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[image: ]Greetings, fellow readers! I'm a proud Canadian, hailing from the great north, and I've been making my mark in the literary world for the past 33 years, 9 of which have been spent in the bustling city of New York. My friends in the Big Apple consider me a successful author, and I must admit, there was a time when I shared that sentiment.

Alas, those days have passed, and I now find myself facing the harsh reality of being a failure. You see, when a writer can no longer put pen to paper, they can no longer be considered an author. And that, my friends, is the predicament I find myself in.

Now, I'm sure you're familiar with the name Witter Kerfoot, and if you are, then you know that the majority of my stories have been set in the rugged and remote landscapes of Alaska. Why, you ask? Well, that's a bit of a mystery, even to me. Perhaps it was the allure of the far-off and untamed wilderness, or maybe it was because the editors back home in the land of the beaver and the sage recognized my roots and thought it would be a natural fit.

[image: ]It was concluded that a Canadian would feel most comfortable writing about the Frozen North. Regardless, when I romanticized the Yukon and its icy trails, my stories were well-received, and they requested more.

I obliged them with additional tales. I provided vivid narratives filled with blood-red fiction about gunmen, claim-jumpers, Siwash queens, and salmon fisheries. I introduced them to iron-willed supermen, battling against the harshness of cold and hunger, always snarling at their adversaries. I depicted eloquent young engineers with sharp features and sinews of steel, fighting against the forces of hyperborean evil. I included fistfights that led to my books being discreetly excluded from school libraries, yet attracted telegrams from film directors seeking first rights. I offered enough gunplay to shoot Chilcoot Pass into the heart of the Pacific, and I was publicly recognized as the apostle of the Eye-Socket School. During the three- hundred-night run of my melodrama, The Pole Raiders, I even saw an impressively robust image of myself on Broadway signboards, wearing a rakish Stetson and a

flannel shirt unbuttoned at the throat, with a cowhide

holster hanging from my Herculean waist and a fearsome- looking six-shooter sticking out from the top of that belted holster. My publishers referred to me, for business purposes, as the Interpreter of the Great Northwest. I diligently explored that territory with the tenacity of a badger. In my own unique way, I mined Alaska, which yielded a very respectable amount of pay-dirt.

[image: ]However, I had no knowledge of Alaska; I had never even set foot in the country. I studied it intensively, much like we used to prepare for a third-form Latin grammar exam. I examined atlases, requested governmental reports, and diligently reviewed the R.N.W.M.P. Blue Books, gathering a hundred or so French-Canadian names for half-breed villains from a Montreal telephone directory. Yet, my understanding of Alaska was as limited as that of a Fiji Islander regarding the New York Stock Exchange. This lack of knowledge allowed me to romanticize the place so freely and grandly!

I was equally extravagant with blood, I suppose, since I had never witnessed it flow in reality—except for the incident with my little niece when her tonsils were removed. A very gentle nurse assisted me out of the surgery and offered me a drink of ice water, advising me to keep my head as low as possible until I felt better. As for firearms, I detested them. I never fired an air rifle without first closing my eyes, and I

flinched at the thought of picking up a duck gun. Thus, I could create remarkable scenarios involving firearms on paper.

With the Frozen Yukon and firearms combined, I was able to conjure miracles. I gave an entire continent goosebumps countless times each season. The continent seemed to appreciate it, as those whimsical tales of iron and blood were always compensated, and at increasingly higher rates.

While all of this was happening, something even more significant was unfolding, something that ultimately connected me with Mary Lockwood.

[image: ]It was more of an accident than anything else, I believe, that initially propelled me into what is often disparagingly referred to as society.

Society, generally speaking, only permits the lions of my profession to enter its esteemed gates. Even these lions, I discovered, were welcomed with reluctance or under the auspices of some noble charitable endeavor, and after having made their brief appearances, they were quietly ushered back into obscurity.

However, I was fortunate enough to have connections with the Peytons and the Gruger-Philmores, and I must admit that these venerable families were somewhat foolishly fond of me.

From the outset, I endeavored to uphold those earlier associations. I found myself being passed along from one mysteriously guarded enclave to another.

The tea-time visit seamlessly transitioned into a formal dinner, which then evolved into an even more formal box at the Horse-Show, followed by an invitation to occupy a spot at the Metropolitan on a Caruso night, or a chance to attend an Assembly Dance at Sherry's, or a week at Tuxedo during winter when the ice was ideal for skating.

I exerted considerable effort to maintain my position in this social game. Yet, I was an impostor throughout. I quickly realized that I needed to demonstrate not only that I was acceptable but also that I was reliable. My identity as a writer held no significance whatsoever to those around me.

[image: ]Those individuals had little tolerance for the long- haired genius archetype. This was only accepted among musicians. Consequently, I quickly adapted by keeping my bangs trimmed, my trousers pressed, and my necktie tucked neatly within my coat lapels. I also learned to employ my intellect, adjusting my conversation to suit either the dowager or the debutante, and how to be reasonably entertaining even before the champagne was served. I made it a priority to remember important dates and anniversaries, and on several occasions, I sent flowers and Millairds, which I sacrificed my meals to afford.

Even my tips to butlers, footmen, and maids were a matter of considerable thought in those early days.

However, as I mentioned, I endeavored to maintain my position. I appreciated those grand and well- organized homes. I admired the genteel individuals who resided in them. I enjoyed viewing life from their elevated perspective, free from concerns about trivial matters. I began to look down upon my less fortunate colleagues who frequented the local theaters and the struggling publishing houses of Greenwich Village, who passionately discussed Socialism and recited blank-verse poetry to small audiences, donned cravats made from window curtains and wore celluloid glasses with large round lenses, and joyfully attended the event .

[image: ]He battled the villain until his flannel shirt was tattered, then shook his fist at Nature when she pursued him with the Eternal Cold. There was a lucrative opportunity in writing for city dwellers about that Eternal Cold, about fighting claw to claw and fang to fang, and about eye sockets devoid of eyes. My earnings accumulated like a snowball. As they grew, I started to feel the need for a proper establishment—not just a back-room studio in Washington Square, nor a garret in the Village of the Free-Versers, nor a simple apartment in the West Sixties, nor even a duplex with a view of Central Park South. I aspired to be more than just a number.

I desired a house, a home of my own, complete with a cat-footed butler to place a hickory log on the fire, a full set of Sévres on my mahogany sideboard, and something to lay a strip of red carpet across when the landaulets and limousines arrived at my doorstep.

Thus, I signed a nine-year lease for the Whighams' house in Gramercy Square. It appeared old- fashioned, dignified, and unassuming to the casual observer, yet beneath that somewhat somber exterior lay an astonishingly rich core of luxury. It was stylish; it was incredibly comfortable, and it was not what the climber would expect.

[image: ]The expenses associated with even a nine-year claim on it truly astonished me,

but the mere thought of Alaska always bolstered my resolve.

During that period, it was essential to think extensively about Alaska, as after acquiring my house, I also needed to find a man to manage it, followed by a few additional individuals to assist the man who assisted me, and then a town car for my commutes, along with a chauffeur to maintain the car, and the necessary service attire for the chauffeur, not to mention the countless unforeseen matters that arise,

in short, which challenge the novice homeowner and prevent him from feeling too much like a master of the universe.

However, in Benson, my butler, I certainly discovered a true gem. He moved as silently as a panther, yet was as observant as an eagle. He could be both omnipresent and self-effacing simultaneously. He embodied meekness, yet he could guide me into a specific course of action as unyieldingly as steel tracks direct a streetcar along its predetermined route.

[image: ]In reality, he was far more than just a butler. He served as a valet, a chef de cuisine, a lord- high-chamberlain, a purchasing agent, a bodyguard, and a kindly old godfather all rolled into one. The man pampered me. I recognized that all along. Yet, I was already an overworked and somewhat neurasthenic individual,

even back then, and I was more than happy to have that masked and silent Efficiency always by my side. There were moments when his duties even resembled those of a trained nurse, as he would hide my cigars when I smoked excessively, and when I overworked myself, he would dispassionately recall what morning horseback riding in the park had done for a previous master of his.

And when I began using chloral hydrate to aid my sleep, that perilous little bottle had a tendency to mysteriously and inexplicably vanish from its designated spot in my bathroom cabinet.

There was just one aspect in which Benson let me down.

[image: ]This stemmed from his

stubborn and unreasonable dislike for Latreille, my French chauffeur. For

Latreille was just as capable, in his own way, as Benson was. He had a good grasp of his

car,

he understood the traffic regulations, and he knew what I expected from him.

Latreille

was, in a sense, a discovery of mine. One evening at the

Peytons', I encountered the Commissioner of Police, who handed me a card allowing me to

explore Headquarters and examine the workings of the law. I stumbled upon Latreille while he was being measured and photographed in the Identification Bureau, with those peculiar Bertillon forceps taking his head measurements. The man's intelligence intrigued me; the undeniable

look of respectability on his face led me, as a student of human nature, to believe that he was not destined for such a fate or environment. Upon reviewing his case, I found that my instincts were correct. The unfortunate man had been wrongfully accused of a car theft of which he was completely innocent. He shared all this with me, in fact, with tears in his eyes.

And upon examining the circumstances, they corroborated his claims.

[image: ]Thus, I approached the Commissioner, and was referred to the Probation Officers, from whom I bounced to the Assistant District Attorney, who subsequently directed me to another official, who was cynical enough to propose that the prisoner might be released if I was willing to go as far as bonding him. I promptly agreed, as I was now resolved to see poor Latreille restored to freedom.

Latreille expressed his gratitude for my efforts by saving me seven hundred dollars when I purchased my town car— though I must admit, with honesty, that I later found it to be a used car that had been refurbished, rather than a brand-new model, as I had expected. Nevertheless, Latreille took pride in that car, and in his role, and I felt a sense of pride in having a

French chauffeur, although my enthusiasm was somewhat diminished later on when I discovered that Latreille,

[image: ]Instead of originating from the Bois de Boulogne and the Avenue de la Paix, I came from the slightly less glamorous suburbs of Three Rivers, situated along the St. Lawrence. However, my fascination with Latreille during this period became secondary, as something far more significant than automobiles occurred in my life. I fell in love. I fell head over heels for Mary Lockwood, a girl who could have easily discarded a town car into the Hudson every other week without a second thought. She was stunning; she was remarkable; yet she was frustratingly affluent.

Despite her distasteful wealth, she was an incredibly honest and straightforward girl, a healthy, clear- eyed, practical-minded New Yorker

[image: ]who, in her twenty-two vibrant years, had experienced enough of the world to discern between what was superficial and what was genuine, and had encountered enough men to expect intellectual companionship rather than trivial chatter from them. I first encountered her at the Volpi sale in the American Art Galleries, where we coincidentally bid against one another for an antique Italian table-cover, a sixteenth- century blue velvet piece adorned with gold galloon. Naturally, Mary outbid me. I lost not only the table-cover but also my heart.

When I saw her again at the Obden-Belponts a week later, she admitted that I had been somewhat of a burden on her conscience.

Generously, she offered to return that piece of old velvet if I was still mourning its loss. I replied that all I desired was the opportunity to see it from time to time. And from time to time, I did go to see it. I also visited its owner, who became increasingly enchanting to me with each passing week. Then I completely lost my senses.

[image: ]Over her. The apheresis was so thorough that I confided in Mary about what had transpired and proposed to her.

Mary approached the situation with practicality. She expressed that she liked me, and quite a bit at that.

However, there were other factors to take into account. We would need to postpone things. I had my work to focus on—and she desired it to be significant work, impressively significant work. She wouldn't even agree to a formal engagement. Yet, we shared an "understanding." I was returned to my duties, intoxicated by the memory of her yielding lips, warm against mine, and her longing eyes searching my face for something she seemed unable to locate there.

The work I returned to, however, felt rather dull, insipid, and insignificant. I came to realize that this was a state that could not persist. The pot needed to be kept simmering, and it needed to boil more vigorously than ever.

I had slipped into a somewhat luxurious lifestyle; I had developed expensive tastes and a penchant for antiques, Chinese bronzes, and those art objects that are never found on the discount shelf. I had moved beyond the austere habits of my youth when I could happily have lunch at Child's and sleep.

Resting soundly on a studio couch in a top-floor room, I felt the tightening grip of that insatiable beast known as Social Obligation around my every move. I realized more than ever that I had to maintain my status. What should have been a leisurely escape had turned into a relentless grind. I was merely pretending, and I had to uphold that facade. I couldn't risk being 'dropped.' I had my boundaries to defend and my abilities to appease. I couldn't let Mary waste herself on someone insignificant.

So rather than managing one end, I attempted to juggle two. I kept skirting the edges of the Four Hundred, desperately holding onto Mary's suggestion of pursuing significant work, work that was grand in scale. However, I soon learned that such grand work was often the domain of solitary men, living simply and quietly, detached from the trivial distractions of life, separated from the temptations of a city that seemed designed for the idle and the pleasure-seeker. I could see that the gold rush from Alaska was dwindling. To address this, I suppose, I had dinner with my old friend Pip Conners, who had just returned to civilization after fourteen long years in the Yukon. That dinner was unforgettable; it marked a significant milestone in my life. I sought to refresh my knowledge about that distant part of the world, which I had, in a sense, claimed as my own. I craved new insights, firsthand accounts, and renewed motivation. I was pleased to feel Pip's rough hand clasp mine in a brotherly manner. 'Witter,' he said, gazing at me with genuine admiration, 'you're a wonder.' I appreciated Pip's compliment, even though I was somewhat puzzled about what had inspired it.

[image: ]"Are you referring to this?" I inquired, casually gesturing towards my Gramercy Square home. "No, sir," Pip quickly replied. "I mean those stories of yours. I've read them all."

I felt my face flush at this, genuinely embarrassed. Such praise from someone who understood life in its true form was music to my ears.

"Are you saying you could get them up there?" I asked, more to hide my embarrassment than to seek real information.

"Yes," Pip admitted with a somewhat silly laugh, "they arrive in the mail just like they do down here. And people even read them occasionally, when the gun smoke clears from the valley!"

"So what did you find so amazing about them?" I asked, feeling a bit lost regarding his perspective.

"It's not the stories that are amazing, Witter. It's you. I said you were remarkable. And you are." "And what makes me remarkable?" I asked, no longer feeling the honeyed praise was embarrassing my humility.

"Witter, you're remarkable for getting away with it!" Pip replied with a serious tone.

[image: ]"To get away with it?" I echoed.

"Yes; to make it happen! To get them tied up and restrained! To make them come and eat from your hand and then shout for more! For I've spent fourteen nice, comfortable years up in the British Yukon, Witter, and I've come to understand the area. I know how people live there and what the laws are. It might seem strange to you, friend- author, but the people in that region are quite similar to those down here in the States. In the Klondike and this same British Yukon, there is a Firearms Act that prohibits any civilian from carrying a gun. And that law is strictly enforced. In fact, there's no need for a gun. Even if you managed to sneak one in, the Mounted Police would quickly take it from you!"

I sat there, staring at him.

"But all those movies," I stammered. "And all those books about—"

"That's why I say you're amazing," interrupted the friendly-eyed Pip. "You can deceive everyone all the time! You've done it, and you continue to do it. You can lull them to sleep and take it from their pants pocket before they even realize they've dozed off. Why, you've even got them mesmerized when it comes to everyday school geography.

[image: ]You've had some of those hero-guys of yours mush

seven or eight hundred miles, and on a birch-bark toboggan, between dinner

and supper. If that isn't genius, I've never seen it in a reading book! That dinner was a significant moment in my life, but not in the way I had anticipated. As I sat there, cold with anxiety and shame, Pip Conners shared many things about Alaska and the Klondike. He told me many things that were new to me, discouragingly and devitalizingly new. Unknowingly, he stabbed me, cutting me deeply. Without realizing it, he stripped me of my essence. He left me as a hollow shell of an author. He made me a homeless exile, with the iron gates of Fact firmly closed on what had once been a Fairy Land of Romance, a Promised Land of free and carefree imaginings. That was my first night without sleep. I said nothing to Pip. I didn't speak to anyone. I held that vulture of shame tightly, feeling its dirty beak digging into my insides. I tried to return to my work the next day, hoping to lose myself in creation. But it felt like seeking comfort next to a corpse. For me, Alaska was dead, dead forever. And a blight had spread beyond my work. It had invaded my entire world, the world that only the effort of my pen could keep in order. The city, where I had once felt like a conqueror, now lay around me as a

flat and dull landscape of boredom, as empty and stale as a circus lot after the last wagon has rolled away.

[image: ]I don't plan to turn this recounting into the confessions of someone with neurasthenia. My goal is far from writing a second City of Dreadful Night. However, I started to feel anxious.

Eventually, I began to exaggerate my problems. I even stayed in New York that summer simply because I couldn't afford to leave. It was an unbearably hot summer. I tried my best to work, spending hours staring at a blank piece of paper, laid out like a trap to catch a fleeting idea. But no idea came to that pristine white square. When I explored new topics, knowing Alaska was no longer viable, the editors shook their heads and said my new piece lacked the energy and flair of my previous work. Panic set in, and after another sleepless night, I went directly to Sanson, the nerve specialist, and told him I felt like I was losing my mind.

He laughed at me. Then, casually, he examined me, tested my reflexes, checked my blood pressure, and asked me a couple of questions. He concluded by saying I was as healthy as could be, whatever that meant, and suggested I quit smoking and take up golf instead.

That lifted my spirits for a week or two.

[image: ]However, when Mary arrived in town, radiant and cool for three days of shopping, she appeared to sense a change in me

that first surprised her and then caused her concern. I was painfully aware of being a

disappointment to someone who had high expectations of me. To avoid that painful situation, I once again attempted to immerse myself in my work. But it was as futile as

trying to hide in a butter-dish, as there was no effort or activity to envelop me. I was

forced into idleness, without ever learning how to do nothing. My life had been much like boiling rice: it needed to be kept moving to prevent it from becoming mushy.

Yet now, the fire seemed to have gone out. This led me to sit and reflect on my works, as the French saying goes, which is never a fruitful endeavor for someone who is naturally anxious.

[image: ]The essence of the matter was, as the Irish put it, that I returned to Doctor

Sanson and requested something, in the name of God, that would help me sleep well.

This time, he was less humorous. He advised me to forget my worries and go fishing for

a couple of weeks.

I did go fishing, but I was fishing for ideas.

Unfortunately, I barely got a nibble.

Leaving the city was now more impossible than ever. So for leisure, I had Latreille take me out in the car, as a burning desire for speed, which I found hard to explain, led me to break traffic laws daily. In fact, I was fined twice for this, receiving a

stern warning from the magistrate on the second occasion, as the offense was made worse

by colliding with an empty baby carriage. Around this time, Latreille seemed eerily aware of my state.

[image: ]Increasingly, he seemed to irritate me deeply, turning my annoyance into a strong dislike for him.

When Mary returned to the city for a few days before heading to the Virginia hills for autumn, I looked and felt so miserable that I chose not to see her. I was now taking veronal to help me sleep, and with the cooler weather, I hoped for better rest and a chance to return to work.

However, my expectations were misplaced. I began to dread the night and the ongoing struggle for sleep. I lost my sense of perspective. Then came the ultimate disaster, the event that transformed me into a modern- day Macbeth.

The specifics of that disaster were quite absurd, and it had no clear outcome, but its impact on my already strained nerves was disastrous. Strangely, it happened on Hallow-e'en night, a time when the world is meant to celebrate. Latreille had driven me to a small dinner- dance at Washburn's on Long Island, but I left early that evening, feeling oddly downcast by a joyfulness I couldn't partake in.

Twice on the way back to the city, I urged Latreille to drive faster. We had just turned onto the outskirts of Brooklyn when my headlights revealed a man, unsteady and swaying, clearly drunk, who stumbled and fell right in front of my car.

heard the screech of the brakes and the frantic shouts from a group of young people on the sidewalk. But it was too late. I felt the collision as we hit him. I could sense the nauseating thud and jolt as the wheels rolled over that fallen body.

I got up, not really sure what I was doing, and screamed like a woman. Then I weakly fell back into my seat. I think I was crying. I barely noticed that Latreille hadn’t stopped the car. He spoke to me twice, in fact, before I realized it. "Shall we continue, sir?" he asked, looking back at me over his shoulder.

"Continue!" I yelled, fully aware of what I was saying, giving in to that blind and cowardly panic for self-preservation that shows man at his lowest.

We bumped and swerved and sped away on the wings of fear. I sat there gasping and gripping my damp fingers together, like I’ve seen hysterical women do, urging Latreille for more speed, and even more speed.

I have no idea where he took me. But I became aware of the comforting darkness of the night surrounding us. And I thanked God, just as Cain must have when he found himself alone with his guilt.

"Latreille," I said, breathing heavily as we slowed down, "did we— did we kill him?"

My driver turned in his seat and examined my face. Then he looked back carefully to ensure we weren’t being followed.

[image: ]"This is a heavy car, sir," he finally confessed. He said it calmly, almost impersonally. But the words hit my heart like a sledgehammer.

"But we couldn’t have killed a man," I cried out in a panic, weakly, as we came to a complete stop at the roadside. "Forty-two hundred pounds—and he got both wheels!" my adversary calmly

argued, as I now felt he was somehow my enemy.

"What on earth are you going to do?" I gasped, noticing he was getting out of his seat.

"Shouldn’t I clean the blood off the running gear before we head back into town?"

"Blood?" I stammered, gripping the robe- rail in front of me. And that one word brought the horror of the situation home to me in all its gruesomeness. I could see axles and running boards and brake bars dripping with red, adorned with shreds of flesh, stained with darkening gore.

[image: ]I covered my face with my hands,

and groaned loudly in my deep sorrow.

But Latreille didn’t wait for me. He lifted the seat cushion, took some rubbing cloths from the toolbox, and crawled out of sight under the car. I could feel the

occasional shakes that went through the frame as he worked on that

grim task. I heard his grunt of satisfaction when he was done. I watched him with pained eyes as he stepped through the dim darkness and tossed his incriminating cloths far over the roadside fence.

"It's all right," he said casually as he got back into the car. But there was a different tone in the man's behavior, a tone that even through that

thick fog of fear reached me and stirred my anger. We were partners

in crime. We were co-actors in a play of unimaginable cowardice, and I was at the mercy of the man, forever.

The result of that disaster, as I have mentioned, was uncertain, agonizingly uncertain. I was too rattled and ill to uncover its outcomes. I

left that to Latreille, who seemed to know well enough what I wanted from him.

That first night passed, and nothing happened. The morning dragged on, and my fellow criminal seemingly found nothing worth

rehearsing to me. Then another night came and went. I went through the

published hospital reports and the police records, with my heart racing.

[image: ]However, I could find no official record of the tragedy. I even ran into my good friend Patrolman McCooey, seemingly by chance, and stopped him on his beat near Gramercy Park to casually ask about street accidents and whether they had been on the rise lately. But apparently, nothing significant had reached McCooey's ears. I watched him as he walked away from my house, with one of my finest cigars hidden under his tunic, pondering what people would think if they knew that Witter Kerfoot, the bold creator of muscular supermen who snarl, fight, and shake iron fists in the face of danger, had fled like a rabbit from a person he had knocked down and killed?

Still, I clung to hope, trying to convince myself that taking a man's life is not an easy task, scolding myself for not doing what I should have to help the injured, and then sinking into despair as I recalled what Latreille had said about the weight of my car. Yet it wasn't until the following night, when I prepared to step into that dreadfully heavy machine of destruction, that my uncertainty turned into reality.

"You got him," my chauffeur said, speaking from one side of his mouth so that Benson, who was standing on the steps, wouldn't hear those ominous words.
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'was stylish; it was incredibly comfortable, and it
‘was not what the climber would expect.
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The expenses associated with even a nine-year
claim on it truly astonished me,
but the mere thought of Alaska always bolstered
my resolve.

During that period, it was essential to think
extensively about Alaska, as after acquiring my
house, | also needed to find a man to manage it,
followed by a few additional individuals to assist
the man who assisted me, and then a town car

for my commutes, along with a chauffeur to

maintain the car, and the necessary service
attire for the chauffeur, not to mention the
countless unforeseen matters that arise,
in short, which challenge the novice
homeowner and prevent him from feeling too
much like a master of the universe.

However, in Benson, my butler, | certainly
discovered a true gem. He moved as silently as &

panther, yet was as observant as an eagle. He

could be both omnipresent and self-effacing
simultaneously. He embodied meekness, yet he
could guide me into a specific course of action
as unyieldingly as steel tracks direct a streetcar

along its predetermined route.
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*To get awny with itT [ echoed.

“Yes; to make it happen! To get them tied up and
restrained! To make them come and eat from your
hand and then shout for more! For I've spent
fourteen nice, comfortable years up in the British
Yukon, Witter, and I've come to understand the
area. | know how people live there and what the
laws are. It might seem strange to you, friend-
author, but the people in that region are quite
similar to those down here in the States. In the
Klondike and this same British Yukon, there is &
Firearms Act that prohibits any civilian from
carrying & gun. And that law is strictly enforced. In
fact, there's no need for & gun. Even if you
managed to sneak one in, the Mounted Police
‘would quickly take it from you!"

1 sat there, staring at him.

“But all those movies.” | stammered. "And all those
books about —*

*That's why | say you're amazing' interrupted the
friendly-eyed Pip. “You can deceive everyone all
the time! You've done it, and you continue to do it.
You can lull them to sleep and take it from their
jpants pocket before they even realize they've
dozed off. Why, you've even got them mesmerized
when it comes to everyday school geography.
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Increasingly, he seemed to irritate me deeply, turning my
‘annoyance into a strong dislike for him.

‘When Mary returned to the city for a few days before
heading to the Virginia hills for autumn. | looked and felt
#0 miserable that | chose not to see her. | was now taking
veronal to help me sleep, and with the cooler weather, I

hoped for better rest and a chance to return to work.

However, my expectations were misplaced. | began to
dread the night and the ongoing struggle for sleep. 1 lost

my sense of perspective. Then came the ultimate
disaster, the event that transformed me into & modern-
day Macbeth.

‘The specifics of that disaster were quite absurd, and it
had no clear outcome, but its impact on my already
strained nerves was disastrous. Strangely, it happened
on Hallow-e'en night, & time when the world is meant to
celebrate. Latreille had driven me to & small dinner-
dance st Washburn's on Long lsland, but 1 left early that
evening, feeling oddly downcast by a joyfulness |
couldn't partake in.

Twice on the way back to the city, | urged Latreille to
drive faster. We had just turned onto the outskirts of
Brooklyn when my headlights revealed a man, unsteady
and swaying, clearty drunk. who stumbled and fell right
in front of my car.
heard the screech of the brakes and the frantic shouts
from a group of young people on the sidewalk. But it was
100 late. | felt the collision as we hit him. | could sense
the nauseating thud and jolt as the wheels rolled over
that fallen body.
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Those individuals had little tolerance for the long-
haired genius archetype. This was only accepted
among musicians. Consequently, | quickly adapted by
keeping my bangs trimmed, my trousers pressed, and
my necktie tucked neatly within my coat lapels. I also
learned to employ my intellect, adjusting my
conversation to suit either the dowager or the
debutante, and how to be reasonably entertaining
even before the champagne was served. | made it a
priority to remember important dates and
anniversaries, and on several occasions, | sent flowers
and Millairds, which I sacrificed my meals to afford.
Even my tips to butlers, footmen, and maids were a
‘matter of considerable thought in those early days.

However, as | mentioned, | endeavored to maintain
my position. | appreciated those grand and well-
organized homes. | admired the genteel individuals
‘who resided in them. | enjoyed viewing life from their
elevated perspective, free from concerns about trivial
matters. | began to look down upon my less fortunate
colleagues who frequented the local theaters and the
struggling publishing houses of Greenwich Village,
‘who passionately discussed Socialism and recited
blank-verse poetry to small audiences, donned
cravats made from window curtains and wore
celluloid glasses with large round lenses, and joyfully
attended the event .
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In reality, he was far more than just & butler.
He served as a valet, a chef de cuisine, a lord-
high-chamberlain, a purchasing agent. a
bodyguard, and a kindly old godfather all
rolled into one. The man pampered me. |
recognized that all along. Yet, | was already an
overworked and somewhat neurasthenic
individual,
even back then, and | was more than happy to
have that masked and silent Efficiency always
by my side. There were moments when his
duties even resembled those of a trained
nurse, as he would hide my cigars when |
smoked excessively, and when | overworked
myself, he would dispassionately recall what
morning horseback riding in the park had
done for & previous master of his.

And when | began using chloral hydrate to aid
my sleep, that perilous little bottle had &
tendency to mysteriously and inexplicably
vanish from its designated spot in my
bathroom cabinet.

There was just one aspect in which Benson let
me down.
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You've had some of those hero-guys of yours
mush
seven or eight hundred miles, and on a birch-bark
toboggan, between dinner
and supper. If that isn't genius, I've never seen it ina
reading book! That dinner was a significant moment in
my life, but not in the way I had anticipated. As I sat
there, cold with anxiety and shame, Pip Conners shared
many things about Alaska and the Klondike. He told me
many things that were new to me, discouragingly and
devitalizingly new. Unknowingly, he stabbed me, cutting
me deeply. Without realizing it, he stripped me of my
essence. He left me as a hollow shell of an author. He
made me a homeless exile, with the iron gates of Pact
firmly closed on what had once been a Fairy Land of
Romance, a Promised Land of free and carefree
imaginings. That was my first night without sleep. I said
nothing to Pip. I didn't speak to anyone. I held that
wvulture of shame tightly, feeling its dirty beak digging
into my insides. I tried to return to my work the next
day, hoping to lose myself in creation. But it felt like
seeking comfort next to a corpse. For me, Alaska was
dead, dead forever. And a blight had spread beyond my
work. It had invaded my entire world, the world that only
the effort of my pen could keep in order. The city, where |
had once felt like a conqueror, now lay around me as &
flat and dull landscape of boredom, as empty and stale as
a circus lot after the last wagon has rolled away.
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1don't plan to turn this recounting into the
confessions of someone with neurasthenia My
goal is far from writing a second City of Dreadful
Night. However, | started to feel anxious.
Eventually, | began to exaggerate my problems. |
‘even stayed in New York that summer simply
because | couldn't afford to leave. It was an
unbearably hot summer. | tried my best to work,
spending hours staring at a blank piece of paper,
laid out like & trap to catch a fleeting idea. But no
idea came to that pristine white square. When |
explored new topics, knowing Alaska was no
longer viable, the editors shook their heads and
said my new piece lacked the energy and flair of
my previous work. Panic set in, and after another
sleepless night, | went directly to Sanson, the
nerve specialist, and told him I felt like | was
losing my mind.

He laughed at me. Then, casually, he examined
me, tested my reflexes, checked my blood
pressure, and asked me a couple of questions. He
concluded by saying | was as healthy as could be,
‘whatever that meant, and suggested | quit
smoking and take up golf instead.

That lifted my spirits for & week or two.
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It was concluded that a Canadian would feel most
comfortable writing about the Frozen North. Regardless,
‘when | romanticized the Yukon and its icy trails, my stories
were well-received. and they requested more.

1 obliged them with additional tales. I provided vivid
narratives filled with blood-red fiction about gunmen,
claim- jumpers, Siwash queens, and salmon fisheries. |

introduced them to iron-willed supermen, battling against
the harshness of cold and hunger, always snarling at their
adversaries. | depicted eloquent young engineers with
sharp features and sinews of steel, fighting against the
forces of hyperborean evil. | included fistfights that led to
my books being discreetly excluded from school libraries,
yet attracted telegrams from film directors seeking first
rights. | offered enough gunplay to shoot Chilcoot Pass into
the heart of the Pacific, and | was publicly recognized as the
apostle of the Eye-Socket School. During the three-
hundred-night run of my melodrama, The Pole Raiders, |

‘even saw an impressively robust image of myself on
Broadway signboards, wearing a rakish Stetson and &
Nannel shirt unbuttoned at the throat, with a cowhide

holster hanging from my Herculean waist and a fearsome-
looking six-shooter sticking out from the top of that belted
holster. My publishers referred to me, for business
purposes, as the Interpreter of the Great Northwest. |
diligently explored that territory with the tenacity of &
badger. In my own unique way, | mined Alaska, which
yielded a very respectable amount of pay-dirt.
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However, when Mary arrived in town,
radiant and cool for three days of

shopping, she appeared to sense a change
in me

that first surprised her and then caused
her concern. | was painfully aware of being
.

disappointment to someone who had high
expectations of me. To avoid that painful
situation, | once again attempted to
immerse mywelf in my work. But it was as
futile as
trying to hide in a butter-dish, as there

was no effort or activity to envelop me. |
was

forced into idleness, without ever learning

how to do nothing. My life had been much
like boiling rice: it needed to be kept
moving to prevent it from becoming

mushy.

Yet now, the fire seemed to have gone out.

This led me to sit and reflect on my works,

as the French saying goes, which is never a
fruitful endeavor for someone who is

naturally anxious.
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Greetings, fellow readers! I'm a proud Canadian,
hailing from the great north, and I've been making my
mark in the literary world for the past 33 years, 9 of
which have been spent in the bustling city of New
York. My friends in the Big Apple consider me &
successful author, and | must admit, there was a time
when | shared that sentiment.

Alas, those days have passed, and | now find mywelf
facing the harsh reality of being a failure. You see,

‘when a writer can no longer put pen to paper, they

can no longer be considered an suthor. And that, my

friends, is the predicament | find myself in.

Now, I'm sure you're familiar with the name Witter
Kerfoot, and if you are, then you know that the
majority of my stories have been set in the rugged and
remote landscapes of Alaska. Why, you ask? Well,
that's & bit of & mystery, even to me. Perhaps it was the
allure of the far-off and untamed wilderness, or
maybe it was because the editors back home in the
land of the beaver and the sage recognized my roots
and thought it would be a natural fit.
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However, | could find no official record of the tragedy. |
‘even ran into my good friend Patrolman McCooey,
seemingly by chance, and stopped him on his beat near
Gramercy Park to casually ask about street accidents and
‘whether they had been on the rise lately. But apparently,
nothing significant had reached McCooey's ears. | watched
him as he walked awny from my house, with one of my
finest cigars hidden under his tunic, pondering what
people would think if they knew that Witter Kerfoot, the
bold creator of muscular supermen who snarl, fight, and
shake iron fists in the face of danger, had fled like a rabbit
from a person he had knocked down and killed?

8till, I clung to hope, trying to convince mywelf that taking
& man's life is not an easy task, scolding myself for not
doing what | should have to help the injured, and then
sinking into despair as | recalled what Latreille had said

about the weight of my car. Yet it wasn't until the following
night, when | prepared to step into that dreadfully heavy
machine of destruction, that my uncertainty turned into

reality.

“You got him." my chauffeur said, speaking from one side of

his mouth so that Benson, who was standing on the steps,
‘wouldn't hear those ominous words.

“Got himT" | repeated, feelinga vague annoyance at the
man's use of the singular personal pronoun.

“Killed!" was Latreille's brief explanation. And in that
moment, my heart stopped.
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1 covered my face with my
hands.
and groaned loudly in my deep sorrow.

But Latreille didn't wait for me. He lifted the seat cushion.
took some rubbing cloths from the toolbox, and crawled out of
sight under the car. I could feel the
occasional shakes that went through the frame as he worked
on that
grim task | heard his grunt of satisfaction when he was done. |
‘watched him with pained eyes as e stepped through the dim
darkness and tossed his incriminating cloths far over the
roadside fence.

“Itw all right.’ e said casually as he got back into the car.
But there was a different tone in the man's behavior, a tone
that even through that
thick fog of fear reached me and stirred my anger. We were
partners
in crime. We were co-actors in & play of unimaginable
cowardice, and | was at the mercy of the man, forever.
The result of that disaster, as | have mentioned, was uncertain,
agonizingly uncertain. | was too rattied and ill to uncover its
outcomes. |
left that to Latreille, who seemed to know well enough what |
‘wanted from him.

That first night passed. and nothing happened. The morning
dragged on. and my fellow criminal seemingly found nothing
worth

rehearsing to me. Then another night came and went. | went
through the

published hospital reports and the police records, with my
heart racing.
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It was more of an accident than anything else, | believe,
that initially propelled me into what is often
disparagingly referred to as society.

Society, generally speaking, only permits the lions of my
profession to enter its esteemed gates. Even these lions,
1 discovered, were welcomed with reluctance or under
the auspices of some noble charitable endeavor, and
after having made their brief appearances, they were
Qquietly ushered back into obscurity.
However, | was fortunate enough to have connections
‘with the Peytons and the Gruger-Philmores, and | must
admit that these venerable families were somewhat
foolishly fond of me.

From the outset, | endeavored to uphold those earlier
associations. | found myself being passed along from
one mysteriously guarded enclave to another.

The tea-time visit seamlesaly transitioned into a formal
dinner, which then evolved into an even more formal
box at the Horse-Show, followed by an invitation to
©occupy & spot at the Metropolitan on a Caruso night, or
& chance to attend an Assembly Dance at Sherry's, or &
‘week at Tuxedo during winter when the ice was ideal for
skating.

1 exerted considersble effort to maintain my position in
this social game. Yet, | was an impostor throughout. |
qQuickly realized that | needed to demonstrate not only
that | was acceptable but also that | was reliable. My
identity as a writer held no significance whatsoever to
those around me.
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Over her. The apheresis was so thorough that I
confided in Mary about what had transpired and
proposed to her.

Mary approached the situation with practicality.
She expressed that she liked me, and quite a bit at
that.

However, there were other factors to take into
account. We would need to postpone things. I had
my work to focus on—and she desired it to be
significant work, impressively significant work. She
‘wouldn't even agree to a formal engagement. Yet,
‘we shared an “understanding” | was returned to my
duties, intoxicated by the memory of her yielding
lips, warm against mine, and her longing eyes
searching my face for something she seemed
unable to locate there.

The work | returned to, however, felt rather dull,
insipid, and insignificant. I came to realize that this
‘was & state that could not persist. The pot needed
10 be kept simmering, and it needed to boil more
vigorously than ever.

1 had slipped into a somewhat huxurious lifestyle; |
had developed expensive tastes and a penchant for
antiques, Chinese bronzes, and those art objects
that are never found on the discount shelf | had
moved beyond the austere habits of my youth
when I could happily have lunch at Child's and

sleep.
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"Are you referring to this?” | inquired, casually
gesturing towards my Gramercy Square home.
*No, sir” Pip quickly replied. "I mean those
stories of yours. I've read them all*

1 felt my face Mush at this, genuinely
embarrassed. Such praise from someone who
understood life in its true form was music to
my ears.

"Are you saying you could get them up there?" |
asked, more to hide my embarrassment than
10 seek real information.

"Yes," Pip admitted with a somewhat silly
laugh, “they arrive in the mail just like they do
down here. And people even read them
occasionally, when the gun smoke clears from
the valley™
*80 what did you find so amazing about them?™
1 asked, feeling a bit lost regarding his
perspective.

*It's not the stories that are amazing, Witter. Its
you. | said you were remarkable. And you are”
"And what makes me remarkable?” | asked, no
longer feeling the honeyed praise was
embarrassing my humility.

*Witter, you're remarkable for getting away
with it” Pip replied with a serious tone.
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Instead of originating from the Bois de
Boulogne and the Avenue de la Paix, |
came from the slightly less glamorous
suburbs of Three Rivers, situated along
the St. Lawrence. However, my
fascination with Latreille during this
period became secondary, as
something far more significant than
sutomobiles occurred in my life. | fell
in love. I fell head over heels for Mary
Lockwood, a girl who could have easily
discarded a town car into the Hudson
every other week without a second
thought. She was stunning she was
remarkable; yet she was frustratingly
affluent.

Despite her distasteful wealth, she was
an incredibly honest and
straightforward girl, a healthy, clear-
eyed, practical-minded New Yorker
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Thus, | approached the Commissioner, and
was referred to the Probation Officers,
from whom | bounced to the Assistant
District Attorney, who subsequently
directed me to another official. who was

cynical enough to propose that the
prisoner might be released if | was willing
10 go as far as bonding him. | promptly
agreed. as | was now resolved to see poor
Latreille restored to freedom.
Latreille expressed his gratitude for my
efforts by saving me seven hundred
dollars when | purchased my town car—
though | must admit, with honesty, that |
later found it to be & used car that had
been refurbished, rather than a brand-new
model, as | had expected. Nevertheless,

Latreille took pride in that car, and in his

role, and | felt & sense of pride in having &

French chauffeur, although my enthusiasm

was somewhat diminished later on when |

discovered that Latreille,
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*This is & heavy car, sir” he finally
confessed. He said it calmly, almost
impersonally. But the words hit my heart
like a sledgehammer.

"But we couldn’t have killed & man" |
cried out in a panic, weakly, as we came
to a complete stop at the roadside.
“Forty-two hundred pounds—and he got
both wheels!" my adversary calmly
argued, as | now felt he was somehow my
enemy.

*What on earth are you going to dof* |

gasped, noticing he was getting out of his
seat

*Shouldn’t I clean the blood off the
running gear before we head back into
townt
*BloodT” | stammered, gripping the robe-
rail in front of me. And that one word
brought the horror of the situation home
to me in all its gruesomeness. | could see
axles and running boards and brake bars
dripping with red, adorned with shreds
of flesh, stained with darkening gore.
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The essence of the matter was, as the Irish
put it, that | returned to Doctor
Sanson and requested something, in the
name of God, that would help me sleep
well.

This time, he was less humorous. He
advised me to forget my worries and go
fishing for
& couple of weeks.

1 did go fishing, but | was fishing for ideas.
Unfortunately, I barely got a nibble.
Leaving the city was now more impossible
than ever. S0 for leisure, | had Latreille
take me out in the car, as a burning desire
for speed, which I found hard to explain,
led me to break traffic laws daily. In fact, |
was fined twice for this, receiving &
stern warning from the magistrate on the
second occasion, as the offense was made
worse
by colliding with an empty baby carriage.
Around this time, Latreille seemed eerily
wware of my state.
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who, in her twenty-two vibrant years, had
experienced enough of the world to discern
between what was superficial and what was
genuine, and had encountered enough men
1o expect intellectual companionship rather
than trivial chatter from them. I first
encountered her at the Volpi sale in the
American Art Galleries, where we
coincidentally bid against one another for an
antique Italian table-cover, a sixteenth-
century blue velvet piece adorned with gold
galloon. Naturally, Mary outbid me. I lost not
only the table-cover but also my heart.
When | saw her again at the Obden-Belponts
& week later, she admitted that | had been
somewhat of a burden on her conscience.
Generously, she offered to return that piece
of old velvet if I was still mourning its loss. |
replied that all | desired was the opportunity
to see it from time to time. And from time to
time, | did go to see it. I also visited its

owner, who became increasingly enchanting
to me with each passing week. Then |

completely lost my senses.





