

“I want,” said the shoulder-tapper in his ear, “to talk to you, Wag-
staffe.”

“Mister Wagstaffe,” said the hawklike man absently. “Look at that.”

“Look at what?”

“The quiet and tender figure of Eros. He is the smallest and the
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quietest figure in sight, but he is more powerful than us all. Even the
worst of us, from a plain-looking chap like me to a really handsome
bloke like you, Inspector, have at one time or another been winged by
him.”

“That’ll do,” said the Inspector.

“Then you don’t want me to tell you about my love life?”

“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?”

“Expecting one, are you?”

“When I begin expecting intelligence from a detective, Bulrose, I’ll
take to solving cross-words for a living.”

“You'll be in prison first, my lad Want me to spill my message herc
or shall we go to some quiet place?”

“I have never,” said the Cavalicr of the Strects, “rcefused a drink
in my life.”

They went into a big crowded place nearby where many artists and
journalists sat around tables drinking steins of beer in between talking
about themselves and thinking about each other. Detective-Inspector
Bulrose took a deep draught from his glass before addressing his com-
panion.

“Now look here, Wagstaffe, you're in trouble. And you look like 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 thin. What about some more
beer?”

“You just listen to me first,” said Bulrose. “This is straight to you
from Superintendent Crust. And he had it from someone higher up,
maybe from the Commissioner himself, so you can sce what trouble
you are in. Superintendent says he’s sick to death of you, and if he
hears any more complaints about a bloke calling himself the Cavalier
of the Streets, he’s going to jug you. And he means it, Wagstaffe.
If he can’t pull you in for something you’ve done, he’s going to frame
you for something you haven’t. So behave yourself. Superintendent told
me to say that in spite of knowing you're an incorrigible crook he’s
got quite 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 Cavalier of the Streets stuff. Why, only two weeks ago you had the
check to black that chap Tyre-Temple’s eye.”
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“Why not? I don’t like him.”

“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, Mister 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. Superintendent says that if you know what’s
good for you, you’ll take a nice 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 hell—”

The hawklike man grinned.

“I’ll bet he was. I wonder what she told him.”

“What’s that?” said the Inspector cagerly. “Who’s she?”

“You mind your own business, Bulrose. The Commissioner and I
have got some of the same friends in 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 Superintendent Crust this from
me and he can pass it on to the Commissioner if he wants to. I’ll mind
my own business, and they can mind theirs. Talking to me about ruby
earrings as though I were a common thief!”

“We don’t think you’re a thief. We darn well known you’re the only
clever burglar in London.”

“Is that so? Then if I’m foolish enough to do something you can gaol
me for, I’'m ready for gaol. But I don’t like being ordered about, when
all I'm doing 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 King. Upright and incorruptible. An ally of
the police. A friend of the poor. Which reminds me,” he said, getting
up from the table and taking something 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 night 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 dine with last Thursday night wore a silk hat and
socks.”

Iv

Now it can be seen that in Lady Quorn and Beaumanoir beauty and
resource were mingled in excellent measure. It was not to the Com-
missioner 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 said a
few sharp words to Superintendent Crust, who had passed them on to
Inspector Bulrose.

Lady Quorn had not, of course, brought herself into the matter in
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 calling himself the Cavalier 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
against the wretch, but that really something ought to be done to
prevent distinguished foreigners in London from being molested by
gangsters. And Lady Quorn was of the opinion that, since so sclf-
confident a rascal must in the past have frequently broken the law,
the police should make every effort to protect the amenities of London
by speedily proving him guilty of some past misdemeanour and putting
him into a safe place where he could no longer annoy people like her
charming American friend.

Her influential friend in the Cabinet, whose thoughts about Lady
Quorn would have shocked the Archbishop of Canterbury, was able to
assure Lady Quorn that everything possible would be done and that
the young lady from Philadelphia would no longer be molested.

But Superintendent Crust did not take the same comforting view.
In the course of the next few days the poor man was afflicted with
several headaches directly attributable to Mr. Wagstaffe, whom he
called by names very much shorter than the Cavalier of the Streets.

But Crust knew his business, and he therefore assured the Com-
missioner, who assured the Home Secretary, who assured the influential
member of the Cabinet, who reassured Lady Quorn, who presumably
reassured the young lady from Philadelphia, that there was nothing
further to worry about.

So about a week later Lady Quorn was disagreeably surprised when
one afternoon her butler informed her that a gentleman had called to
see her by appointment.

“I am,” said her Ladyship, “not at home.”

She was thinking very rapidly as the butler went towards the door.
Then a curious smile flickered over her lovely features, and what was
curious about this smile was that it was at the same time childish,
wicked and very attractive. .

“I have changed my mind, Jolly. The gentleman has a twisted nose,
has he not? Show him into the morning-room.”
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Quite ten minutes passed before she went downstairs. She used
the telephone. She used the looking-glass. Now Lady Quorn was wear-
ing a hat when Jolly announced the unwelcome visitor, but when she
left her room she was not wearing a hat. Her golden burnished hair,
which has been described in 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 standing
by the window looking out into Berkeley Square. His head uncovered,
his face looked lecaner and more hawklike than ever. His black hair was
quite decidedly grey at the temples. She was surprised to notice how
little out of place he looked in her house, in spite of his casual clothes.
She stood very still just within the doorway, a tall, slender, gracious
woman. They stared at one another across the room for several seconds,
and then his mouth twisted into a smile.

“You secm to be a very dangerous woman, Lady Quorn.”

“And aren’t you,” she asked, “a very reckless man to come here?”

“After you put Scotland Yard on to me?”

“Oh, I don’t like being defenceless.”

They were standing in front of the empty fireplace. Her wide eyes
werce bright with laughter. He studied her thoughtfully, and the
laughter in her eyes twitched at her mouth.

“With half an eye,” he said pleasantly, “I can sce that you are up to
something, or you wouldn’t be so amused.”

“And can’t you guess, Mr. Cavalier, what it is that is amusing me?”

“The only reason I can imagine for your added radiance »?

“Dear me, are you flattering me?”

“I am deploring you, Lady Quorn. The more desirable you appear,
the more urgent I must be in preventing you from turning married men
into giddy goats. Maybe what’s amusing you is that you have a detec-
tive hidden somewhere in this room to catch me in the act of black-
mailing you.”

She laughed outright. And a dog outside in the hall, hearing her
cool and pleasant laugh, barked frantically.

“And are you going to blackmail me?”

“Of course, Lady Quorn. And of course you know why.”

She frowned. Fingering her pearls, she continued to frown.

“I don’t seem to remember anything 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?”
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“What about,” he asked, “the afternoon before last?”

“Oh,” she said. “I remember! Terry?”

“Exactly.”

“Dear me, of course. Yes, I 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 like the way you said that. He was
lonely, you see, and he wanted to be cheered up.”

“A cup of tea,” he said, “can of course be very cheering.”

“I 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 innocent cup of tea with a friend, what can I have?”

“Of course,” he said, “I can’t be quite positive about my facts.”

“Well, I should hope not.”

“But there is such a thing, Lady Quorn, as circumstantial evidence.
I am more or less in the same position as a divorce judge who has to
decide whether a love-besotted man and an ardent woman alone to-
gether in surroundings that permit them a certain freedom of move-
ment have taken advantage of those surroundings to do no more than
have a cup of tea together.”

“It is wrong,” she said, “to think the worst of people.”

“I am afraid, Lady Quorn, that it is no good appealing to the
better instincts of a blackmailer.”

“I wouldn’t dream,” she said seriously, “of appcaling to your better
instincts. It’s only that I want fair 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 innocent 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 quite sure?”

“Oh, quite. Of course, one forgets things sometimes. But about this
last week I am quite sure.”

“Still,” he said, “you will agree that your actions 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
penniless in no time.”

“Well,” he said grudgingly, “I suppose that’s only fair. Now will
you tell me something, Lady Quorn, 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 in not breaking out into
girlish giggles throughout our interview. I wonder why?”

Her level blue cyes were so limpid with laughter that he could not
help but smile in return. He took a step back as the very faint perfume
from her burnished hair just brushed his nostrils.

“It’s quite easy,” she said, “to explain. Do you know, I am thirty-
five years old, and you are the only person I have ever met in 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 in this world who
would cver know the worst of me. You arc the only person before
whom I do not have to act. You have seen behind the cool fagade,
but you have seen nothing at all cool there, have you? And so you are
the only man in the world who knows that I enjoy the body of love,
just as a man does, and not its gentle tender spirit, as nice women are
supposed to. That is why this interview has amused me so much. Dear
me, how shocked I was at first that anyone had discovered my secret
weaknesscs. 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 sce,” he said, “that we arc going to be great friends.”

“Yes? It’s so nice to be natural sometimes. You must come and see
me again, Mr. Cavalier.”

“But,” he said, “it is not easy to believe that you can be acting quite
all the time. Would these men become so obsessed with the passion for
having 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 sometimes like—why, how shocked they would be! Didn’t you
know that an English lady must never enjoy herself too much—it
wouldn’t look nice. With foreigners, of course, who aren’t really human,
a little more latitude may be allowed. But, dear me, those boring Latin
experts and their tricks! If I could write,” she said, “I would write
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such a book about the conceit, stupidity and sterting unattractiveness
of men as would fill the convents of the world with girls and women
clamouring to take the vow of chastity.”

“Why, Lady Quorn, anyone would think you disliked men.”

“It is the tragedy of women who love men, my friend, that they
usually do dishike them. But how can one get round the impasse?”

“I am growing really quite sorry for you.”

“Righily, Mr. Cavalier. 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 in search of a mother to
protect him, a repentant fool, a jealous bully, or a pathetic child. I
wish someone would tell me what flaw there is in men that makes
them unworthy of straightforward gifts, of which love should be the
first. But no, we cannot give them love and passion with both hands,
frankly, we must corrupt our surrender with evasions and retreats, we
must act or pretend or tease—else they will not cherish the gift. To
think we have been lords of creation these millions of years and have
evolved nothing more mature than man as an equal to a woman’s
love!” The door opened, and she continued in a pleasantly sociable
voice: “So you must come and see me again, won’t you? I so enjoy
your visits.”

The butler said: “My lady, the Committee is waiting in the drawing-
room.”

“I shall be there in one moment.”

Alone again, she said, coolly smiling: “Well, there is my real life.
Sitting 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 unsmiling, conventional.

“You have made it impossible for me,” he said, “to blackmail you
again—almost.”

She regarded him so steadily that he blinked. But he did not look
away.

“Almost?” she said. “And what does that mean?”

“It means,” he said, taking her cold hand, “that it is only my concern
for the structure of society, which women like you menace, that will
compel me to keep an eye on you.”

Her bright wide eyes were unfathomable. Withdrawing her hand,
she walked towards the door. He stood watching her, a faint smile on
his dark face.
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“Good-bye, Lady Quorn.”

“I know,” she said from the door, “that you arc a man of courage.
But don’t force me to send you to prison. The butler will show you
out. Good-bye.”

\%

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 waiting for him and that he was in an exceedingly bad
temper.

“You’re a prize juggins, my lad,” he said testily. “Now you come
along with me.”

The hawklike man, balancing himself on his heels, as though ready
to waste time with the first person who offered him 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!”

“What on earth is all this about, Bulrose?”

A taxi-driver, who had evidently just finished putting on a spare
wheel at the corner of Hill Street, jumped enthusiastically into his cab
and drove up beside them. Bulrose testily flung open the door.

“This is a darned scrious business, Mister Wagstaffe, so don’t ask
silly questions. Or ask the Superintendent. Jump in.”

They were no farther than about eight yards from the door of Lady
Cuorn’s house. Both men turned their backs to the taxi-driver as the
door was flung open and the slim, 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 Quorn’s a ‘nice piece,’ even though she is American.”

The young lady, whose prettiness was of quite an uncommon order,
as also was her slim elegance, came tripping towards them. She ap-
peared, like many pretty young ladies, to be more interested in the
contents of her vanity-bag, in which she was fumbling with her hand,
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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 this the man?”

“Sure,” said the pretty young lady, looking 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 his pockets, you’ll certainly find the cheque I gave him a few
minutes ago.”

The Inspector looked with disgust at his prisoner.

“And to think,” he said, “I once thought you were almost an intel-
ligent crook. Taking a cheque! Hand it over.”

The Cavalier, a bewildered expression on his face, slowly extracted
from the right side pocket of his jacket a folded cheque.

“Hand it over,” the Inspector repeated. “I suppose you’re going to
say you've never seen that before.”

“Oh no,” said the Cavalier. “But I’d like to look at it just once
again.”

Unfolding the cheque, he saw that it was made out to Michael
Wagstaffe, Esq., for the sum of one hundred pounds and was signed
by Monica Gubbins. Then he handed it to the Inspector, who was
about to put it in his pocket, when the pretty young lady cried:

“I’d certainly like it back.”

“This is important evidence, miss. You’ll get it back all right in due
course.” ~

The Cavalier was looking thoughtfully into the girl’s face. He
noticed she would not meet his eyes.

“You are quite sure, Miss Gubbins,” he said, “that you gave me this
cheque in Lady Quorn’s house?”

“Why, of course!” said the pretty young lady. “What was I to do
when you were blackmailing me? And besides, Lady Quorn told me it
was the best way out.”

“I see,” said the Cavalier.

“Miss Gubbins,” said the Inspecto1, “I’m afraid I’ll have to trouble
you to come along with us and fill in the charge against this man.”

“But,” said the young lady, “I don’t think I’m going to make any
charge against him.”

Bulrose, pushing back his bowler hat, mopped his flushed brow.

“Ho!” he said bitterly.

The young lady’s eyes now met the Cavalier’s for the first time. Her
lips, he fancied, were twitching faintly.

“Is the Inspector,” she asked, “annoyed with me?”
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“Oh, not annoyed,” said the Cavalier. “Just give him time 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 Quorn that this crook here has had the impudence to call at her
house to see an American lady visiting her ladyship and is no doubt
going to try to blackmail her. And when I nab him with the cheque
on him—she ain’t going to make no charge.”

“And what would happen to him,” asked the pretty young lady,
“if I did make it?”

“Two to three years,” said Bulrose persuasively, “hard.”

“Then,” said Miss Gubbins, turning to the silent Cavalier, “you
certainly have to thank Lady Quorn for being given another chance.
I owe her so much for her kindness and hospitality that I just couldn’t
bring 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 driven
to crime from reading detective stories or seeing too many gangster
pictures, I just had to say I would. Lady Quorn said maybe all you
needed to come to your right senses again was a good square meal, and
she gave me this ten-shilling note to give you, though of course you
mustn’t spend it all on going to the movies. But mind, now, this must
be a lesson to you never to try blackmailing people again. Do you think,
Inspector, that he will go straight after this?”

Bulrose, who appeared to be having some difficulty in controlling his
facial muscles, managed to do no more than nod. And the pretty
young lady, pressing 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 passing by in charge of lap-dogs envicd him.

“Strike mc pink!” 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 Cavalier of the Strects being told
off for being a bad boy from seeing too many gangster pictures. Which
do you like best, Percy, the ones where the villain repents and goes
straight for love of a nice pure girl? Superintendent Crust may almost
forgive Lady Quorn getting you off when he hears that the biggest
crook in London was tipped ten bob to get himself a decent meal.”

The hawklike man, staring down at the ten-shilling note in his hand
with a queer smile, said not a word. The taxi which Bulrose had hailed,
was still with them.
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“Jerwantme?” 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, grinning broadly, strode away towards Vine
Street to tell his friend, Inspector Mussel, the joke.

The taxi-driver, who had been fumbling 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 main point is that we’ve got
the stuff. It was pretty neat, the way you handed it to me just after
I drove up.”

The Cavalier, coming suddenly to life, twitched an eyebrow.

“And to think,” he said, “I’ve lived to be called Percy by a flat-
footed dick.”

But there was a gleam in his dark eyes which might have given
Inspector Bulrose food for thought rather than matter for laughter.
Approaching so near the taxi-driver in his seat that there was no space
between their arms, he whispered quickly:

“Hand it back, Pullman.”

His obedient subordinate, doing his best to hide his curiosity by
whistling, slipped a somewhat bulky handkerchief into the other’s hand.
The Cavalier, his back to the house behind him, slipped it into his
breast pocket.

“Put the car away,” he said, “and come to the flat about six. And for
pity’s sake get yourself a decent shave.”

As the taxi-driver indignantly changed gears he saw, to his astonish-
ment, his chief mounting 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 ingratitude! And after the trouble I went to persuading
Miss Gubbins to make no charge against you for the horrible crime
of blackmail.”

“I don’t know how,” he said, “to thank you—or forgive you. For
entirely owing to you, I have been called Percy by a policeman.”
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“If you wish,” she said, “I will write to the Commissioner and
complain on your behalf.”

“Are you positive,” he said, “that you haven’t any complaints to
make on your ows? Better look in the mirror, Lady Quorn.”

Her Ilevel eyes rested on him for a long second before she turned to
the looking-glass over the fireplace.

“I sce,” she murmured, her reflection in the mirror looking gravely
at him.

He was thoughtfully fingering the rope of pearls he had extracted
from the handkerchief the taxi-driver had returned to him. He held
them out to her. She made no movement, her shoulder to him, still
gazing at him in the mirror.

“So all that blackmail business,” she said, “was just so much non-
sensc—an cxcuse to get into my house?”

“Let us call it a background. It was quite sincere. I disapproved of
you, Lady Quorn, and I told you why. I only steal from pcople I dis-
approve of.”

“And give the proceeds to charity?”

“Well, not quite. But I do, I fancy, give as much as any other
Christian. You sec how modest I am?”

“And why are you returning my pearls?”

“I told you,” he said, “that I only stole from people I disapproved
of.”

“And you have ccased to disapprove?”

“Oh no. But I disapprove of your husband even more for being,
as he must be, such an unattractive, uscless and silly man as not to be
able to keep the affections of a woman like Sheila Quorn.”

“I should like to think, then, that you are returning the pearls
because you Iike me?”

“Yes. And also,” he said, “because they are false.

“It was clever of you,” he added, absently fingering the pearls, “to
slip that cheque into the pocket of an accomplished thief. My vanity
is quite concerned, Lady Quorn. 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 frightened 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 necessary for me to
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tell you why? Good-bye, Lady Quorn. But should your husband ever
miss his pearl studs, you will know that my disapproval of a com-
plaisant husband has reached its limit.”

His hand was on the door-knob. .

“My friend,” she said, “I have just realised that I know so little
about you. Are you, by-any chance, engaged or married?”

As he turned from the door he saw she was pressing the bell.

“I am ringing,” she said, “for tea.”
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Now 4 rew more letters. I have never thought Lawrence’s
short stories very good. I find them formless and verbose. He also, it
seems, needed elbow room to express that view of life that fascinated so
many of his readers and that to others, myself included, seemed dis-
torted. To my mind it was the view of a sick man of abnormal irrita-
bility, whose nature was warped by poverty and cankered with a ran-
kling envy. He may have had a streak of genius; I don’t know; I have a
notion that he was a better poet than prose writer. He had a wonder-
ful felicity for stringing words together, and you can go through his
works and find sentence after sentence of ravishing beauty, but the
general effect, to me at least, is lush and airless. But it would be unfair
to neglect a writer whom many good judges thought the most original
and powerful novelist of his generation, and so I am giving you a
couple of letters that I find characteristic, interesting and sympathetic.

Walter Hines Page, editor of The Atlantic Monthly and later of
The World’s Work, was ambassador to the Court of St. James’s during
the first World War. His letter written from London then is still worth
reading now. I could not find the letter he is said to have written
to a lady who sent him a manuscript, and so that she might be sure
he had read it, slightly gummed two pages together. When it was
returned to her with the two pages still stuck, she wrote angrily to him,
telling him what she had done, and accused him of not having 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 of the Autocrat of the Breakfast
Table, was a Justice of the Supreme Court, and his correspondence
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with Sir Frederick Pollock, an English lawyer, recently published,
has shown the world that he was a most engaging letter writer. The
letters I have chosen come from a group addressed to a young
Chinese, Mr. Wu. They show the writer’s good sense, light 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 opinions, which he was ever ready to
express in scason and out, of courage, strong affections and rugged
character; and a bit cranky. But Edmund Wilson has written an
admirable essay upon him, and I can very well refer you to that if
after reading his lively letters you wish to know more about him. I
read one of his books for the purpose of this anthology, Greck Genus,
but could not persuade myself that it was of any grcat consequence.
He is seen to advantage in his letters. In thcm the man, with his
passion and humor, his prejudices and his loving kindress, stands be-
fore you. M. Lincoln Schuster, in is anthology of grcat lctters, has
given wide diffusion to one that Chapman wrote to his wife, which
she herself described as a marvclous love letter. I have preferred to
give here letters that show to my mind better his buoyant gaiety and
robust individuality.

Letters from D. H. Lawrence

TO T.D D

The Cearne,
Near Edenbridge, Kent.
7 July, 1914.
DEear D.,—

I was glad to get your still sad lctter, and sorry you arc so down
yet. I can’t help thinking 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. Perthaps
if you go away to your unhealthy post, it may be good for you. But
perhaps you may be separating your inner life from hers—I don’t
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mean anything actual and external—but you may be taking yourself
inwardly apart from her, and leaving her inwardly separate from
you: which is no true marriage, and is a form of failure. I am awfully
sorry; because I think that no amount of outward trouble and stress
of circumstance could really touch you both, if you were together.
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 tried, you have to fail and go
separate ways. I am not speaking of vulgar outward separation: I
know you would always be a good reliable husband: but there is more
than that: there is the real sharing of one life. I can’t help thinking
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
suffering to get to it, hke any knight of the grail, and the journcy
is always towards the other soul, not away from it. Do you think love
is an accomplished thing, the day it is recognized? It isn’t. To love,
you have to learn to understand the other, more than she understands
herself, and to submit to her understanding of you. It is damnably
difficult and painful, but it is the only thing which endures. You
mustn’t think that your desire or your fundamental need is to make
a good career, or to fill your life with activity, or even to provide for
your family materially. It isn’t. Your most vital necessity in this life
is that you shall love your wife completely and implicitly and in entire
nakedness of body and spirit. Then you will have peace and inner
security, no matter how many things go wrong. And this peace and
sccurity will leave you free to act and to produce your own work, a
real indcpendent workman,

You asked me once what my message was. I haven’t got any general
message, becausc I believe a general message is a general mecans of
side-tracking one’s own personal difficulties: hke Christ’s—thou shalt
love thy ncighbour 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.

Plcase don’t mind what I say—you know I don’t really want to be
impertinent or intcrfering.

Mrs. Huntingdon is coming over to England this month. Probably
she would bring Mrs. D. But perhaps Noémi would be better. I am
sorry Paddy is stll so seedy. He is a strange boy. I think he will need
a lot of love. He has a curious heavy consciousness, a curious awarencss
of what pcople fcel for him. I think he will need a lot of understanding
and a lot of loving. He may, I think, have quite an unusual form of
intelligence. When you said he might be a musician, it struck me. He
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has got that curious difference from other people, which may mean
he is going to have a distinct creative personality. But he will suffer
a great deal, and he will want a lot of love to make up for it.

I think our marriage comes off at the Kensington registrar’s office
on Saturday. I will try to remember to send you the Times you asked
for. When I get paid for my novel, I want to send you a small cheque
for doing the novel. You will not mind if it is not very much that I
send you.

We are very tired of London already, and very glad to be down
here in the country. Probably we are going to stay in Derbyshire—and
then for August going 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—I feel as if you were taking things badly. But
don’t do that.

Auf wiedersehen,
D. H. LAWRENCE.
Remember me to Mrs. D.

TO LADY OTTOLINE MORRELL

Greatham, Pulborough, Sussex.
14 May, 1915.
My pEAR LaDY OTTOLINE,—

I wonder if you are still in Buxton, and if you got the last batch
of MS. which I sent you, enclosed with a copy of the Imagist Anthology
which contains some of my verses. If you got them, tell me, will you?

We were in London for four days: bcautiful weather, but I don’t
like London. My eyes can sce nothing human that is good, nowadays:
at any rate, nothing public. London seems to me like some hoary
massive underworld, a hoary ponderous inferno. The traffic flows
through the rigid grey streets like the rivers of hell through their banks
of dry, rocky ash. The fashions and the women’s clothes are very
ugly.

Coming back here, I find the country very beautiful. The apple
trees are leaning forwards, all white with blossom, towards the green
grass. I watch, in the morning when I wake up, a thrush on the wall
outside the windew—mnot a thrush, a blackbird—and he sings, open-
ing his beak. It is a strange thing to watch his singing, opening his
beak and giving out his calls and warblings, then remaining silent. He
looks so remote, so buried in primeval silence, standing there on the
wall, and bethinking himself, then opening his beak to makc the
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strange, strong sounds. He seems as if his singing were a sort of talking
to himself, or of thinking aloud his strongest thoughts. I wish I was
a blackbird, like him. I hate men.

“The ousel cock of sable hue
And orange-yellow bill.”

The bluebells are all out in the wood, under the new vivid leaves.
But they are rather dashed aside by yesterday’s rain. It would be nice
if the Lord sent another flood and drowned the world. Probably I
should want to be Noah. I am not sure.

I’ve got again into one of those horrible sleeps from which I caa’t
wake. I can’t brush it aside to wake up. You know those hornble sleeps
when one is struggling to wake up, and can’t. I was like it 11 autumn
—now I am again hke it. Everything has a touch of delirium, the
blackbird on the wall is a delirium, even the apple-blossom. And when
I scc a snake winding rapidly in the marshy places, I think I am mad.

It is not a question of me, it is the world of men. The world of men
is dreaming, it has gone mad in its sleep, and a snake is strangling
it, but it can’t wake up.

When I read of the Lusitania, and of the riots in London, I know it
is so. I think soon we must get up and try to stop it. Let us wait a little
longer. Then when we cannot bear it any longer, we must try to wake
up the world of men, which has gone mad in its sleep.

I cannot bear it much longer, to let the madness get stronger and
stronger possession. Soon we in England shall go fully mad, with hate.
I too hate the Germans so much, I could kill every one of them. Why
should they goad us to this frenzy of hatred, why should we be tortured
to bloody madness, when we are only grieved in our souls, and heavy?
They will drive our heaviness and our grief away in a fury of rage.
And we don’t want to be worked up into this fury, this destructive
madness of rage. Yet we must, we are goaded on and on. I am mad
with rage myself. I would like to kill a million Germans—two millions.

I wonder when we shall see you again, 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 child’s sake, for nothing else. So my
mornings are taken up, for 3% hours each day.

Don’t take any notice of my extravagant talk—one must say some-
thing. Write soon and tell us where you are, and how you are. I feel
a little bit anxious about you, when you do not write.

Vale!
D. H. LAWRENGE.
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Letter from Walter Hines Page

TO HERBERT S. HOUSTON

American Embassy
London
Sunday, 24 Aug, 1913

Drar H. S. H.:

. . . You know there’s been much discussion of the decadence of
the English people. I don’t belicve a word of it. They have an awful
slum, I hear, as everybody knows, and they have an idle class Worse,
from an equal-opportunity point-of-view, they have a very large
servant-class, and a large class that depends on the nobulity and the
rich. All these are economic and social drawbacks. But they have
always had all these—except that the slum has become larger in
modern years. And I don’t see or find any reason to believe in the
theory of decadence. The world never saw a finer lot of men than the
best of their ruling 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, intellec-
tually cultivated, patriotic. If the devotion to old forms and the inertia
which makes any change almost impossible strike an American as out-
of-date, you must remember that in the grand old times of England,
they had all these things and had them worse than they are now. I
can’t see that the race is breaking down or giving out. Consider how
their political morals have been pulled up since the days of the rotten
boroughs; consider how their court-life is now high and decent, and
think what it once was. British trade is larger this year than it ever was,
Englishmen are richer than they ever were and more of them are rich.
They write and speak and play cricket, and govern, and fight as well as
they have ever done—excepting, of course, the writing of Shakespeare.

Another conclusion that is confirmed the more you see of English
life is their high art of living. When they make their money, they stop
money-making and cultivate iheir minds and their gardens and enter-
tain their friends and do all the high arts of living—to perfection.
Three days ago a retired soldier gave a garden-party in my honour,
twenty-five miles out of London. There was his historic 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-of-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
genuine. 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 entailed. Her
husband was wounded in South Africa. Her heir is her nephew. The
home, of course, will remain in the family forever. No, they don’t go
to London much in recent years: why should they? But they travel a
month or more. They give threc big tea-parties—one when the rhodo-
dendrons bloom and the others at stated times. They have friends to
stay with them half the time, perhaps—sometimes parties of a dozen.
England never had a finer lot of folk than these. And you see them
everywhere. The art of living sanely they have developed to as high a
level, T 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 sce the end of
the ordered world. Chaos and confiscation lie before them. Yet that,
too, has nearly always been so. It was so in the Reform Bill days.
Lord Morley said to me the other day that when all the abolitions
had been done, there would be fewer things abolished than anybody
hopes or fecars, and that there would be the same problems in some
form for many generations. I'm beginning to believe 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
United States—your Governor of New York, your Thaw case, your
corruption, etc., etc.; and yet you scem sure and tell us that your
countrymen feel sure of the safcty of your government.” In the
newspaper comments on my Southampton speech the other day, this
same feeling cropped up; the American Ambassador assures us that
the note of hope is the dominant note of the Republic—ctc., 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 interesting in the world. The
genuineness of the courtesy, the real kindness and the hospitality of
the English are beyond praise and without limit. In this they show a
strange contradiction to their dickering habits in trade and their
“anctuous rectitude” in stealing continents. I know a place in the
world now where they are steadily moving their boundary line into
other people’s territory. I guess they really believe that the earth
belongs to them.

Sincerely,
W. H. P.
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Letters from Oliver Wendell Holmes

TO MR. WU

Beverly Farms, Mass.
September 20, 1923.
My pEarR MR. Wu,

Your letter moves me by its generous enthusiasm. It is a fine thing
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 definitely 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 spiritual history is best told in what he does in his
chosen line. Life having thrown me into the law, I must try to put my
feeling of the infinite into that, to exhibit the detail with such hint of
a vista as I can, to show in it the great line of the universal. This
sounds a little pompous, but it truly expresses my desire and the way
I felt when called on perhaps to construe some temporary statutes,
so that untying little knots never seems drudgery. Just after sending
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
of a pint pot is to present the beer (or whatever lawful liquid it may
contain), and infinite meditation upon the pot never will give you the
beer.

But at this point it suddenly occurs to me that very possibly you may
have left Berlin before this letter arrives. I even hesitate to send it as
I should not like to have it fall into 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 secing you in person.

Sincerely yours,
O. W. HoLMmEs.

TO MR. WU

June 16, 1923.
My pear Mr. Wu,
Your letter came last night and I 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 tavor of giving you the scholarship,
As I expect to leave here next Monday for Boston and then Beverly
Farms, Massachusetts (near to Boston), and Beverly Farms will be my
address. Beverly Farms, not Beverly. If I live I expect to return here in
the latter days of September. I am sorry at your disappointment about
the Carnegie Fellowship, but it may turn out a blessing. The test of
an ideal or rather of an idealist, is the power to hold to it and get one’s
inward inspiration 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 thinking and perhaps saying to a brother officer
that it would be easy after a comfortable breakfast to come down the
steps of one’s house pulling on one’s gloves and smoking a cigar to
get on to a horse and charge a battery up Beacon Street, while the
ladies wave handkerchiefs from a balcony. But the reality was to pass
a night on the ground in the rain with your bowels out of order and
then after no particular breakfast to wade a stream and attack the
enemy. That is life. I hope that your interest in philosophy (and
philosophy wisely understood is the greatest interest there is) will not
lead you too far from the concrete. My notion of the philosophic
movement is simply to sce the universal in the particular, which per-
haps is a commonplace, but is the best of commonplaces if you realize
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 in another
matter more readily, according to their faculties. The artist sees the line
of growth in a tree, the business man an opportunity in a muddle, the
lawyer a principle in a lot of dramatic detail. Great as is my respect
for Stammler I am a little afraid that he may tend to keep you too
remote from daily facts. I noticed that he criticized my remark about
experience and logic, I think I appreciate logic—sce 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 write about. I don’t believe or know anything about absolute
truth. I hinted at my generalities in “Ideals and Doubts” and “Natural
Law” in the same book. I noticed once that you treated it as a joke
when I asked how you knew that you weren’t dreaming me. I am
quite serious, and as I have put it in an article referred to above, we
begin with an act of faith, with deciding that we are not God, for if
we were dreaming the universe we should be God so far as we knew.
You never can prove that you are awake. By an act of faith I assume
that you exist in 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
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cosmic gang-lion—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. 1 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.
Sincerely yours,
O. W. HoLuEs.

TO MR. WU

January 31, 1926.
My pear Wuy,

This will be a dull and short letter, as I have a cold that checks the
genial current of the soul for the moment. Nothing serious, but
aggravating as I have been free from them to a greater extent than
usual.

The practical is disagreeable, a mean and stony soil, but from that
it is that all valuable theory comes. That is why I thought Ehrlich’s
Grundelgung der Soziologie des Rechts worth a garretful of phi-
losophers from Hegel down. As I remember it a man had to be able
to digest the inorganic and turn it into living tissue to write that book.
And some one told me the other day that he starved to death. I don’t
suppose literally but as a result of the sufferings of the war, I hate te
think of it.

I have been very hard at work most of the time since I have been
here, listening to arguments and writing decisions, no time for reading
except what I half hear while playing solitaire in the evenings. As you
know I don’t go out at all and even excuse myself from the White
House Dinner and Reception for us. If you care for nature, William
Beebe writes about it with the accuracy of a scientific man and the
charm of a poet. I have just listened with much pleasure to Edge of
the Jungle by him and he has written a lot of other things.

I must stop. As I said, nothing serious, but for thc moment I am not

good for much.
Ever sincerely yours,

O. W. HoLMEs.
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Letters from john fay Chapman

TO MRS. WINTHROP CHANLER

Sylvania,
November 29, 1909.
DEAR Daisy:

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 terribly profound and inclusive that I had to
destroy it It was no use of having anything go on at all after such a
letter. Poor world! Give it a show.

I wish I could rcad her books. The Roman important politicians
used to have a nomenclator whose business it was to know everyone’s
name. The nomenclator, who was always a slave, whisperced the name
of everybody. Of course it implies 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. Elizabcth won’t do it. I find one can get a
good deal out of buying a book. I suppose thc soul of the author
gratefully reveals itself through the covers. Very often I buy a book
because of living in the country and fearing someone like you might
drop in and not find anything more recent than Samuel Johnson. . . .

Yours affectionately,
Jack

TO WILLIAM JAMES

325 West 82nd Street
March 28, 1910

Villain! to flece away and give no time for notes to catch your ship.

I've a good mind to go to Nauheim. I have heart trouble; and some-
body once suggested Nauheim. You leave nobody in this country
except Dickinson Miller. I am just writing to him to ask him some
questions—but alas, what docs he know?

The great need is to get information without reading books.

Reading books is so injurious to the mind. I am thinking 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, information will begin to
come in.
Yours affectionately
and to Mrs. James too and much love from my wife to you both . . .
Jack

TO HIS WIFE

Saturday
Il Poggio
4, Vicolo Carcano

P.S. I am having some gold fringe put on my pants and I have
assumed the title of Monsignore. It is amazing how easily gentility sits
on me. I believe some people are just naturally swells—you know what
I mean—and fit well in palaces and eat good food naturally and with-
out effort. I remember the first royal palace I saw—seemed to me—
gave me a feeling—just like the old homestead. I often think that
Grandma Jones used to say, ‘the Chapmans were once Kings.” Dear
old Grandpa, with his old cotton socks, wouldn’t he be proud if he
could see me he-hawing and chaw-chawing with Roman princes!

Sunday morning
Feb 12: 1911

I begin the day with breakfast in bed—as I know the Vitis 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 talking about my bath as soon as I arrived yesterday, and whether
I would like it wet or dry or hot or on toast, and that he would pre-
pare it. He began again at dawn. Well, I did a very mean thing to that
man. I took my bath and never told him about it till afterwards. But
I can’t help feeling that by taking breakfast in bed 1 regained his
respect and love.

I am reading old Florentine lyrics in the book T got at Spithéver’s—
and may rake up a Theocritus—though S. didn’t have any. I didn’t
spill any egg in the bed—(or very little) and to show how one ill act
leads to another I ate my eggs out of my coffee cup—so had to drink
my coffee out of the water 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 drink I take, I say this shows! Let this be a
lesson to you! . ..

TO MRS. WINTHROP CHANLER

On the train Thanksgiving day, 1911.
DEear Daisy

Henry Taylor lent me H. Adams’ big book about his Education
which I read half of. This reminds me of you. You are a sort of pupil—
and castaway, drowning, clutcher at the piping Adams as he sits on
his raft at sunset and combs his golden hair with a gold toothpick.

There ought to be people like you in the world—and I hope there
always will be.

But what I wanted to say was how amusing and delightful the
book is. Why, it’s quite a Social fan and Horace Walpole sort of book.
It has the social point of view. Bon ton—if that’s how you spell it—
is the altar, and instead of throwing 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 criticise him.

Did you hear what Howells once said to a boring author who was
trying to wring a compliment out of him? ‘I don’t know how it is,’
said the author, ‘I don’t seem to write as well as I used to do.” ‘Oh,
yes you do—indeed you do. You write as well as you ever did;—But
your taste is improving.’ I swear this is as good as Voltaire. It’s too
good to be new—must come from Alexandria. Only Alexandria was
dull, T think. . ..

Yours affectionately
Jack

TO S. S. DRURY

Barrytown, N. Y.
Nouv. 26: 1916
My pEAar Dr. DRURY

Do you really think that if I had any ideas on the parent and child
question I'd waste them on you? But just now I am taking a loaf and
trying to forget the whole subject. Is the education of the young the
whole of life? I hate the young—I’m worn out with them. They
absorb you and suck you dry and are vampires and selfish brutes at
best. Give me some good old rumsoaked club men—who can’t be im-
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proved and make no moral claims—and let me play chequers with
them and look out of the Club window and think about what I'll

have for dinner.
Yours faithfully
Jorn Jay CraPMAN

Sons and Lovers, by D. H. Lawrence. New York. Modern Library.

Justice Oliwwer Wendell Holmes, His Book Notices and Uncollected Papers. New
York. Central Book Co. 1936.

The Life and Letters of Walter Hines Page, by Burton J. Hendrick. New York.
Doubleday. 1922

The Triple Thinkers, by Edmund Wilson New York Harcourt. 1938.

John Jay Chapman and His Letters, by M. A DeWolfe Howe. Boston. Houghton
Mifflin 1937.

4 Treasury of the World’s Great Letters. Edited by M. Lincoln Schuster. New
York. Simon & Schuster. 1940.
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Tue rorLowve poems were occasioned by the first World
'War. .
During the first years of this century the world to all appearance
was a settled and orderly placc. On the whole, prosperity reigned
and the young 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 working classes was getting better; there
was little unemployment, and model dwellings 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 increasing 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 individual 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 business as
usual. It never occurred to themn 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 singing.”

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 intrinsic 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 giving 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 lines I print here, but his
unhappy fate, and the emotion that is in 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 bright
with the radiance of youth.

You will find other poems by A. E. Housman later in this book. I
felt that his fine lines “On an Army of Mercenaries” should go in

this place.

For the Fallen

LAURENCE BINYON

With proud thanksgiving, 2 mother for her children,
England mourns for her dead across the sea.

Flesh of her flesh they were, spirit of her spirit,
Fallen in the cause of the fiee.

Solemn the drums thrill: Death august and royal
Sings sorrow up into immortal 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 limb, true of eye, steady and aglow.

They were staunch to the end against odds uncounted,
They fell with their faces to the foe.
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They shall grow not old, as we that arc 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 mingle not with their laughing comrades again;
They sit no more at familiar tables of home;

They have no lot in our labour of the day-time;
They slecp beyond England’s foam.

But where our desircs are and our hopes profound,
Felt as a well-spring that is hidden from sight,

To the innermost heart of their own land they are known
As the stars are known to the Night;

As the stars that shall be bright when we are dust,
Moving in marches upon the heavenly plain,

As the stars that are starry in the time of our darkness,
To the end, to the end, they remain.

Everyone Sang

SIEGFRIED SASSOON

Everyone suddenly burst out singing,

And I was filled with such delight

As prisoned birds must find in freedom

Winging wildly across the white

Orchards and dark green fields; on; on; and out of sight.

Everyone’s voice was suddenly lifted,

And beauty came like the setting sun.

My heart was shaken with tcars, and horror

Drifted away. . . . O, but cveryone

Was a bird; and the song was wordless; the singing will never be done.
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From My Diary, July 1914
WILFRID OWEN

Leaves

Murmuring by myriads in the shimmering trees.
Lives

Wakening with wonder in the Pyrenees.
Birds

Cheerily chirping in the early day.
Bards

Singing of summer scything thro’ the hay.
Bees

Shaking the heavy dews from bloom and frond.
Boys

Bursting the surface of the cbony pond
Flashes

Of swimmers carving thro’ the sparkling cold.
Fleshes

Gleaming with wetness to the morning gold.
A mcad

Bordered about with warbling water brooks.
A maid

Laughing the love-laugh with me; proud of looks.
The heat

Throbbing between the upland and the peak.
Her heart

Quivering with passion to my pressed cheek.
Braiding

Of floating flames across the mountain brow.
Brooding

Of stillness; and a sighing of the bough
Stirs

Of leaflets in the gloom; soft petal-showers;

Stars
Expanding with the starr’d nocturnal flowers.
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Greater Love

WILFRED OWEN

Red lips are not so red
As the stained stones kissed by the English dead.
Kindness of wooed and wooer
Seems shame to their love pure.
O Love, your eyes lose lure
When I behold eyes blinded in my stead!

Your slender attitude
Trembles not exquisite like limbs knife-skewed,
Rolling and rolling there
Where God scems not to care;
Till the fierce love they bear
Cramps them in death’s extreme decrepitude.

Your voice sings not so soft,—
Though even as wind murmuring through raftered loft,—
Your dear voice is not clear,
Gentle, and cvening clear,
As theirs whom none now hear
Now earth has stopped their piteous mouths that coughed.

Heart, you were never hot,
Nor large, nor full like 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 screeching overhead.
I bet a rasher to a loaf of bread

That Hull United would beat Halifax
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When Jimmy 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 screeching overhead.

The Soldier
RUPERT BROOKE

If T 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 rich earth a richer 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, breathing English air,
Washed by the rivers, blest by suns of home.

And think, this heart, all evil shed away,
A pulse in the eternal mind, 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 barricade,

When Spring comes back with rustling shade
And apple blossoms fill the air—

I have a rendezvous with Death

When Spring brings back blue days 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 him still.

I have a rendezvous with Death

On some scarred slope of battered hill,
When Spring comes round again this year
And the first meadow flowers appear.

God knows ’twere better to be decp
Pillowed in silk and scented down,

Where Love throbs out in blissful sleep,
Pulse nigh to pulse, and breath to breath,
Where hushed awakenings arc dear . .
But I’ve a rendezvous with Death

At midnight in some flaming town,
When Spring trips north again this year;
And I to my pledged word ain true,

I shall not fail that rendeczvous

The Song of the Ungirt Runners

CHARLES HAMILTON SORLEY

We swing ungirded hips,

And lightened are our eyes,

The rain is on our lips,

We do not run for prize.

We know not whom we trust

Nor whitherward we fare,

But we run becausc we must
Through the great wide air.

The waters of the scas

Are troubled as by storm.

The tempest strips the trees

And does not leave them warm.

Does the tearing tempest pause?

Do the tree tops ask it why?

So we run without a cause
’Neath the big bare sky.

2671



The rain is on our lips,

We do not run for prize.

But the storm the water whips

And the wave howls to the skies.

The winds arise and strike it

And scatter it like sand,

And we run because we like it
Through the broad bright land.

Epitaph on an Army of Mercenaries
A. E. HOUSMAN

These, in the day when hecaven was falling,
The hour when earth’s foundations fled,
Followed their mercenary calling
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.
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I~ My inTRODUCTION fo this anthology I said that in The Trav-
eller’s Library 1 had included 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 mind. The central one
would certainly have been a detective story, for the vogue of this kind of
fiction has been the most remarkable litcrary 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 his taste for them. The names of famous sleuths are as
familiar 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 stories 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 passing, I should mention the fact that I am well aware that
Ellery Queen is a name that covers the personalities of two writers
assisted in their labors, if rumor speaks true, by a staff of stenographers,
sccretaries, reformed burglars, legal advisers and medical experts. The
lliad and the Odyssey are the result of generations of poetic opera-
tion, during which older versions of the material were assimilated and
altered, and we know that even when they were complete, entire pas-
sages of later origin were inserted; but scholars still continue to speak
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of Homer as though one man, the blind old man of Chios, were
the sole author of the two epics; so I feel justified in similarly referring
to the two writers who have written the many books that have carried
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
detective 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 gct a good
murder and be given its solution at the end of a dozen pages; you want
to be tantalized 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 feeling
of something done.

Before leaving you to read the three tales that follow, I should like
to point out to you that it is very difficult to write a detective story
that is exciting and mystifying and that does not too greatly outrage
probability. The author may justly claim a certain suspension of dis-
belicf, but he should not ask you to accept bchavior that runs contrary
to elementary common sense. The motive for the murder should at
least be plausible, its method not so complicated as to scem impossible,
and (to my mind at least) the murdercr should have been able to
persuade himself that with any luck he could get away with it. I
think these three stories satisfy these demands as well as can reasonably
be expected in an imperfect world.

The Avenging Chance
ANTHONY BERKELEY

ROGER SHERINGHAM was inclined to think 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 significant 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 covering them—but you didn’t realise. But for a
piece of the merest bad luck, which the murderer could not possibly
have foreseen, the crime must have 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 in the Albany a week or so after
it happened :—

On the past Friday morning, the fifteenth of November, at half past
ten o’clock, in accordance with his invariable custom, Sir William
Anstruther walked into his club in Piccadilly, the very exclusive Rain-
bow Club, and asked for his letters. The porter handed him three and
a small parcel. Sir William walked over to the fireplace in the big
lounge hall to open them.

A few minutes later another member entered the club, a Mr. Graham
Beresford. There were a letter and a couple of circulars for him, and
he also strolled over to the fireplace, nodding to Sir William, but not
speaking to him. The two men only knew cach other very slightly, and
had probably never exchanged more than a dozen words in all.

Having glanced through his letters, Sir William opened the parcel
and, after a moment, snorted with disgust. Beresford looked at him,
and with a grunt Sir William thrust out a letter which had been en-
closed in the parcel. Concealing a smile (Sir William’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 putting on the market a new
brand of liqueur chocolates designed especially to appeal to men; would
Sir William do them the honour of accepting the enclosed two-pound
box and letting the firm have his candid opinion on them?

“Do they think I'm a blank chorus girl?”” fumed Sir William. “Write
’em testimonials about their blank chocolates, indeed! Blank ’em! I’ll
complain to the blank committee. That sort of blank thing can’t blank
well be allowed here.”

“Well, it’s an ill wind so far as I'm concerned,” Beresford soothed
him. “It’s reminded me of something. My wife and I had a box at the
Umperial last night. I bet her a box of chocolates to a hundred ciga-
rettes that she wouldn’t spot the villain by the end of the second act.
She won. I must remember to get them. Have you seen it—T he Creak-
ing Skull? Not a bad show.”

Sir William 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 politely 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 extraordinarily lucky chance neither the outer wrapper of
the box nor its covering letter were thrown into the fire, and this was
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the more fortunate 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 sub-
sequently extracted and, being a man of orderly habits, put it tidily
away in the waste paper basket, whence it was retrieved later by the
police.

Of the three unconscious protagonists in the impending tragedy,
Sir William was without doubt the most remarkable. Still a year or
two under fifty, he looked, with his flaming 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, Bercsford was rather an ordinary man, a
tall, dark, not handsome fellow of two-and-thirty, quict and reserved.
His father had left him a rich man, but idlencss did not appcal to him,
and he had a finger in a good many business pies.

Moncy attracts money. Graham Beresford had inherited it, he made
it, and, inevitably, he had married it, too. The daughter of a late ship-
owner in Liverpool, with not far off half a million in her own right.
But the money was incidental, for he needed her and would have mar-
ried her just as inevitably (said his friends) if she had not had a
farthing. A tall, rather serious-minded, 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 in 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 marriage.

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, scemed to consist
only of kirsch and maraschino. Beresford, who did not belicve 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 positively burnt her mcouth.

Beresford explained that they were samples of a new brand and then,
made curious by what his wife had said, took one too. A burning taste,
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not intolerable 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, surcly,” said his wife, taking another.
“But they are very strong. I think I rather like them, though.”

Beresford ate another, and disliked it still more. “I don’t,” he said
with decision. “They make my tongue feel quite numb. I shouldn’t eat
any more of them if I were you. I think there’s something wrong with
them.”

“Well, they’re only an expcriment, I suppose,” she said. “But they
do burn. I’m not sure whether I like them or not.”

A few minutes later Beresford went out to keep a business appoint-
ment in the City. He left her still trying to make up her mind whether
she liked them, and still eating them to decide. Beresford remembered
that scrap of conversation afterwards very vividly, because it was the
last time he saw his wife alive.

That was roughly half past two. At a quarter to four Beresford
arrived at his club from the City in a taxi, in a state of collapse. He
was helped into the building by the driver and the porter, and both
described him subsequently as pale to the point of ghastliness, with
staring eyes and livid lips, and his skin damp and clammy. His mind
secmed unaffected, however, and when they had got him up the steps
he was able to walk, with the porter’s help, into the lounge.

The porter, thoroughly alarmed, wanted to send for a doctor at once,
but Beresford, who was the last man in the world to make a fuss, re-
fused to let him, saying that it must be indigestion and he would be all
right in a few minutes. To Sir William Anstruther, however, who was
in the lounge at the time, he added after the porter had gone:

“Yes, and I believe it was those infernal chocolates you gave me, now
I come to think of it. I thought there was something funny about them
at the time. I'd better go and find out if my wife ” He broke off
abruptly. His body, which had becn leaning back limply in his chair,
suddenly heaved rigidly upright; his jaws locked together, the livid lipe
drawn back in a horrible grin, and his hands clenched on the arms of
his chair. At the same time Sir William became aware of an unmistak-
able smell of bitter almonds.

Thoroughly alarmed, believing indeed that the man was dying under
his eyes, Sir William raised a shout for the porter and a doctor. The
other occupants of the lounge hurried up, and between them they got
the convulsed body of the unconscious man into a more comfortable
position. Before the doctor could arrive a telephone message was re-
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ceived at the club from an agitated butler asking 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 poison than his wife,
who after his departure must have eaten at least three more of the
chocolates, so that its action was less rapid and the doctor had time to
save him. 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 in a deep coma.

The police had taken the matter in hand as soon as Mrs. Beresford’s
death was reported to them and the fact of poison established, and it
was only a very short time before things had become narrowed down
to the chocolates as the active agent.

Sir William was interrogated, the letter and wrapper were recovered
from the waste paper basket, and, even before the sick man was out of
danger, a detective inspector was asking for an interview with the man-
aging director of Mason & Sons. Scotland Yard moves quickly.

It was the police theory at this stage, based on what Sir William and
the two doctors had been able to tell them, that by an act of criminal
carelessness on the part of one of Mason’s employces, an excessive
amount of oil of bitter almonds had been included in the filling mixture
of the chocolates, for that was what the doctor had decided must be the
poisoning ingredient. However, the managing director quashed this idea
at once: oil of bitter almonds, he asserted, was never used by Mason’s.

He had more interesting news still. Having read with undisguised
astonishment the covering letter, he at once declared that it was a
forgery. No such letter, no such samples had been sent out by the firm
at all; a new variety of liqueur chocolates had never even been mooted.
The fatal chocolates were their ordinary brand.

Unwrapping and examining one more closely, he called the In.
spector’s attention to a mark on the underside, which he suggested was
the remains of a small hole drilled in the case, through which the liquid
could have been extracted and the fatal filling inserted, the hole after-
wards being stopped up with softened chocolate, a perfectly simple
operation.

He examined it under a magnifying glass and the Inspector agreed.
It was now clear to him that somebody had been trying deliberately
to murder Sir William Anstruther.

Scotland Yard doubled its activities. The chocolates were sent for
analysis, Sir William was interviewed again, and so was the now con-
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scious Beresford. From the latter the doctor insisted that the news of
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 William throw any light on the mystery or produce a
single person who might have any grounds for trying to kill him. He
was living apart from his wife, who was the principal beneficiary in
his will, but she was in the South of France, as the French police 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 interest on the mortgage, and the nephew was consider-
ably better off than Sir Willlam himsclf, there was no motive there.
The policec were at a dead end.

The analysis brought one or two interesting facts to light. Not oil of
bitter almonds but nitrobenzine, a kindred substance, chiefly used in
the manufacture of aniline dyes, was the somewhat surprising poison
employed Each chocolate in the upper layer contained exactly six
minims of 1t, in a mixture of kirsch and maraschino. The chocolates
in the other layers were harmless.

As to the other clues, they secemed equally useless. The sheet of
Mason’s note paper was identificd by Merton’s, the printers, as of their
work, but there was nothing to show how it had got into the murderer’s
possession. All that could be said was that, the cdges being 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 ordinary brown paper with Sir William’s address hand-printed on it
in large capitals, there was nathing to be learnt at all beyond that the
parcel had been posted at the office in Southampton Street betwcen the
hours of 8.30 and 9.30 on the previous evening.

Only onc thing was quite clear. Whoever had coveted Sir William’s
life had no intention of paying for it with his 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 was a classical bird, but they were
in the same housc. He says Beresford’s absolutely knocked over by his
wife’s death. I wish you could find out who sent those chocolates,
Moresby.”
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“So do I, Mr. 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
off with the old light-o’-love and on with the new.”

“Why, that’s just what I’ve been looking into, Mr. Sheringham, sir,”
retorted Chief 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 something like that.”

“That’s a very sound point, Moresby,” Roger meditated. “Very
sound indeed. And Sir William couldn’t help you?”

“Couldn’t,” said Moresby, not without a trace of resentment, “or
wouldn’t. I was inclined to believe at first that he might have his
suspicions and was shielding some woman. But I don’t think so now.”

“Humph!” Roger did not scem quite so sure. “It’s reminiscent, this
case, isn’t it? Didn’t some lunatic once send poisoned chocolates to the
Commissioner of Police himself? A good crime always gets imitated,
as you know.”

Moresby brightened.

“It’s funny you should say that, Mr. Sheringham, 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 interest in Sir William’s death,
whether from motives of gain, 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 religious fanatic who’s probably never
even seen him. And if that’s the case,” Moresby sighed, “a fat chance I
have of ever laying hands on her.”

“Unless Chance stepe in, 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 in it. If I were superstitious,
which I'm not, I should say it wasn’t chance at all, but Providence
avenging the victim.”

“Well, Mr. Sheringham,” said Moresby, who was not superstitious
either, “to tell the truth, I don’t mind what it is, so long as it lets me
get my hands on the right person.”

If Moresby had paid his visit to Roger Sheringham with any hope of
tapping that gentleman’s brains, he went away disappointed.

To tell the truth, Roger was inclined to agrce with the Chief In-
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spector’s conclusion, 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 this 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,
necessitating endless inquiries that a private person would have neither
the time nor the authority to carry out, which can be handled only by
the official police. Roger’s interest in it was purely academic.

It was hazard, a chance encounter nearly a week later, which trans-
lated this interest from the academic into 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 bearing
down on him Mrs. Verreker-le-Flemming. Mrs. Verreker-le-Flemming
was small, exquisite, rich, and a widow, and she sat at Roger’s feet
whenever he gave her the opportunity. But she talked. She talked, in
fact, and talked, and talked. And Roger, who rather liked talking him-
self, could not bear it. He tried to dart across the road, but there was
no opening in the traffic stream. He was cornered.

Mrs. Verreker-le-Flemming fastened on him gladly.

“Oh, Mr. Sheringham! Just the person I wanted to sec. Mr. Sher-
ingham, do tell me. In confidence. Are you taking up this dreadful
business of poor Joan Beresford’s death?”

Roger, the frozen and imbecile grin of civilised intercourse on his
face, tried 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 friends. Quite intimate. And the awful
thing, the truly terrible thing is that Joan brought the whole business
on herself. Isn’t that appalling?”

Roger no longer wanted to escape.

“What did you say?” he managed to insert incredulously.

“I suppose it’s what they call tragic irony,” Mrs. Verreker-le-Flem-
ming chattered on. “Certainly it was tragic enough, and I’ve never
heard anything so terribly 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 William would never have given him the
poisoned ones and he’d have eaten them and died himself and good
riddance? Well, Mr. Sheringham——" Mrs. Verreker-le-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 telling
you because I know you’ll appreciate it. Joan wasn’t playing fair!”

“How do you mean?”” Roger asked, bewildered.

Mrs. Verreker-le-Flemming was artlessly pleased with her sensation.
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“Why, she’u seen the play betore. We went together, 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-le-Flemming
could have wished. “Chance the Avenger! We're none of us immune
from it.”

“Poetic justice, you mean?”’ twittered Mrs. Verreker-le-Flemming,
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 thing like that. She was such a nice girl.
A little close with money, of course, considering how well-off they arc,
but that isn’t anything. Of course it was only fun, and pulling her hus-
band’s leg, but I always used to think Joan was such a serious girl, Mr.
Sheringham. I mean, ordinary people don’t talk about honour, and
truth, and playing the game, and all those things one takes for granted.
But Joan did. She was always saying that this wasn’t honourable, or
that wouldn’t be playing the game. Well, she paid herself for not play-
ing the game, poor girl, didn’t she? Still, it all goes to show the truth of
the old saying, doesn’t it?”

“What old saying?” said Roger, hypnotised by this flow.

“Why, that still waters run deep. Joan must have been deep, 1 m
afraid ” Mrs. Verreker-le-Flemming sighed. It was evidently a social
error to be deep. “I mean, she certainly took me in. She can’t have
becn quite so honourable and truthful as she was always pretending,
can she? And I can’t help wondering whether a girl who'd deceive
her husband in a little thing like that might not—oh, well, I don™
want to say anything against poor Joan now she’s dead, poor darling,
but she can’t have been quite such a plaster saint after all, can she? 1
mean,” said Mrs. Verreker-le-Flemming, in hasty extenuation of these
suggestions, “I do think psychology is so very interesting, don’t von
Mr. Sheringham?”

“Sometimes, very,” Roger agrced gravely. “But you mentionea sir
William Anstruther just now. Do you know him, too?”

“I used to,” Mrs. Verreker-le-Flemming replied, without particular
interest. “Horrible man! Always running after some woman or other.
And when he’s tired of her, just drops her—biff!—like that. At least,”
added Mrs. Verrcker-le-Flemming somewhat hastily, “so I’'ve heard.”

“And what happens if she refuses to be dropped?”

“Oh dear, I’m sure I don’t know. I suppose you’ve heard the latest.”

Mrs. Verreker-le-Flemming hurried on, perhaps a trifle more pink
than the delicate aids to nature on 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 money in. It began
about three weeks ago. You’d have thought that dreadful business of
being responsible, in a way, for poor Joan Beresford’s death would
have sobered him up a little, wouldn’t you? But not a bit of it; he——"

Roger was following another linc of thought.

“What a pity you weren’t at the Imperial with the Beresfords that
cvening. She’d ncver have made that bet if you had been.” Roger
looked extremely innocent. “You weren’t, I suppose.”

“I?” queried Mrs. Verreker-le-Flemming in surprise. “Good gracious,
no. I was at the new revue at the Pavilion. Lady Gavelstoke had a box
and asked me to join her party.”

“Oh, yes. Good show, isn’t it? I thought that sketch The Sempiternal
Triangle very clever. Didn’t you?®”

“The Sempiternal Triangle?” wavered Mrs. Verreker-le-Flemming.

“Yes, in the first half.”

“Oh! Then I didn’t see it. I got there disgracefully late, I'm afraid.
But then,” said Mrs. Verrcker-le-Flemming with pathos, “I always do
secm to be late for simply everything.”

Roger kept the rest of the conversation resolutely upon theatres. But
before he left her he had ascertained that she had photographs of both
Mrs. Beresford and Sir William Anstruther, and had obtained permis-
sion to borrow them some time. As soon as she was out of view he
hailed a taxi and gave Mrs. Verreker-le-Flemming’s address. He
thought it better to take advantage of her permission at a time when
he would not have to pay for it a second time over.

The parlourmaid seemed to think there was nothing odd in his
mission, and took him up to the drawing-room at once. A corner of
the room was devoted to the silver-framed photographs of Mrs.
Verreker-le-Flemming’s friends, and there were many of them. Roger
examined them with interest, and finally took away with him not two
photographs but six, those of Sir William, Mrs. Beresford, Beresford,
two strange males who appeared to belong to the Sir William period,
and, lastly, a likeness of Mrs. Verreker-le-Flemming herself. Roger
liked confusing his trail.

For the rest of the day he was very busy.

His activities would have no doubt seemed to Mrs. Verreker-le-
Flemming not mercly baflling but pointless. He paid a visit to a public
library, for instance, and consulted a work of reference, after which he
took a taxi and drove to the offices of the Anglo-Eastern Perfumery
Company, where he inquired for a certain Mr. Joseph Lea Hardwick
and seemed much put out on hearing that no such gentleman was
known to the firm and was certainly not employed in any of their
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branches. Many 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 individuals and advises
its subscribers regarding investments. Here he entered his name as a
subscriber, and explaining that he had a large sum of money to invest,
filled in one of the special inquiry forms which are headed Strictly
Confidential.

Then he went to the Rainbow Club, in Piccadilly.

Introducing 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, concerning the tragedy.

“Sir William, I understand,” he said finally, as if by the way, “did
not dine here the evening before.”

There it appeared that Roger was wrong. Sir William had dined in
the club, as he did about three times a week.

“But I quite understood he wasn’t here that evening,” Roger said
plaintively.

The porter was emphatic. He remembered quite well. So did a
waiter, whom the porter summoned to corroborate him. Sir William
had dined, rather late, and had not left the dining-room till about nine
o’clock. He spent the evening there, too, the waiter knew, or at least
some of it, for he himself had taken him a whisky and soda in 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 kind, and to the young woman behind 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 picces and
asked him to sce if there was any style there which would suit him,
Roger glanced through them, remarking garrulously to the young
woman that he had been recommended to Merton’s by a very dea
friend, whose photograph he happened to have on him at that moment,
Wasn’t that a curious coincidence? The young woman agreed that
it was.

“About a fortnight ago, I think, my friend was in here last,” said
Roger, producing the photograph. ‘“Recognise this?”

The young woman took the photograph, without apparent interest.

“Oh, yes, I remember. About some note paper, too, wasn’t it? So
that’s your friend. Well, it’s a small world. Now this is a line we’re
selling a good deal of just now.”
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Xoger went back to his rooms to dine. Afterwards, feeling restless,
he wandered out of the Albany and turned up Piccadilly. He wandered
round the Circus, thinking hard, and paused for a moment out of habit
to inspect the photographs of the new revue hung outside the Pavilion.
The next thing he realised was that he had got as far as Jermyn Street
and was standing outside the Imperial Theatre. Glancing at the adver-
tisements of The Creaking Skull, he saw that it began at half past
cight. Glancing at his watch, he saw that the time was twenty-nine
minutes past the hour. He had an evening to get through somehow. He
went inside.

The next morning, very carly 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 Piccadilly
Circus or its neighbourhood at about ten past nine on the evening
before the Beresford crime to the Strand somewhere near the bottom
of Southampton Street, and another who took a fare back between
those points? 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. Sheringham?” Moresby asked
suspiciously.

“Breaking down an interesting alibi,” replied Roger serenely. “By
the way, I know who sent those chocolates to Sir William. I'm just
building up a nice structure of evidence for you. Ring up my rooms
when you’ve got those taximen.”

He strolled out, lcaving Moresby positively gaping after him.

The rest of the day he spent apparently trying to buy a second-hand
typewriter. He was very particular that it should be a Hamilton No. 4.
When the shop people tried to induce him to consider other makes he
refused to look at them, saying that he had had the Hamilton No. 4 so
strongly recommended to him by a friend who had bought one about
thrce 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 sold a Hamilton No. 4 within the last
month, and that was odder still.

At half past four Roger got back to his rooms to await the telephone
message from Moresby. At half past five it came.

“There are fourteen taxidrivers here, littering up my office,’
Moresby offensivcly. “What do you want me to do with ’em?”

“Keep them till I come, Chief Iaspector,” returned Roger with

dignity.

* said

275



The interview with the fourteen was bricf enough, however. To each
man in turn Roger showed a photograph, holding it so that Moresby
could 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, looking
most unofficial, and swung his lcgs. As he did so, a photograph fell
unnoticed out of his pocket and fluttered, facc 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 thing, 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. Sheringham,” he said soberly, “where did you get hold of this®”

“In a secondhand typewriter shop in St. Martin’s Lance. The machine
was sold to an unknown customer about a month ago They identified

. the customer from that same photograph As 1t happened, this machine
had been used for a time in the office after it was repaired, to sce that
it was O.K , and I easily got hold of that specimen of its work ”

“And where is the machine now?”

“Oh, at the bottom of the Thames, I expect,” Roger smiled. “I tell
vou, this criminal takes no unnccessary chances But that doesn’t
matter. There’s your evidence.”

“Humph! It’s all right so far as it gocs,” conceded Moresby “But
what about Mason’s paper?”’

“That,” said Roger calmly, “was extracted from Merton’s book of
sample note papers, as I'd guessed from the very yellowed edges might
be the case. I can prove contact of the criminal with the book, and
there is a gap which will certainly turn out to have been filled by that
piece of paper.”

“That’s fine,” Moresby said morc heartily.

“As for the taximan, the criminal had an alibi. You’ve heard it
broken down. Between ten past nine and twenty-five past, in fact during
the time when the parcel must have been posted, the murderer took
a hurried journey to that neighbourhood, going probably by bus or
Underground, but returning, as I expected, by taxi, because time would
be getting short.”
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“And 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 saying the other day
about Chance the Avenger, my excellent film title? Well, it’s worked
again. By a chance meceting in Bond Street with a silly woman I was
put, by the mecrest accident, in possession of a piece of information
which showed me then and there who had sent those chocolates
addressed to Sir William. There were other possibilities, of course, and
I tested them, but then and there on the pavement I saw the whole
thing, from first to last.”

“Who was the murderer, then, Mr. Sheringham?”” 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 murdercr all along intended us to make.”

“And what was that?” asked Moresby.

“Why, that the plan had miscarried That the wrong person had
been killed. That was just the beauty of it. The plan had not mis-
carried. It had becen bnlliantly successful The wrong person was not
killed. Very much the right person was”

Moresby gasped.

“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 ingcnious Everything was anticipated. It was perfectly natural
that Sir William should hand the chocolates over to Beresford. It was
forescen that we should look for the criminal among Sir William’s
associates and not the dcad woman’s. It was probably even foreseen
that the crime would be considered the work of a woman!”

Moresby, unable to wait any longer, snatched up the photograph.

“Good heavens! But Mr. Sheringham, you don’t mean to tell me that
. . . Sir Wilham himself!”

“He wanted to get rid of Mrs. Beresford,” Roger continued. “He
had liked her well enough at the beginning, no doubt, though it was
her money he was after all the time.

“But the recal 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’s
no doubt about the motive. I made a list of the firms he’s interested in
and got a report on them. They’re all rocky, every one. He'd got
through all his own moncy, and he had to get more.

“As for the nitrobenzine which puzzled us so much, that was simple
enough. I looked it up and found that 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
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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 William?” said Roger sharply. “Who’s talking about Sir Wil-
liam? I told you the photograph of the murderer was in my pocket.”
He whipped out the photograph in question 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 life,” he went on
more mildly, “didn’t want his wife but did want her money. He con-
trived this plot, providing as he thought against every contingency that
could possibly arise. He established a mild alibi, if suspicion ever should
arise, by taking his wife to the Imperial, and slipped out of the theatre
at the first interval. (I sat through the first act of the dreadful thing
myself last night to sce when the interval came.) Then he hurried
down to the Strand, posted his parcel, and took a taxi back. He had
ten minutes, 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 morning at ten thirty, as regularly as clockwork; he knew
that for a psychological certainty he could get the chocolates handed
over to him if he hinted for them; he knew that the police would go
chasing after all sorts of false trails starting from Sir William. 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 point away from him to some anonymous lunatic.”

“Well, it’s very smart of you, Mr. Sheringham,” Moresby said, with
a little sigh, but quite ungrudgingly. “Very smart indced. What was it
the lady told you that showed you the whole thing in a flash?”

“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 Mrs.
Berusford 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 was 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 left 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 so 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 William hadn’t
handed over the chocolates after all? Supposing he’d kept ’em, to give
to one of his own ladies?”

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
William had. Do give my man credit for being what he is. You don’t
imagine he sent the poisoned ones to Sir William, 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 right out of his way to
present opportunities to Chance.

“If,” added Roger, “Chance really is the right word.”

The Crime in Nobody's Room
CARTER DICKSON

BaNDs WERE PLAYING and seven suns were shining; 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 into the
taxi. He beamed on the taxidriver. He beamed on the night 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 drinks. It was true that he had attended an excellent bachelor
party, to celebrate Jimmy Bellchester’s wedding. But Denham would
have maintained that he was upheld by spiritual things; and he had
proved his exalted temperance by leaving the party at a time when
many of the guests were still present.

As he had pointed out in a speech, it was only a month before his
own wedding to Miss Anita Bruce. Anita, in fact, lived in the same
block of flats and on the same floor as himself. This fact gave him great
pleasure on the way home. Like most of us, Denham in this mood felt
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a strong urge to wake people up in the middle of the night and talk to
them. He wondered whether he ought to wake up Anita. But in his
reformed state he decided against it, and felt like a saint. He would
not even wake up Tom Evans, who shared the flat with hini—though
that stern young business man usually worked so late at the office that
Denham got in before he did.

At a few minutes short of midnight, then, Denham steered his way
into the foyer of Medici Court. Pearson, the night porter, followed
him to the automatic lift.

“Everything 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 singing, do you, sir?”’ asked Pearson with
some anxiety.

“As a matter of fact,” said Denham, who had not previouslv con-
sidered this, “I do You are full of excellent ideas, Pearson. But let us
sing nothing improper, Pearson. Let it be something 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 going to Manchester this after-
noon, to stay a weck, but he changed his mind He’s upstairs now ”

This terrible hint referred to the autocrat of Medici Court, Cellini
Court, Bourbon Court, and half a dozen other great hives. Sir Rufus
Armingdale, high khan of builders, not only filled London with
furnished flats which really were the last word in luxury at a low price:
he showed his pride in his own merchandise by living in them.

“No special quarters for me,” he was quoted as saying, with fist
upraised for emphasis. “No castle in Surrey or barracks in Park Lane.
Just an ordinary flat; and not the most expensive of ’em either. That’s
where I'm most comfortable, and that’s where you’ll find me.”

Considering all the good things provided in Armingdale’s Furnished
Flats, even his autocratic laws were not much resented. Nor could
anyone resent the fact that all the flats in a given building were
furnished exactly alike, and that the furniture must be kept in the
position Rufus Armingdale gave it. Medici Court was “Renaissance,”
as Bourbon Court was “Louis XV”: a tower of rooms like luxurious
cells, and only to be distinguished from each other by an ornament on
a table or 2 picture on a wall.

But Sir Rurus’s leases even discouraged pictures. Considering that
he was something of an art collector himself, and had often been
photographed in his own flat with his favourite Greuze or Corot, some
annoyance was felt at this. Sir Rufus Armingdale did not care. You
either leased one of his flats, or you didn’t. He was that sort of man.
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Qtherwise, 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 in 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 certain. Pearson saw him put his
finger on the proper button in the lift. But nothing else is certain, since
the hall upstairs was dark. Pushing open a door—either his key fitted it
or the door was open—Denham congratulated himself on getting home.

Also, he was a little giddy. He found himself in the small foyer,
where lights were on. After a short interval he must have moved into
the sitting room, for he found himself sitting’back in an armchair and
contemplating familiar surroundings through a haze. Lights were
turned on here as well* yellow-shaded lamps, one with a pattern like
a dragon on the shade.

Something began to trouble him. There was something odd, he
thought, about thosc lamp shades. After some study, it occurred to him
that he and Tom Evans hadn’t any lamp shades like that. They did
not own any bronze book ends either. As for the curtains . . .

Then a picture on the wall swam out of oblivion, and he stared at
it. It was a small dull-coloured picture over the sideboard. And it
penetrated into his mind at last that he had got into the wrong flat.

Everything now showed itself to him as wrong" it was as though a
blur had come into focus.

“Here, I’'m sorry!” he said aloud, and got up

There was no reply. The heinousness of his offence partly steadied
him. Where in the name of sanity was he? There were only three other
flats on the second floor. One of these was Anita Bruce’s Of the others,
one was occupied by a brisk young newspaper man named Conyers,
and the other by the formidable Sir Rufus Armingdale.

Complete panic caught him. He felt that at any moment a wrathful
occupant might descend on him, to call him a thief at worst or a
snooper at best. Turning round to scramble for the door, he almost ran
into another visitor in the wrong flat.

This visitor sat quictly in a tall chair near the door. He was a thin,
oldish, well-dressed man, wearing thick-lensed spectacles, and his head
was bent forward as though in meditation. He wore a soft hat and a
thin oilskin waterproof coloured green: a jaunty and bilious-looking
coat for such a quiet figurc The quiet light made it gleam.

“Plcase cxcuse——" Denham began in a rush, and talked for some
seconds before he realized that the man had not moved.

Denham stretched out his hand. The coat was one of those smooth,
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almost seamless American waterproofs, yellowish outside and green
inside; and for some reason the man was now wearing ‘t inside out.
Denham was in the act of telling him this when the heaa lolled, the
smooth oilskin gleamed again, and he saw that the man was dead.

Tom Evans, stepping out of the lift at a quarter past one, found the
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 merging into a
single line across his forehead, looked a little like a Norman baron in a
romance. Some might have said a robber baron, for he carried a brief
case and was a stern man of business despite his youth. But what he
saw now made him mo