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      PREFACE TO THE ILLUSTRATED EDITION


      IN THE DECADE since this novel was written, radio has given way to television.

      


      Who would have dreamed, a mere ten years ago, that the money-crammed world of radio was a bubble about to burst?


      Or who would dare to suggest today that commercial television—with its mammoth floods of cash, its huge studios, its racketing

         parlor games, its jigging advertisements, its solemn potentates—may someday be pricked by an electrician who will devise a

         more agreeable entertainment tool?

      


      Meantime sponsors are still sponsors; glamor girls are glamor girls; cringing executives are cringing executives; and ulcers

         apparently are ulcers. In the halls of Radio City, between rounds of the unchanging hot fight for place and money, boys still

         chase girls. The little box that sold us things in our homes by giving us music, yarns, and jokes, gratis, has yielded to

         a larger box that does the same job with pictures added. Miracles of engineering; trifles of amusement; at the heart of it

         all, the peddler. Plus Ça change … !


      Television, like radio before it, is a revival of an old form of entertainment, the free show or come-on. The purpose of the

         come-on is only incidentally to please. The main idea is to catch attention, hold it, and then divert it to whatever the man

         is selling. The instability inherent in this amalgam of sketchy amusement and hard-eyed selling causes most of the abuses

         and follies pictured in Aurora Dawn. None of that has changed. Aurora Dawn is a more rampant goddess than ever.

      


      The American people have accepted their broadcast entertainment in the ancient form of the free show. Who are novelists that

         they should prescribe differently? To crusade against the come-on seems faintly ridiculous. But perhaps it may be useful to

         raise a laugh against some of its abuses, which are not so much monstrous or evil as just plain silly, and unworthy of an

         adult civilization.

      


      H.W.


      Fire Island,


      August, 1956.


       


      PREFACE TO THE FIRST EDITION


      THE WRITINGof this story was begun to relieve the tedium of military service at sea in wartime, which, as sailors will tell you, is even

            more monotonous than in peace, despite occasional interruptions of terror. AURORA DAWN was started aboard the U.S.S. Zane at Tulagi, Solomon Islands, in 1943. The first part was completed aboard the U.S.S. Southard at Okinawa in 1945; and the book

            was finished at Northport, Long Island, in May,1946.


      This chronology is introduced because of the recent publication of more than one novel intended to expose the inner workings

            of the advertising industry, which this story may be said to resemble in setting and certain points of detail, though not,

            surely, in matter or manner. The coincidence, such as it is, cannot injure the other books, and will not greatly distract

            the readers of this one. Let me be forgiven, then, for publishing AURORA DAWN unaltered in those points of similarity.


      “The artist’s revenge” is a familiar flaw in satire. In so far as a grudge dictates the writing of any portion of a book,

            the work is marred; humor is one thing, lampoon another. The true distinction of humor is that it raises laughter against

            folly, not against individual fools. All this is self-evident. Yet, to go on in the pertinent words of LeSage, “There are

            some people in the world so mischievous as not to read a word without applying the vicious or ridiculous characters it may

            happen to contain to eminent or popular individuals. I protest publicly against the pretended discovery of any such likenesses.

            My purpose was to represent human life historically as it exists; God forbid I should hold myself out as a portrait painter.”


      THE AUTHOR


      Northport, Long Island,


      July, 1946.


   

      PART 1


      The Beautiful Brahmin–


      The Faithful Shepherd–


      Bezalel


   

      CHAPTER 1


      Introducing us to Andrew Reale


      and the Beautiful Brahmin.


      ONCE THERE was a bright and spirited young man named Andrew Reale, who came into the world in the second decade of the twentieth century

         and grew up in the third and fourth, and was thus convinced that the road to happiness lay in becoming very rich very quickly.

         To call this a conviction is not quite clear, because in the same way he was convinced that it was a good idea to breathe–that

         is, he did not expect either conviction to be challenged and could hardly have argued very successfully in their support.

         It was, rather, an axiom on which his life rested. This is enough of his background to explain most of his actions, at least

         in the early stages of his history, and we may proceed forthwith to the first moment in his life which merits the attention

         of the reader. He is on a train speeding south from New York, and is staring very hard at a strange young lady.

      


      Walk through any express train on the Atlantic coast and you will probably chance upon a girl much like this one. Usually

         one, occasionally two, and sometimes a group of them, can be seen lounging in the parlor car. They are as easy to pick out

         as highcaste Brahmins, and can be recognized by the same tokens: their distinctive clothing, their pallid, abstracted air

         of human beings devoted to a difficult ideal, their unique and uniform way of wearing their hair, and the paint marks on their

         faces. They are known in journalists’ jargon as “glamour debs,” a sect of young females which adheres to its symbols with

         a fanaticism rare in these lax times. The girl who sat in the parlor chair opposite our hero, intent on a copy of Harper’s Bazaar, was to the other members of her cult as the Dalai Lama is said to be to the monks of Tibet. Other girls painted their mouths

         into a vicious pout, according to the fashion; she had achieved a glaring red masterpiece of a pout. Something in the arrangement

         of her hair made the current mode, a rather disheveled, unsightly one to the detached view, suddenly seem as inevitable as

         the outcome of a tragedy. Her sweater was a triumph. There was a mathematically exact carelessness in the way the sleeves

         were pushed up above her elbows. There was an ineffable machine-tooled precision in the slovenly way it hung about her hips.

         Girls with a less happy touch labored for hours, all in vain, to achieve this uncannily correct, cut-crystal sloppiness.

      


      This charmer was as responsive to Andrew Reale’s presence as a compass needle is to the North Pole, but, unlike it (to the

         confusion of behaviorists, who say that human beings are soulless bundles of responses to external stimuli), she would not

         make the slightest movement in his direction. In fact, the magazine seemed increasingly to claim her attention until in her

         absorption she resembled a nun conning her breviary. Andrew’s consciousness, on the other hand, was divided among three ideas

         in the following order of importance: the beautiful young stranger, the secret mission on which he was traveling, and, receding

         into the background, the sweet savor of his early-morning farewell to his sweetheart, Laura Beaton. This last, a photographer’s

         model of extravagant attractiveness, had been renamed “Honey” by the agency which managed her fortunes, and it was by that

         name that Andrew thought of her. He loved Honey with his whole soul; she loved him no less in return, and their marriage and

         everlasting bliss awaited only what they both called “a good time for it.” From this, and from the fact that she was now third

         in his thoughts while a strange female was first, the casual reader may instantly surmise that Andrew was a light and wicked

         philanderer, ignoring the simple truth that a young man is less likely to focus his thoughts on a girl who loves him unreservedly

         than on one whom he suspects of not loving him at all or of loving somebody else as much.
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      –Known in journalists’ jargon as “glamour debs”–


      Admirable or no, our hero was becoming more and more contemplative of schemes having no more worthy goal than the opening

         of conversation with the young lady. He continued his uneasy glances, and she her impassive reading, until she was betrayed;

         for, like an animal with a will of its own, her hand crept softly up to her hair and bestowed an anxious, supervisory caress

         over her entire coiffure. Poor Andrew watched the hand with an eager eye that did not miss the delicacy of its form or the

         sweet grace of its little movements. It seemed to him that her fingers, as they curled around a roll of her hair, were like

         a half-opened white rose. Honey’s hands were more beautiful; it cost an advertising agency a standard price of one hundred

         dollars to associate the charm of her hands with a brand of lotion or nail polish; but Honey’s hands were in New York, and

         this hand was, at the moment, within a few inches of Andrew’s nose. As the girl stirred her hair, a faint, delicious perfume

         came to his nostrils, which flared enthusiastically.

      


      At this moment, both became aware of a sound which broke disagreeably on their pleasant silent duel. Starting as a low, vague

         rasp, it had risen in a few seconds to an assertive, slabbering, unmistakable human snore. Leaning back heavily in a chair

         behind the young lady, a stout, gray, sparse-haired man, to whom half-opened white roses were evidently objects of little

         concern, had given up the effort of maintaining his dignity as a human being on an early-morning train, and had subsided into

         the character of a large, breathing mound of flesh. The sound rose in volume. The fair one caught Andrew’s eye, and she smiled.

         Andrew burst out laughing.

      


      “He’s happy,” he observed, with a nod at the sleeper, from whose limp, fat fingers a dead cigar was just dropping to the floor.


      “But I’m not,” said the girl, putting her hands to her ears.


      A colored steward in a very white coat came through the corridor announcing breakfast. Andrew was only twenty-five, but in

         his work he had already learned to seize the passing chance. He invited her to breakfast with the pleasantest smile he could

         muster, a smile implying that he was offering her, entirely impersonally, an escape from distress. Andrew smiled often, and

         most often when he was trying to gain a point. He had extremely white, perfectly even and well-shaped teeth. The girl’s glance

         seemed to flutter for a fraction of a second to the teeth and away from them: it happened so quickly no one could be sure.

         In any case, with a slight, modest pause, she thanked him very much and accepted.

      


      Let us leave them for a moment on their way to this breakfast, which is to be such a turning point in Andrew’s life, leading

         him into an unexpected series of adventures, upsetting his career, and giving him an all-too-intimate knowledge of a lover’s

         anguish, and let us consider the familiar irony of destiny as demonstrated anew at this instant by Andrew and his unknown

         young beauty. All they know is that they are about to breakfast in pleasurable company. Andrew is a-tingle with elation, and

         his beloved Honey, to whom he has never been unfaithful, is temporarily out of his mind. The difficult mission on which his

         train is whisking him through the winter brownness of Maryland is out of his mind, too. Such is the effect of a bud of seventeen

         on an ambitious young man, and so far is he from keeping in mind what long shadows such trivial events may throw across the

         green paths of the future; even as a young shoot can cast a shadow across the entire breadth of a park in the slant light

         of dawn.

      


      And the young lady? Reader, I yield to the lady novelists, who insist that young ladies have minds and will describe their

         workings at length. Like the Ptolemaic celestial hypothesis, this approach is productive of believable results, within the

         limits of its first assumption. This historian is unable to report what the young lady was thinking and submits that perhaps

         it does not matter. Few people are governed by what young ladies think–least of all the young ladies themselves. This deep,

         but entirely wholesome truth, is one of the many that will be demonstrated in the course of this astonishing tale.

      


      [image: art]


   

      CHAPTER 2


      Telling a little more about the Beautiful Brahmin


      and bringing Andrew farther along his way.


      IT DOES NOT OCCUR to city dwellers that American railroads are capillaries of mechanized civilization threading through a wilderness, until

         they come one day as Andrew Reale did to the end of the line, and must eke out the rest of a journey over roads as primitive

         as any in such backward countries as Afghanistan or India. True, we usually climb aboard a bus instead of a yak or oxcart

         to convey us the rest of the way, but if the superiority of our culture is to rest on a showdown between the yak and the country

         bus, we had better take pause. The yak is slow, fractious, and not amenable to assembly on a conveyor belt; but does the bus

         give milk, or answer to its name in the night, or bring out new models each spring by simple association with other busses?

         It is a nice dispute, but it borders on political economy, and the reader will doubtless be pleased if it is left unresolved

         in order that the narrative may gather speed.

      


      Andrew clung to the dusty, cracked leather seat of the bus which jolted from Providence, West Virginia, to the township of

         Smithville (distance forty-one miles), over an asphalt road sagging piteously here and there where a frugal contractor had

         economized on asphalt and reaped the rewards of individual enterprise. He made an earnest effort to close his mind to the

         beauty of the sunset over the darkening hills and to arrange his thoughts for the accomplishment of the task ahead. It was

         the first major enterprise of its kind with which he had been entrusted; it called for daring, quick wit, ability to act singlehanded,

         and an unwillingness to be daunted, all of which qualities he had displayed to such a degree in the last two years that at

         last this mission had fallen into his hands. Pride and eagerness glowed within him when he thought of it. With the best will

         in the world he set about imagining the obstacles he was likely to encounter, and the measures he must take to win the day;

         but in whatever direction he set the current of his thoughts, it invariably meandered over an erratic, untraceable course

         until at last it found sea level in a troubled contemplation of his hours at breakfast and thereafter with the Beautiful Brahmin.

         A casual flirtation–the mere automatic response of a healthy young man–had led him into a startling experience.

      


      There are many solid metaphysical arguments buttressing Bishop Berkeley’s great philosophical doctrine that no reality exists

         outside the mind, but empirical evidence supporting it is thought to be rare; yet there is one phenomenon utterly Berkeleian

         in its nature and effect, and that is a cup of coffee in the morning. It sheds so dulcet a radiance on a world which twenty

         seconds before the ingestion of the brew usually seems stale and grisly, that we are forced to conclude the sudden change

         is not in the world but in the mental tone of the observer. Now–follow this philosophical thread carefully–if you admit the

         fact that the external world has actually remained unchanged while seeming to undergo a profound metamorphosis in the instance

         of coffee in the morning, are you not forced to go the rest of the way and admit that at all times, even if less obviously,

         the aspect of the world must depend on the mental state of the observer? And since aspect is all we can ever know (experience

         being only perceivable through the window of the brain), are you not thrust into the arms of Berkeley and compelled to the

         position that the world as we know it is a product of the mind? Leaving you to consider at leisure the staggering implications

         of the thesis, we return to our tale.

      


      The coffee our hero shared at breakfast with the Beautiful Brahmin had its customary effect both on the external world and

         the internal Andrew. In its train of familiar miracles it brought the gift of tongues. Andrew commenced to talk with amazing

         vivacity and speed and–as he was now recalling with acute spasms of embarrassment as the bus jounced along the hilly road–he

         did not stop talking for hours.

      


      The breakfast had begun awkwardly and silently enough. The girl kept her eyes either on the food, which she attacked with

         great vigor, or out the window during the intervals between dishes–which were brief, for they were the only people in the

         car and the steward, energized by a night’s sleep, hovered over them and sprang panther-like on empty plates and glasses.

         Her persistent avoidance of his glance gave him the chance to scrutinize her. Aside from the very thick, very black hair and

         the alert brown eyes it was hard to select her distinguishing features. She had clothed, coiffed, and painted herself with

         such mannequin accuracy that she seemed an embodied fashion rather than a person: the Last Word made Flesh. Gradually, however,

         beneath the gilding he discerned a satisfying lily. He first noticed how young she was: her skin was firm and clear under

         the rouge and powder, and the curves in her cheeks had the roundness of true girlhood despite the shadows under her eyes which

         betokened late hours rather than advanced years. Her mouth was a full eighth of an inch smaller all around than her carmine

         artistry pretended, and in its natural state would have made a better match with her short and snub nose. Her hands continually

         drew his eyes; all their movements were tense, and in every action they fell into naturally graceful lines, like cats. They

         were too small and too thin to be really beautiful, he supposed. Her body was shaped according to the Providential design

         for young ladies’ bodies, and was most pleasing to the view of Andrew whose eyes deviated little from the Providential design

         for young men’s eyes.

      


      He would probably have been surprised to know that all this while the girl was also giving him a thorough if less direct scrutiny,

         that she had noted with approval the squareness of his shoulders, clearly a tribute to his bone structure and not to his tailor,

         as well as his curly, sandy hair, his handsome if rather long features, and above all his well-cut mouth and the flashing

         beauties it contained. He would surely have been astonished to know that she had given him a nickname within five minutes

         of the moment she had first noticed him, and that she thought of him as “Teeth.”

      


      Along came the coffee, and the silence was broken up, all too effectively for Andrew. It was bad enough that he told her the

         story of his life, from his origin in a Colorado schoolmaster’s abode through his young manhood at Yale and his rapid rise

         since then into his present position (described at length, with names of important people studding the account like raisins

         in a bun); bad enough that he soared into a dithyramb on his plans for the future, omitting, as he now recalled with shame,

         any reference to his beloved Honey; but, worst of all, in an incredible fit of weak-mindedness, he disclosed to her the whole

         truth of his present enterprise. A tingle of remorse crawled up his spine as he recalled this. The girl had been a gratifying

         audience. It is in the nature of young ladies, under certain circumstances, to rise to great heights of prolonged and artistic

         listening. She fixed grave wide eyes on him when he was serious, sparkled with laughter at his least sally, filled his pauses

         with quick questions that spurred him on to fresh bursts of monologue, and, in fine, subtly conveyed to him that he was rather

         a wonderful fellow. This elevation of spirits lasted for several hours, as they moved back to the parlor car without a perceptible

         break in Andrew’s epic narrative. Then, just when he was becoming a bit giddy with success (this was in the midst of spilling

         the beans about his current adventure), he thought he noticed a tinge of quiet amusement in the girl’s expression at the wrong

         times. It was impossible to define, much less to challenge, but, illusion or no, it made him uneasy, and his cataract of eloquence

         suddenly lagged to a sluggish trickle, then vanished into the sands of silence.

      


      The girl, after vainly roweling him with a few more questions, seemed satisfied that he was exhausted, and did a little talking

         herself. Said she:

      


      “Well, I’m certainly glad I ran into you. This train kills me. I die every time I have to take it. If you knew how I hate

         to get up at three o’clock in the morning to catch a train–I don’t as a rule, I just stay up all night, that’s what I did

         last night, I rhumba’d until two-thirty, then went home, took a shower and changed my clothes. I probably look it. I loathe

         morning trains. I feel so filthy by ten o’clock I can’t bear to touch myself. My face is like a cobblestone street this minute–”

         (it was like the blandest Bavarian cream, thought Andrew). “The only good thing about this train is that it gets me to Mother’s

         six o’clock at night, so that all I do is eat dinner and fall into bed, and that’s one day out of two killed. I visit my mother

         every now and then for a weekend–my parents are divorced. Mother isn’t bad, but her husband is the most horrible goon.”–(The

         word “goon,” a main prop of young feminine conversation in that decade, meant a harmless, fumbling, shambling fellow. It was

         loosely used to refer to all males except the current object of a young lady’s desire.)–“He writes books–novels and biographies

         and things that nobody ever buys. He just wrote a book about Thomas Chatterton–what a pancake! Not that he has to worry, the

         way Mother is fixed. He was her English instructor at Wellesley. Mother is a terrific aesthete, anyway. She had a sensational

         crush on him at college–that’s nothing, I’m mad about my Fine Arts prof and I know he’s a goon, but I can’t help it, he’s

         beautiful–but Mother never outgrew hers. Three and a half years after she married Dad she decided that old Literature A-4

         was the big thing in her life, and she walked out on Dad, leaving me in the middle. I don’t mind it except when I have to

         visit Mother and her husband is around. He’s so polite I could die, and I know he despises me. He always wants to talk about

         school, and how my painting is coming, and–”

      


      “Do you paint?” interrupted Andrew with some surprise.


      “Yes. Oh, nothing good, yet–but I’ll be good some day. I’m going to spend a year in Mexico as soon as I can talk Dad into

         it. He thinks I’ll be raped by bandits.”

      


      The porter here put his head and one white, starched sleeve into the car and announced, “Washington, D.C., five minutes.”


      “I change here,” said the girl, cutting off her disquisition abruptly and beginning to wriggle into a camel’s hair coat as

         lethally casual as the rest of her array. Andrew sprang to her assistance and swung a heavy bag down from the rack overhead

         with an easy movement which the girl watched appreciatively. For more than an hour Andrew had been increasingly aware of a

         very awkward circumstance; they had, in this extravagant barter of confidences, somehow neglected the detail of exchanging

         names. They had passed so quickly from formality to the mushroom intimacy which springs up between wayfarers who have no intention

         of meeting again, that Andrew had never introduced himself. He suddenly felt that this was an impossible situation, that she

         must not be allowed to vanish into anonymity.

      


      “It’s a little late for this,” said he with one of his pearliest smiles, “but anyway, my name’s Andrew Reale.”


      “How do you do, Mr. Reale?” said the girl. “It’s been fun talking to you.” With this she relapsed into a prim silence, smoothed

         her coat once more, and folded her gloved little hands in her lap with feline grace.

      


      Andrew, a little out of countenance, could not let it rest so. “And what’s yours?” he inquired, with as much genial music

         as he could instill into the syllables.

      


      The girl looked at him with the oddest expression, not unfriendly but quite unfathomable. “I don’t feel like telling you,”

         she said in a pleasant and definite tone.

      


      Our hero felt as though he had driven a car at sixty miles an hour into a rock wall. The three minutes that elapsed before

         the train drew into the station were longer than the three hours which had preceded them. Not another word could Andrew dredge

         out of his reservoir of easy civilities. He sat in silence until the girl left the car with an airy “So long,” which he barely

         acknowledged with a grated “Good-by.”

      


      As Andrew’s recollections took this turn he groaned aloud. “Rough road if you ain’t used to it,” commented the bus driver,

         a gaunt gray man in blue denims, taking a bite from a large meat sandwich and resting it on the ledge in front of him.

      


      “How much longer to Smithville?” asked Andrew, bracing himself on his bucking seat.


      “We’re right close,” answered the driver out of that side of his mouth which was unoccupied, “but you got to change to another

         bus and it’s a good twenty minutes from the depot to Father Stanfield’s.”

      


      Andrew started. “Who said I was going to see Father Stanfield?”


      “I been on this run a long time.” The driver threw a brief, knowing look at Andrew. “You a tobacco man?”


      “No,” said Andrew, and with the bitter reflection that conversations with strangers did not lead him into felicity, he became

         silent. The bus joggled, bumped, and whined its way through the deepening twilight. Andrew forced himself to attempt a cool

         estimate of his indiscretion with the Beautiful Brahmin. After much shuffling of the ingredients of the situation, he decided

         that the girl would probably forget him and everything he had said the moment she resumed her devotional reading in Harper’s Bazaar; also that she was an irritating child, and that some vestige of collegiate emotions was responsible for his passing interest.

         This palatable conclusion freed his thoughts for weightier matters during the rest of the journey.

      


      In Smithville, a town so entirely composed of low clapboard structures that it seemed to have skipped the brick-baking stage

         of history, Andrew changed to a bus labeled “SPECIAL–FOLD.” The coach was crowded with an oddly non-rural group of tourists,

         apparently in holiday spirits, well dressed for the most part and conversing noisily. As Andrew took his seat the driver dimmed

         the interior lights and started out along the asphalt highway, but soon swung off to a hard dirt road which climbed, descended,

         twisted, and wove like an Indian trail through thick overhanging trees that obscured the starlight. The forgotten scent of

         night dew on green leaves came agreeably to Andrew as the bus crushed past branches. Ten minutes of this plunge through forest

         darkness, and the bus came over a hill and around a bend and was suddenly out in the clear, rolling down a road that sloped

         into a wide valley. In the center of the valley floor Andrew could see a cluster of buildings, toward which the bus drove

         with increasing speed. The chatter of the tourists became more animated, and they began to put on their coats and pick up

         packages. Soon the bus turned through an illuminated archway of stone on which was fastened in white wooden letters the legend:

         “The Fold of the Faithful Shepherd.” Rattling the pebbles of a wide gravel driveway, the vehicle slowed and stopped before

         a large, auditorium-like building with a wide, whitewashed porch brilliantly lit up.

      


      “Tabernacle,” said the driver. All the tourists descended and streamed eagerly up the steps of the porch–all except Andrew,

         who lingered behind and asked the driver, “Which one is the Old House?”

      


      The driver, a wiry little man who looked strangely neat in a gray mail-order suit, eyed Andrew carefully; then he nodded his

         head at one of the shadowy buildings, “That’s it.” Andrew thanked him and picking up his bag walked off into the gloom.

      


      Reader, the author is as anxious as you to follow him to the Old House, whatever that may be, and uncover the nature of this

         mission which is to bring him closer to the riches his young heart ardently desires. However, we can no longer delay acquainting

         you with the true heroine of this tale who even at this instant is engaged in an astonishing episode herself. She is none

         other than Laura, alias Honey, Beaton; but it would be as incongruous to meet her at the end of a chapter as it would be to

         see the dawn break in the west at the end of a wearying day.
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      CHAPTER 3


      Containing some very sound reflections


      and introducing the heroine and other


      important personages.


      BULFINCH OPENS HIS GREAT “Mythology” with the poignant words, “The religions of ancient Greece and Rome are extinct. The so-called divinities of Olympus

         have not a single worshiper among living men.” Since this is true one might think that the nine Muses who were minor deities

         in the Zeus heaven would have lost religious currency, too, but, mysteriously, they have survived Olympus, and are evoked

         by poets even unto this day. Indeed, there has been talk of a tenth, “American Muse,” who presumably is to descend from the

         nonexistent Olympian heaven and sing of railroad trains, smoking factories, broad fields of waving alfalfa, the sweat of workers,

         and similar objects of the modern poetic phrensy. Now, present-day authors are technically hobbled by a definite religious

         tradition that limits their range of invocation to the divine or holy personages of the Scriptures if, indeed, they have any

         religion at all. Invocation is a sound, necessary practice in instances such as the present, when the author frankly requires

         supernatural aid to sing the praises of a heroine whose beauty and worth far exceed his capacity for wielding language; but

         how can he call on a Muse who has been an exploded myth, an exorcised hobgoblin, for some two thousand years? Shall he invoke

         the shade of Solomon, who sang the praises of his love well enough? Alas, the higher critics of the Bible now assure us that

         Solomon probably never lived, and that if he did live he was a barbaric Syrian chief named Suleimo, and that in any case the

         Song of Songs is not by him at all, but is a clumsy Hebrew paraphrase of a certain well-known Greek love dialogue–so corrupted,

         it is true, as to be entirely unrecognizable–which only proves the backwardness of the Semitic adapters.

      


      No, this is the twentieth century, and science alone can aid us; psychology, to be exact, which has developed the great principle

         of the association of ideas. This thesis states that if one thing is emphatically presented in juxtaposition with another

         thing, the animal and human minds (between which there is no distinction except unscientific prejudice) will inevitably come

         to connect the two. Shakespeare, for instance, in such lines as

      


      “But soft! What light through yonder window breaks?


      It is the East, and Juliet is the sun,”


      was groping toward this principle which has been refined today into the subtle superposition of the picture of a partly clad

         girl’s body on the billboard image of everything from motor cars to coffins. It is to psychology, therefore, and the association

         of ideas, that we turn to help us bring Laura Beaton before you.

      


      Softly, softly, on viol, harpsichord, and flute, play the sweetest crystal melody that Mozart ever wrote. Blow, pink-and-white

         cherry blossoms, bravely blow in the sharp zephyrs of spring under a cool blue sky, and let little children laugh with silver

         glee, and let us hear their laughter faintly from afar. Open the fragrant chest of memory, and let us take out the most precious,

         muskiest remembrance, for now we are to recall the diamond moment of youth when we sat close to our secret beloved in the

         darkness, and heard the trivial song which had somehow come to imprison the wild, piercing essence of first love … and our

         hands touched, and a delicious shiver shook us.
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      –The sweetest crystal melody that Mozart ever wrote–


      The curtain rises on Laura.


      In a white silk slip she sat, brushing her glorious hair and talking calmly and cheerfully with her mother. Her hair was long

         and golden, and so heavy that she could not wash it without cloistering herself for a whole day. Her eyes, very large and

         gray-blue, and set wide apart under light, arched eyebrows and a square brow, had usually a frank and somewhat merry look;

         but sometimes, as now when her mother made a quaint and touching remark, they could all at once blink into a softness that

         might melt the heart of a corporation lawyer. She had a straight nose, and a jaw which might have had almost too firm a set,

         had not the sweet curves of flesh in her cheeks softened the line. Her inviting mouth, with its slightly protruding lower

         lip, was so lovely that cigarette advertisers paid remarkable sums to have their various brands photographed between or near

         those lips. (She always threw the cigarette away with a grimace when the pose was completed.)

      


      But your eyes are straying to her other charms. Yes, that perfect bust which she confined habitually out of modesty and not

         to assist sculptural Nature, now stood out in clear beauty beneath the silk. Her body was straight, strong and tall as years

         of western outdoors and food could make it, and the sweet, exciting outward curve of her hips swept down into the finest,

         shapeliest, whitest legs and feet in the world. This rare being was encased in a smooth, healthy skin that looked as though

         it would be electric to the touch, and, as she was now wearing his engagement ring, it is not amiss to say that Andrew had

         once or twice found it so.

      


      With infinite regret we must now go back twenty-five years. Briefly, you must know that she was the only daughter of a Congregationalist

         minister named Gideon James Beaton and his wife, Anna Wilson Beaton, whom he had found and married in Albuquerque, New Mexico,

         six months after he had arrived there in 1912 to preach the Word in that wide, sun-baked territory. Gideon Beaton had come

         from an eastern divinity school in answer to a letter from the shepherdless congregation to his dean. His first sermon, an

         abstruse dissertation on the Book of Jonah emphasizing the necessity of following the call to preach God’s Word wherever it

         might be on pain of finding oneself in the dark hell of the fish’s belly if one denied the call, was addressed to his inner

         self rather than to the congregation, to whom, indeed, it was not quite complimentary; but the flock, paying slack heed to

         the thread of his argument, was thoroughly won over by his deep, resonant voice, his pale yet manly good looks, and the intense

         sincerity of his words and gestures. No member of the laity was more impressed than Anna Wilson, gay and pretty daughter of

         a prosperous ranchman, who had reached the distressing age of twenty-five with her heart undented by the awkward assaults

         of the scions of local good families. Overnight her religious conscience awakened, and she realized with shame how she had

         neglected her duties to the church. She revived the languishing Junior Social Circle, volunteered to take the Sunday school

         children on summer picnics, contributed her sweet soprano voice to the choir, organized several suppers, and, in short, much

         to her astonishment, was proposed to by Reverend Beaton a half year to the day after he preached his first sermon. Her family

         consented with mixed feelings to this union with the cloth, and pretty Anna Wilson became the consort of a man of God.

      


      In the years that followed, Anna’s face gradually set in a permanent expression of puzzled and hurt surprise, so often were

         such feelings uppermost in her soul. Alas for the maidens who dash into wedlock expecting it to be an endless odorous lane

         of lilacs overhead and roses underfoot! The transition was very hard for Anna. Gideon Beaton was a religious man as well as

         a minister: gentle as a child in most matters, and adamantly willful as a child where principles of faith were concerned.

         It was his conviction that the Lord would provide, and he gave away all the money that came into his hands. Anna eventually

         learned to practice innocent deceptions and squirrel away occasional sums for the family’s use, but to come to this from the

         insouciant, selfish spending in her parents’ well-to-do home took years of bewilderment not seldom punctuated with tears.

         Deprived of most of the lighthearted self-indulgence of her girlhood, she developed a fantastic sweet tooth; her manner of

         nibbling at cakes, holding them to her mouth in two dainty hands, together with her practice of storing away money in hidden

         places, caused her husband to nickname her “Squirrel” in their private moments of endearment. These were many; indeed, they

         loved each other, and were innocent enough to be completely, unreflectively pleased with this love, not having any other experience

         with which to compare it and not being aware of the explicit standards set forth in modern treatises on the mechanics of connubial

         bliss, or the transcendent ecstasies hinted at in French novels. They grew old together in the unconscious contentment which

         the loose nomenclature of former days called happiness. Gideon passed away peacefully–after a heart illness of two days’ duration–at

         the age of fifty.

      


      Anna Beaton was left with their only child, Laura, then a ripening girl of eighteen. Her bachelor brother, Tom Wilson, who

         had inherited the ranch; urged her to come there to live, but Laura had other ideas. Already she knew that she was extraordinarily

         good-looking. Her mirror confirmed the testimony of the endless sighs and languishments of high-school and college swains.

         She knew, moreover, that she was lucky enough to have honorably vendible beauty; that is, she sensed that she was a born model,

         and was eager to go to New York to start earning a living. Her heart was completely her own. Had it been the fashion of the

         century, twenty boys in Albuquerque would have drowned themselves for her sake, but we live in trifling times, and they had

         all contented themselves with morose interludes lasting from a week to (in the case of the cadaverous, mustached high-school

         poet, Ed Hasley) four months, during which they had stupefied themselves with soft or hard drinks and violent jazz dancing,

         and had then all found other, more grateful loves. The fair Laura could therefore wish to leave Albuquerque without a qualm,

         since nothing ties down a young girl except family affection or romantic love. Not so her mother; she was as hard to uproot

         as the birch tree, which seems light and pliable, but has an iron grasp on its few feet of earth. In the clash of wills that

         resulted, Laura’s character began to emerge from her aura of loveliness. When her mother saw her begin to carry out her threat

         to go to New York alone–Laura came into the house one afternoon followed by a truck driver carrying an enormous trunk–Mrs.

         Beaton burst into tears and yielded. Then the girl and the woman, who in that moment exchanged their life roles of protector

         and protected, fell into each other’s arms and cried. And Laura, conscious of her new mastery, was sweetly penitent and insisted

         on staying; and her mother, who felt a strange mixture of vexation and warm, flooding relief at bending once again to a beloved

         will, was just as insistent on going. So the pathetic scene played itself out, and plans for departure were made and soon

         executed.

      


      And thus, patient reader, we are back in the apartment of mother and daughter Beaton on Seventh Avenue in the upper Fifties

         in New York, pleasantly furnished with the aid of Laura’s earnings and kept spotless by Mrs. Beaton’s energetic, instinctive

         neatness; and Laura (now Honey) having completed her toilet, is putting on a simple black frock with a silver clasp at the

         throat, preparatory to going out to dinner.

      


      “Well, Laura,” says Mrs. Beaton, beaming at her child’s beauty, which gladdened the trim, modernistic bedroom, “I always said

         you were going to marry a millionaire.” (Indeed she had always said it; by actual count, perhaps five thousand times in the last ten years.) “It looks as though you’re on your way

         to it, after all.”

      


      Laura turned deep, reproachful eyes at her. “Mother, how can you talk like that?”


      “Stranger things happen here in New York,” said the old lady with a very knowing look.


      In an emphatic gesture, Laura presented her engagement ring within an inch of her mother’s eyes.


      “I haven’t anything against Andrew; he’s a lovely boy,” said Mrs. Beaton in an injured tone, retreating and picking up a sugar

         wafer from a tray on the night table, “but there’s many a slip–”

      


      “Mother.” A girl can put an exquisite edge on the homely word. “Stephen English is almost old enough to be my father. He only

         asked me to dinner because Mr. Marquis asked Sandra, and we were all sitting together. And if I so much as thought of him

         as a rival to Andy I wouldn’t have said yes. I couldn’t very well be rude to Mr. Marquis when we practically live off the

         account.”

      


      “What was Mr. English doing at the press party?” asked her mother.


      “I don’t know.” As she talked, Honey put mysterious touches to her face, hair, and dress that seemed as necessary as colored

         spotlights on a rainbow. “This is the third time I’ve seen him. Every time Aurora Dawn starts a new program they throw one

         of these parties for about six awful looking radio critics and ten models and a few of the company bigwigs–and he’s always

         there. Sandra says his bank owns Aurora Dawn, even though Mr. Marquis is president. Mr. English took Madge Anderson to dinner

         last time, and she told us he was perfectly lovely to her, and never so much as–you know, a thorough gentleman.”

      


      “I should expect so, with his background,” said her mother. “And it’s only natural for a man who’s divorced to be lonely.

         They’re really most susceptible then. I do hope you’ll be nice to him. After all–”

      


      “Of course I’ll be nice to him,” cried Laura impatiently. “Would I go to dinner with him if I expected to be unpleasant?”

      


      “You know what I mean,” said her mother. “You needn’t act like an old married woman. I mean, you’re still a young girl.”


      “Mother, if you’re suggesting that I should flirt with Stephen English–”


      “Laura, why do you always twist my meaning? If a wealthy and cultured gentleman is going to fall in love with you, you don’t

         have to encourage him. Heavens, no man needs encouragement to do that. I don’t blame Mr. English one bit for feeling as he

         does. But you should be kind to him.”

      


      “Mr. English is not in love with me,” said Laura vehemently, “but you’re beginning to make me think I’m being disloyal to Andy by going. Maybe

         I’ll just telephone your precious millionaire and tell him I can’t–”

      


      “You’ll do no such thing,” her mother cried. “How can you dream of being so ill-mannered? Simply because I make a little joke

         about your marrying a millionaire–you know I’ve always said you would–you fly into the most dreadful temper! Really, Laura!”

      


      The shrewd reader will guess from our heroine’s irritability that her mother had prodded a tender spot. The fact is, Honey

         was aware of being a little more elated about this dinner engagement than she had a right to be, and, with feminine logic,

         she was angry at her mother for exhibiting precisely the same elation. Mr. English had not caused a ripple in her feelings

         she was sure–for they were a placid, bottomless pool of love for Andrew–but his reputation and wealth dazzled her, and his

         manner had been pleasant, even attractive, despite his graying hair and somewhat worn face. In the most unaccountable way

         she had found herself feeling sorry for him and desirous of pleasing him, so she had accepted his invitation to dinner with

         something like alacrity. This startled her as soon as she was aware of it, for it was the first time since Andrew had won

         her heart that she had felt anything but boredom in carrying out the social duties necessary to her bread-winning. She had

         known many moneyed men, if none quite so rich as English, so it was not merely the wealth that excited her, as it did her

         mother. But, whatever the cause, she knew she was a little disturbed, and was disturbed at the disturbance.
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