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SINCLAIR LEWIS
A Biographical Sketch

HE resentment that Sinclair Lewis as a youth felt because

Minnesota had "no Robin Hoods, no lvanhoes, no Round

Tables, no clanging tournaments, and no solemn castles’
to relieve the dullness of Sauk Center, Minnesota, his native vil-
lage, foreshadowed the resentment that Sinclair Lewis the man
had for the barrenness he saw in American small town life. This
resentment found expression in the novel Main Street (1920)
which firmly establisned his reputation.

Carl Van Doren claims that by nature this son of the wind-
swept prairies has always passionately demanded that human
life be beautiful and splendid. Today in New York from his
tower, "high up in the air and surrounded by a view on four
ddes” he contemplates twentieth century American life and
continues to extend the circle of his panoramic exposures.

Perhaps Main Street never would have been written had the
author's father chosen to practice medicine in New Haven, Con-
necticut, his birthplace, or had he made his home in London,
Ontario, the birthplace of Sinclair Lewiss mother, the daughter
of a physician. Undoubtedly, many of Sinclair Lewiss memories
of Sauk Center during his first eighteen years of life before his
departure for Yale in 1903 found a place in Main Street. His
experiences during those last years of the nineteenth century
were those that the son of a country doctor in any Middle-West
village of twenty-five hundred people might have known—study-
ing, skating, coasting, sawing and splitting firewood for the
kitchen range, mowing the lawn, hunting for partridges in
autumn, reading, and driving with his father on country cdls.

While growing up in Sauk Center, Harry Lewis as he was
known then and during his college days, gave many indications
of the restless energy and criticd spirit that have aways marked
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him. He studied Greek under the guidance of the Episcopd
rector; he wanted to learn French, a language "tinged with
impropriety” in the minds of his fellow townsmen; and he
questioned the biblical interpretations given in the Congrega-
tional Sunday school he attended. Leaving Sauk Center to en-
roll in Oberlin Academy, Oberlin, Ohio, he stayed there for six
months in preparation for Yde.

His literary career had its beginning when he became an editor
of the Yale Literary Magazine. After three years in an Eastern
college he remained essentidly a product of the Middle West;
he was not in sympathy with the mental environment of a New
England college, and he was in constant rebellion against its cast-
iron socid formulas. "The college soon became aware of him,
though no one, it is quite certain, realized that he was to become
the most widely known graduate of his generation. He was dif-
ferent; he would not fit into the common mold—and conse-
quently,” writes one of his biographers, Mr. Oliver Harrison, "he
was regarded with the intangible hostility and the pretense of
indifference that are the familiar reactions of the American col-
lege boy to the individual who will not conform.”

Then followed a period in the socidist and Utopian Colony
—Helicon Hall—founded by Upton Sinclair, whose disciple he
had become; a period in a tenement in the gas-house district
of Manhattan while he wrote child verse for household maga
zines and jokes for Life and Puck; a period of work as assistant
editor on Transatlantic Talcs and an attempt for a few months
as a free-lance writer of fiction; then a period of adventuring—
not his first, for during college vacations he had made two trips
on cattle-boats—when he st out for a job on the Panama Cana
only to find himsdlf not fitted for the work. Enriched by a wide
and varied experience, he returned to Yae to take his BA. de-
gree with the Class of 1908.

He was now faced with the task of making a living. The
retlessness of his early days was still upon him. He traversed
the continent from east to west, working as a reporter on the
San Francisco Bulletin, as an editor for the Volta Review, a
magazine for the deaf. In 1910 he took an editorial job with
Stokes, in 1912 he became assgant editor of Adventure, later
editor of the Publishers Newspaper Syndicate, and finaly editor
and advertisng manager of the George H. Doran Company.
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Meanwhile he was meeting a little success in the sde of his
dories to the Saturday Evening Post. In 1914 with the sde of
Our Mr. Wrenn, feeling justified in assuming the responghilities
of a home in one of the stucco houses in Fores Hills Long
Idand, Mr. Lewis married Miss Grace Livingston Hegger of
New York City.

Our Mr. Wrenn, a whimsca story with a happy ending, was
followed the next year by The Trail of the Haw\, done under
the influence of the aroma of coffee in the early morning hours
a an improvised work table, the bread board tilted over the
kitchen sink. The knowledge of aviation reflected in this early
book suggests Mr. Lewiss method of careful research studies in
each field of activity sdected for his later novels. Leaving the
George H. Doran Company to devote his entire time to writing,
Mr. Lewis produced two books in 1917, The Job and The Inno-
cents. In 1919 Free Air appeared in the Saturday Evening Post
as a successful seria, with a garage man as the hero.

Meantime, during the first three years of this period of un-
interrupted writing, the Lewises wandered from place to place in
the United States. They spent the first winter in Florida and
Georgia and the first summer touring in a "flivver" from Min-
nesota to Seattle and thence to San Francisco. In 1917 their only
child, Wells, was born. Then a winter in . Paul was followed
by a summer on Cape Cod, a winter in Minnegpalis, a summer
in a small Minnesota town, and a drive through Tennessee,
Virginia, Pennsylvania, and findly to Washington, D. C, where
Main Street was written in one arduous year.

Main Street was not the fruit of merely one year of writing.
During fifteen years the novel was in the process of coming into
being. As the author's knowledge of life increased through his
keen observations and varied experiences, his origind idea for
the volume developed and took shape in the publication of 1920
Its success won for him freedom to write, and fame both at home
and abroad. Within two years it was being trandated into Ger-
man, Dutch, Swedish, and French. In England Sinclair Lewis
was acclaimed the Dickens of America. His revelation of the
minutest details of small-town life in America has linked his
name in the comments of critics with an English contemporary
novelist, Arnold Bennett, who wrote of life in the smal towns
of his native Staffordshire in most of his books of which Clay-
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hanger and The Old Wives Tale are judged by critics to be the
best. Main Street is a satirical story of life in a small American
town during the first decade of the twentieth century. By way
of introduction Sinclair Lewis writes: "The town is, in our tae,
cdled 'Gopher Prairie, Minnesota' But its Main Street is the
continuation of Main Streets everywhere. The story would be
the same in Ohio or Montana, in Kansas or Kentucky or Illinois,
and not very differently would it be told Up York State or in
the Carolina hills"

The success of Main Street forced Sinclair Lewis to take his
family abroad to escape playing the role of a literary lion in
America. For this reason Babhitt, published in 1922, was written
in Europe. Babbitt is a satire of modern American city life, of
boodters, of joiners, and of service clubs. It has been a universal
favorite in the critical world, primarily because in it Mr. Lewis
has achieved the creation of a character comparable to Mr.
Micawber in Dickenss David Copperfield. Today in both Eng-
land and America the characterization of anyone as a Babbitt
IS as readily understood as was the application of the name Mr.
Micawber in the Victorian era

In March, 1925, Arrowsmith was published, Mr. Lewiss per-
sonal favorite; the only one, he says, "he can stand reading." His
scond wife, Dorothy Thompson, the distinguished journdist,
whom he married in 1928, prefers Arrowsmith but believes
Babhitt is a better piece of work. In 1926 Mantrap was released.
It is an exhilarating story of the adventure of a New York lawyer
on a vacation in the Canadian woods.

A few years before, the Pulitzer Prize jury had sdected Main
Street as the best novel of the year "on the ground that it made
a specific, and above dl a redly effective, protest against the
shortcomings of American character and the stifling complacency
of the atmosphere in which most Americans live, and by impli-
cation promoted higher standards and a more wholesome society,
thus squaring with the intention of the founder." The trustees
of the Pulitzer Prize overruled the jury at that time in favor of
Mrs. Wharton's Age of Innocence. In 1926 the trustees confirmed
the sdection of Arrowsmith by the jury, but Sinclair Lewis
refused this prize of one thousand dollars as a protest against
the restrictive terms of the award, which in his estimation places
too much gtress on purpose, and not enough on art, in fiction,
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This caused much comment. Some critics consdered his refusal
"a bid for publicity"; others maintained that he was starting a
timely discusson of debatable questions: the wisdom of en-
couraging prize-giving in literature and art, and the correct in-
terpretation of the Pulitzer definition of merit in its require-
ment that the prize-winning novel should represent "the whole-
some atmosphere of American life and the highest standard of
American manners and manhood."

In Arrowsmith Mr. Lewis turned from his vivid portraya of
communities—the small town in Main Street and modern Amer-
ican city life in Babbitt—to direct his attack against commercid-
ism in medicine and science. In the two earlier novels he had
flashed his satirical searchlight upon ideds of success generdly
sought and accepted by Americans; in Arrowsmith he created
in Dr. Martin Arrowsmith a man who struggles against such
success, a suceess that would thwart his search for truth. In 1927
Mr. Lewis continued his attack against the materidistic spirit in
various phases of American life through Elmer Gantry. In this
the author has printed a picture somewhat out of focus. The
caricature drawn of Elmer Gantry the preacher is so obvious that
the author's introductory statement, "No character in this book
is the portrait of any actual person,” seems superfluous. This book
reflects the technique of ajournalist rather than that of a noveligt.

In The Man Who Knew Coolidge, published in 1928 the
device of the monologue was put to a new use The sdtirica
Lewis is a his best in a few of the monologues of Mr. Lowell
Schmaltz, a resdent of Zenith in the office-supply busness
whose Pullman-car discourses on the radio, Babbitts of America,
motor tours, cafeterias, and the rest are amusing and dlever. In
1929 Dodsworth contributed another portrait to Sinclair Lewiss
galery of Zenith residents. Samuel Dodsworth, a successful auto-
mobile manufacturer, ssems to have won the sympathy of the
author as Martin Arrowsmith had. The book has been described
as "a sort of emotiond and spiritual Cook's tour" through Eu-
rope.

In Sinclair Lewiss gallery of portraits only a few women have
a place of prominence. Among these Leora, Martin Arrowsmith's
first wife, is without doubt his masterpiece. In Main Street Carol
Kennicott, of a rebdlious spirit, attempted reforms in Gopher
Prairie, an American town of the Middle West for which she
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had neither tolerance nor love, and met defeat. Whether Samuel
Dodsworth's wife, Fran, the supercilious and self-centered woman
of wedth and leisure, is of sufficient significance to become, as
hes been suggested by a critic, "an epithet for vapid society
matrons to hurl at their equaly vapid ssers’ is questionable.
Ann Viewers (1933) adds a portrait of another woman to his
gdlery. The title implies that Ann Vickers is the mogt carefully
drawn of al the women in his novels. This exceedingly modern
biographica novel introduces Ann as a radiantly happy tomboy
in asmal Illinois town, who in the course of time leaves college
eager to do her bit in the world and becomes a socia-welfare
worker. The author leaves her at the age of forty when, after
many bitter experiences dong life's highway, Ann Vickers has
achieved an adjustment between her personal problem as a
woman and her desire for a career. Her varied activities as a
socid worker provide ample opportunity to satisfy the author's
bias for tire.

Sinclair Lewis has been acclamed one of the mogt brilliant
students of society in our times. He was the first American to
recaive the Nobd Prize in Literature, with Arrowsmith as the
chief reason. Since 1901, in accordance with the will of Alfred B.
Nobel, Swedish inventor and philanthropist, prizes for the great-
e contributions toward the progress of the world and the wd-
fare of mankind have been awarded annually in the fields of
physics, chemistry, medicine, literature, and peace. On the after-
noon of December n, 1930, amid pomp and ceremony of the
Swedish Court, King Gustaf of Sweden conferred upon Mr.
Lewis the specidly engraved check for $46,350 and an embossed
diploma with the official citation: "The 1930 Nobd Prize in Lit-
erature is awarded to Sinclair Lewis for his powerful and vivid
art of description and his ability to use wit and humor in the
cregtion of original characters”" The sdection of Mr. Lewis by the
Swedish Academy for the award in literature caused much criti-
cd comment in America Mr. William Lyon Phelpss comment
was. "Admire him or not, he is a distinguished man of |etters.
His ways are not my ways, his literary gods are no gods of mine;
but | say he deserved the prize and | am glad he got it. ... His
truculent and denunciatory speech will do a vast amount of
good. It has dready accomplished much. He stirred up literary
discussons dl over America ... | can think of no speech on
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literature in my lifetime that had such an audience or girred up
such a rumpus as the acceptance gpeech of Lewis."

We are told that Mr. Lewis was red-faced and as nervous as
a schoolboy when he walked through the distinguished and
cheering gathering to receive his prize from the King. His ad-
dress was an attack on the old order and a plea for reease to
write of life as living life. He said: ". . . in America mogt of
us—not the readers done but even writers—are Hill afraid of
any literature which is not a glorification of everything Ameri-
can, aglorification of our faultsaswell asour virtues." In closing
he introduced an optimistic note: "I have, for the future of
American literature, every hope and every eager belief. We are
coming out, | believe, of the stuffiness of safe, and sane, and in-
credibly dull provincialism. There are young Americans today
who are doing such passionate and authentic work that it makes
me sick to see | am a little too old to be one of them. ... |
salute them, with a joy in being not yet too far removed from
their determination to give to the America that has mountains
and endless prairies, enormous cities and log, far cabins, billions
of money and tons of faith, the America that is as strange as
Russia and as complex as China, a literature worthy of her vast-
ness”

Sinclair Lewiss extensive travels in the United States and Eu-
rope enabled him to observe inns, inn keepers, hotels, "run-down,
red-lesther hotel lobbies™ and hotd managers. Early in life his
dynamic mind doubtless made recordings of his experiences as
anight clerk during a summer's holiday in Sauk Center's Pamer
House. Of his Work of Art, published in 1934, Henry Sddd
Canby comments that in it the novdist "with his uncanny sense
for new significances in current living has dramatized an indti-
tution as characteristic of American life as the circus, and much
like one, and has with infinite pains reduced a vast body of
expert observation and research into a work of art.”

After receiving the Nobe Prize in December, 1930, Sinclair
Lewis spent Christmas in Berlin. In August, 1932, he left Amer-
ica for an indefinite stay in a villa a Semmering, Austria. Dur-
ing these and many other sojourns in Europe he had ample
opportunity to observe what was happening in Germany and
in other European countries. Ever alert to discover possble men-
aces to American society, Mr. Lewis repeated in his title for his
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fifteenth novel, It Can't Happen Here, what some Americans
were claiming. Through a mingling of fiction with fact, of fic-
titious with real characters, the book, published in 1935, stimu-
lated much thought and comment on a possible future in Amer-
ican politics. As Carl Van Doren points out, "Countless readers
to whom fascism was only a foreign word came to visualize the
thing in a native form, ugly and deadly." Elmer Davis has said
It Cant Happen Here is essentially an ode to liberty by one who
hates all enemies of liberty.

In The Prodigal Parents, published in 1938 readers find a
timely commentary on American life in the revolt of middie-
aged parents against their two selfish children. Two years later
Bethel Merriday was published, a study of a young girl's career
from the days of high-school dramatics to her first rehearsal for
a Broadway comedy. In 1943 Gideon Planish, Sinclair Lewiss
eighteenth novel, was released. Gideon Planish is a man desirous
of success a any cost. Though not a Babbitt, a Dodstvorth, or
an Arrowsmith, Clifton Fadiman recommends it for its vigor,
its invention, and its atmosphere of "keep-things-moving."

In 1935 a volume of stories selected from contributions to mag-
azines from 1917 to 1931 appeared. William Rose Benet, in his
reflections on a few months he and Sinclair Lewis lived together
in Cdlifornia shortly after graduation from Yae, expressed
amazement at "the man's ability to reel off stories” He adds in
his magazine article of 1934, "Earlier Lewis" that often on walks
through Carmel woods of a summer night, Harry, or "Red" as
he cdled him then, "would launch into some yarn that he had
made up on the spur of the moment; and before we were back
a our cottage . . . the whole story would have been completed
in recitative. It was a marvelous performance, and apparently
his fund of invention was inexhaustible." However, in spite of
the fact that he has from youth been a prolific teller of taes,
his stories are proclaimed by many critics to be inferior to his
novels. Robert Cantwell considers his short stories written for the
Saturday Evening Post "particularly bad because there is so much
evidence that Lewis knew so much better when he wrote them.”

Sinclair Lewiss first venture at play writing was Hobohemia,
dramatized and produced in New York in 1919. The success of
Sidney Howard's screen version of Arrowsmith with Ronald
Coman and Helen Hayes in the leading roles encouraged him
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to consent to a dramatization of Dodsworth for the stage. "Sin-
clair Lewis had a good time when he saw Arrowsmith, and 0,
quite suddenly,” writes Sidney Howard in his Postscript on
Dramatization to preface his dramatization of Dodsworth, "I
found myself embarked on dramatizing Dodsworth for the
dage” February 24, 1934, marked the opening of a long and
successful run of 315 engagements for the play in New York
with Walter Huston, Fay Bainter, and Nan Sunderland as the
principal characters. Later an effective screen presentation was
produced.

In 1935 Jayhawker was published by Sinclair Lewis and Lloyd
Lewis, a writer of drama reviews. This Civil War play had
opened in New York November 5, 1934, with Fred Stone as
Ace Burdette. The Sinclair Lewis-John C. Moffitt dramatization
of the novel It Can't Happen Here was produced simultaneously
in 1936 by twenty-one units of the Federal Theater Project of
the W.PA. in twenty-eight theaters located in thirteen different
cities. The runs were long as a rule. The New York unit gave
ninety-five performances.

In 1939 Angela Is Twenty-Two was produced. Sinclair Lewis
played the part of a middle-aged doctor seeking to keep up with
his youthful wife. He was replaced before the Chicago engage-
ment, and soon after this play, his stage career ended. His ex-
periences writing plays, his attempts at acting, and his contacts
with the theater and theater folk provided material for the 1940
novel Bethel Merriday.

In the spring of 1938 Dr. Charles Seymour, President of Yale
University, announced that Sinclair Lewis, Yae, '07, the only
American who had then received the Nobel Prize in Literature,
had given the Yale University Library the manuscripts of nearly
al his writings, the notebooks used in composing them, the for-
€ign trangations of his novels and other material "which will give
the students of the future ideal facilities for studying methods
of work of this most important American writer." The first
drafts were typed by Lewis himsaf with revisons, deetions,
and additions in his own handwriting, showing his effort toward
perfection of expression.

It was not as a writer of verse, in which he was engaged dur-
ing his college days, not as a dramatist, not as a lecturer, not as
a writer of short stories, not as a contributor of articles, contro-
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versa and otherwise, but as a noveis that Sinclair Lewis has
won recognition in America and Europe. He has faced un-
daunted the mogt bitter of criticism from contemporary critics.
He has experienced disappointments in broken friendships and
in other of life's relationships. He has had two sons. first Wells,
then Michadl, the younger son, born in 1930, the year of the
Nobel prize award. He has suffered the loss of his twenty-seven-
year-old son, Lieutenant Wells Lewis, killed in action in France,
October 29, 1944, in the defense of the America both he and his
father loved. This came at a time when Lieutenant Lewis was
beginning to show promise of carrying on the Lewis tradition
in the literary world.

As this biography is being published, Sinclair Lewis is moving,
for a permanent home, to a house which he has purchased in
Duluth, Minnesota, overlooking the great inland sea of Lake
Superior. It is probable that he loves the lakes, the woods and
prairies of his native Minnesota more than any urban scene, or
even the cool hills of New England.

However, he has traveled on land, on sea, and in the air in
quest of material for the eighteen novels to his credit. They have
been transated—some into Hebrew and others into most of the
languages on the European continent. "When he writes a novel
he will travel to the ends of the earth to get data" And, George
Jean Nathan adds, "He will interview people in al walks of life,
secure practical experience by actualy doing, read reference
books, live where necessary to get aimosphere” Today, Sinclair
Lewis is still urged on by the same scientific spirit that caused
Martin Arrowsmith to pray thus:

"God give me unclouded eyes and freedom from haste. God
give me quiet and relentless anger against dl pretense and all
pretentious work and dal work left dack and unfinished. God
give me a restlessness whereby | may neither deep nor accept
praise till my observed results equal my calculated results or in
pious glee | discover and assault my error. God give me strength
not to trust to God!"

BARBARA GRACE SPAYD
January18, 195
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How Arrowsmith Was Written

listened one night in the summer of 1922 to a heated

debate on medica teaching and science that lasted until
two in the morning. Mention of his purpose was answered by,
"All right, why don't you do it?" Mr. Lewis turned to a young
bacteriologist who had just left the laboratories of the Rockefeller
Institute for Medica Research, Dr. Paul Henry de Kruif, to
whom he had been introduced that evening. He replied that he
would write it if Dr. de Kruif would check up on the science
to see that it was absolutely correct.

In the winter of 1922 an al-night discussion between Mr. Lewis
and Dr. de Kruif resulted in a plan to collaborate in the writing
of a story of a doctor. Then events happened rapidly. The next
morning tickets to the West Indies Idand of Barbados were pur-
chased. Two weeks later, in January, 1923 with the impedimenta
of heavy medical books, maps, papers, charts, and letters of in-
troduction to doctors and soldiers, they set off on their work and
wanderings.

Sinclair Lewiss desire to have a doctor hero in a nove had
been only partially satisfied in the character of "Doc’ Kennicott
in Main Street. The environment of his youth had offered him
ample opportunity to become familiar with the work and ideals
of doctors; his father, his grandfather, a brother, and an uncle
were physicians. Now fulfillment of his wish had been hastened
by the casua but fortunate meeting with this young bacteriolo-
gis, whom Sinclair Lewis recognized immediately as the one
man to help him. Their meeting seemed more like a reunion
of long-separated friends.

Dr. de Kruif, like Dr. Martin Arrowsmith, is a hero-worshiper.
Attracted by the tales of adventure in the wandering life of Roy
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Fritsche—once a sailor on the Great Lakes, then an engineer in
the eectric-light plant in Zeeland, Michigan, the lad's home town
—he enjoyed with this first hero the one after-dark dissipation
permitted him by his father, a Hollander, who advocated rigid
discipline for his broad-faced, brown-eyed son. Frequently his
friend said to him: "Kid, you must make something out of your
life; get an education, stick to something, not drift from pillar
to post like I've done, ending up here as night nurse to a light
plant." Or: "Paul, you want to go to college and show your
father what you can do. Don't waste your time with athletics or
carousing around. Really study—dig into it. Why, laying the
water main here, you're the best pickman on the whole job. You
make the dirt fly. Well, go down to Ann Arbor and do the
same” He, who had done just enough work in high school to
warrant graduation, listened to the advice of the older man, said
nothing, but thought much.

Paul de Kruif entered the University of Michigan with the
intention of carrying out his father's wishes to become an engi-
neer. But such a career was thwarted before it was started by
the reading of a magazine article that inspired within the young
freshman a desire for the career of a doctor. Soon he was enrolled
in the premedical course. Later another magazine article pro-
vided him with a more clearly defined course and with a second
hero, Dr. Paul Ehrlich, the great German physician and bacteri-
ologist, winner of a 1908 Nobe Prize. To become a scientist, a
dreamer, a searcher, kindled the enthusiasm of this twenty-year-
old college boy. Stirred by his desire to become a microbe-hunter,
he soon became a devotee of Dr. F. G. Novy, professor of bac-
teriology, worked sixteen hours a day on bacteriology and the
study of immunity to disease, lost his youthful assurance and
credulity, and began to question the validity of his conclusions.

In 1912 De Kruif was selected by Dr. Novy to be his assistant
in bacteriology. In 1914 he was made instructor in bacteriology;
in 1915 he won the title of assistant professor in the faculty of
the medical school of the University of Michigan. Paul de Kruif
had become a microbe-hunterl In 1916 he received the degree
of Ph.D. In 1917 he answered the call of the World War and
as gangrene expert served at the front with the American Expe-
ditionary Force. During the last few months of the war he had
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charge of injecting gas gangrene serum into the troops of the
American Fifth Divison.

In 1919 and 1920 Dr. de Kruif was back on the campus of the
University of Michigan, engrossed once more in the al-absorbing
and dramatic search for truth. But he was experiencing the effect
of the war. He left Ann Arbor, went East, and in 1920 joined
the staff of the Rockefeller Institute for Medical Research. One
spring day early in his instructorship Paul de Kruif felt an urge
to leave his laboratory. Without plan or purpose he wandered
across the campus toward the library. Soon he found himself
before a shelf of red-star books. He sdlected a copy of Tono
Bungay by H. G. Wells. He cut classes and read until dawn.
Another world of achievement was opened to him, a new world
that he had not explored. In his hunt for microbes a microbe
had found him. He frequented the library, extending his out-
look, fascinated now by Wells, then by Russian literature; dowly
but surely that microbe was insinuating itself into his life stream.
Not provided with a serum to withstand the attack, Dr. de Kruif
finaly fell avictim. He severed his association with the Rocke-
feller Ingtitute in 1922. That year he met Sinclair Lewis.

After his tour to the West Indies and thence to England and
France with Mr. Lewis, the microbe-hunter went in search of
microbe-hunters over a trail blazed by big discoveries in science,
for the purpose of revealing to the lay public the men behind
these discoveries that are transforming the world. Here is an-
other evidence of the hero-worship that had directed in so great
a degree his career.

Though held by the lure of writing, Dr. de Kruif is gill a
seeker after truth. His scientific technique and his knowledge
of French, German, and Dutch contribute to his cregtive efforts
to liberate for a nontechnica reading public truths that have
generdly been confined within the covers of technica journals.
His scientific technique directs him to original sources. He jour-
neyed over Europe, carrying on research studies in bacteriology
at Pasteur Ingtitute in Paris, in Brussdls, at the British Museum
Library in London, in the Library of the Roya Society of Medi-
cine, the College of Surgeons, and the Royal Society of London.
As a result of these studies Microbe Hunters was published in
192%6. Dr. de Kruif, the bacteriologist and writer of scientific
treatises for scientists, had established himsdlf as an author for
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a larger reading public. His first volume was followed in 1928
by Hunger Fighters, in 1929 by Seven Iron Men, and in 1932 by
Men Against Death.

The passenger ship which carried Sinclair Lewis and his col-
laborator down into the southern sess was, doubtless, not unlike
that on which Dr. Martin Arrowsmith took passage for S
Hubert. While people on deck idled their time away, Sinclair
Lewis, described by his friend as a lank, toudly, red-haired figure
in an impossible gaudy silk dressing-gown, worked at his type-
writer. He is "on the surface restless, hasty of temper, genid,
given to sudden likes and didikes and to rambling wild talk,"
writes Dr. de Kruif, "yet he is patient, precise, and accurate
when he sits down to his typewriter," though every now and
then "he makes his flimsy little machine explode into staccato
bursts of racket that remind one of gun fire"

Day by day as the boat neared the island of Barbados the
characters in Arrowsmith became more real and the story pro-
gressed, interrupted, however, at any hour day or night by long
heeted discussions on technical terms the meaning of which Mr.
Lewis did not grasp but the sound of which appeded to him, or
by stinging criticisms of a scientific view expressed by Dr. de
Kruif in order to get his friend angry enough to defend it.
Though not a scientist, Sinclair Lewis approached his work on
Arrowsmith in a manner that reflects the spirit of a scientist.
He tried to comprehend the spirit that moves men who might
have been eminent physicians or surgeons to work for paltry pay
in laboratories. In order to arouse his collaborator to defend
them, he would attack scientids, their ideals and motives. When
al objections were disposed of, he would say, "Wdl, maybe
you're right."

"A part of the story,” writes Dr. de Kruif, "is laid in a tropicd
city smitten into tragic dlence by a murderous epidemic of
bubonic plague. One hot, ill Sunday afternoon our Steamer
touched for a couple of hours at the isand of San Lucia |
wandered ashore while Lewis worked, and came presently into
a large square plunged into a deserted Sunday tillness, gloomy
under the shade of the mango-trees. Here was our plague city!
| hastened back to the ship, which was to leave in half an hour,
dragged Lewis from his work and hurried him to the square,
where he proceeded to conjure up funeral processions of imag-
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inary plague victims passing by the ominoudy cdosad shutters
and drawn shades of the balconies of the adjoining houses. Then
back to the ship to st down on the endless ydlow sheets of
paper the impresson of that hot, dark green, dmost dniger
twilight dtillness. Of course, it wasn't redlly dnister. It was just
alazy tropica Sunday. But for Lewis it meant a town deserted
by panic-crazed people who fled from the gripping death.”

For months these collaborators sought material for their story
among the people they met. They could not aways agree on
the appearance of a character. After fruitless effort they finaly
found the hero, Arrowsmith, when they saw a grave, black-
haired youngster looking a them in the ship's smoking-room.
In a picturesque restaurant in Trinidad they would suddenly
awake "to gaze into the real world of white-clad gentlemen and
tropical tramps after hours in the lives and adventures of ther
best friends, the characters of the story.” Dr. de Kruif discovered
that Sinclair Lewis puts infinite care and detail into the planning
of his story and characters. Often a character has a life story that
is in itsdf a short novel, the greater part of the material never
appearing in the finished work. Dr. de Kruif's responghility in
the writing of the book was to provide a concise history of the
scientific careers of Max Gottlieb and Martin Arrowsmith. To
this they referred constantly as if the laboratory research studies
had really been done by these men.

A complete skeleton of the story Arrowsmith was the reward
for from five to seven hours of intense work a day during their
wanderings. After that they worked in London on their notes
until June. Sinclair Lewis toiled for many months by himsdf in
the country near Fontainebleau in France, and later in London,
preparing the manuscript for the publishers, "struggling dways,"
he writes, "to know my leading character as a human being and
as aman who . . . digs down hard, provable facts" In October
the first draft was finished. A walking trip in Italy was followed
by a return to London in November to attack a still more dif-
ficult task, the rewriting of his manuscript, for during Lewiss
tramp through the Italian countryside Arrowsmith had con-
tinued to grow. In a room in the ancient Temple, a refuge in
which for many generations other writers had sought to work,
he s about his task of ateration, deletion, and srengthening
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by his revison of numerous details. The task progressed slowly
during the winter and the early spring. Early in the morning of
the last day of his homeward voyage the novel was completed,
just as the ship reached quarantine. The following spring in
March, 1925, Arrowsmith was published.

Arrowsmith is a biographical novel in which the author has
been successful in endowing the hero with a consummate passion
for scientific truth. He has created a leading character who
stands out not as a type but as an individual, the human being
he sought to know. Mr. Lewis seems to be in sympathy with
Martin Arrowsmith, with his idealism, his devotion to his pur-
pose in his research studies that make him at times forgetful
of sdf and of those dearest to him, and with his disregard of a
success that precludes an ultimate success in his search for truth.
In each of the many phases of the medical profession depicted,
Martin Arrowsmith, whose story reveals what modern medicine
has accomplished, stands out in bold relief against a background
of charlatanism and materialism, the target of the author's satire.
To Arrowsmith, as to each of his heroes in the medical school,
in the practice of medicine, in public service, and in the labora-
tories, Mr. Lewis has given a professiona dignity, combined with
loyalty to idedls and happiness in work, that softens somewhat
his attack upon the medical profession of America. Mr. Lewiss
lineage and his collaboration with Dr. de Kruif contribute to the
belief that the satire is an effort at constructive rather than
destructive criticism of a cross-section of life in the first quarter
of the twentieth century. Beyond the pale of his satire he has
created another individual, a woman—Leora, Martin's first wife.
Of her Henry Seidd Canby, an eminent American literary critic,
writes: "She convinces absolutely like one of Jane Austen's char-
acters without any apparent effort on the part of the novelist to
make her convincing." In the creation of Leora critics concede
that Sinclair Lewis has reveded the sincerity, restraint, and in-
gght of an artist.

Those who consider Arrowsmith the best of Sinclair Lewiss
novels find justification for their opinion in the authenticity of
scientific detail introduced, in the illuminating gallery of por-
traits selected—many of them caricatures, perhaps, yet each a
contribution to lifés cinema—in the creation of Leora, in the
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human appeal of Martin Arrowsmith, torn by the conflict be-
tween his innate humanitarianism and his scientific training in
the midst of the epidemic in St. Hubert, and in the inspiring
effect of the novel on the reader as he follows Martin in his long
search for truth.

BARBARA GRACE SPAYD
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CHAPTER |

HE driver of the wagon swaying through forest and
swamp of the Ohio wilderness was a ragged girl of four-
teen. Her mother they had buried near the Monongahela
—the girl herself had heaped with torn sods the grave besde
the river of the beautiful name. Her father lay shrinking with
fever on the floor of the wagon-box, and about him played her
brothers and sigters, dirty brats, tattered brats, hilarious brats.
She halted at the fork in the grassy road, and the sick man
quavered, "Emmy, ye better turn down towards Cincinnati. If
we could find your Uncle Ed, | guess héd take us in."
"Nobody ain't going to take us in,” she said. "Were going on
jus' long as we can. Going West! They's a whole lot of new
things I am to be seeing!”
She cooked the supper, she put the children to bed, and sat
by the fire, aone.
That was the great-grandmother of Martin Arrowsmith.

11

Cross-legged in the examining-chair in Doc Vickerson's office,
a boy was reading "Gray's Anatomy." His name was Martin
Arrowsmith, of Elk Mills, in the state of Winnemac.

There was a suspicion in Elk Mills—now, in 1897, a dowdy
red-brick village, smelling of apples—that this brown-leather ad-
justable seat which Doc Vickerson used for minor operations,
for the infrequent pulling of teeth and for highly frequent naps,
had begun life as a barber's chair. There was aso a belief that
its proprietor must once have been called Doctor Vickerson, but
for years he had been only The Doc, and he was scurfier and
much less adjustable than the chair.
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Martin was the son of J. J. Arrowsmith, who conducted the
New York Clothing Bazaar. By sheer brass and obstinacy he
had, at fourteen, become the unofficial, also decidedly unpaid,
assistant to the Doc, and while the Doc was on a country cal
he took charge—though what there was to take charge of, no
one could ever make out. He was a dender boy, not very tall;
his hair and restless eyes were black, his skin unusually white,
and the contrast gave him an air of passionate variability. The
squareness of his head and a reasonable breadth of shoulders
saved him from any appearance of effeminacy or of that quer-
ulous timidity which artistic young gentlemen call Sensitiveness.
When he lifted his head to listen, his right eyebrow, slightly
higher than the left, rose and quivered in his characteristic ex-
presson of energy, of independence, and a hint that he could
fight, a look of impertinent inquiry which had been known to
annoy his teachers and the Sunday School superintendent.

Martin was, like mogt inhabitants of Elk Mills before the
Savo-ltaian immigration, a Typica Pure-bred Anglo-Saxon
American, which means that he was a union of German, French,
Scotch, Irish, perhaps a little Spanish, conceivably a little of
the strains lumped together as "Jewish" and a grest deal of
English, which is itsdf a combination of Primitive Britain, Celt,
Phoenician, Roman, German, Dane, and Swede.

It is not certain that, in attaching himself to Doc Vickerson,
Martin was entirely and edifyingly controlled by a desire to be-
come a Great Hedler. He did awe his Gang by bandaging stone-
bruises, dissecting squirrels, and explaining the astounding and
secret matters to be discovered at the back of the physiology, but
he was not completely free from an ambition to command such
glory among them as was enjoyed by the son of the Episcopalian
minister, who could smoke an entire cigar without becoming
sck. Yet this afternoon he read steadily at the section on the
lymphatic system, and he muttered the long and perfectly in-
comprehensible words in a hum which made drowsier the dusty
room.

It was the central room of the three occupied by Doc Vicker-
won, facing on Main Street above the New York Clothing
Bazaar. On one sde of it was the foul waiting-room, on the
other, the Doc's bedroom. He was an aged widower; for what
he cdled "femde fixings' he cared nothing; and the bedroom
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with its tottering bureau and its cot of frowsy blankets was
cleaned only by Martin, in not very frequent attacks of sani-
tation.

This centra room was a once business office, consultation-
room, operating-theater, living-room, poker den, and warehouse
for guns and fishing-tackle. Against a brown plaster wall was a
cabinet of zoologicd collections and medical curiosities, and
beside it the most dreadful and fascinating object known to the
boy-world of Elk Mills—a skeleton with one gaunt gold tooth.
On evenings when the Doc was away, Martin would acquire
prestige among the trembling Gang by leading them into the
unutterable darkness and scratching a sulfur match on the skele-
ton's jaw.

On the wall was a home-stuffed pickerel on a home-varnished
board. Beside the rusty stove, a sawdust-box cuspidor rested on
a dimy oailcloth worn through to the threads. On the senile
table was a pile of memoranda of debts which the Doc was
always swearing he would "collect from those dead-beats right
now," and which he would never, by any chance, at any time,
collect from any of them. A year or two—a decade or two—a
century or two—they were al the same to the plodding doctor
in the bee-murmuring town.

The most unsanitary corner was devoted to the cast-iron sink,
which was oftener used for washing eggy breakfast plates than
for sterilizing instruments. On its ledge were a broken test-tube,
a broken fishhook, an unlabeled and forgotten bottle of pills, a
nail-bristling hed, a frayed cigar-butt, and a rusty lancet stuck
in a potato.

The wild raggedness of the room was the soul and symbal of
Doc Vickerson; it was more exciting than the flat-faced stack
of shoe-boxes in the New York Bazaar: it was the lure to ques
tioning and adventure for Martin Arrowsmith.

The boy raised his head, cocked his inquisitive brow. On the
stairway was the cumbersome step of Doc Vickerson. The Doc
was sober! Martin would not have to help him into bed.

But it was a bad dgn that the Doc should first go down the
hall to his bedroom. The boy lisened sharply. He heard the
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Doc open the lower part of the washstand, where he kept his
bottle of Jamaica rum. After a long gurgle the invisible Doc
put away the bottle and decisively kicked the doors shut. Still
good. Only one drink. If he came into the consultation-room
at once, he would be safe. But he was till standing in the bed-
room. Martin sighed as the washstand doors were hastily opened
agan, as he heard another gurgle and a third.

The Docs step was much livelier when he loomed into the
office, a gray mass of a man with a gray mass of mustache, a
form vast and unreal and undefined, like a cloud taking for the
moment a likeness of humanity. With the brisk attack of one
who wishes to escape the discussion of his guilt, the Doc rum-
bled while he waddled toward his desk-chair:

"What you doing here, young fella? What you doing here?
| knew the cat would drag in something if | left the door un-
locked." He gulped dlightly; he smiled to show that he was
being humorous—people had been known to misconstrue the
Doc's humor.

He spoke more seriously, occasionally forgetting what he was
talking about:

"Reading old Gray? That's right. Physician's library just three
books. 'Gray's Anatomy' and Bible and Shakespeare. Study,
You may become great doctor. Locate in Zenith and make five
thousand dollars year—much as United States Senator! Set a
high god. Don't let things dide. Get training. Go college before
go medical school. Study. Chemistry. Latin. Knowledge! I'm
plug doc—got chick nor child—nobody—old drunk. But you—
leadin' physician. Make five thousand dollars year.

"Murray woman's got endocarditis. Not thing | can do for her.
Wants somebody hold her hand. Road's damn' disgrace. Cul-
vert's out, beyond the grove. 'Sgrace.

"Endocarditis and—

"Training, that's what you got t' get. Fundamentals. Know
chemistry. Biology. | nev' did. Mrs. Reverend Jones thinks she's
got gastric ulcer. Wants to go city for operation. Ulcer, hell!
She and the Reverend both eat too much.

"Why they don't repair that culvert— And don't be a booze-
hoigter like me, either. And get your basic science. I'll splain.”

The boy, normal village youngster though he was, given to
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stoning cats and to playing pom-pom-pullaway, gained some
thing of the intoxication of treasure-hunting as the Doc strug-
gled to convey his vision of the pride of learning, the universal-
ity of biology, the triumphant exactness of chemistry. A fat old
man and dirty and unvirtuous was the Doc; his grammar was
doubtful, his vocabulary alarming, and his references to his rivdl,
good Dr. Needham, were scandalous; yet he invoked in Martin
a vision of making chemicas explode with much noise and
stink and of seeing animalcules that no boy in EIk Mills had
ever beheld.

The Docs voice was thickening; he was sunk in his chair,
blurry of eye and lax of mouth. Martin begged him to go to
bed, but the Doc insisted:

"Don't need nap. No. Now you lissen. You don't appreciate
but— Old man now. Giving you dl I've learned. Show you
collection. Only museum in whole county. Scientif pioneer.”

A hundred times had Martin obediently looked at the speci-
mens in the brown, crackly-varnished bookcase: the beetles and
chunks of mica; the embryo of a two-headed calf, the gallstones
removed from a respectable lady whom the Doc enthusiastically
named to al visitors. The Doc stood before the case, waving an
enormous but shaky forefinger.

"Looka that butterfly. Name is porthcsia chrysorrhoea. Doc
Needham couldn't tell you that! He don't know what butterflies
are cdled! He don't care if you get trained. Remember that
name now?" He turned on Martin. "You payin' attention? You
interested? Huh? Oh, the devil! Nobody wants to know about
my museum—not a person. Only one in county but— I'm an old
failure."

Martin asserted, "Honedt, it's dick!"

"Look here! Look here! See that? In the bottle? It's an
appendix. First one ever took out 'round here. | did it! Old
Doc Vickerson, he did the first ‘pendectomy in this neck of the
woods, you bet! And first museum. It ain't—so big—but it's
start. 1 havent put away money like Doc Needham, but |
started first election—I started it!"

He collapsed in a chair, groaning, "You'e right. Got to deep.
All in" But as Martin helped him to his feet he broke away,
scrabbled about on his desk, and looked back doubtfully. "Want



to give you something—start your training. And remember the
old man. Will anybody remember the old man?"

He was holding out the beloved magnifying glass which for
years he had usad in botanizing. He watched Martin dip the
lens into his pocket, he sighed, he struggled for something dse
to say, and silently he lumbered into his bedroom.



CHAPTER I

[llinois, and Indiana, and like them it is half Eastern, hdf

Midwestern. There is a feding of New England in its
brick and sycamore villages, its stable industries, and a tradition
which goes back to the Revolutionary War. Zenith, the largest
city in the state, was founded in 1792. But Winnemac is Mid-
western in its fields of corn and whest, its red barns and dlos
and, despite the immense antiquity of Zenith, many counties
were not settled till 1880,

The University of Winnemac is at Mohdlis, fifteen miles from
Zenith. There are twelve thousand students; beside this prodigy
Oxford is atiny theologicd school and Harvard a sdect college
for young gentlemen. The University has a baseball field under
glass, its buildings are measured by the mile; it hires hundreds
of young Doctors of Philosophy to give rapid instruction in
Sanskrit, navigation, accountancy, spectacle-fitting, sanitary engi’
neering, Proven$a poetry, tariff schedules, rutabaga-growing,
motor-car designing, the history of Voronezh, the style of Mat-
thew Arnold, the diagnosis of myohypertrophia fymoparalytica,
and department-store advertising. Its president is the best money-
raser and the best after-dinner spesker in the United States,
and Winnemac was the first schodl in the world to conduct its
extension courses by radio.

It is not a snobbish rich-man's college, devoted to leisurdy
nonsense. It is the property of the people of the state, and what
they want—or what they are told they want—is a mill to turn
out men and women who will lead moral lives, play bridge,
drive good cars, be enterprising in business, and occasondly
mention books, though they are not expected to have time to
read them. It is a Ford Motor Factory, and if its products réttle
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a little, they are beautifully standardized, with perfectly inter-
changeable parts. Hourly the University of Winnemac grows in
numbers and influence, and by 1950 one may expect it to have
created an entirely new world-civilization, a civilization larger
and brisker and purer.

In 1904, when Martin Arrowsmith was an Arts and Science
Junior preparing for medica school, Winnemac had but five
thousand students yet it was already brisk.

Martin was twenty-one. He still seemed pae, in contrast to
his black smooth hair, but he was a respectable runner, a fair
basket-ball center, and a savage hockey-player. The co-eds mur-
mured that he "looked so romantic,” but as this was before the
invention of sex and the era of petting-parties, they merely talked
about him at a distance, and he did not know that he could
have been a hero of amours. For dl his stubbornness he was shy.
He was not entirely ignorant of caresses but he did not make an
occupation of them. He consorted with men whose virile pride
it was to smoke filthy corncob pipes and to wear filthy sweaters.

The University had become his world. For him EIk Mills did
not exist. Doc Vickerson was dead and buried and forgotten;
Martin's father and mother were dead, leaving him only enough
money for his arts and medical courses. The purpose of life
was chemistry and physics and the prospect of biology next year.

His idol was Professor Edward Edwards, head of the depart-
ment of chemistry, who was universally known as "Encore.”
Edwards knowledge of the history of chemistry was immense.
He could read Arabic, and he infuriated his fellow chemists by
asserting that the Arabs had anticipated al their researches.
Himself, Professor Edwards never did researches. He sat before
fires and stroked his collie and chuckled in his beard.

This evening Encore was giving one of his small and popular
At Homes. He lolled in a brown-corduroy Morris chair, being
quietly humorous for the benefit of Martin and haf a dozen
other fanatical young chemists, and baiting Dr. Norman Brum-
fit, the instructor in English. The room was full of heartiness
and beer and Brumfit.

Every university faculty must have a Wild Man to provide
thrills and to shock crowded lecture-rooms. Even in so energeti-
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caly virtuous an institution as Winnemac there was one Wild
Man, and he was Norman Brumfit. He was permitted, without
restriction, to spesk of himself as immoral, agnostic and socia-
igtic, so long as it was universally known that he remained pure,
Presbyterian, and Republican. Dr. Brumfit was in form, tonight.
He asserted that whenever a man showed genius, it could be
proved that he had Jewish blood. Like all discussions of Judaism
a Winnemac, this led to the mention of Max Gottlieb, profes-
sor of bacteriology in the medical schoal.

Professor Gottlieb was the mystery of the University. It was
known that he was a Jew, born and educated in Germany, and
that his work on immunology had given him fame in the East
and in Europe. He rarely left his smal brown weedy house
except to return to his laboratory, and few students outside of
his classes had ever identified him, but everyone had heard of
his tall, lean, dark aloofness. A thousand fables fluttered about
him. It was believed that he was the son of a German prince,
that he had immense wedlth, that he lived as sparsely as the other
professors only because he was doing terrifying and costly ex-
periments which probably had something to do with human
sacrifice. It was said that he could create life in the laboratory,
that he could talk to the monkeys which he inoculated, that he-
had been driven out of Germany as a devil-worshiper or an
anarchist, and that he secretly drank real champagne every eve-
ning at dinner.

It was the tradition that faculty-members did not discuss their
colleagues with students, but Max Gottlieb could not be re-
garded as anybody's colleague. He was impersond as the chill
northeast wind. Dr. Brumfit rattled:

“I'm sufficiently liberal, | should assume, toward the claims
of science, but with a man like Gottlieb— I'm prepared to be-
lieve that he knows all about material forces, but what astounds
me is that such a man can be blind to the vital force that creates
al others. He says that knowledge is worthless unless it is proven
by rows of figures. Well, when one of you scientific sharks can
take the genius of a Ben Jonson and measure it with a yard-
gtick, then I'll admit that we literary chaps, with our doubtless
absurd belief in beauty and loyadty and the world o' dreams, are
off on the wrong track!"

Martin Arrowsmith was not exactly certain what this meant



and he enthusiastically did not care. He was relieved when Pro-
fessor Edwards from the midst of his beardedness and smokiness
made a sound curiously like "Oh, hell!" and took the conversa
tion away from Brumfit. Ordinarily Encore would have sug-
gested, with amiable malice, that Gottlieb was a "crapehanger”
who wasted time destroying the theories of other men instead of
making new ones of his own. But tonight, in detestation of such
literary playboys as Brumfit, he exalted Gottlieb's long, lonely,
failure-burdened effort to synthesize antitoxin, and his diabolic
pleasure in disproving his own contentions as he would those of
Ehrlich or Sr Almroth Wright. He spoke of Gottlieb's great
book, "Immunology,” which had been read by seven-ninths of
al the men in the world who could possibly understand it—
the number of these being nine.

The party ended with Mrs. Edwards celebrated doughnuts.
Martin tramped toward his boarding-house through a veiled
spring night. The discussion of Gottlieb had roused him to a
reasonless excitement. He thought of working in a laboratory
a night, alone, absorbed, contemptuous of academic success and
of popular classes. Himself, he believed, he had never seen the
man, but he knew that Gottlieb's laboratory was in the Man
Medical Building. He drifted toward the distant medical campus.
The few people whom he met were hurrying with midnight
timidity. He entered the shadow of the Anatomy Building, grim
as a barracks, till as the dead men lying up there in the dissect-
ing-room. Beyond him was the turreted bulk of the Main Medi-
ca Building, a harsh and blurry mass, high up in its dark wall
a sngle light. He started. The light had gone out abruptly, as
though an agitated watcher were trying to hide from him.

On the stone steps of the Main Medical, two minutes after,
appeared beneath the arc-light a tall figure, ascetic, self-contained,
apart. His swart cheeks were gaunt, his nose high-bridged and
thin. He did not hurry, like the belated home-bodies. He was
unconscious of the world. He looked at Martin and through
him; he moved away, muttering to himself, his shoulders
gtooped, his long hands clasped behind him. He was logt in the
shadows, himself a shadow.

He had worn the threadbare top-coat of a poor professor, yet
Martin remembered him as wrapped in a black velvet cape with
a dlver star arrogant on his breast.
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On his first day in medical school, Martin Arrowsmith was
in a high state of superiority. As a medic he was more pic-
turesque than other students, for medics are reputed to know
screts, horrors, exhilarating wickednesses. Men from the other
departments go to their rooms to peer into their books. But aso
as an academic graduate, with a training in the basic sciences,
he felt superior to his fellow medics, most of whom had but a
high-school diploma, with perhaps one year in a ten-room
Lutheran college among the cornfields.

For al his pride, Martin was nervous. He thought of operat-
ing, of making a murderous wrong incision; and with a more
immediate, macabre fear, he thought of the dissecting-room and
the stony, steely Anatomy Building. He had heard older medics
mutter of its horrors: of corpses hanging by hooks, like rows of
ghastly fruit, in an abominable tank of brine in the dark base-
ment; of Henry the janitor, who was said to haul the cadavers
out of the brine, to inject red lead into their veins, and to scold
them as he stuffed them on the dumb-waiter.

There was prairie freshness in the autumn day but Martin
did not heed. He hurried into the date-colored hall of the Main
Medical, up the wide stairs to the office of Max Gottlieb. He did
not look at passing students, and when he bumped into them he
grunted in confused apology. It was a portentous hour. He was
going to specidize in bacteriology; he was going to discover
enchanting new germs, Professor Gottlieb was going to recog-
nize him as a genius, make him an assistant, predict for him—
He halted in Gottlieb's private laboratory, a smdl, tidy apart-
ment with racks of cotton-corked test-tubes on the bench, a
place unimpressive and unmagica save for the constant-tempera-
ture bath with its tricky thermometer and electric bulbs. He
waited till another student, a stuttering gawk of a student, had
finished talking to Gottlieb, dark, lean, impassive at his desk in
a cubbyhole of an office, then he plunged.

If in the misty April night Gottlieb had been romantic as a
cloaked horseman, he was now testy and middle-aged. Near at
hand, Martin could see wrinkles beside the hawk eyes. Gottlieb
had turned back to his desk, which was heaped with shabby
note-books, sheets of calculations, and a marvelously precise
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chart with red and green curves descending to vanish a zero.
The calculations were delicate, minute, exquisitely clear; and
delicate were the scientist's thin hands among the papers. He
looked up, spoke with a hint of German accent. His words were
not so much mispronounced as colored with a warm unfamiliar
tint.

"Veil? Yes?'

"Oh, Professor Gottlieb, my name is Arrowsmith. I'm a medic
freshman, Winnemac B.A. I'd like awfully to take bacteriology
this fall instead of next year. I've had a lot of chemistry—"

"No. It is not time for you."

"Honest, | know | could do it now."

"There are two kinds of students that the gods give me. One
kind they dump on me like a bushel of potatoes. | do not like
potatoes, and the potatoes they do not ever seem to have great
affection for me, but | take them and teach them to kill patients.
The other kind—they are very few!—they seem for some reason
that is not at al clear to me to wish a liddle bit to become sci-
entists, to work with bugs and make mistakes. Those, ah, those,
| seize them, | denounce them, | teach them right away the ulti-
mate lesson of science, which is to wait and doubt. Of the po-
tatoes, | demand nothing; of the foolish ones like you, who
think | could teach them something, | demand everything. No.
You are too young. Come back next year."

"But honestly, with my chemistry—-"

"Have you taken physical chemistry?"

"No, gr, but | did pretty well in organic."

"Organic chemistry! Puzzle chemistry! Stink chemistry! Drug-
store chemistry! Physical chemistry is power, it is exactness, it
is life. But organic chemistry—that is a trade for pot-washers.
No. You are too young. Come back in a year."

Gottlieb was absolute. His talon fingers waved Martin to the
door, and the boy hastened out, not daring to argue. He slunk
off in misery. On the campus he met that jovia historian of
chemistry, Encore Edwards, and begged, "Say, Professor, tell me,
is there any value for a doctor in organic chemistry?'

"Vaue? Why, it seeks the drugs that alay pain! It produces
the paint that dicks up your house, it dyes your sweetheart's
dress—and maybe, in these degenerate days, her cherry lipd
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Who the dickens has been talking scandal about my organic
chemistry?"

"Nobody. | was just wondering,” Martin complained, and he
drifted to the College Inn where, in an injured and melancholy
manner, he devoured an enormous banana-split and a bar of
amond chocolate, as he meditated:

"l want to take bacteriology. | want to get down to the bottom
of this disease stuff. I'll learn some physical chemistry. I'll show
old Gottlieb, damn him! Some day I'll discover the germ of
cancer or something, and then hell look foolish in the face! . . .
Oh, Lord, | hope | won't take sick, first time | go into the dis-
secting-room. ... | want to take bacteriology—now!"

He recdled Gottlieb's sardonic face; he felt and feared hif
quality of dynamic hatred. Then he remembered the wrinkles,
and he saw Max Gottlieb not as a genius but as a man who had
headaches, who became agonizingly tired, who could be loved.

"I wonder if Encore Edwards knows as much as | thought
he did? What is Truth?" he puzzled.

v

Martin was jumpy on his first day of dissecting. He could
not look at the inhumanly stiff faces of the starveling gray men
lying on the wooden tables. But they were so impersonal, these
logt old men, that in two days he was, like the other medics,
cdling them "Billy" and "lIke" and "the Parson,” and regarding
them as he had regarded animals in biology. The dissecting-
room itself was impersonal: hard cement floor, wals of hard
plaster between wire-glass windows. Martin detested the reek
of formaldehyde; that and some dreadful subtle other odor
seemed to cling about him outside the dissecting-room; but he
smoked cigarettes to forget it, and in a week he was exploring
arteries with youthful and altogether unholy joy.

His dissecting partner was the Reverend Ira Hinkley, known
to the class by a similar but different name.

Ira was going to be a medicd missionary. He was a man of
twenty-nine, a graduate of Pottsburg Christian College and of
the Sanctification Bible and Missions School. He had played
football; he was as strong and nearly as large as a dteer, and no
deer ever belowed more enormously. He was a bright and
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happy Christian, a romping optimist who laughed away sn and
doubt, a joyful Puritan who with annoying virility preached the
doctrine of his tiny sect, the Sanctification Brotherhood, that to
have a beautiful church was amost as damnable as the de
baucheries of card-playing.

Martin found himself viewing "Billy," their cadaver—an un-
dersized, blotchy old man with a horrible little red beard on his
petrified, veay face—as a machine, fascinating, complex, beauti-
ful, but a machine. 1t damaged his already feeble belief in man's
divinity and immortality. He might have kept his doubts to
himself, revolving them dowly as he dissected out the nerves
of the mangled upper arm, but Ira Hinkley would not let him
aone. Ira believed that he could bring even medica students to
bliss, which, to Ira, meant singing extraordinarily long and un-
lovely hymns in a chapd of the Sanctification Brotherhood.

"Mart, my son," he roared, "do you realize that in this, what
some might call a sordid task, we are learning things that will
enable us to heal the bodies and comfort the souls of countless
lost unhappy folks?"

"Huh! Souls. | haven't found one yet in old Billy. Honest, do
you believe that junk?"

Ira clenched his fist and scowled, then belched with laugh-
ter, slapped Martin distressingly on the back, and clamored,
"Brother, you've got to do better than that to get Iras goat!
You think you've got a lot of these fancy Modern Doubts. You
haven't—you've only got indigestion. What you need is exercise
and faith. Come on over to the Y.M.CA. and I'll take you for
aswim and pray with you. Why, you poor skinny little agnostic,
here you have a chance to see the Almighty's handiwork, and al
you grab out of it is a fedling that you're real smart. Buck up,
young Arrowsmith. You don't know how funny you are, to a
fellow that's got a serene faith!”

To the delight of Clif Clawson, the class jester, who worked
a the next table, Ira chucked Martin in the ribs, patted him,
very painfully, upon the head, and amiably resumed work, while
Martin danced with irritation.



v

In college Martin had been a "barb"—he had not belonged to
a Greek Letter secret society. He had been "rushed,” but he had
resented the condescension of the aristocracy of men from the
larger cities. Now that most of his Arts classmates had departed
to insurance offices, law schools, and banks, he was lonely, and
tempted by an invitation from Digamma P, the chief medica
fraternity.

Digamma Pi was a lively boarding-house with a billiard table
and low prices. Rough and amiable noises came from it at night,
and a good ded of singing about When | Die Dont Bury Me
at All; yet for three years Digams had won the valedictory and
the Hugh Loizeau Medal in Experimental Surgery, This autumn
the Digams elected Ira Hinkley, because they had been gaining
a reputation for disspation—girls were said to have been
snuggled in late at night—and no company which included
the Reverend Mr. Hinkley could possibly be taken by the Dean
as immoral, which was an advantage if they were to continue
comfortably immoral.

Martin had prized the independence of his solitary room. In
afraternity, al tennis rackets, trousers, and opinions are held in
common. When Ira found that Martin was hesitating, he in-
sged, "Oh, come on in! Digam needs you. You do study hard—
I'l say that for you—and think what a chance you'll have to
influence The Fellows for good.

(On al occasions, Ira referred to his classmates as The Fd-
lows, and frequendy he used the term in prayers at the
Y.M.CA)

"l don't want to influence anybody. | want to learn the doctor
trade and make six thousand dollars a year."

"My boy, if you only knew how foolish you sound when you
try to be cynical! When you're as old as | am, you'll understand
that the glory of being a doctor is that you can teach folks high
idedls while you soothe their tortured bodies.

"Suppose they don't want my particular brand of high ideals?"

"Mart, have | got to stop and pray with you?"

"No! Quit! Honestly, Hinkley, of dl the Christians | ever met
you take the rottenest advantages. You can lick anybody in the
dass and when | think of how you're going to bully the poor
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heathen when you get to be a missonary, and make the kids
put on breeches, and marry off al the happy lovers to the wrong
people, 1 could bawl!"

The prospect of leaving his sheltered den for the patronage
of the Reverend Mr. Hinkley was intolerable. It was not till
Angus Duer accepted election to Digamma Pi that Martin him-
sdf came in.

Duer was one of the few among Martin's classmates in the
academic course who had gone on with him to the Winnemac
medicd school. Duer had been the valedictorian. He was a
slent, sharp-faced, curly-headed, rather handsome young man,
and he never sgquandered an hour or a good impulse. So brilliant
was his work in biology and chemistry that a Chicago surgeon
had promised him a place in his clinic. Martin compared Angus
Duer to a razor blade on a January morning; he hated him, was
uncomfortable with him, and envied him. He knew that in
biology Duer had been too busy passng examinations to ponder,
to get any concept of biology as a whole. He knew that Duer
was a tricky chemist, who neatly and swiftly completed the ex-
periments demanded by the course and never ventured on orig-
inal experiments which, leading him into a confused land of
wondering, might bring him to glory or disaster. He was sure
that Duer cultivated his manner of chill efficiency to impress
instructors. Yet the man stood out so bleakly from a mass of
students who could neither complete their experiments nor
ponder nor do anything save smoke pipes and watch football-
practice that Martin loved him while he hated him, and amost
meekly he followed him into Digamma Pi.

Martin, Ira Hinkley, Angus Duer, Clif Clawson, the meaty
class jester, and one "Fatty" Pfdflf were initiated into Digamma
Pi together. It was a noisy and rather painful performance,
which included smelling asafetida. Martin was bored, but Fatty
Pfaflf was in squeaking, billowing, gasping terror.

Fatty was of al the new Freshmen candidates the most useful
to Diganma Pi. He was planned by nature to be a butt. He
looked like a distended hot-water bottle; he was magnificently
imbecile; he believed everything, he knew nothing, he could
memorize nothing; and anxiously he forgave the men who got
through the vacant hours by playing jokes upon him. They
persuaded him that mustard plasters were excellent for colds—
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solicitoudy they gathered about him, affixed an enormous plaster
to his back, and afterward fondly removed it. They conceded
the ear of a cadaver in his nice, clean, new pocket handkerchief
when he went to Sunday supper at the house of a girl cousin in
Zenith. ... At supper he produced the handkerchief with a
flourish.

Every night when Fatty retired he had to remove from his
bed a collection of objects which thoughtful house-mates had
stuffed between the sheets—soap, alarm clocks, fish. He was
the perfect person to whom to sdl usdless things. Clif Clawson,
who combined a brisk huckstering with his jokes, sold to Fatty
for four dollars a History of Medicine which he had bought,
second-hand, for two, and while Fatty never read it, never
conceivably could read it, the possesson of the fat red book
made him feel learned. But Fatty's greatest beneficence to Di-
gamma was his belief in spiritualism. He went about in terror
of spooks. He was always seeing them emerging a night from
the dissecting-room windows. His classmates took care that he
should behold a great many of them flitting about the halls of
the fraternity.

Vi

Digamma Pi was housed in a residence built in the expansive
days of 1885. The living-room suggested a recent cyclone. Knife;
gashed tables, broken Morris chairs, and torn rugs were flung
about the room, and covered with backless books, hockey shoes,
caps, and cigarette stubs. Above, there were four men to a bed
room, and the beds were iron double-deckers, like a steerage.

For ash-trays the Digams used sawed skulls, and on the bed
room walls were anatomical charts, to be studied while dressing,
In Martin's room was a complete skeleton. He and his room-
mates had trustingly bought it from a salesman who came out
from a Zenith surgical supply house. He was such a genial and
sympathetic salesman; he gave them cigars and told G. U. dtories
and explained what prosperous doctors they were al going to
be They bought the sSkeleton gratefully, on the installment
plan. . . . Later the sadlesman was less genid.

Martin roomed with Clif Clawson, Fatty Pfaff, and an earnest
second-year medic named Irving Watters.

Any psychologist desring a perfectly normal man for use in
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demonstrations could not have done better than to have engaged
Irving Watters. He was always and carefully dull; smilingly,
easly, dependably dull. If there was any cliche which he did not
use, it was because he had not yet heard it. He believed in mor-
ality—except on Saturday evenings, he believed in the Episco-
pa Church—Dbut not the High Church; he believed in the Con-
ditution, Darwinism, systematic exercise in the gymnasium, and
the genius of the president of the university.

Among them, Martin most liked Clif Clawson. Clif was the
clown of the fraternity-house, he was given to raucous laughter,
he cogged and sang meaningless songs, he even practiced on
the cornet, yet he was somehow a good fellow and solid, and
Martin, in his detestation of Ira Hinkley, his fear of Angus
Duer, his pity for Fatty Pfaff, his distaste for the amiable dull-
ness of Irving Watters, turned to the roaring Clif as to some-
thing living and experimenting. At least Clif had reality; the
reality of a plowed field, of a steaming manure-pile. It was Clif
who would box with him; Clif who—though he loved to st for
hours smoking, grunting, magnificently loafing—could be per-
suaded to go for afive-mile walk.

And it was Clif who risked death by throwing baked beans
a the Reverend Ira Hinkley at supper, when Ira was bulkily
and sweetly corrective.

In the dissecting-room Ira was maddening enough with his
merriment at such of Martin's ideas as had not been accepted
in Pottsburg Christian College, but in the fraternity-house he
was a moral pest. He never ceased trying to stop their profanity.
After three years on a backwoods football team he still believed
with unflinching optimism that he could sterilize young men
by administering reproofs, with the nickering of a lady Sunday
Schoal teacher and the delicacy of a charging elephant.

Ira also had dtatistics about Clean Living.

He was full of datistics. Where he got them did not matter
to him; figures in the daily papers, in the census report, or in
the Miscellany Column of the Sanctification Herald were equally
valid. He announced at supper table, "Clif, it's a wonder to me
how as bright a fella as you can go on sucking that dirty old
pipe. D'you redlize that 679 per cent of al women who go to
the operating table have husbands who smoke tobacco?

"What the devil would they smoke?' demanded Clif,
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"Wheréd you get those figures?' from Martin.

"They came out at a medica convention in Philadelphia in
1902"" Ira condescended. "Of course | don't suppose it'll make
any difference to a bunch of wise galoots like you that some day
you'll marry a nice bright little woman and ruin her life with
your vices. Sure, keep right on—fine brave virile bunch! A poor
wesakling preacher like me wouldn't dare do anything so brave
as smoke a pipel”

He left them triumphantly, and Martin groaned, "Ira makes
me want to get out of medicine and be an honest harness
maker."

"Aw, gee now, Mart," Fatty Pfaff complained, "you oughtn't
to cuss Ira out. He's awful sincere”

"Sincere? Hell! So is a cockroach!”

Thus they jabbered, while Angus Duer watched them in a
superior dlence that made Martin nervous. In the study of the
profession to which he had looked forward al his life he found
irritation and vacuity as well as serene wisdom; he saw no one
clear path to Truth but a thousand paths to a thousand truths
far-off and doubtful.
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CHAPTER Il

professor of physiology in the medical school, was rather

deaf, and he was the only teacher in the University of Win-
nemac who dtill wore mutton-chop whiskers. He came from
Back Bay; he was proud of it and let you know about it. With
three other Brahmins he formed in Mohalis a Boston colony
which stood for sturdy sweetness and decoroudy shaded light.
On all occasions he remarked, "When | was studying with Lud-
wig in Germany—" He was too absorbed in his own correctness
to heed individual students, and Clif Clawson and the other
young men technically known as "hell-raisers’ looked forward
to his lectures on physiology.

They were held in an amphitheater whose seats curved so far
around that the lecturer could not see both ends at once, and
while Dr. Robertshaw, continuing to drone about blood circula
tion, was peering to the right to find out who was making that
outrageous sound like a motor horn, far over on the left Clif
Clawson would rise and imitate him, with sawing arm and
stroking of imaginary whiskers. Once Clif produced the master-
piece of throwing a brick into the sink beside the platform, just
when Dr. Robertshaw was working up to his annual climax
about the effect of brass bands on the intensity of the knee-jerk.

Martin had been reading Max Gottlieb's scientific papers—as
much of them as he could read, with their morass of mathemati-
cd symbols—and from them he had a conviction that experi-
ments should be something dealing with the foundations of life
and death, with the nature of bacterial infection, with the chem-
istry of bodily reactions. When Robertshaw chirped about fussy
little experiments, standard experiments, maiden-aunt experi-
ments, Martin was restless. In college he had felt that prosody
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and Latin Compostion were futile, and he had looked forward
to the study of medicine as illumination. Now, in melancholy
worry about his own unreasonableness, he found that he was
developing the same contempt for Robertshaw's rules of the
thumb—and for most of the work in anatomy.

The professor of anatomy, Dr. Oliver O. Stout, was himself
an anatomy, a dissection-chart, a thinly covered knot of nerves
and blood vessals and bones. Stout had precise and enormous
knowledge; in his dry voice he could repeat more facts about
the left little toe than you would have thought anybody would
care to learn regarding the left little toe

No discussion at the Digamma Pi supper table was more
violent than the incessant debate over the value to a doctor, a
decent norma doctor who made a good living and did not
worry about reading papers at medical associations, of remem-
bering anatomical terms. But no matter what they thought, they
al ground at learning the lists of names which enable a man
to crawl through examinations and become an Educated Person,
with a market vaue of five dollars an hour. Unknown sages
had invented rimes which enabled them to memorize. At supper
—the thirty piradcal Digams sitting at a long and spotty table,
devouring clam chowder and beans and codfish balls and banana
layer-cake—the Freshmen earnestly repeated after a senior:

On old Olympus' topmost top
A fat-eared German viewed a hop.

Thus by association with the initial letters they mastered the
twelve crania nerves: olfactory, optic, oculomotor, trochlear, and
the rest. To the Digams it was the world's noblest poem, and
they remembered it for years after they had become practicing
physicians and dtogether forgotten the names of the nerves
themsalves.

In Dr. Stout's anatomy lectures there were no disturbances,
but in his dissecting-room were many pleasantries. The mildest
of them was the insertion of a fire-cracker in the cadaver on
which the two virgina and unhappy co-eds worked. The real
excitement during Freshman year was the incident of Clif Claw
on and the pancress.
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Clif had been elected class president, for the year, because he
was S0 full of greetings. He never met a classmate in the hall
of Main Medical without shouting, "How's your vermiform
appendix functioning this morning?' or "I bid thee a lofty greet-
ing, old pediculosis” With booming decorum he presided at
class meetings (indignant meetings to denounce the proposal to
let the "aggies’ use the North Side Tennis Courts), but in pri-
vate life he was less decorous.

The terrible thing happened when the Board of Regents were
being shown through the campus. The Regents were the su-
preme rulers of the University; they were bankers and manu-
facturers and pastors of large churches; to them even the presi-
dent was humble. Nothing gave them more interesting thrills
than the dissecting-room of the medica school. The preachers
spoke morally of the effect of acohol on paupers, and the bank-
ers of the disrespect for savings-accounts which is aways to be
seen in the kind of men who insist on becoming cadavers. In the
midst of the tour, led by Dr. Stout and the umbrella-carrying
secretary of the University, the plumpest and most educational
of al the bankers stopped near Clif Clawson's dissecting-table,
with his derby hat reverently held behind him, and into that hat
Clif dropped a pancress.

Now a pancress is a damp and disgusting thing to find in
your new hat, and when the banker did so find one, he threw
down the hat and said that the students of Winnemac had gone
to the devil. Dr. Stout and the secretary comforted him; they
cleaned the derby and assured him that vengeance should be
done on the man who could put a pancreas in a banker's hat.

Dr. Stout summoned Clif, as president of the Freshmen. Clif
was pained. He assembled the class, he lamented that any Win-
nemac Man could place a pancreas in a banker's hat, and he
demanded that the criminal be manly enough to stand up and
confess.

Unfortunately the Reverend Ira Hinkley, who sat between
Martin and Angus Duer, had seen Clif drop the pancreas. He
growled, "This is outrageous | I'm going to expose Clawson,
even if he is a frat-brother of mine”

Martin protested, "Cut it out. You don't want to get him
fired?'

"He ought to bel"
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Angus Duer turned in his sedt, looked at Ira, and suggested,
"Will you kindly shut up?" and, as Ira subsided, Angus became
to Martin more admirable and more hateful than ever.

When he was depressad by a wonder as to why he was here,
ligening to a Professor Robertshaw, repedting verses about fat-
eared Germans, learning the trade of medicine like Fatty Pfaff
or Irving Watters, then Martin had relief in what he considered
debauches. Actually they were extremely small debauches; they
rarely went beyond too much lager in the adjacent city of Zenith,
or the smiles of a factory girl parading the sordid back avenues,
but to Martin, with his pride in taut strength, his joy in a clear
brain, they afterward seemed tragic.

His safest companion was Clif Clawson. No matter how much
bad beer he drank, Clif was never much more intoxicated than
in his normal state. Martin sank or rose to Clif's buoyancy, while
Clif rose or sank to Martin's speculativeness. As they sa in a
back-room, at a table glistening with beer-glass rings, Clif shook
his finger and babbled, "You're only one 'a gets me, Mart. You
know with al the hell-raising, and all the talk about bein' cm-
mercia that | pull on these high boys like Ira Stinkley, I'm jus
dck o' c’mmercialism an' bunk as you are"

"Sure. You bet" Martin agreed with acoholic fondness.
"Youre jus' like me. My God, do you get it—dough-face like
[rving Watters or heartless climber like Angus Duer, and then
old Gottlieb! Ideal of research! Never bein' content with what
seems true! Alone, not carin' a damn, square-toed as a captain
on the bridge, working al night, getting to the bottom of
things!"

"Thash stuff. That's my idee too. Lez have 'nother beer.
Shake you for it!" observed Clif Clawson.

Zenith, with its sdoons, was fifteen miles from Mohdis and
the University of Winnemac; half an hour by the huge, roaring,
gted interurban trolleys, and to Zenith the medica students went
for their forays. To say that one had "gone into town last night"
was a matter for winks and leers. But with Angus Duer, Martin
discovered a new Zenith.
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At supper Duer said abruptly, "Come into town with me and
hear a concert.”

For al his fancied superiority to the class, Martin was illimit-
ably ignorant of literature, of painting, of music. That the blood-
less and acquisitive Angus Duer should waste time listening to
fiddlers was astounding to him. He discovered that Duer had
enthusiasm for two composers, called Bach and Beethoven, pre-
sumably Germans, and that he himsef did not yet comprehend
dl the ways of the world. On the interurban, Duer's gravity
loosened, and he cried, "Boy, if | hadn't been born to carve up
innards, I'd have been a great musician! Tonight I'm going to
lead you right into Heaven!"

Martin found himself in a confusion of little chairs and vast
gilded arches, of polite but disapproving ladies with programs
in their laps, unromantic musicians making unpleasant noises
below and, at last, incomprehensible beauty, which made for
him pictures of hills and deep forests, then suddenly became
achingly long-winded. He exulted, "I'm going to have 'em al—
the fame of Max Gottlieb—I mean his ability—and the lovely
music and lovely women— Golly! I'm going to do big things.
And se the world. . . . Will this piece never quit?"

lv

It was a week after the concert that he rediscovered Madeline
Fox.

Maddine was a handsome, high-colored, high-spirited, opin-
ionated girl whom Martin had known in college. She was Stay-
ing on, ostensibly to take a graduate course in English, actually
to avoid going back home. She considered herself a superb tennis
player; she played it with energy and voluble swoopings and
large lack of direction. She believed hersdlf to be a connoisseur
of literature; the fortunates to whom she gave her approval were
Hardy, Meredith, Howells, and Thackeray, none of whom she
had read for five years. She had often reproved Martin for his
ingppreciation of Howells, for wearing flannel shirts, and for
his failure to hand her down from street-cars in the manner of
a fiction hero. In college, they had gone to dances together,
though as a dancer Martin was more spirited than accurate, and
his partners sometimes had difficulty in deciding just what he
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was trying to dance. He liked Maddlin€e's tall comeliness and her
vigor; he felt that with her energetic culture she was somehow
"good for him." During this year, he had scarcely seen her. He
thought of her late in the evenings, and planned to telephone
to her, and did not telephone. But as he became doubtful about
medicine he longed for her sympathy, and on a Sunday after-
noon of spring he took her for a walk along the Chaloosa River.

From the river bluffs the prairie stretches in exuberant rolling
Mils. In the long barley fields, the rough pastures, the stunted
oaks and brilliant birches, there is the adventurousness of the
frontier, and like young plainsmen they tramped the bluffs and
told each other they were going to conquer the world.

He complained, "These damn' medics—"

"Oh, Martin, do you think 'damn’ is a nice word?' sad
Madeline.

He did think it was a very nice word indeed, and constantly
useful to a busy worker, but her smile was desirable.

"Well—these darn' studes, they aren't trying to learn science;
they're simply learning a trade. They just want to get the knowl-
edge that'll enable them to cash in. They don't talk about saving
lives but about losing cases—losing dollars! And they wouldn't
even mind losing cases if it was a sensational operation that'd
advertise 'em! They make me sick! How many of ‘em do you
find that're interested in the work Ehrlich is doing in Germany
—yes, or that Max Gottlieb is doing right here and now! Gott-
lieb's just taken an awful fall out of Wright's opsonin theory."

"Has he, really?"

"Has he! | should say he had! And do you get any of the
medics stirred up about it? You do not! They say, 'Oh, sure,
science is al right in its way; helps a doc to treat his patients,
and then they begin to argue about whether they can make
more money if they locate in a big city or atown, and is it better
for a young doc to play the good-fellow and lodge game, or join
the church and look earnest. You ought to hear Irve Watters,
He's just got one idea: the fellow that gets ahead in medicine,
is he the lad that knows his pathology? Oh, no; the bird that
succeeds is the one that gets an office on a northeast corner,
near atrolley car junction, with a 'phone number that'll be easy
for patients to remember! Honest! He sad <o! | swear, when
| graduate | believe I'll be a ship's doctor. You see the world
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that way, and at least you aren't racing up and down the boat
trying to drag patients away from some rival doc that has an
office on another deck!"

"Yes, | know; it's dreadful the way people don't have ideas
about their work. So many of the English grad students just
want to make money teaching, instead of enjoying scholarship
the way | do."

It was disconcerting to Martin that she should seem to think
that she was a superior person quite as much as himsdf, but
he was even more disconcerted when she bubbled:

"At the same time, Martin, one does have to be practical,
doesn't one! Think how much more money—no, | mean how
much more socia position and power for doing good a success-
ful doctor has than one of these scientists that just putter, and
don't know what's going on in the world. Look at a surgeon
like Dr. Loizeau, riding up to the hospital in a lovely car with
a chauffeur in uniform, and al his patients ssimply worshiping
him, and then your Max Gottlieb—somebody pointed him out
to me the other day, and he had on a dreadful old suit, and |
certainly thought he could stand a hair-cut."

Martin turned on her with fury, statistics, vituperation, re-
ligious zeal, and confused metaphors. They sat on a crooked
old-fashioned rail-fence where over the sun-soaked bright plan-
tains the first insects of spring were humming. In the storm of
his fanaticism she logt her airy Culture and squeaked, "Yes, |
se now, | see" without stating what it was she saw. "Oh, you
do have a fine mind and such fine—such integrity."

"Honest? Do you think | have?'

"Oh, indeed | do, and I'm sure you're going to have a won-
derful future. And I'm so glad you aren't commercid, like the
others. Don't mind what they say!"

He noted that Madeline was not only a rare and understand-
ing spirit but dso an extraordinarily desirable woman—fresh
color, tender eyes, adorable dope from shoulder to side. As they
walked back, he perceived that she was incredibly the right
mate for him. Under his training she would learn the distinc-
tion between vague "ideds' and the hard sureness of science
They paused on the bluff, looking down at the muddy Chaloosa,
a springtime Western river wild with floating branches. He
yearned for her; he regretted the casua affairs of a student and
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determined to be a pure and extremely industrious young man,
to be in fact, "worthy of her."

"Oh, Madeline," he mourned, "you're so darn' lovely!"

She glanced at him, timidly.

He caught her hand; in a desperate burst he tried to kiss her.
It was very badly done. He managed only to kiss the point of
her jaw, while she struggled and begged, "Oh, don't!" They
did not acknowledge, as they ambled back into Mohdlis, that
the incident had occurred, but there was softness in their voices
and without impatience now she heard his denunciation of Pro-
fessor Robertshaw as a phonograph, and he listened to her re-
marks on the shallowness and vulgarity of Dr. Norman Brum-
fit, that sprightly English instructor. At her boarding-house she
sighed, "I wish | could ask you to come in, but it's amost sup-
pertime and— Will you call me up some day?"

"You bet | will!" said Martin, according to the rules for
amorous discourse in the University of Winnemac.

He raced home in adoration. As he lay in his narrow upper
bunk at midnight, he saw her eyes, now impertinent, now re-
proving, now warm with trust in him. "I love her! | love her!
I'll 'phone her— Wonder if | dare cal her up as early as eight
in the morning?"

But at eight he was too busy studying the lacrimal apparatus
to think of ladies eyes. He saw Madeline only once, and in the
publicity of her boarding-house porch, crowded with co-eds, red
cushions, and marshmallows, before he was hurled into hectic
studying for the year's final examinations.

v

At examination-time, Digamma Pi fraternity showed its value
to urgent seekers after wisdom. Generations of Digams had
collected test-papers and preserved them in the sacred Quiz
Book; geniuses for detall had labored through the volume and
marked with red pencil the problems most often st in the
course of years. The Freshmen crouched in a ring about Ira
Hinkley in the Digam living-room, while he read out the ques-
tions they were mogst likely to get. They writhed, clawed ther
hair, scratched their chins, bit their fingers, and beat their tern-
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pies in the endeavor to give the right answer before Angus Duer
should read it to them out of the textbook.

In the midst of their sufferings they had to labor with Fatty
Pfaff.

Fatty had failed in the mid-year anatomical, and he had to
pass a special quiz before he could take the finals. There was a
certain fondness for him in Digamma Pi; Fatty was soft, Fatty
was superstitious, Fatty was an imbecile, yet they had for him
the annoyed affection they might have had for a second-hand
motor or a muddy dog. All of them worked on him; they tried
to lift him and thrust him through the examination as through
A trap-door. They panted and grunted and moaned at the labor,
and Fatty panted and moaned with them.

The night before his special examination they kept him at it
till two, with wet towels, black coffee, prayer, and profanity.
They repeated lists—lists—lists to him; they shook their fistsin
bis mournful red round face and howled, "Damn you, will you
remember that the bicuspid valve is the SAME as the mitral valve
and NOT another one?" They ran about the room, holding up
their hands and wailing, "Won't he never remember nothing
about nothing?' and charged back to purr with fictive cam,
"Now no use getting fussed, Fatty. Take it easy. Just listen to
this, quietly, will yuh, and try," coaxingly, "do try to remember
one thing, anyway!"

They led him carefully to bed. He was so filled with facts that
the dightest jostling would have spilled them.

When he awoke at seven, with red eyes and trembling lips,
he had forgotten everything he had learned.

"There's nothing for it" said the president of Digamma Pi.
"Hes got to have a crib, and take his chance on getting caught
with it. | thought so. I made one out for him yesterday. It's a
[ulu. 1t'1l cover enough of the questions so hell get through.”

Even the Reverend Ira Hinkley, since he had witnessed the
horrors of the midnight before, went his ways ignoring the
crime. It was Fatty himsef who protested: "Gee | dont like
to cheat. | don't think a fellow that can't get through an exam-
ination had hardly ought to be dlowed to practice medicine.
That's what my Dad sad."

They poured more coffee into him and (on the advice of Clif
Clawson, who wasn't exactly sure what the effect might be but
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who was willing to learn) they fed him a potassum bromide
tablet. The president of Digamma, seizing Fatty with some firm-
ness, growled, "I'm going to stick this crib in your pocket—Iook,
here in your breast pocket, behind your handkerchief."

"l won't use it. | don't care if | fail,” whimpered Fatty.

"That's al right, but you keep it there. Maybe you can absorb
a little information from it through your lungs, for God
knows—" The president clenched his hair. His voice rose, and
in it was dl the tragedy of night watches and black draughts
and hopeless retreats. "—God knows you can't take it in through
your head!"

They dusted Fatty, they stood him right side up, and pushed
him through the door, on his way to Anatomy Building. They
watched him go: a bdloon on legs, a sausage in corduroy
trousers.

"Is it possible he's going to be honest?" marveled Clif Claw-
on.

"Well, if he is we better go up and begin packing his trunk.
And this ole frat'll never have another goat like Fatty," grieved
the president.

They saw Fatty stop, remove his handkerchief, mournfully
blow his nose—and discover a long thin slip of paper. They saw
him frown at it, tap it on his knuckles, begin to read it, stuff
it back into his pocket, and go on with a more resolute step.

They danced hand in hand about the living-room of the fra-
ternity, pioudly assuring one another, "Hell use it—it's al right
—héelll get through or get hanged!"

He got through.

\

Digamma Pi was more annoyed by Martin's restless doubtings
than by Fatty's idiocy, Clif Clawson's raucousness, Angus Duer's
rasping, or the Reverend Ira Hinkley's nagging.

During the strain of study for examinations Martin was pe-
culiarly vexing in regard to "laying in the best quality medica
terms like the best quality sterilizers—not for use but to impress
your patients." As one, the Digams suggested, "Say, if you don't
like the way we study medicine, well be tickled to death to
take up a collection and send you back to Elk Mills, where you
won't be disturbed by al us lowbrows and commerciadists. Look
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here! We don't tell you how you ought to work. Where do you
get the idea you got to tell us? Oh, turn it off, will you!"

Angus Duer observed, with sour sweetness, "Well admit we're
smply carpenters, and youre a great investigator. But there's
severa things you might turn to when you finish science. What
do you know about architecture? How's your French verbs?
How many big novels have you ever read? Whao's the premier
of Austro-Hungary?"

Martin struggled, "l don't pretend to know anything—except
| do know what a man like Max Gottlieb means. He's got the
right method, and all these other hams of profs, they're simply
witch doctors. You think Gottlieb isn't religious, Hinkley. Why,
his just being in a lab is a prayer. Don't you idiots realize what
it means to have a man like that here, making new concepts of
life? Don't you—"

Clif Clawson, with a chasm of yawning, speculated, "Praying
in the lab! I'll bet | get the pants took off me, when | take bac-
theriology, if Pa Gottlieb catches me praying during experiment

ours!"

"Damn it, listen!" Martin wailed. "I tell you, you fellows are
the kind that keep medicine nothing but guesswork diagnoss,
and here you have a man—"

So they argued for hours, after their sweaty fact-grinding.

When the others had gone to bed, when the room was a
muck-heap of flung clothing and weary young men snoring in
iron bunks, Martin sat at the splintery long pine study-table,
worrying. Angus Duer glided in, demanding, "Look here, old
on. We're dl sick of your crabbing. If you think medicine is
rot, the way we study it, and if you're so confoundedly hone<t,
why don't you get out?"

He left Martin to agonize, "Hes right. I've got to shut up
or get out. Do | redly mean it? What do | want? What am |
going to do?"

VIl

Angus Duer's studiousness and his reverence for correct man-
ners were alike offended by Clif's bawdy singing, Clif's howling
conversation, Clif's fondness for dropping things in people's
soup, and Clif's melancholy inability to keep his hands washed.
For dl his appearance of nerveless steadiness, during the tension
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of examination-time Duer was as nervous as Martin, and one
evening a supper, when Clif was bellowing, Duer snapped,
"Will you kindly not make so much racket?"

"Il make dl the damn' racket | damn' please!" Clif asserted,
and a feud was on.

Clif was so noisy thereafter that he Hmost became tired of
his own noise. He was noisy in the living-room, he was noisy
in the bath, and with some sacrifice he lay awake pretending
to snore. If Duer was quiet and book-wrapped, he was not in
the least timid; he faced Clif with the eye of a magistrate, and
cowed him. Privily Clif complained to Martin, "Darn him, he
acts like | was a worm. Either he or me has got to get out of
Digam, that's a cinch, and it won't be me!"

He was ferocious and very noisy about it, and it was he who
got out. He said that the Digams were a "bunch of bum sports;
don't even have a decent game of poker,” but he was fleeing
from the hard eyes of Angus Duer. And Martin resigned from
the fraternity with him, planned to room with him the coming
autumn.

Clif's blustering rubbed Martin as it did Duer. Clif had no
reticences, when he was not telling slimy stories he was demand-
ing, "How much chuh pay for those shoes—must think you're a
Vanderbilt!" or "Dl see you walking with that Madeline Fox
femme—what chuh tryin' to do?" But Martin was alienated
from the civilized, industrious, nice young men of Digamrna A,
in whose faces he could already see prescriptions, glossy white
derilizers, smart enclosed motors, and glass office-signs in the
best gilt lettering. He preferred a barbarian loneliness, for next
year he would be working with Max Gottlieb, and he could not
be bothered. .

That summer he spent with a crew installing telephones in
Montana.

He was a lineman in the wire-gang. It was his job to climb
the poles, digging the spurs of his leg-irons into the soft and
slvery pine, to carry up the wire, lash it to the glass insulators,
then down and to another pole.

They made perhaps five miles a day; at night they drove into
little rickety wooden towns. Their retiring was simple—they
removed their shoes and rolled up in a horse-blanket. Martin
wore overals and a flannel shirt. He looked like a farm-hand.
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Climbing dl day long, he breathed deep, his eyes cleared of
worry, and one day he experienced a miracle.

He was atop a pole and suddenly, for no clear cause, his eyes
opened and he saw; as though he had just awakened he saw
that the prairie was vast, that the sun was kindly on rough
pasture and ripening wheat, on the old horses, the easy, broad-
beamed, friendly horses, and on his red-faced jocose companions;
he saw that the meadow larks were jubilant, and blackbirds
shining by little pools, and with the living sun al life was living.
Suppose the Angus Duers and Irving Watterses were tight
tradesmen. What of it? "I'm here!" he gloated.

The wire-gang were as healthy and as smple as the west
wind; they had no pretentiousness; though they handled eec-
trical equipment they did not, like medics, learn a confusion of
scientific terms and pretend to the farmers that they were scien-
tiss. They laughed easily and were content to be themselves,
and with them Martin was content to forget how noble he was,
He had for them an affection such as he had for no one at the
University save Max Gottlieb.

He carried in his bag one book, Gottlieb's "Immunology.” He
could often get through half a page of it before he bogged down
in chemica formulae. Occasiondly, on Sundays or rainy days,
he tried to read it, and longed for the laboratory; occasionaly
he thought of Madeline Fox, and became certain that he was
devastatingly lonely for her. But week dlipped into careless and
robust week, and when he awoke in a stable, smelling the sweet
hay and the horses and the lark-ringing prairie that crept near
to the heart of these shanty towns, he cared only for the day's
work, the day's hiking, westward toward the sunset.

So they straggled through the Montana wheatland, whole
duchies of wheat in one shining field, through the cattle-country
and the sagebrush desert, and suddenly, staring at a persistent
cloud, Martin realized that he beheld the mountains.

Then he was on a train; the wire-gang were already forgotten;
and he was thinking only of Maddine Fox, Clif Clavson,
Angus Duer, and Max Gottlieb.



CHAPTER IV

a guinea pig with anthrax germs, and the bacteriology
class were nervous.

They had studied the forms of bacteria, they had handled
Petri dishes and platinum loops, they had proudly grown on
potato dices the harmless red cultures of Bacillus prodigiosus,
and they had come now to pathogenic germs and the inocula-
tion of aliving animal with swift disease. These two beady-eyed
guinea pigs, chittering in a battery jar, would in two days be
gtiff and dead.

Martin had an excitement not free from anxiety. He laughed
at it, he remembered with professional scorn how foolish were
the lay visitors to the laboratory, who believed that sanguinary
microbes would leap upon them from the mysterious centrifuge,
from the benches, from the air itself. But he was conscious that
in the cotton-plugged test-tube between the instrument-bath and
the bichloride jar on the demonstrator's desk were millions of
fatal anthrax germs.

The class looked respectful and did not stand too daose. With
the flair of technique, the sure rapidity which dignified the
dightest movement of his hands, Dr. Gottlieb clipped the hair
on the belly of a guinea pig held by the assistant. He soaped
the belly with one flicker of a hand-brush, he shaved it and
painted it with iodine.

(And al the while Max Gottlieb was recalling the eagerness
of his first students, when he had just returned from working
with Koch and Pasteur, when he was fresh from enormous beer
seides and Korpsbriider and ferocious arguments. Passionate,
beautiful days! Die goldcne Zeit! Hisfirst classesin America, at
Queen City College had been awed by the sensational discov-
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erics in bacteriology; they had crowded about him reverently;
they had longed to know. Now the class was a mob. He looked
at them—Fatty Pfaff in the front row, his face vacant as a door-
knob; the co-eds emotional and frightened; only Martin Arrow-
smith and Angus Duer visibly intelligent. His memory fumbled
for a pae blue twilight in Munich, a bridge and a waiting girl,
and the sound of music.)

He dipped his hands in the bichloride solution and shook
them—a quick shake, fingers down, like the fingers of a pianist
above the keys. He took a hypodermic needle from the instru-
ment-bath and lifted the test-tube. His voice flowed indolently,
with German vowels and blurred Ws.

"This, gentlemen, iss a twenty-four-hour culture of Bacillus
anthracis. You will note, | am sure you will have noted already,
that in the bottom of the tumbler there was cotton to keep the
tube from being broken. | cannot advise breaking tubes of
anthrax germs and afterwards getting the hands into the culture.
You might merely get anthrax boils—"

The class shuddered.

Gottlieb twitched out the cotton plug with his little finger, so
neatly that the medical students who had complained, "Bacteri-
ology is junk; urinalysis and blood tests are dl the lab stuff we
need to know," now gave him something of the respect they had
for a man who could do card tricks or remove an appendix in
seven minutes. He agitated the mouth of the tube in the Bunsen
burner, droning, "Every time you take the plug from a tube,
flame the mouth of the tube. Make that a rule. It is a necessity
of the technique, and technique, gentlemen, is the beginning of
al stience It iss adso the least-known thing in science”

The class was impatient. Why didn't he get on with it, on
to the entertainingly dreadful moment of inoculating the pig?

(And Max Gottlieb, glancing at the other guinea pig in the
prison of its battery jar, meditated, "Wretched innocent! Why
should | murder him, to teach Dummkopfe? It would be better
to experiment on that fat young man.")

He thrust the syringe into the tube, he withdrew the piston
dextrously with his index finger, and lectured:

"Take one hdf cc. of the culture. There are two kinds of
M.D.'s—those to whom cc. means cubic centimeter and those
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to whom it means compound cathartic. The second kind are
more prosperous.”

(But one cannot convey the quality of it: the thin drawl, the
sardonic amiability, the hiss of the Ss the D's turned into blunt
and challenging T's)

The assistant held the guinea pig close; Gottlieb pinched up
the skin of the belly and punctured it with a quick down thrust
of the hypodermic needle. The pig gave a little jerk, a little
squeak, and the co-eds shuddered. Gottlieb's wise fingers knew
when the peritoneal wall was reached. He pushed home the
plunger of the syringe. He said quietly, "This poor animal will
now soon be dead as Moses™" The class glanced at one another
uneasily. "Some of you will think that it does not matter; some
of you will think, like Bernard Shaw, that | am an executioner
and the more monstrous because | am cool about it; and some
of you will not think at al. This difference in philosophy iss
what makes life interesting.”

While the assistant tagged the pig with a tin disk in its ear
and restored it to the battery jar, Gottlieb set down its weight
in a note-book, with the time of inoculation and the age of the
bacterial culture. These notes he reproduced on the blackboard,
in his fastidious script, murmuring, "Gentlemen, the most im-
portant part of living is not the living but pondering upon it.
And the most important part of experimentation is not doing
the experiment but making notes, ve-ry accurate quantitative
notes—in ink. 1 am told that a great many clever people fed
they can keep notes in their heads. | have often observed with
pleasure that such persons do not have heads in which to keep
their notes. This iss very good, because thus the world never sees
their results and science is not encumbered with them. | shall
now inoculate the second guinea pig, and the class will be dis
missed. Before the next lab hour | shal be glad if you will read
Pater's 'Marius the Epicurean/ to derife from it the camness
which is the secret of laboratory skill."

As they bustled down the hal, Angus Duer observed to a
brother Digam, "Gottlieb is an old laboratory plug; he hasn't
got any imagination; he sticks here instead of getting out into
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the world and enjoying the fight. But he certainly is handy.
Awfully good technique. He might have been a first-rate sur-
geon, and made fifty thousand dollars a year. As it is, | don't
suppose he gets a cent over four thousand!"

Ira Hinkley walked aone, worrying. He was an extraordi-
narily kindly man, this huge and bumbling parson. He rever-
ently accepted everything, no matter how contradictory to every-
thing dse, that his medica instructors told him, but this killing
of animals—he hated it. By a connection not evident to him he
remembered that the Sunday before, in the slummy chapel
where he preached during his medical course, he had exalted
the sacrifice of the martyrs and they had sung of the blood of
the lamb, the fountain filled with blood drawn from Emmanuel's
veins, but this meditation he lost, and he lumbered toward Di-
gamma Pi in a fog of pondering pity.

Clif Clawson, walking with Fatty Pfaff, shouted, "Gosh, ole
pig certainly did jerk when Pa Gottlieb rammed that needle
home!" and Fatty begged, "Don't! Please!”

But Martin Arrowsmith saw himself doing the same experi-
ment and, as he remembered Gottlieb's unerring fingers, his
hands curved in imitation.

The guinea pigs grew drowsier and drowser. In two days
they rolled over, kicked convulsively, and died. Full of dramatic
expectation, the class reassembled for the necropsy. On the dem-
onstrator's table was a wooden tray, scarred from the tacks
which for years had pinned down the corpses. The guinea pigs
were in a glass jar, rigid, their hair ruffled. The class tried to
remember how nibbling and aive they had been. The assistant
stretched out one of them with thumb-tacks. Gottlieb swabbed
its belly with a cotton wad soaked in lysol, dlit it from belly to
neck, and cauterized the heart with a red-hot spatula—the class
quivered as they heard the searing of the flesh. Like a priest of
diabolic mysteries, he drew out the blackened blood with a
pipette. With the distended lungs, the spleen and kidneys and
liver, the assistant made wavy smears on glass dides which were
stained and given to the class for examination. The students
who had learned to look through the microscope without having
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to close one eye were proud and professiona, and al of them
talked of the beauty of identifying the bacillus, as they twiddled
the brass thumbscrews to the right focus and the cells rose from
cloudiness to sharp distinctness on the dides before them. But
they were uneasy, for Gottlieb remained with them that day,
stalking behind them, saying nothing, watching them aways
watching the disposa of the remains of the guinea pigs, and
aong the benches ran nervous rumors about a bygone student
who had died from anthrax infection in the laboratory.

v

There was for Martin in these days a quality of satisfying
delight; the zest of a fast hockey game, the serenity of the
prairie, the bewilderment of great music, and a fedling of crea
tion. He woke early and thought contentedly of the day; he
hurried to his work, devout, unseeing.

The confusion of the bacteriological laboratory was ecstasy to
him—the students in shirt-deeves, filtering nutrient gelatine,
their fingers gummed from the crinkly gelatine leaves, or heat-
ing media in an autoclave like a slver howitzer. The roaring
Bunsen flames beneath the hot-air ovens, the steam from the
Arnold sterilizers rolling to the rafters, clouding the windows,
were to Martin lovely with activity, and to him the most radiant
things in the world were rows of test-tubes filled with watery
serum and plugged with cotton singed to a coffee brown, a fine
platinum loop leaning in a shiny test-glass, a fantastic hedge of
tall glass tubes mysteriously connecting jars, or a bottle rich with
gentian violet stain.

He had begun, perhaps in youthful imitation of Gottlieb, to
work by himsdf in the laboratory at night. . . . The long room
was dark, thick dark, but for the gas-mantle behind his micro-
scope. The cone of light cast a gloss on the bright brass tube,
a sheen on his black hair, as he bent over the eyepiece. He was
studying trypanosomes from a rat—an eight-branched rosette
stained with polychrome methyiene blue; a cluster of organisms
delicate as a narcissus, with their purple nucle, their light blue
cels, and the thin lines of the flagella. He was excited and a
little proud; he had stained the germs perfectly, and it is not easy
to stain a rosette without breaking the petal shape. In the dark-
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ness, a sep, the weary step of Max Gottlieb, and a hand on
Martin's shoulder. Silently Martin raised his head, pushed the
microscope toward him. Bending down, a cigarette stub in his
mouth—the smoke would have stung the eyes of any human
being—Gottlieb peered at the preparation.

He adjusted the gas light a quarter inch, and mused, "Splen-
did' You have craftsmanship. Oh, there is an art in science—
for afew. You Americans, so many of you—all full with idess,
but you are impatient with the beautiful dullness of long labors.
| see already—and | watch you in the lab before—perhaps you
may try the trypanosomes of deeping sickness. They are very,
very interesting, and very, very tickelish to handle. It is quite
a nice disease. In some villages in Africa, fifty per cent of the
people have it, and it is invariably fatal. Yes, | think you might
work on the bugs.

Which, to Martin, was getting his brigade in battle.

"l shall have" said Gottlieb, "a little sandwich in my room
at midnight. If you should happen to work so late, | should be
very pleast if you would come to have a hite."

Diffidently, Martin crossed the hall to Gottlieb's immaculate
laboratory at midnight. On the bench were coffee and sand-
wiches, curiously small and excellent sandwiches, foreign to
Martin's lunch-room taste.

Gottlieb talked till Clif had faded from existence and Angus
Duer seemed but an absurd climber. He summoned forth Lon-
don laboratories, dinners on frosty evenings in Stockholm, walks
on the Pincio with sunset behind the dome of San Pietro, ex-
treme danger and overpowering disgust from excreta-smeared
garments in an epidemic at Marseilles. His reserve slipped from
him and he talked of himself and of his family as though Martin
were a contemporary.

The cousin who was a colond in Uruguay and the cousin,
& rabbi, who was tortured in a pogrom in Moscow. His sick
wife—it might be cancer. The three children—the youngest girl,
Miriam, she was a good musician, but the boy, the fourteen-
year-old, he was a worry; he was saucy, he would not study.
Himself, he had worked for years on the synthesis of antibodies;
he was at present in a blind aley, and a Mohalis there was no
one who was interested, no one to stir him, but he was having
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an agreesble time massacring the opsonin theory, and that
cheered him.

"No, | have done nothing except be unpleasant to people that
claim too much, but | have dreams of real discoveries some day.
And— No. Not five times in five years do | have students who
understand craftsmanship and precison and maybe some big
imagination in hypotheses. | t'ink perhaps you may have them.
If 1 can help you— So!

"l do not t'ink you will be a good doctor. Good doctors are
fine—often they are artists—but their trade, it is not for us
lonely ones that work in labs. Once, | took an M.D. label. In.
Heidelberg that was—Herr Gott, back in 1875! | could not get
much interested in bandaging legs and looking at tongues. |
was a follower of Helmholtz—what a wild blithering young
fellow! | tried to make researches into the physics of sound—
| was bad, most unbelievable, but | learned that in this wale of
tears there is nothing certain but the quantitative method. And
| was a chemist—a fine stink-maker was |. And so into biology
and much trouble. It has been good. | have found one or two
things. And if sometimes | feel an exile, cold— | had to get out
of Germany one time for refusing to sng Die Wacht am Rhein
and trying to kill a cavalry captain—he was a stout fellow—I
had to choke him—you see | am boasting, but | was a lifely Kerl
thirty years ago! Ah! Sol

"There is but one trouble of a philosophica bacteriologist.
Why should we destroy these amiable pathogenic germs? Are
we too sure, when we regard these oh, most unbeautiful young
students attending Y.M.CA.'s and singing dinkle-songs and
wearing hats with initials burned into them—iss it worth while
to protect them from the so elegantly functioning Bacillus
typhosus with its lovely flagella? You know, once | asked Dean
Silva would it not be better to let loose the pathogenic germs
on the world, and so solve al economic questions. But he did
not care for my met'od. Oh, well, he is older than | am; he dso
gives, | hear, some dinner parties with bishops and judges pres-
ent, dl in nice clothes. He would know more than a German
Jew who loves Father Nietzsche and Father Schopenhauer (but
damn him, he was teleologica-minded!) and Father Koch and
Father Pasteur and Brother Jacques Loeb and Brother Arrhenius,
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Jal | talk foolishness. Let us go look at your dides and so good
night."

When he had left Gottlieb at his stupid brown little house,
his face as reticent as though the midnight supper and al the

rambling talk had never happened, Martin ran home altogether
drunk.



CHAPTER V

the theory of the University that he was adso studying
pathology, hygiene, surgical anatomy, and enough other
subjects to swamp a genius.

Clif Clawson and he lived in a large room with flowered wall-
paper, piles of filthy clothes, iron beds, and cuspidors. They
made their own breakfasts; they dined on hash at the Pilgrim
Lunch Wagon or the Dew Drop Inn. Clif was occasionaly irri-
tating; he hated open windows; he talked of dirty socks, he
sang "Some Die of Diabetes’ when Martin was studying; and
he was atogether unable to say anything directly. He had to be
humorous. He remarked, "Is it your combobulatory concept that
we might now feed the old faces?" or "How about ingurgitat-
ing a few calories?' But he had for Martin a charm that could
not be accounted for by cheerfulness, his shrewdness, his vague
courage. The whole of Clif was more than the sum of his vari-
ous parts.

In the joy of his laboratory work Martin thought rarely of his
recent associates in Digamma Pi. He occasionaly protested that
the Reverend Ira Hinkley was a village policeman and Irving
Watters a plumber, that Angus Duer would walk to success
over his grandmother's head, and that for an idiot like Fatty
Pfaff to practice on helpless human beings was criminal, but
mostly he ignored them and ceased to be a pest. And when he
had passed his first triumphs in bacteriology and discovered how
remarkably much he did not know, he was curiousy humble.

If he was less annoying in regard to his classmates, he was
more s0 in his classooms. He had learned from Gottlieb the
trick of using the word "control" in reference to the person or
animal or chemica left untreated during an experiment, as a
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standard for comparison; and there is no trick more infuriating.
When a physician boasted of his success with this drug or that
electric cabinet, Gottlieb always snorted, "Where was your con-
trol? How many cases did you have under identical conditions,
and how many of them did not get the treatment?' Now Martin
began to mouth it—control, control, control, where's your con-
trol? where's your control?—till most of his fellows and a few
of his instructors desired to lynch him.

He was particularly tedious in materia medica

The professor of materia medica, Dr. Lloyd Davidson, would
have been an illustrious shopkeeper. He was very popular. From
him a future physician could learn that most important of all
things: the proper drugs to give a patient, particularly when you
cannot discover what is the matter with him. His classes listened
with zeal, and memorized the sacred hundred and fifty favorite
prescriptions. (He was proud that this was fifty more than his
predecessor had required.)

But Martin was rebellious. He inquired, and publicly, "Dr.
Davidson, how do they know ichthyol is good for erysipelas?
Isn't it just rotten fossl fish—isn't it like the mummy-dust and
puppy-ear stuff they used to give in the olden days?"

"How do they know? Why, my critical young friend, because
thousands of physicians have used it for years and found their
patients getting better, and that's how they know!"

"But honest, Doctor, wouldn't the patients maybe have gotten
better anyway? Wasn't it maybe a post hoc, propter hoc? Have
they ever experimented on a whole dew of patients together,
with controls?'

“Probably not—and until some genius like yourself, Arrow-
smith, can herd together a few hundred people with exactly
identical cases of erysipelas, it probably never will be tried!
Meanwhile | trust that you other gentlemen, who perhaps lack
Mr. Arrowsmith's profound scientific attainments and the power
to use such handy technical terms as ‘control,” will, merely on
my feeble advice, continue to use ichthyol!"

But Martin insisted, "Please, Dr. Davidson, what's the use of
getting al these prescriptions by heart, anyway? Well forget
%)oslt('pf '‘em, and besdes, we can aways look ‘em up in the

Davidson pressed his lips together, then:
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"Arrowsmith, with a man of your age | hate to answer you
as | would a three-year-old boy, but apparently | must. There-
fore, you will learn the properties of drugs and the contents of
prescriptions because | tell you to! If I did not hesitate to waste
the time of the other members of this class, | would try to con-
vince you that my statements may be accepted, not on my
humble authority, but because they are the conclusions of wise
men—men wiser or certainly a little older than you, my friend—
through many ages. But as | have no desire to indulge in fancy
flights of rhetoric and eloquence, | shal merely say that you
will accept, and you will study, and you will memorize, because
| tell you to!"

Martin considered dropping his medical course and specializ-
ing in bacteriology. He tried to confide in Clif, but Clif had
become impatient of his fretting, and he turned again to the
energetic and willowy Madeline Fox.

Madeline was at once sympathetic and sensible. Why not com.
plete his medical course, then see what he wanted to do?

They tramped, they skated, they skied, they went to the Uni-
versity Dramatic Society play. Madeline's widowed mother had
come to live with her, and they had taken a top-floor flat in one
of the tiny apartment-houses which were beginning to replace
the expansive old wooden houses of Mohalis. The flat was full
of literature and decoration: a bronze Buddha from Chicago,
a rubbing of Shakespeare's epitaph, a set of Anatole France in
trandation, a photograph of Cologne cathedral, a wicker tea
table with a samovar whose operation no one in the University
understood, and a souvenir post-card album. Madeline's mother
was a Main Street dowager duchess. She was stately and white-
haired but she attended the Methodist Church. In Mohalis she
was flustered by the chatter of the students; she longed for her
home-town, for the church sociables and the meetings of the
women's club—they were studying Education this year and she
hated to lose al the information about university ways.

With a home and a chaperone, Madeline began to "entertain”:
eght-ocdock parties with coffee, chocolate cake, chicken salad,
and word-games. She invited Martin, but he was jealous of his
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evenings, beautiful evenings of research. The first affair to
which she enticed him was her big New Year's Party in Janu-
ary. They "did advertisements*'—guessed at tableaux represent-
ing advertising pictures; they danced to the phonograph; and
they had not merely a lap-supper but little tables excessvely
covered with doilies.

Martin was unaccustomed to such eegance. Though he had
come in sulky unwillingness, he was impressed by the supper,
by the frocks of the young women; he realized that his dancing
was rusty, and he envied the senior who could do the new waltz
caled the "Boston." There was no strength, no grace, no knowl-
edge, that Martin Arrowsmith did not covet, when consciousness
of it had pierced through the layers of his absorption. If he was
but little greedy for possessions, he was hungry for every sKill.

His reluctant wonder at the others was drowned in his ad-
miration for Madeline. He had known her as a jacketed outdoor
girl, but this was an exquisite indoor Madeline, lender in yellow
slk. She seemed to him a miracle of tact and ease as she bullied
her guests into an appearance of merriment. She had need of
tact, for Dr. Norman Brumfit was there, and it was one of Dr.
Brumfit's evenings to be origina and naughty. He pretended
to kiss Maddling's mother, which vastly discomforted the poor
lady; he sang a strongly improper Negro song containing the
word hell; he maintained to a group of women graduate stu-
dents that George Sand's affairs might perhaps be partially justi-
fied by their influence on men of talent; and when they looked
shocked, he pranced a little, and his eye-glasses glittered.

Madeline took charge of him. She trilled, "Dr. Brumfit, you're
terribly learned and so on and so forth, and sometimes in Eng-
lish classes I'm simply scared to death of you, but other times
you're nothing but a bad small boy, and | won't have you teasing
the girls. You can help me bring in the sherbet, that's what you
can do."

Martin adored her. He hated Brumfit for the privilege of
disappearing with her into the closet-like kitchen of the flat.
Madeline! She was the one person who understood him! Here,
where everyone snatched at her and Dr. Brumfit beamed on
her with amost matrimonial fondness, she was precious, she
was something he must have.
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On pretense of helping her sat the tables, he had a moment
with her, and whimpered, "Lord, you're so lovely!"

"I'm glad you think I'm a wee bit nice” She, the rose and
the adored of dl the world, gave him her favor.

"Can | come call on you tomorrow evening?"

"Wdll, |— Perhaps."

It cannot be said, in this biography of a young man who was
in no degree a hero, who regarded himself as a seeker after
truth yet who stumbled and did back all his life and bogged
himself in every obvious morass, that Martin's intentions toward
Madeline Fox were what is caled "honorable. He was not a
Don Juan, but he was a poor medical student who would have
to wait for years before he could make a living. Certainly he
did not think of proposing marriage. He wanted—Ilike most
poor and ardent young men in such a case, he wanted al he
could get.

As he raced toward her flat, he was expectant of adventure.
He pictured her melting; he felt her hand glide down his cheek,
He warned himself, "Don't be a fool now! Probably nothing
doing at al. Don't go get al worked up and then be disap-
pointed. Shelll probably cuss you out for something you did
wrong at the party. Shell probably be deepy and wish you
hadn't come. Nothing!" But he did not for a second believe it.

He rang, he saw her opening the door, he followed her down
the meager hal, longing to take her hand. He came into the
over-bright living-room—and he found her mother, solid as a
pyramid, permanent-looking as sunless winter.

But of course Mother would obligingly go, and leave him to
conquest.

Mother did not.

In Mohdis, the suitable time for young men cdlers to depart
is ten o'clock, but from eight till a quarter after eleven Martin
did battle with Mrs. Fox; talked to her in two languages, an
audible gossip and a mute but furious protest, while Madeline—
she was present; she sat about and looked pretty. In an equally
dlent tongue Mrs. Fox answered him, till the room was thick
with their antagonism, while they seemed to be discussing the
weather, the University, and the trolley service into Zenith.
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"Yes, of course, some day | guess theyll have a car every
twenty minutes," he said weightily.

("Darn her, why doesn't she go to bed? Cheers! She's doing
eup her knitting. Nope. Damn it! She's taking another ball of
wool™)

"Oh, yes, I'm sure they'll have to have better service" said
Mrs. Fox.

("Young man, | dont know much about you, but I dont
believe you're the right kind of person for Madeline to go with.
Anyway, it's time you went home.")

"Oh, yes, sure, you bet. Lot better service”

("l know I'm staying too long, and | know you know it, but
| don't care!")

It seemed impossible that Mrs. Fox should endure his gtolid
persistence. He used thought-forms, will-power, and hypnotism,
and when he rose, defeated, she was il there, extremely placid.
They said good-by not too warmly. Madeline took him to the
door; for an exhilarating half-minute he had her done.

"l wanted so much—I wanted to talk to you!"

"l know. I'm sorry. Some time!" she muttered.

He kissed her. It was a tempestuous kiss, and very swedt.

v

Fudge parties, skating parties, deighing parties, a literary party
with the guest of honor a lady journalist who did the socid page
for the Zenith Advocate-Times—Madeline legped into an orgy
of jocund but extraordinarily tiring entertainments, and Martin
obediently and smolderingly followed her. She appeared to have
trouble in getting enough men, and to the literary evening
Martin dragged the enraged Clif Clawson. Clif grumbled, "This
is the damnedest zoo of sparrows | ever did time in" but he
bore off treasure—he had heard Madeline cal Martin by her
favorite name of "Martykins" That was very vauable. Clif
cdled him Martykins. Clif told others to cal him Martykins.
Fatty Pfaff and Irving Watters caled him Martykins. And when
Martin wanted to go to deep, Clif croaked:

"Yuh, you'll probably marry her. She's a dead shot. She can
hit a smart young M.D. at ninety paces. Oh, you'll have one fine
young time going on with science after that skirt sets you at
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tonsil-snatching. . . . She's one of these literary birds. She knows
al about literature except maybe how to read. . , . She's not so
bad-looking, now. Shell get fat, like her Ma"

Martin said that which was necessary, and he concluded, "She's
the only girl in the graduate school that's got any pep. The
othersjust sit around and talk, and she gets up the best parties—"

"Any kissing parties?’

"Now you look here! I'll be getting sore, first thing you know!
You and | are roughnecks, but Madeline Fox—she's like Angu
Duer, some ways. | redlize al the stuff were missing: music
angI IIiterature, yes, and decent clothes, too—no harm to dressing
well-"

"That's just what | was tellin' you! Shell have you al dolled
up in a Prince Albert and a boiled shirt, diagnosing everything
as rich-widowitis. How you can fall for that four-flushing dame—*
Where's your control ?"

Clif's opposition stirred him to consider Madeline not merely
with a dy and avaricious interest but with a dramatic conviction
that he longed to marry her.

v

Few women can for long periods keep from trying to Improve
their men, and To Improve means to change a person from
what he is, whatever that may be, into something dse. Girls like
Madeline Fox, artistic young women who do not work at it,
cannot be restrained from Improving for more than a day at a
time. The moment the urgent Martin showed that he was stirred
by her graces, she went a his clothes—his corduroys and soft
collars and eccentric old gray felt hat—at his vocabulary and his
taste in fiction, with new and more patronizing vigor. Her
sketchy way of saying, "Why, of course everybody knows that
Emerson was the greatest thinker" irritated him the more in
contrast to Gottlieb's dark patience.

"Oh, let me aone!" he hurled at her. "You're the nicest thing
the Lord ever made, when you stick to things you know about
but when you spring your ideas on politics and chemotherapy—
Darn it, quit bullying me! | guess you're right about dang. I'll
cut out al this junk about ‘feeding your face' and so on. But
| will not put on a hard-boiled collar! | won't!"
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He might never have proposed to her but for the spring eve-
.ning on the roof.

She used the flat roof of her apartment-house as a garden. She
had set out one box of geraniums and a cast-iron bench like
those once beheld in cemetery plots; she had hung up two Japa
nese lanterns—they were ragged and they hung crooked. She
spoke with scorn of the other inhabitants of the apartment-
house, who were "0 prosaic, so conventional, that they never
came up to this darling hidey-place” She compared her refuge
TO the roof of a Moorish paace, to a Spanish patio, to a Japanese
garden, to a "pleasaunce of old Provenca." But to Martin it
seemed a good ded like a plain roof. He was vaguely ready for
a quarrel, that April evening when he caled on Madeline and
her mother sniffily told him that she was to be found on the roof.

"Damned Japanese lanterns. Rather look at liver-sections* he
grumbled, as he trudged up the curving stairs.

Madeline was sitting on the funereal iron bench, her chin in
her hands. For once she did not greet him with flowery excite-
ment but with a noncommittal "Hello." She seemed spiritless.
He felt guilty for his scoffing; he suddenly saw the pathos in
her pretense that this stretch of tar-paper and slatted walks was
a blazing garden. As he sat besde her he piped, "Say, that's a
dandy new strip of matting you've put down."

"It is not! It's mangy!" She turned toward him. She wailed,
"Oh, Mart, I'm so sick of mysdlf, tonight. I'm aways trying to
make people think I'm somebody. I'm not. I'm a bluff."

"What Is it, dear?"

"Oh, it's lots. Dr. Brumfit, hang him—only he was right-
he as good as told me that if | don't work harder I'll have to
get out of the graduate school. I'm not doing a thing, he sad,
and if | don't have my PhD. then | won't be able to land a
nice job teaching English in some swell school, and I'd better
land one, too, because it doesn't look to poor Madeline as if any-
body was going to marry her."

His arm about her, he blared, "I know exactly who—"

"No, I'm not fishing. I'm amost honest, tonight. I'm no good,
Mart. | tell people how clever | am. And | don't suppose they
believe it. Probably they go off and laugh at me!"

"They do not! If they did— I'd like to see anybody that tried

laughing—"
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it's awfully sweet and dear of you, but I'm not worth it. The;
poetic Maddline. With her rce-fined vocabulary ! I'm a—I'm a—-
Martin, I'm a tin-horn sport! I'm everything your friend Clif
thinks 1 am. Oh, you needn't tell me. |1 know what he thinks.
And—I'll have to go home with Mother, and | can't stand it
dear, | can't stand it! | won't go back! That town! Never any-
thing doing! The old tabbies, and the beastly old men, aways
telling the same old jokes. | won't!"

Her head was in the hollow of his arm; she was weeping,
hard; he was stroking her hair, not covetously now but tenderly,
and he was whispering:

"Darling! | admost feel asif | dared to love you. You're going
to marry me and— Take me couple more years to finish my
medica course and couple in hospital, then well be married
and— By thunder, with you helping me, I'm going to climb to
the top! Be big surgeon! Were going to have everything!"

"Dearest, do be wise. | dont want to keep you from your
scientificwork—"

"Oh. Well. Well, | would like to keep up some research. But
thunder, I'm not just a lab-cat. Battle o' life. Smashing your way
through. Competing with real men in real he-struggle. If | can't
do that and do some scientific work too, I'm no good. Course
while I'm with Gottlieb, | want to take advantage of it, but
afterward— Oh, Madeline!"

Then was al reasoning lost in a blur of nearness to her.

\

He dreaded the interview with Mrs. Fox; he was certain that
she would demand, "Y oung man, how do you expect to support
my Maddy? And you use bad language." But she took his
hand and mourned, "l hope _%/ou and my bab?/_ will be happy.
She's a dear good girl, even it she is a little flighty sometimes,
and | know you're nice and kind and hard-working. | shall
pray you'll be happy—oh, I'll pray so hard! You young people
don't seem to think much of prayer, but if you knew how it
helped me— Oh, I'll petition for your sweet happiness!”

She was weeping; she kissed Martin's forehead with the dry,
Soft, %entle kiss of an old woman, and he was near to weeping
with her,
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At parting Maddiine whispered, "Boy, | don't care a bit, my-
sf, but Mother would love it if we went to church with her.
Don't you think you could, just once?’

The astounded world, the astounded and profane Clif Claw-
on, had the spectacle of Martin in shiny pressed clothes, a pain-
ful linen collar, and an arduously tied scarf, accompanying Mrs.
Fox and the chastely chattering Madeline to the Mohalis Meth-
odist Church, to hear the Reverend Dr. Myron Schwab discourse
on "The One Way to Righteousness.”

They passed the Reverend Ira Hinkley, and Ira gloated with
a holy gloating at Martin's captivity.

VI

For all his devotion to Max Gottlieb's pessmistic view of the
human intellect, Martin had believed that there was such a thing
as progress, that events meant something, that people could learn
something, that if Madeline had once admitted she was an ordi-
nary young woman who occasionally failed, then she was saved.
He was bewildered when she began improving him more airily
than ever. She complained of his vulgarity and what she asserted
to be his dack ambition. "You think it's terribly smart of you
to feel superior. Sometimes | wonder if it isn't just laziness. You
like to day-dream around labs. Why should you be spared the
work of memorizing your materia medica and so on and so
forth? All the others have to do it. No, | won't kiss you. | want
you to grow up and listen to reason.”

In fury at her badgering, in desire for her lips and forgiving
amile, he was whirled through to the end of the term.

A week before examinations, when he was trying to spend
twenty-four hours a day in making love to her, twenty-four in
grinding for examinations, and twenty-four in the bacteriologi-
ca laboratory, he promised Clif that he would spend that sum-
mer vacation with him, working as a waiter in a Canadian hotel.
He met Madeline in the evening, and with her walked through
the cherry orchard on the Agricultural Experiment Station
grounds.

"You know what | think of your horrid Clif Clawson," she
ﬁpmplained. "l don't suppose you care to hear my opinion of

im."
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"I've had your opinion, my beloved." Martin sounded mature,
and not too pleasant.

"Wdl, | can tell you right now you haven't had my opinion
of your being a waiter! For the life of me | cant understand
why you don't get some gentlemanly job for vacation, instead
of hustling dirty dishes. Why couldn't you work on a news
paper, where you'd have to dress decently and meet nice people?’

"Sure. | might edit the paper. But since you say 0, | wont
work at al this summer. Fool thing to do, anyway. I'll go to
Newport and play golf and wear a dress suit every night."

"It wouldn't hurt you any! | do respect honest labor. It's like
Burns says. But waiting on table!l Oh, Mart, why are you so
proud of being a roughneck ? Do stop being smart, for a minute.
Listen to the night. And smell the cherry blossoms. . . . Or
maybe a great scientist like you, that's so superior to ordinary
people, is too good for cherry blossoms!”

"Well, except for the fact that every cherry blossom has been
gone for weeks now, you're dead right."

"Oh, they have, have they! They may be faded but— Wiill
yk(])u be s0 good as to tell me what that pale white mass is up
there?"'

"l will. It looks to me like a hired-man's shirt."

"Martin Arrowsmith, if you think for one moment that I'm
ever going to marry a vulgar, crude, sdfish, microbe-grubbing
smart aleck—"

"And if you think I'm going to marry a dame that keeps nag-
nag-naggin’ and jab-jab-jabbin’ at me al day long—"

They hurt each other; they had pleasure in it; and they parted
forever, twice they parted forever, the second time very rudely,
near a fraternity-house where students were singing heart-break-
ing summer songs to a banjo.

In ten days, without seeing her again, he was off with Clif
to the North Woods, and in his sorrow of losing her, his longing
for her soft flesh and for her willingness to listen to him, he
was only a little excited that he should have led the class in
bacteriology, and that Max Gottlieb should have appointed him
undergraduate assistant for the coming yesr.



CHAPTER VI

were al of them university students. They were not sup-

posed to appear at the Lodge dances—they merely ap-
peared, and took the prettiest girls away from the elderly and
denunciatory suitors in white flannels. They had to work but
seven hours a day. The rest of the time they fished, swam, and
tramped the shadowy trails, and Martin came back to Mohalis
placid—and enormously in love with Madeline.

They had written to each other, politely, regretfully, and once
a fortnight; then passionately and daily. For the summer she
had been dragged to her home town, near the Ohio border of
Winnemac, a town larger than Martin's native Elk Mills but
more sun-baked, more barren with little factories. She sighed, in
i huge loose script dashing al over the page:

Perhaps we shall never see each other again but | do want you
to know how much | prize all the talks we had together about
science & ideals & education, etc.—I certainly appreciate them
here when 1 listen to these gick in the muds going on, oh, it is
too dreadful, about their automobiles & how much they have to
pay their maids and so on & so forth. You gave me so much but
| did give you something didn't I? 1 cant always be in the
wrong can |1? '

"My dear, my little girl!" he lamented. "'Can't dways be in
the wrong! You poor kid, you poor dear kid!"

By midsummer they were firmly re-engaged and, though he
was dightly disturbed by the cashier, a young and giggling
Wisconsin school-teacher with ankles, he so longed for Madeline
that he lay awake thinking of giving up his job and fleeing to
her caresses—lay awake for minutes at a time.
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The returning train was torturingly dow, and he dismounted
at Mohdis fevered with visons of her. Twenty minutes after,
they were clinging together in the quiet of her living-room. It is
true that twenty minutes after that, she was sneering at Clif
Clawson, at fishing, and at al school-teachers, but to his fury
she yielded in tears. :

His Junior year was a whirlwind. To attend lectures on physi-
cd diagnoss, surgery, neurology, obstetrics, and gynecology in
the morning, with hospital demonstrations in the afternoon; to
supervise the making of media and the sterilization of glassware
for Gottlieb; to instruct a new class in the use of microscope
and filter and autoclave; to read a page now and then of scien-
tific German or French; to see Maddine constantly; to get
through it al he drove himsdf to hysterical hurrying, and in
the dizziest of it he began his first origina research—his first
lyric, his first ascent of unexplored mountains.

He had immunized rabbits to typhoid, and he believed that
if he mixed serum taken from these immune animals with
typhoid germs, the germs would die. Unfortunately—he felt—
the germs grew joyfully. He was troubled; he was sure that his
technique had been clumsy; he performed his experiment over
and over, working till midnight, waking at dawn to ponder on
his notes. (Though in letters to Madeline his writing was an
inconsistent scrawl, in his laboratory notes it was precise) When
he was quite sure that Nature was persisting in doing some-
thing she ought not to, he went guiltily to Gottlieb, protesting,.
"The darn' bugs ought to die in this immune serum, but they
don't. There's something wrong with the theories”

"Young man, do you set yourself up against science?' grated:
Gottlieb, flapping the papers on his dek. "Do you feel com-
petent, huh, to attack the dogmas of immunology?"

"I'm sorry, sr. | cant help what the dogma is. Herés my;
protocols. Honedtly, I've gone over and over the stuff, and | get
the same results, as you can s | only know what | observe™

Gottlieb beamed. "I give you, my boy, my episcopd blessingd'
That is the way! Observe what you observe, and if it does
violence to dl the nice correct views of science—out they god
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| am very pleast, Martin. But now find out the Why, the under-
neath principle."

Ordinarily, Gottlieb called him "Arrowsmith" or "You" or
"Uh." When he was furious he caled him, or any other student,
"Doctor." It was only in high moments that he honored him
with "Martin," and the boy trotted off blissfully, to try to find
(but never to succeed in finding) the Why that made every-
thing so.

Il

Gottlieb had sent him into Zenith, to the huge Zenith General
Hospital, to secure a strain of meningococcus from an interest-
ing patient. The bored reception clerk—who was interested only
in obtaining the names, business addresses, and religions of
patients, and did not care who died or who spat on the beautiful
blue and white linoleum or who went about collecting meningo-
cocal, so long as the addresses were properly entered—Ioftily told
him to go up to Ward D. Through the long hallways, past num-
berless rooms from which peered yellow-faced old women sit-
ting up in bed in linty nightgowns, Martin wandered, trying to
look important, hoping to be taken for a doctor, and succeeding
only in feeling extraordinarily embarrassed.

He passed several nurses rapidly, half nodding to them, in
the manner (or what he conceived to be the manner) of a bril-
liant young surgeon who is about to operate. He was so ab-
sorbed in looking like a brilliant young surgeon that he was
completely lost, and discovered himself in a wing filled with
private suites. He was late. He had no more time to go on being
impressive. Like al males, he hated to confess ignorance by ask-
ing directions, but grudgingly he stopped at the door of a bed-
room in which a probationer nurse was scrubbing the floor.

She was a smallish and slender probationer, muffled in a harsh
blue denim dress, an enormous white apron, and a turban bound
about her head with an elastic—a uniform as grubby as her pall
of scrub-water. She peered up with the aert impudence of a
squirrel.

"Nurse" he sad, "I want to find Ward D."

Lazily, "Do you?"

"I do! If I can interrupt your work—"

"Doexnt matter. The damn' superintendent of nurses put me



at scrubbing, and we aren't ever supposed to scrub floors, be-
cause she caught me smoking a cigarette. She's an old terror.
If she found a child like you wandering around here, shed drag
you out by the ear."

"My dear young woman, it may interest you to know—"

"Oh! 'My dear young woman, it may—' Sounds exactly like
our old prof, back home."

Her indolent amusement, her manner of treating him as
though they were a pair of children making tongues at each
other in a railroad station, was infuriating to the earnest young
assistant of Professor Gottlieb.

"l am Dr. Arrowsmith,” he snorted, "and I've been informed
that even probationers learn that the first duty of a nurse is to
stand when addressing doctors! | wish to find Ward D, to take
a strain of—it may interest you to faow!—a very dangerous
microbe, and if you will kindly direct me—"

"Oh, gee, I've been getting fresh again. | dont seem to get
along with this military discipline. All right. I'll stand up." She
did. Her every movement was swiftly smooth as the running
of a cat. "You go back, turn right, then left. I'm sorry | was
fresh. But if you saw some of the old muffs of doctors that a
nurse has to be meek to— Honestly, Doctor—if you are a
doctor—"

"l don't see that | need to convince you!" he raged, as he
stalked off. All the way to Ward D he was furious at her velled
derison. He was an eminent scientist, and it was outrageous
that he should have to endure impudence from a probationer—
a singularly vulgar probationer, a thin and slangy young woman
apparently from the West. He repeated his rebuke: "I don't see
that | need to convince you." He was proud of himself for hav-
ing been lofty. He pictured himself telling Madeline about it,
concluding, "I just said to her quietly, 'My dear young woman,
| don't know that you are the person to whom | have to explain
my mission here/ | said, and she wilted."

But her image had not wilted, when he had found the intern
who was to help him and had taken the spinal fluid. She was
before him, provocative, enduring. He had to see her again, and
convince her— "Take a better man than she is, better man than
I've ever met, to get away with being insulting to me!" sad
the modest young scientist.
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He had raced back to her room and they were staring a each
other before it came to him that he had not worked out the
crushing things he was going to say. She had risen from her
scrubbing. She had taken off her turban, and her hair was silky
and honey-colored, her eyes were blue, her face childish. There
was nothing of the savey in her. He could imagine her running
down hillsides, shinning up a stack of straw.

"Oh" she sad gravely. "l didn't mean to be rude then. | was
just— Scrubbing makes me bad-tempered. | thought you were
awfully nice, and I'm sorry | hurt your fedings, but you did
seem so young for a doctor.”

"I'm not. I'm a medic. | was showing off."

"So was I!"

He felt an instant and complete comradeship with her, a rela
tion free from the fencing and posing of his struggle with Made-
line. He knew that this girl was of his own people. If she was
Vulgar, jocular, unreticent, she was dso gallant, she was full of
laughter at humbugs, she was capable of a loyalty too casual and
natural to seem heroic. His voice was lively, though his words
were only:

"Pretty hard, this training for nursing, | gues"

"Not so awful, but it's just as romantic as being a hired girl—
that's what we cdl 'em in Dakota."

"Come from Dakota?'

"l come from the most enterprising town—three hundred and
sxty-two inhabitants—in the entire state of North Dakota—
Wheatsylvania. Are you in the U. medic school ?'

To a passing nurse, the two youngsters would have seemed
absorbed in hospital business. Martin good a the door, she by
her scrubbing pail. She had reassumed her turban; its bagginess
obscured her bright hair.

"Yes I'm a Junior medic in Mohais. But— | don't know. I'm
not much of a medic. | like the lab side. | think I'll be a bac-
teriologist, and raise Cain with some of the fool theories of
immunology. And | don't think much of the bedsde manner.”

"I'm glad you don't. You get it here. You ought to hear some
of the docs that are the sweetest old pussies with their patients—
the way they bawl out the nurses. But labs—they seem sort of
real. | don't suppose you can bluff a bacteria—what is it?—
bacterium?' 58



"No, they're— What do they cdl you?"

"Me? Oh, it's an idiotic name—Leora Tozer."

"What's the matter with Leora? It's fine."

Sound of mating birds, sound of spring blossoms dropping
in the tranquil air, the bark of deepy dogs a midnight; who
IS to set them down and make them anything but hackneyed?
And as natural, as conventional, as youthfully gauche, as eer-
nally beautiful and authentic as those ancient sounds was the
talk of Martin and Leora in that passionate half-hour when eech
found in the other a part of his own self, ways vaguely missed,
discovered now with astonished joy. They rattled like hero and
heroine of a sticky tae, like swest-shop operatives, like bounc-
ing rustics, like prince and princess. Their words were silly and
inconsequential, heard one by one, yet taken together they were
as wise and important as the tides or the sounding wind.

He told her that he admired Max Gottlieb, that he had crossed
her North Dakota on a train, and that he was an excdlent
hockey-player. She told him that she "adored" vaudeville, that
her father, Andrew Jackson Tozer, was born in the East (by
which she meant Illinois), and that she didn't particularly care
for nursing. She had no especia personal ambition; she had
come here because she liked adventure. She hinted, with deb-
onair regret, that she was not too popular with the superintend-
ent of nurses; she meant to be good but somehow she was aL
ways dragged into rebellions connected with midnight fudge Or
elopements. There was nothing heroic in her story but from her
placid way of telling it he had an impresson of gay courage.

He interrupted with an urgent, "When can you get away
from the hospital for dinner? Tonight?'

IIWhy_II

"Pleasel”

"All right."

"When can | cal for you?"

"Do you think | ought to— Wéll, seven."

All the way back to Mohdlis he aternately raged and reoiced.
He informed himself that he was a moron to make this long
trip into Zenith twice in one day; he remembered that he was
engaged to a girl cadled Madeline Fox; he worried the matter
of unfaithfulness; he asserted that Leora Tozer was merely an
imitation nurse who was as illiterate as a kitchen wench and as
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impertinent as a newsboy; he decided, several times he decided,
to telephone her and free himsdlf from the engagement.

He was at the hospital at a quarter to seven.

He had to wait for twenty minutes in a reception-room like
that of an undertaker. He was in a panic. What was he doing
here? Sheld probably be agonizingly dull, through a whole long
dinner. Would he even recognize her, in mufti ? Then he leaped
up. She was at the door. Her sulky blue uniform was gone; she
was childishly dim and light in a princess frock that was a
straight line from high collar and soft young breast to her feet.
It seemed natural to tuck her hand under his arm as they left
the hospital. She moved beside him with a little dancing step,
shyer now than she had been in the dignity of her job but |ook-
ing up at him with confidence.

"Glad | came?' he demanded.

She thought it over. She had a trick of gravely thinking over
obvious questions; and gravely (but with the gravity of a child,
not the ponderous gravity of a politician or an office-manager)
she admitted, "Yes | am glad. | was afraid you'd go and get
ore at me because | was so fresh, and | wanted to apologize
and— | liked your being so crazy about your bacteriology. |
think I'm a little crazy, too. The interns here—they come both-
ering around a lot, but they're so sort of—so sort of soggy, with
their new stethoscopes and their brand-new dignity. Oh—" Mogt
gravely of al: "Oh, gee yes I'm glad you came. . . . Am | an
idiot to admit it?"

"Youre a darling to admit it." He was a little dizzy with her.
He pressed her hand with his arm.

"You won't think | let every medic and doctor pick me up,
will you?"

"Leora And you don't think | try and pick up every pretty
girl 1 meet? | liked—I felt somehow we two could be chums.
Cant we? Can't we?'

"l don't know. WEIl se Where are we going for dinner ?'

"The Grand Hotel."

"We are not! It's terribly expensive. Unless youre awfully
rich. You arent, are you?"

"No, I'm not. Just enough money to get through medic school.
But | want—"

"Let's go 'o the Bijou. It's a nice place, and it isn't expensive.”
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He remembered how often Madeline Fox had hinted that it
would be a tasty thing to go to the Grand, Zenith's most re-
splendent hotel, but that was the last time he thought of Made-
line that evening. He was absorbed in Leora. He found in her
a casuaness, a lack of prejudice, a directness, surprising in the
daughter of Andrew Jackson Tozer. She was feminine but un-
demanding; she was never Improving and rarely shocked; she
was neither flirtatious nor cold. She was indeed the first girl to
whom he had ever talked without self-consciousness. It is doubt-
ful if Leora herself had a chance to say anything, for he poured
out his every confidence as a disciple of Gottlieb. To Maddline,
Gottlieb was a wicked old man who made fun of the sanctities
of Marriage and Easter lilies, to Clif, he was a bore, but Leora
glowed as Martin banged the table and quoted his idol: "Up
to the present, even in the work of Ehrlich, most research has
been largely a matter of trial and error, the empirical method,
which is the opposite of the scientific method, by which one
seeks to establish a general law governing a group of phenomena
so that he may predict what will happen.”

He intoned it reverently, staring across the table at her, amost
glaring at her. He insisted, "Do you see where he leaves all these
detail-grubbing, machine-made researchers buzzing in the ma
nure heap just as much as he does the commercial docs? Do you
get him? Do you?"

"Yes, | think | do. Anyway, | get your enthusiasm for him.
But please don't bully me so!"

"Was | bullying? | didn't mean to. Only, when | get to think-
ing about the way most of these damned profs don't even know
what he's up to—"

Martin was off again, and if Leora did not atogether under-
stand the relation of the synthesis of antibodies to the work of
Arrhenius, yet she listened with comfortable pleasure in his zed,
with none of Madeline Fox's gently corrective admonitions.

She had to warn him that she must be at the hospital by ten.

"I've talked too much! Lord, | hope | haven't bored you," he
blurted.

"l loved it"

"And | was s0 technical, and so noisy— Oh, | am a chump!"

"l like having you trust me. I'm not 'earnest, and | haven't
any brains whatever, but | do love it when my menfolks think
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I'm intelligent enough to hear what they redly think and—
Good night!”

They dined together twice in two weeks, and only twice in
that time, though she telephoned to him, did Martin see his
honest affianced, Madeline.

He came to know all of Leoras background. Her bed-ridden
grand-aunt in Zenith, who was her excuse for coming so far to
take hospital training. The hamlet of Wheatsylvania, North
Dakota; one street of shanties with the red grain-elevators at
the end. Her father, Andrew Jackson Tozer, sometimes known
as Jackass Tozer; owner of the bank, of the creamery, and an
elevator, therefore the chief person in town; pious at Wednes
day evening prayer-meeting, fussing over every penny he gave
to Leora or her mother. Bert Tozer, her brother; squirrel teeth,
a gold eye-glass chain over his ear, cashier and al the rest of the
staff in the one-room bank owned by his father. The chicken
sdad and coffee suppers at the United Brethren Church; Ger-
man Lutheran farmers singing ancient Teutonic hymns; the
Hollanders, the Bohemians and Poles. And round about the vil-
lage, the living wheat, arched above by tremendous clouds. He
saw Leora, always an "odd child," doing obediently enough the
flat household tasks but keeping snug the belief that some day
she would find a youngster with whom, in whatever danger or
poverty, she would behold all the colored world.

It was at the end of her hesitating effort to make him see her
childhood that he cried, "Darling, you don't have to tell me
about you. I've aways known you. I'm not going to let you go,
no matter what. You're going to marry me—"

They said it with clasping hands, confessing eyes, in that
blatant restaurant. Her first words were:

"I want to call you 'Sandy." Why do 1? | don't know why.
Youre as unsandy as can be, but somehow 'Sandy’ means you
to me and— Oh, my dear, | do like you!"

Martin went home engaged to two girls a once.

v

He had promised to see Madeline the next morning.
By any canon of respectable behavior he should have felt like
a low dog; he assured himsdf that he must fed like a low dog;
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but he could not bring it off. He thought of Madedlines pathetic
enthusiasms: her "Provencd pleasaunce’ and the limp-leather
volumes of poetry which she patted with fond finger-tips; of
the tie she had bought for him, and her pride in his hair when
he brushed it like the patent-leather heroes in magazine illustra-
tions. He mourned that he had sinned againgt loyalty. But his
agitation broke againgt the solidity of his union with Leora
Her companionship released his soul. Even when, as advocate
for Maddline, he pleaded that Leora was a trivial young woman
who probably chewed gum in private and certainly was careless
about her nalls in public, her commonness was dear to the com-
monness that was in himself, valid as ambition or reverence, an
earthy base to her gaiety as it was to his nervous scientific
curiosity.

He was absent-minded in the laboratory, that fatal next day.
Gottlieb had twice to ask him whether he had prepared the new
batch of medium, and Gottlieb was an autocrat, sterner with
his favorites than with the ruck of students. He snarled, "Arrow-
smith, you are a moon-calf! My God, am | to spend my life with
Dummkopfe?! cannot be aways adone, Martin! Are you going
to f?(il me? Two, three days now you haf not been keen about
work."

Martin went off mumbling, "I love that man!" In his tangled
mood he catalogued Maddline's pretenses, her nagging, her sdif-
ishness, her fundamental ignorance. He worked himself up to
a dtate of virtue in which it was agreeably clear to him that he
must throw Madeline over, entirely as a rebuke. He went to her
in the evening prepared to blaze out at her first complaining, to
forgive her finally, but to bresk their engagement and make life
resolutely smple again.

She did not complain.

She ran to him. "Dear, youre so tired—your eyes look tired.
Have you been working frightfully hard? I've been so sorry you
couldnt come 'round, this week. Dear, you mustn't kill your-
sdf. Think of dl the years you have ahead to do splendid things
in. No, don't talk. | want you to res. Mother's gone to the
movies. Sit here. Seg, I'll make you so comfy with these pillows.
Just lean back—go to deep if you want to—and I'll read you
'The Crock of Gold." You'll love it."

He was determined that he would not love it and, as he prob-



ably had no sense of humor whatever, it is doubtful whether
he appreciated it, but its differentness aroused him. Though
Madeline's voice was shrill and cornfieldish after Leoras lazy
softness, she read so eagerly that he was sck ashamed of his
intention to hurt her. He saw that it was she, with her pre-
tenses, who was the child, and the detached and fearless Leora
who was mature, mistress of a real world. The reproofs with
which he had planned to crush her vanished.

Suddenly she was beside him, begging, "I've been so lonely
for you, all week!"

So he was a traitor to both women. It was Leora who had
intolerably roused him; it was realy Leora whom he was caress-
ing now; but it was Madeline who took his hunger to herself,
and when she whimpered, "I'm so glad you're glad to be here"
he could say nothing. He wanted to talk about Leora to shout
about Leora, to exult in her, his woman. He dragged out a few
sound but unimpassioned flatteries;, he observed that Madeline
was a handsome young woman and a sound English scholar;
and while she gaped with disappointment at his lukewarmness,
he got himself away, at ten. He had finally succeeded very well
indeed in feeling like a low dog.

He hastened to Clif Clawson.

He had told Clif nothing about Leora He resented Clif's
probable scoffing. He thought well of himself for the camness
with which he came into their room. Clif was stting on the
smdl of his back, shoeless feet upon the study table, reading a
Sherlock Holmes story which rested on the powerful volume of
Oder's Medicine which he consdered himself to be reading.

"Clifl Want adrink. Tired. Let's sneak down to Barney's and
e if we can rustle one”

"Thou speakest as one having tongues and who putteth the
speed behind the ole rhombencephalon comprising the cerebd-
lum and the medulla oblongata.”

"Oh, cut out the cutenessl I'm in a bad temper.”

"Ah, the laddie has been having a scrap with his chaste il
Madelinel Was she horrid to ickly Martykins? All right. I'll
quit. Come on. Yoicks for the drink."

He told three new gtories about Professor Robertshaw, dl of
them scurrilous and most of them untrue, on their way, and he
amogt coaxed Martin into cheerfulness. "Baney's’ was a pool-
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room, a tobacco shop and, since Mohalis was dry by locd option,
an admirable blind-pig. Clif and the hairy-handed Barney
greeted each other in a high and worthy manner:

"The benisons of eventide to you, Barney. May your circula
tion proceed unchecked and particularly the dorsal carpa branch
of the ulnar artery, in which connection, comrade, Prof. Dr. Cal.
Egbert Arrowsmith and | would fain trifle with another bottle
of that renowned strawberry pop."

"Gosh, Clif, you cer'nly got a swell line of jaw-music. If | ever
need d& arm amputated when you get to be a doc, Il come
around and let you talk it off. Strawberry pop, gents?'

The front room of Barney's was an impressionistic painting
in which a pool-table, piles of cigarettes, chocolate bars, playing
cards, and pink sporting papers were jumbled in chaos. The
back room was simpler: cases of sweet and thinly flavored soda,
a large ice-box, and two small tables with broken chairs. Barney
poured, from a bottle plainly marked Ginger Ale, two glasses
of powerful and appallingly raw whisky, and Clif and Martin
took them to the table in the corner. The effect was swift.
Martin's confused sorrows turned to optimism. He told Clif that
he was going to write a book exposing idealism, but what he
meant was that he was going to do something clever about his
dual engagement. He had it! He would invite Leora and Made-
line to lunch together, tell them the truth, and see which of
them loved him. He whooped, and had another whisky; he
told Clif that he was a fine fellow, and Barney that he was a
public benefactor, and unsteadily he retirjd to the telephone,
which was shut off from public hearing in a closat.

At the Zenith General Hospital he got the night superintend-
ent, and the night superintendent was a man frosty and sus
picious. "This is no time to be calling up a probationer! Half-
past deven! Who are you, anyway?"

Martin checked the "Il damn’ soon tell you who | am!"
which was his natural reaction, and explained that he was
speaking for Leoras invalid grand-aunt, that the poor old lady
was very low, and if the night superintendent cared to take
upon himself the murder of a blameless gentlewoman—

When Leora came to the telephone he said quickly, and so-
berly now, feeling as though he had come from the menace of
thronging strangers into the security of her presence:
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"Lcora? Sandy. Meet me Grand lobby tomorrow, twelve-thirty,
Must! Imﬁortant! Fix 't somehow—your aunt's sck.”

"All right, dear. G' night," was al she said.

It took him long minutes to get an answer from Maddline's
flat, then Mrs. Fox's voice sounded, deepily, quaveringly:

"Yes yes?

"'S Martin."

"Who is it? Who isit? What is it? Are