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Metropolitan Magazine (December
1922)

Some of the caddies were poor as
sin and lived in one-room houses with a neurasthenic cow in the
front yard, but Dexter Green’s father owned the second best
grocery-store in Black Bear — the best one was “The
Hub,” patronized by the wealthy people from Sherry Island
— and Dexter caddied only for pocket-money.

In the fall when the days became
crisp and gray, and the long Minnesota winter shut down like the
white lid of a box, Dexter’s skis moved over the snow that
hid the fairways of the golf course. At these times the country
gave him a feeling of profound melancholy — it offended him
that the links should lie in enforced fallowness, haunted by ragged
sparrows for the long season. It was dreary, too, that on the tees
where the gay colors fluttered in summer there were now only the
desolate sand-boxes knee-deep in crusted ice. When hecrossed the
hills the wind blew cold as misery, and if the sun was out he
tramped with his eyes squinted up against the hard dimensionless
glare.

In April the winter ceased
abruptly. The snow ran down into Black Bear Lake scarcely tarrying
for the early golfers to brave the season with red and black balls.
Without elation, without an interval of moist glory, the cold was
gone.

Dexter knew that there was
something dismal about this Northern spring, just as he knew there
was something gorgeous about the fall.Fall made him clinch his
hands and tremble and repeat idiotic sentences to himself, and make
brisk abrupt gestures of command to imaginary audiences and armies.
October filled him with hope which November raised to a sort of
ecstatic triumph, and in thismood the fleeting brilliant
impressions of the summer at Sherry Island were ready grist to his
mill. He became a golf champion and defeated Mr. T. A. Hedrick in a
marvellous match played a hundred times over the fairways of his
imagination, a match each detail of which he changed about
untiringly — sometimes he won with almost laughable ease,
sometimes he came up magnificently from behind. Again, stepping
from a Pierce-Arrow automobile, like Mr. Mortimer Jones, he
strolled frigidly into the lounge of the Sherry Island Golf Club
— or perhaps, surrounded by an admiring crowd, he gave an
exhibition of fancy diving from the spring-board of the club raft.
. . . Among those who watched him in open-mouthed wonder was Mr.
Mortimer Jones.

And one day it came to passthat Mr.
Jones — himself and not his ghost — came up to Dexter
with tears in his eyes and said that Dexter was the ——
best caddy in the club, and wouldn’t he decide not to quit if
Mr. Jones made it worth his while, because every other
—— caddy in the clublost one ball a hole for him
— regularly —

“No, sir,” said Dexter
decisively, “I don’t want to caddy any more.”
Then, after a pause: “I’m too old.”

“You’re not more than
fourteen. Why the devil did you decide just this morning that you
wanted to quit? Youpromised that next week you’d go over to
the State tournament with me.”

“I decided I was too
old.”

Dexter handed in his “A
Class” badge, collected what money was due him from the caddy
master, and walked home to Black Bear Village.

“The best ——
caddy I ever saw,” shouted Mr. Mortimer Jones over a drink
that afternoon. “Never lost a ball! Willing! Intelligent!
Quiet! Honest! Grateful!”

The little girl who had done this
was eleven — beautifully ugly as little girls are apt to be
who are destined after a few years to be inexpressibly lovely and
bring no end of misery to a great number of men. The spark,
however, was perceptible. There was a general ungodliness in the
way her lips twisted down at the corners when she smiled, and in
the — Heaven help us! — in thealmost passionate quality
of her eyes. Vitality is born early in such women. It was utterly
in evidence now, shining through her thin frame in a sort of
glow.

She had come eagerly out on to the
course at nine o’clock with a white linen nurse and five
small new golf-clubs in a white canvas bag which the nurse was
carrying. When Dexter first saw her she was standing by the caddy
house, rather ill at ease and trying to conceal the fact by
engaging her nurse in an obviously unnatural conversation graced by
startling and irrelevant grimaces from herself.

“Well, it’s certainly a
nice day, Hilda,” Dexter heard her say. She drew down the
corners of her mouth, smiled, and glanced furtively around, her
eyes in transit falling for an instant on Dexter.

Then to thenurse:

“Well, I guess there
aren’t very many people out here this morning, are
there?”

The smile again — radiant,
blatantly artificial — convincing.

“I don’t know what
we’re supposed to do now,” said the nurse, looking
nowhere in particular.

“Oh, that’s all right.
I’ll fix it up.”

Dexter stood perfectly still, his
mouth slightly ajar. He knew that if he moved forward a step his
stare would be in her line of vision — if he moved backward
he would lose his full view of her face. For a moment he had not
realized how young she was. Now he remembered having seen her
several times the year before — in bloomers.

Suddenly, involuntarily, he
laughed, a short abrupt laugh — then, startled by himself, he
turned and began to walk quickly away.

“Boy!”

Dexter stopped.

“Boy — ”

Beyond question he was addressed.
Not only that, but he was treated to that absurd smile, that
preposterous smile — the memory of which at least a dozen men
were to carry into middle age.

“Boy, do you know where the
golf teacher is?”

“He’s givinga
lesson.”

“Well, do you know where the
caddy-master is?”

“He isn’t here yet this
morning.”

“Oh.” For a moment this
baffled her. She stood alternately on her right and left foot.

“We’d like to get a
caddy,” said the nurse. “Mrs. Mortimer Jones sent us
outto play golf, and we don’t know how without we get a
caddy.”

Here she was stopped by an ominous
glance from Miss Jones, followed immediately by the smile.

“There aren’t any
caddies here except me,” said Dexter to the nurse, “and
I got to stay here in charge until the caddy-master gets
here.”

“Oh.”

Miss Jones and her retinue now
withdrew, and at a proper distance from Dexter became involved in a
heated conversation, which was concluded by Miss Jones taking one
of the clubs and hitting it on the ground with violence. For
further emphasis she raised it again and was about to bring it down
smartly upon the nurse’s bosom, when the nurse seized the
club and twisted it from her hands.

“You damn little mean
oldthing!” cried Miss Jones wildly.

Another argument ensued. Realizing
that the elements of the comedy were implied in the scene, Dexter
several times began to laugh, but each time restrained the laugh
before it reached audibility. He could not resist the monstrous
conviction that the little girl was justified inbeating the
nurse.

The situation was resolved by the
fortuitous appearance of the caddy-master, who was appealed to
immediately by the nurse.

“Miss Jones is to have a
little caddy, and this one says he can’t go.”

“Mr. McKenna said I was to
wait here tillyou came,” said Dexter quickly.

“Well, he’s here
now.” Miss Jones smiled cheerfully at the caddy-master. Then
she dropped her bag and set off at a haughty mince toward the first
tee.

“Well?” The
caddy-master turned to Dexter. “What you standing there likea
dummy for? Go pick up the young lady’s clubs.”

“I don’t think
I’ll go out to-day,” said Dexter.

“You don’t —
”

“I think I’ll
quit.”

The enormity of his decision
frightened him. He was a favorite caddy, and the thirty dollars a
month he earned through thesummer were not to be made elsewhere
around the lake. But he had received a strong emotional shock, and
his perturbation required a violent and immediate outlet.

It is not so simple as that,
either. As so frequently would be the case in the future, Dexterwas
unconsciously dictated to by his winter dreams.
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Now, of course, the quality and the seasonability of thesewinter
dreams varied, but the stuff of them remained. Theypersuaded Dexter
several years later to pass up a business courseat the State
university — his father, prospering now, wouldhave paid his
way — for the precarious advantage of attendingan older and
more famous university in the East, where he wasbothered by his
scanty funds. But do not get the impression,because his winter
dreams happened to be concerned at first withmusings on the rich,
that there was anything merely snobbish in theboy. He wanted not
association with glittering things andglittering people — he
wanted the glittering thingsthemselves. Often he reached out for
the best without knowing whyhe wanted it — and sometimes he
ran up against the mysteriousdenials and prohibitions in which life
indulges. It is with one ofthose denials and not with his career as
a whole that this storydeals.

He made money. It was rather amazing. After college he went
tothe city from which Black Bear Lake draws its wealthy patrons.
Whenhe was only twenty-three and had been there not quite two
years,there were already people who liked to
say:“Nowthere’sa boy — ” All about him
richmen’s sons were peddling bonds precariously, or
investingpatrimonies precariously, or plodding through the two
dozen volumesof the “George Washington Commercial
Course,” butDexter borrowed a thousand dollars on his college
degree and hisconfident mouth, and bought a partnership in a
laundry.

It was a small laundry when he went into it but Dexter made
aspecialty of learning how the English washed fine
woollengolf-stockings without shrinking them, and within a year he
wascatering to the trade that wore knickerbockers. Men were
insistingthat their Shetland hose and sweaters go to his laundry
just asthey had insisted on a caddy who could find golf-balls. A
littlelater he was doing their wives’ lingerie as well
— andrunning five branches in differentparts of the city.
Before he wastwenty-seven he owned the largest string of laundries
in hissection of the country. It was then that he sold out and went
toNew York. But the part of his story that concerns us goes back
tothe days when he was making his first big success.

When he was twenty-three Mr. Hart — one of the
gray-hairedmen who like to say “Now there’s a
boy” —gave him a guest card to the Sherry Island Golf
Club for aweek-end. So he signed his name one day on the register,
and thatafternoonplayed golf in a foursome with Mr. Hart and Mr.
Sandwoodand Mr. T. A. Hedrick. He did not consider it necessary to
remarkthat he had once carried Mr. Hart’s bag over this same
links,and that he knew every trap and gully with his eyes shut
—but he found himself glancing at the four caddies who
trailed them,trying to catch a gleam or gesture that would remind
him ofhimself, that would lessen the gap which lay between his
presentand his past.

It was a curious day, slashed abruptly with fleeting,
familiarimpressions. One minute he had the sense of being a
trespasser— in the next he was impressed by the
tremendoussuperiorityhe felt toward Mr. T. A. Hedrick, who was a
bore and not even agood golfer any more.

Then, because of a ball Mr. Hart lost nearthe fifteenth green,an
enormous thing happened. While they were searching the stiffgrasses
of the rough there was a clear call of “Fore!”from
behind a hill in their rear. And as they all turned abruptlyfrom
their search a bright new ball sliced abruptly over the hilland
caught Mr. T. A. Hedrick in the abdomen.

“By Gad!” cried Mr. T. A. Hedrick, “they
oughtto put some of these crazy women off the course. It’s
gettingto be outrageous.”

A head and a voice came up together over the hill:

“Do you mind ifwe go through?”

“You hit me in the stomach!” declared Mr.
Hedrickwildly.

“Did I?” The girl approached the group of
men.“I’m sorry. I yelled ‘Fore!’”

Her glance fell casually on each of the men — then
scannedthe fairway for her ball.

“Did I bounce into the rough?”

It was impossible to determine whether this question
wasingenuous or malicious. In a moment, however, she left no
doubt,for as her partner came up over the hill she called
cheerfully:

“Here I am! I’d have gone on the green except that
Ihit something.”

As she took her stance for a short mashie shot, Dexter looked
ather closely. She wore a blue gingham dress, rimmed at throat
andshoulders with a white edging that accentuated her tan. The
qualityof exaggeration, of thinness, which had made herpassionate
eyes anddown-turning mouth absurd at eleven, was gone now. She
wasarrestingly beautiful. The color in her cheeks was centered
likethe color in a picture — it was not a
“high”color, but a son of fluctuating and feverish
warmth, so shaded thatit seemed at any moment it would recede and
disappear. This colorand the mobility of her mouth gave a continual
impression of flux,of intense life, of passionate vitality —
balanced onlypartially by the sad luxury of her eyes.

She swung her mashie impatiently and without interest,
pitchingthe ball into a sand-pit on the other side of the green.
With aquick, insincere smile and a careless “Thank
you!” shewent on after it.

“That Judy Jones!” remarked Mr. Hedrick on the
nexttee, as they waited — somemoments — for her to play
onahead. “All she needs is to be turned up and spanked for
sixmonths and then to be married off to an old-fashioned
cavalrycaptain.”

“My God, she’s good-looking!” said
Mr.Sandwood, who was just over thirty.

“Good-looking!”cried Mr. Hedrick
contemptuously,“she always looks as if she wanted to be
kissed! Turningthose big cow-eyes on every calf in town!”

It was doubtful if Mr. Hedrick intended a reference to
thematernal instinct.

“She’d play pretty good golf if
she’dtry,”said Mr. Sandwood.

“She has no form,” said Mr. Hedrick solemnly.

“She has a nice figure,” said Mr. Sandwood.

“Better thank the Lord she doesn’t drive a
swifterball,” said Mr. Hart, winking at Dexter.

Later in the afternoon the sun went down with a riotousswirl
ofgold and varying blues and scarlets, and left the dry,
rustlingnight of Western summer. Dexter watched from the veranda of
theGolf Club, watched the even overlap of the waters in the
littlewind, silver molasses under the harvest-moon. Then themoon
held afinger to her lips and the lake became a clear pool, pale
andquiet. Dexter put on his bathing-suit and swam out to the
farthestraft, where he stretched dripping on the wet canvas of
thespringboard.

There was a fish jumping and a star shining and the lightsaround
the lake were gleaming. Over on a dark peninsula a piano wasplaying
the songs of last summer and of summers before that —songs
from “Chin-Chin” and “The Count
ofLuxemburg” and “The Chocolate Soldier”
—and because the sound of apiano over a stretch of water had
alwaysseemed beautiful to Dexter he lay perfectly quiet and
listened.

The tune the piano was playing at that moment had been gay
andnew five years before when Dexter was a sophomore at college.
Theyhad played it at a prom once when he could not afford the
luxury ofproms, and he had stood outside the gymnasium and
listened. Thesound of the tune precipitated in him a sort of
ecstasy and it waswith that ecstasy he viewed what happened to him
now. It was a moodof intenseappreciation, a sense that, for once,
he wasmagnificently attune to life and that everything about him
wasradiating a brightness and a glamour he might never know
again.

A low, pale oblong detached itself suddenly from the darkness
ofthe Island, spitting forth the reverberate sound of a
racingmotor-boat. Two white streamers of cleft water rolled
themselvesout behind it and almost immediately the boat was beside
him,drowning out the hot tinkle of the piano in the drone of its
spray.Dexter raising himself on his arms was aware of a figure
standingat the wheel, of two dark eyes regarding him over the
lengtheningspace of water — then the boat had gone by and was
sweepingin an immense and purposeless circle of spray round and
round inthe middle of thelake. With equal eccentricity one of the
circlesflattened out and headed back toward the raft.

“Who’s that?” she called, shutting off
hermotor. She was so near now that Dexter could see her
bathing-suit,which consisted apparently of pink rompers.

The nose of the boat bumped the raft, and as the latter
tiltedrakishly he was precipitated toward her. With different
degrees ofinterest they recognized each other.

“Aren’t you one of those men we played through
thisafternoon?” she demanded.

He was.

“Well, do you know how to drive a motor-boat? Because
ifyou do I wish you’d drive this one so I can ride on
thesurf-board behind. My name is Judy Jones” — she
favoredhim with an absurd smirk — rather, what tried to be a
smirk,for, twist her mouth as she might,it was not grotesque, it
wasmerely beautiful — “and I live in a house over there
onthe Island, and in that house there is a man waiting for me.
Whenhe drove up at the door I drove out of the dock because he
saysI’m his ideal.”

There was a fish jumpingand a star shining and the lights
aroundthe lake were gleaming. Dexter sat beside Judy Jones and
sheexplained how her boat was driven. Then she was in the
water,swimming to the floating surfboard with a sinuous crawl.
Watchingher was without effort tothe eye, watching a branch waving
or asea-gull flying. Her arms, burned to butternut, moved
sinuouslyamong the dull platinum ripples, elbow appearing first,
casting theforearm back with a cadence of falling water, then
reaching out anddown, stabbing apath ahead.

They moved out into the lake; turning, Dexter saw that she
waskneeling on the low rear of the now uptilted surf-board.

“Go faster,” she called, “fast as
it’llgo.”

Obediently he jammed the lever forward and the white
spraymounted at the bow.When he looked around again the girl
wasstanding up on the rushing board, her arms spread wide, her
eyeslifted toward the moon.

“It’s awful cold,” she
shouted.“What’s your name?”

He told her.

“Well, why don’t you come to dinner
to-morrownight?”

His heart turned over like the fly-wheel of the boat, and,
forthe second time, her casual whim gave a new direction to
hislife.
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Next evening while he waited for her to come down-stairs,
Dexterpeopled the soft deep summer room and the sun-porch
thatopened fromit with the men who had already loved Judy Jones. He
knew the sortof men they were — the men who when he first
went to collegehad entered from the great prep schools with
graceful clothes andthe deep tan of healthy summers. He had seen
that,in one sense, hewas better than these men. He was newer and
stronger. Yet inacknowledging to himself that he wished his
children to be likethem he was admitting that he was but the rough,
strong stuff fromwhich they eternally sprang.

When the time hadcome for him to wear good clothes, he had
knownwho were the best tailors in America, and the best tailors
inAmerica had made him the suit he wore this evening. He had
acquiredthat particular reserve peculiar to his university, that
set it offfrom other universities. He recognized the value to him
of such amannerism and he had adopted it; he knew that to be
careless indress and manner required more confidence than to be
careful. Butcarelessness was for his children. His mother’s
name had beenKrimslich. She was a Bohemian of the peasant class and
she hadtalked broken English to the end of her days. Her son must
keep tothe set patterns.

At a little after seven Judy Jones came down-stairs. She wore
ablue silk afternoon dress, and he was disappointedat first that
shehad not put on something more elaborate. This feeling
wasaccentuated when, after a brief greeting, she went to the door
of abutler’s pantry and pushing it open called: “You
canserve dinner, Martha.” He had rather expected that
abutlerwould announce dinner, that there would be a cocktail.
Thenhe put these thoughts behind him as they sat down side by side
on alounge and looked at each other.

“Father and mother won’t be here,” she
saidthoughtfully.

He remembered the last time he had seen her father, and he
wasglad the parents were not to be here to-night — they
mightwonder who he was. He had been born in Keeble, a Minnesota
villagefifty miles farther north, and he always gave Keeble as his
homeinstead of Black Bear Village. Countrytowns were well enough
tocome from if they weren’t inconveniently in sight and used
asfootstools by fashionable lakes.

They talked of his university, which she had visited
frequentlyduring the past two years, and of the near-by city which
suppliedSherry Island with its patrons, and whither Dexter would
returnnext day to his prospering laundries.

During dinner she slipped into a moody depression which
gaveDexter a feeling of uneasiness. Whatever petulance she uttered
inher throaty voice worried him.Whatever she smiled at —
athim, at a chicken liver, at nothing — it disturbed him
thather smilecould have no root in mirth, or even in amusement.
Whenthe scarlet corners of her lips curved down, it was less a
smilethan an invitation to a kiss.

Then, after dinner, she led him out on the dark sun-porch
anddeliberately changed the atmosphere.

“Do you mind if I weep a little?” she said.

“I’m afraid I’m boring you,” heresponded
quickly.

“You’re not. I like you. But I’ve just had
aterrible afternoon. There was a man I cared about, and
thisafternoon he told me out of a clear sky that he was poor as
achurch-mouse. He’d never even hinted it before. Does
thissound horribly mundane?”

“Perhaps he was afraid to tell you.”

“Suppose he was,” she answered.
“Hedidn’t start right. You see, if I’d thought of
him aspoor — well, I’ve been mad about loads of poor
men, andfully intended to marry them all. But in this case, I
hadn’tthought of him that way, and my interest in him
wasn’t strongenough to survive the shock. As if a girl calmly
informed herfiancé that she was a widow. He might not object
to widows,but —

“Let’s start right,” she interrupted
herselfsuddenly. “Who are you, anyhow?”

For a moment Dexter hesitated. Then:

“I’m nobody,” he announced. “My
careerislargely a matter of futures.”

“Are you poor?”

“No,” he said frankly, “I’m
probablymaking more money than any man my age in the Northwest. I
knowthat’s an obnoxious remark, but you advised me to
startright.”

There was a pause. Then she smiled and thecorners of her
mouthdrooped and an almost imperceptible sway brought her closer to
him,looking up into his eyes. A lump rose in Dexter’s throat,
andhe waited breathless for the experiment, facing the
unpredictablecompound that would form mysteriouslyfrom the elements
of theirlips. Then he saw — she communicated her excitement
to him,lavishly, deeply, with kisses that were not a promise but
afulfillment. They aroused in him not hunger demanding renewal
butsurfeit that would demand more surfeit . .. kisses that were
likecharity, creating want by holding back nothing at all.

It did not take him many hours to decide that he had wanted
JudyJones ever since he was a proud, desirous little boy.
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It began like that — and continued, with varyingshades
ofintensity, on such a note right up to the dénouement.
Dextersurrendered a part of himself to the most direct and
unprincipledpersonality with which he had ever come in contact.
Whatever Judywanted, she went after with the full pressure of
hercharm. Therewas no divergence of method, no jockeying for
position orpremeditation of effects — there was a very little
mentalside to any of her affairs. She simply made men conscious to
thehighest degree of her physical loveliness. Dexter had no desire
tochange her. Her deficiencies were knit up with a passionate
energythat transcended and justified them.

When, as Judy’s head lay against his shoulder that
firstnight, she whispered, “I don’t know what’s
thematter with me. Last night I thought I wasin love with a man
andto-night I think I’m in love with you — " —
itseemed to him a beautiful and romantic thing to say. It was
theexquisite excitability that for the moment he controlled and
owned.But a week later he was compelled to view this same quality
in adifferent light. She took him in her roadster to a picnic
supper,and after supper she disappeared, likewise in her roadster,
withanother man. Dexter became enormously upset and was scarcely
ableto be decently civil to the other people present. When she
assuredhim that she had not kissed the other man, he knew she was
lying— yet he was glad that she had taken the trouble to lie
tohim.

He was, as he found before the summer ended, one of a
varyingdozen who circulated about her. Each of them had at one time
beenfavored above all others — about half of them still
basked inthe solace of occasional sentimental revivals. Whenever
one showedsigns of dropping out through long neglect, she granted
him a briefhoneyed hour, which encouraged him to tag along for a
year or solonger. Judy made these forays upon the helpless and
defeatedwithout malice, indeed half unconscious that there was
anythingmischievous in what she did.

When a new man came to town every one dropped out —
dateswere automatically cancelled.

The helpless part of trying to do anything about it was that
shedid it all herself. She was not a girl who could
be“won” in the kinetic sense — she was
proofagainst cleverness, she was proof against charm; if any of
theseassailed her too strongly she would immediately resolve the
affairto a physical basis, and under the magic of her physical
splendorthe strong as well as the brilliant played her game and not
theirown. She was entertained only by the gratification of her
desiresand by the direct exercise of her own charm. Perhaps from so
muchyouthful love, so many youthful lovers, she had come,
inself-defense, to nourish herself wholly from within.

Succeeding Dexter’s first exhilaration came
restlessnessand dissatisfaction. The helpless ecstasy of losing
himself in herwas opiate rather than tonic. It was fortunate for
his work duringthe winter that those moments of ecstasy came
infrequently. Earlyin their acquaintance it had seemed for a while
that there was adeep and spontaneous mutual attraction — that
first August,for example — three days of long evenings on her
duskyveranda, of strange wan kisses through the late afternoon,
inshadowy alcoves or behind the protecting trellises of the
gardenarbors, of mornings when she was fresh as a dream and almost
shy atmeeting him in the clarity of the rising day. There was all
theecstasy of an engagement about it, sharpened by his
realizationthat there was no engagement. It was during those three
days that,for the first time, he had asked her to marry him. She
said“maybe some day,” she said “kiss me,”
shesaid “I’d like to marry you,” she said
“Ilove you” — she said — nothing.

The three days were interrupted by the arrival of a New York
manwho visited at her house for half September.To
Dexter’sagony, rumor engaged them. The man was the son of the
president ofa great trust company. But at the end of a month it was
reportedthat Judy was yawning. At a dance one night she sat all
evening ina motor-boat with a local beau, while the NewYorker
searched theclub for her frantically. She told the local beau that
she wasbored with her visitor, and two days later he left. She was
seenwith him at the station, and it was reported that he looked
verymournful indeed.

On this note the summerended. Dexter was twenty-four, and
hefound himself increasingly in a position to do as he wished.
Hejoined two clubs in the city and lived at one of them. Though
hewas by no means an integral part of the stag-lines at these
clubs,he managed to be on hand at dances where Judy Jones was
likely toappear. He could have gone out socially as much as he
liked —he was an eligible young man, now, and popular with
down-townfathers. His confessed devotion to Judy Jones had rather
solidifiedhis position. But hehad no social aspirations and rather
despisedthe dancing men who were always on tap for the Thursday or
Saturdayparties and who filled in at dinners with the younger
married set.Already he was playing with the idea of going East to
New York. Hewantedto take Judy Jones with him. No disillusion as to
the worldin which she had grown up could cure his illusion as to
herdesirability.

Remember that — for only in the light of it can what hedid
for her be understood.

Eighteen months after he first met JudyJones he became engagedto
another girl. Her name was Irene Scheerer, and her father wasone of
the men who had always believed in Dexter. Irene waslight-haired
and sweet and honorable, and a little stout, and shehad two suitors
whom she pleasantly relinquished when Dexterformally asked her to
marry him.

Summer, fall, winter, spring, another summer, another
fall— so much he had given of his active life to the
incorrigiblelips of Judy Jones. She had treated him with interest,
withencouragement, with malice, with indifference, with contempt.
Shehad inflicted on him the innumerable little slights and
indignitiespossible in such a case — as if in revenge for
having evercared for him at all. She had beckoned him and yawned at
himandbeckoned him againand he had responded often with bitterness
andnarrowed eyes. She had brought him ecstatic happiness
andintolerable agony of spirit. She had caused him
untoldinconvenience and not a little trouble. She had insulted him,
andshe had ridden over him, and she had played his interest in
heragainst his interest in his work — for fun. She had
doneeverything to him except to criticise him — this she had
notdone — it seemed to him only because it might have
sulliedthe utter indifference she manifested and sincerely felt
towardhim.

When autumn had come and gone again it occurred to him that
hecould not have Judy Jones. He had to beat this into his mind but
heconvinced himself at last. He lay awake at night for a while
andargued it over. He told himself thetrouble and the pain she
hadcaused him, he enumerated her glaring deficiencies as a wife.
Thenhe said to himself that he loved her, and after a while he
fellasleep. For a week, lest he imagined her husky voice over
thetelephone or her eyes opposite himat lunch, he worked hard
andlate, and at night he went to his office and plotted out
hisyears.

At the end of a week he went to a dance and cut in on her
once.For almost the first time since they had met he did not ask
her tosit out with him or tell her that she was lovely. It hurt him
thatshe did not miss these things — that was all. He was
notjealous when he saw that there was a new man to-night. He had
beenhardened against jealousy long before.

He stayed late at the dance. He sat for an hour
withIreneScheerer and talked about books and about music. He knew
verylittle about either. But he was beginning to be master of his
owntime now, and he had a rather priggish notion that he —
theyoung and already fabulously successful Dexter Green
—shouldknow more about such things.

That was in October, when he was twenty-five. In January,
Dexterand Irene became engaged. It was to be announced in June, and
theywere to be married three months later.

The Minnesota winter prolonged itself interminably, andit
wasalmost May when the winds came soft and the snow ran down
intoBlack Bear Lake at last. For the first time in over a year
Dexterwas enjoying a certain tranquility of spirit. Judy Jones had
beenin Florida, and afterward in Hot Springs, and somewhere she
hadbeen engaged, and somewhere she had broken it off. At first,
whenDexter had definitely given her up, it had made him sad that
peoplestill linked them together and asked for news of her, but
when hebegan to be placed at dinner next to Irene Scheerer
peopledidn’t ask him about her any more — they told him
abouther. He ceased to be an authority on her.

May at last. Dexter walked the streets at night when thedarkness
was damp as rain, wondering that so soon, with so littledone, so
much of ecstasy had gone from him. May one year back hadbeen marked
by Judy’s poignant, unforgivable, yet forgiventurbulence
— it had been one of those rare times when hefancied she had
grown to care for him. That old penny’s worthof happiness he
had spent for thisbushel of content. He knew thatIrene would be no
more than a curtain spread behind him, a handmovingamong gleaming
tea-cups, a voice calling to children . . .fire and loveliness were
gone, the magic of nights and the wonderof the varying hours and
seasons . . . slender lips, down-turning,dropping to his lips and
bearing him up into a heaven of eyes. . .. The thing was deep in
him. He was too strong and alive for it todie lightly.

In the middle of May when the weather balanced for a few days
onthethin bridge that led to deep summer he turned in one night
atIrene’s house. Their engagement was to be announced in a
weeknow — no one would be surprised at it. And to-night
theywould sit together on the lounge at the University Club and
look onfor anhour at the dancers. It gave him a sense of solidity
to gowith her — she was so sturdily popular, so
intensely“great.”

He mounted the steps of the brownstone house and
steppedinside.

“Irene,” he called.

Mrs. Scheerer came out of the living-room to meethim.

“Dexter,” she said, “Irene’s
goneup-stairs with a splitting headache. She wanted to go with you
butI made her go to bed.”

“Nothing serious, I— ”

“Oh, no. She’s going to play golf with you in
themorning. You can spare her for just one night, can’t
you,Dexter?”

Her smile was kind. She and Dexter liked each other. In
theliving-room he talked for a moment before he said
good-night.

Returning to the University Club, where he had rooms, he stoodin
the doorway for a moment and watched the dancers. He leanedagainst
the door-post, nodded at a man or two — yawned.

“Hello, darling.”

The familiar voice at his elbow startled him. Judy Jones hadleft
a man and crossed the room to him — Judy Jones, aslender
enamelled doll in cloth of gold: gold in a band at herhead, gold in
two slipper points at her dress’s hem. Thefragile glow of her
face seemed to blossom as she smiled at him. Abreeze of warmth and
light blew through the room. His hands in thepockets of his
dinner-jacket tightened spasmodically. He was filledwith a sudden
excitement.

“When did you get back?” he asked casually.

“Come here and I’ll tell you about it.”

She turned and he followed her. She had been away —
hecould have wept at the wonder of her return. She had passed
throughenchanted streets,doing things that were likeprovocative
music. Allmysterious happenings, all fresh and quickening hopes,
had goneaway with her, come back with her now.

She turned in the doorway.

“Have you a car here? If you haven’t,
Ihave.”

“I have a coupé.”

In then,with a rustle of golden cloth. He slammed the door.
Intoso many cars she had stepped — like this — like
that— her back against the leather, so — her elbow
restingon the door — waiting. She would have been soiled long
sincehad there been anything to soil her — except herself
—but this was her own self outpouring.

With an effort he forced himself to start the car and back
intothe street. This was nothing, he must remember. She had done
thisbefore, and he had put her behind him, as he would have
crossedabad account from his books.

He drove slowly down-town and, affecting abstraction,
traversedthe deserted streets of the business section, peopled here
andthere where a movie was giving out its crowd or where
consumptiveor pugilistic youth lounged in front of pool halls. The
clink ofglasses and the slap of hands on the bars issued from
saloons,cloisters of glazed glass and dirty yellow light.

She was watching him closely and the silence was
embarrassing,yet in this crisis he could find no casual wordwith
which toprofane the hour. At a convenient turning he began to
zigzag backtoward the University Club.

“Have you missed me?” she asked suddenly.

“Everybody missed you.”

He wondered if she knew of Irene Scheerer. She had been backonly
a day — her absence had been almost contemporaneous withhis
engagement.

“What a remark!” Judy laughed sadly —
withoutsadness. She looked at him searchingly. He became absorbed
in thedashboard.

“You’re handsomer than you used to be,”
shesaid thoughtfully. “Dexter, youhave the most
rememberableeyes.”

He could have laughed at this, but he did not laugh. It was
thesort of thing that was said to sophomores. Yet it stabbed
athim.

“I’m awfully tired of everything, darling.”She
called every one darling, endowing the endearment withcareless,
individual comraderie. “I wish you’d
marryme.”

The directness of this confused him. He should have told her
nowthat he was going to marry another girl, but he could not tell
her.He could as easily have sworn that he had never lovedher.

“I think we’d get along,” she continued, onthe
same note, “unless probably you’ve forgotten me
andfallen in love with another girl.”

Her confidence was obviously enormous. She had said, in
effect,that she found such a thing impossible to believe,that if it
weretrue he had merely committed a childish indiscretion —
andprobably to show off. She would forgive him, because it was not
amatter of any moment but rather something to be brushed
asidelightly.

“Of course you could never love anybody butme,”
shecontinued. “I like the way you love me. Oh, Dexter, have
youforgotten last year?”

“No, I haven’t forgotten.”

“Neither have I!”

Was she sincerely moved — or was she carried along by
thewave of her own acting?

“I wish we could be like that again,”she said, andhe
forced himself to answer:

“I don’t think we can.”

“I suppose not. . . . I hear you’re giving
IreneScheerer a violent rush.”

There was not the faintest emphasis on the name, yet Dexter
wassuddenly ashamed.

“Oh, take me home,” cried Judysuddenly;
“Idon’t want to go back to that idiotic dance —
withthose children.”

Then, as he turned up the street that led to the
residencedistrict, Judy began to cry quietly to herself. He had
never seenher cry before.

The dark street lightened, thedwellings of the rich loomed
uparound them, he stopped his coupé in front of the great
whitebulk of the Mortimer Joneses house, somnolent, gorgeous,
drenchedwith the splendor of the damp moonlight. Its solidity
startled him.The strong walls, the steelof the girders, the breadth
and beam andpomp of it were there only to bring out the contrast
with the youngbeauty beside him. It was sturdy to accentuate her
slightness— as if to show what a breeze could be generated by
abutterfly’s wing.

He sat perfectly quiet, his nerves in wild clamor, afraid thatif
he moved he would find her irresistibly in his arms. Two tearshad
rolled down her wet face and trembled on her upper lip.

“I’m more beautiful than anybody else,”
shesaid brokenly, “why can’t I be happy?” Her
moisteyes tore at his stability — her mouth turned slowly
downwardwith an exquisitesadness: “I’d like to marry
you ifyou’ll have me, Dexter. I suppose you think I’m
notworth having, but I’ll be so beautiful for
you,Dexter.”

A million phrases of anger, pride, passion, hatred,
tendernessfought on his lips. Then a perfect wave of emotion washed
over him,carrying off with it a sediment of wisdom, of convention,
of doubt,of honor. This was his girl who was speaking, his own,
hisbeautiful, his pride.

“Won’t you come in?” He heard her draw in
herbreath sharply.

Waiting.

“All right,” his voice was
trembling,“I’ll come in.”




  V


It was strange that neither when it was over nor a long
timeafterward did he regret that night. Looking at it
fromtheperspective of ten years, the fact that Judy’s flare
forhim endured just one month seemed of little importance. Nor did
itmatter that by his yielding he subjected himself to a deeper
agonyin the end and gave serious hurt to Irene Scheerer and
toIrene’s parents, who had befriended him. There was
nothingsufficiently pictorial about Irene’s grief to stamp
itself onhis mind.

Dexter was at bottom hard-minded. The attitude of the city onhis
action was of no importance to him, not because he was going
toleave the city, but because any outside attitude on the
situationseemed superficial. He was completely indifferent to
popularopinion. Nor, when he had seen that it was no use, that he
did notpossess in himself the power to move fundamentally or to
hold JudyJones, did he bear any malice toward her. He loved her,
and hewould love her until the day he was too old for loving
— buthe could not have her. So he tasted the deep pain that
is reservedonly for the strong, just as he had tasted for a little
whilethedeep happiness.

Even the ultimate falsity of the grounds upon which
Judyterminated the engagement that she did not want to “take
himaway” from Irene — Judy, who had wanted nothing
else— did not revolt him. He was beyond any revulsion or
anyamusement.

He went East in February with the intention of selling out
hislaundries and settling in New York — but the war came
toAmerica in March and changed his plans. He returned to the
West,handed over the management of the business to his partner,
andwentinto the first officers’ training-camp in late April.
Hewas one of those young thousands who greeted the war with a
certainamount of relief, welcoming the liberation from webs of
tangledemotion.




  VI


This story is not his biography, remember, although things
creepinto it which have nothing to do with those dreams he had when
hewas young. We are almost done with them and with him now. There
isonly one more incident to be related here, and it happens
sevenyears farther on.

It took place in New York, where he had done well — sowell
that there were no barriers too high for him. He wasthirty-two
years old, and, except for one flying trip immediatelyafter the
war, he had not been West in seven years. A man namedDevlin from
Detroit came into his office to see him in a businessway, and then
and there this incident occurred, and closed out, soto speak, this
particular side of his life.

“So you’re from the Middle West,” said the
manDevlin with careless curiosity. “That’s funny
— Ithought men like youwere probably born and raised on Wall
Street.You know — wife of one of my best friends in Detroit
camefrom your city. I was an usher at the wedding.”

Dexter waited with no apprehension of what was coming.

“Judy Simms,” said Devlin with no
particularinterest; “Judy Jones she was once.”

“Yes, I knew her.” A dull impatience spread overhim.
He had heard, of course, that she was married —
perhapsdeliberately he had heard no more.

“Awfully nice girl,” brooded Devlin
meaninglessly,“I’m sort of sorry forher.”

“Why?” Something in Dexter was alert, receptive,
atonce.

“Oh, Lud Simms has gone to pieces in a way. I
don’tmean he ill-uses her, but he drinks and runs around
—”

“Doesn’t she run around?”

“No. Stays at home with her kids.”

“Oh.”

“She’s a little too old for him,”
saidDevlin.

“Too old!” cried Dexter. “Why, man,she’s
only twenty-seven.”

He was possessed with a wild notion of rushing out into
thestreets and taking a train to Detroit. He rose to his
feetspasmodically.

“I guess you’re busy,”
Devlinapologizedquickly. “I didn’t realize —
”

“No, I’m not busy,” said Dexter, steadying
hisvoice. “I’m not busy at all. Not busy at all. Did
yousay she was — twenty-seven? No, I said she
wastwenty-seven.”

“Yes, you did,” agreed Devlin dryly.

“Go on, then.Go on.”

“What do you mean?”

“About Judy Jones.”

Devlin looked at him helplessly.

“Well, that’s — I told you all there is to
it.He treats her like the devil. Oh, they’re not going to
getdivorced or anything. When he’s particularly outrageous
sheforgiveshim. In fact, I’m inclined to think she loves
him.She was a pretty girl when she first came to
Detroit.”

A pretty girl! The phrase struck Dexter as ludicrous.

“Isn’t she — a pretty girl,
anymore?”

“Oh, she’s all right.”

“Look here,” said Dexter, sittingdown
suddenly,“I don’t understand. You say she was a
‘prettygirl’ and now you say she’s ‘all
right.’ Idon’t understand what you mean — Judy
Joneswasn’t a pretty girl, at all. She was a great beauty.
Why, Iknew her, I knew her. She was — ”

Devlin laughed pleasantly.

“I’m not trying to start a row,” he
said.“I think Judy’s a nice girl and I like her.
Ican’t understand how a man like Lud Simms could fall madly
inlove with her, but he did.” Then he added: “Most of
thewomen like her.”

Dexter looked closely at Devlin, thinking wildly that there
mustbe a reason for this, some insensitivity in the man or some
privatemalice.

“Lots of women fade just likethat,” Devlin
snappedhis fingers. “You must have seen it happen.
PerhapsI’ve forgotten how pretty shewas at her wedding.
I’veseen her so much since then, you see. She has nice
eyes.”

A sort of dulness settled down upon Dexter. For the first timein
his life he felt like getting very drunk. He knew that he
waslaughing loudly at something Devlin had said, but he did not
knowwhat it was or why it was funny. When, in a few minutes,
Devlinwent he lay down on his lounge and looked out the window at
the NewYork sky-line into which the sun was sinking in dull lovely
shadesof pink and gold.

He had thought that having nothing else to lose he
wasinvulnerable at last — but he knew that he had just
lostsomething more, as surely as if he had married Judy Jones and
seenher fade away before his eyes.

The dream was gone. Something had been taken from him. In a
sortof panic he pushed the palms of his hands into his eyes and
triedto bring up a picture of the waters lapping on Sherry Island
andthe moonlit veranda, and gingham on the golf-links and the dry
sunand the gold color of her neck’s soft down. And her
mouthdamp to his kisses and her eyes plaintive with melancholy and
herfreshness like new fine linen in the morning. Why, these
thingswere no longer in the world! They had existed and they
existed nolonger.

For the first time in years the tears werestreaming down
hisface. But they were for himself now. He did not care about
mouthand eyes and moving hands. He wanted to care, and he could
notcare. For he had gone away and he could never go back any more.
Thegates were closed, the sun was gone down,and there was no
beautybut the gray beauty of steel that withstands all time. Even
thegrief he could have borne was left behind in the country
ofillusion, of youth, of the richness of life, where his
winterdreams had flourished.

“Long ago,” he said, “long ago, there
wassomething in me, but now that thing is gone. Now that thing
isgone, that thing is gone. I cannot cry. I cannot care. That
thingwill come back no more.”

Dice, Brassknuckles & Guitar

International (May 1923)

Parts of New Jersey, asyou know, are under water, and otherparts
are under continual surveillance by the authorities. But hereand
there lie patches of garden country dotted with old-fashionedframe
mansions, which have wide shady porches and a red swing onthe lawn.
And perhaps, on the widest and shadiest of the porchesthere is even
a hammock left over from the hammock days, stirringgently in a
mid-Victorian wind.

When tourists come to such last-century landmarks they stoptheir
cars and gaze for a while and then mutter: “Well, thankGod
this age is joined on to something” or else they
say:“Well, of course, that house is mostly halls and has
athousand rats and one bathroom, but there’s an
atmosphereabout it — ”

The tourist doesn’t stay long. He drives on to
hisElizabethanvilla of pressed cardboard or his early
Normanmeat-market or his medieval Italian pigeon-coop —
becausethis is the twentieth century and Victorian houses are
asunfashionable as the works of Mrs. Humphry Ward.

He can’t see the hammock from the road —
butsometimes there’s a girl in the hammock. There was
thisafternoon. She was asleep in it and apparently unaware of
theesthetic horrors which surrounded her, the stone statue of
Diana,for instance, which grinned idiotically under the sunlight on
thelawn.

There was something enormously yellow about the whole
scene— there was this sunlight, for instance, that was
yellow, andthe hammock was of the particularly hideous yellow
peculiar tohammocks, and the girl’s yellow hair was spread
out upon thehammockin a sort of invidious comparison.

She slept with her lips closed and her hands clasped behind
herhead, as it is proper for young girls to sleep. Her breast rose
andfell slightly with no more emphasis than the sway of
thehammock’s fringe.

Her name, Amanthis, was as old-fashioned as the house she
livedin. I regret to say that her mid-Victorian connections
ceasedabruptly at this point.

Now if this were a moving picture (as, of course, I hope it
willsome day be) I would take as many thousand feet of heras I
wasallowed — then I would move the camera up close and show
theyellow down on the back of her neck where her hair stopped and
thewarm color of her cheeks and arms, because I like to think of
hersleeping there, as you yourself might have slept, back in
youryoung days. Then I would hire a man named Israel Glucose to
writesome idiotic line of transition, and switch thereby to
anotherscene that was taking place at no particular spot far down
theroad.

In a moving automobile sat a southern gentlemanaccompanied byhis
body-servant. He was on his way, after a fashion, to New Yorkbut he
was somewhat hampered by the fact that the upper and lowerportions
of his automobile were no longer in exact juxtaposition.In fact
from time to time the two riders would dismount, shove thebody on
to the chassis, corner to corner, and then continue
onward,vibrating slightly in involuntary unison with the motor.

Except that it had no door in back the car might have been
builtearly in the mechanical age. It was covered with the mud of
eightstates and adorned in front by an enormous but defunct
motometerand behind by a mangy pennant bearing the legend
“Tarleton,Ga.” In the dim past someone had begun to
paint the hoodyellow but unfortunately had been called away whenbut
half throughthe task.

As the gentleman and his body-servant were passing the
housewhere Amanthis lay beautifully asleep in the hammock,
somethinghappened — the body fell off the car. My only
apology forstating this so suddenly is that it happenedvery
suddenly indeed.When the noise had died down and the dust had
drifted away masterand man arose and inspected the two halves.

“Look-a-there,” said the gentleman in
disgust,“the doggone thing got all separated that
time.”

“She bust in two,” agreed the body-servant.

“Hugo,” said the gentleman, after someconsideration,
“we got to get a hammer an’ nailsan’tackit
on.”

They glanced up at the Victorian house. On all sides
faintlyirregular fields stretched away to a faintly irregular
unpopulatedhorizon. There was no choice, so the black Hugo opened
the gate andfollowed his master up a gravel walk, casting only the
blaséglances of a confirmed traveler at the red swing and the
stonestatue of Diana which turned on them a storm-crazed stare.

At the exactmoment when they reached the porch Amanthis
awoke,sat up suddenly and looked them over.

The gentleman was young, perhaps twenty-four, and his name
wasJim Powell. He was dressed in a tight and dusty readymade
suitwhich was evidently expected to take flight at a
moment’snotice, for it was secured to his body by a line of
sixpreposterous buttons.

There were supernumerary buttons upon the coat-sleeves also
andAmanthis could not resist a glance to determine whether or not
morebuttons ran up the side of his trouser leg. But the trouser
bottomswere distinguished only by their shape, which was that of a
bell.His vest was cut low, barely restraining an amazing necktie
fromfluttering in the wind.

He bowed formally, dusting his knees with a thatched straw
hat.Simultaneously he smiled, half shutting his faded blue eyes
anddisplaying white and beautifully symmetrical teeth.

“Good evenin’,” he said in abandoned
Georgian.“My automobile has met with an accident out yonder
by yourgate. I wondered if it wouldn’tbe too much to ask you
if Icould have the use of a hammer and some tacks — nails,
for alittle while.”

Amanthis laughed. For a moment she laughed uncontrollably.
Mr.Jim Powell laughed, politely and appreciatively, with her.
Hisbody-servant, deep in thethroes of colored adolescence,
alonepreserved a dignified gravity.

“I better introduce who I am, maybe,” said
thevisitor. “My name’s Powell. I’m a resident
ofTarleton, Georgia. This here nigger’s my boy
Hugo.”

“Yourson!“ The girl stared from one to the other
inwild fascination.

“No, he’s my body-servant, I guess you’d
callit. We call a nigger a boy down yonder.”

At this reference to the finer customs of his native soil theboy
Hugo put his hands behind his back and looked darkly
andsuperciliously down the lawn.

“Yas’m,” he muttered, “I’m
abody-servant.”

“Where you going in your automobile,”
demandedAmanthis.

“Goin’ north for the summer.”

“Where to?”

The tourist waved his hand with a careless gesture as if
toindicate the Adirondacks, the Thousand Islands, Newport —
buthe said:

“We’re tryin’ New York.”

“Have you ever been there before?”

“Never have. But I been to Atlanta lots of times.An’
we passed through all kinds of cities this trip.Man!”

He whistled to express the enormous spectacularity of his
recenttravels.

“Listen,” said Amanthis intently, “you
betterhave something to eat. Tell your — your body-servant to
go‘round in back and ask the cook to send us out
somesandwiches and lemonade. Or maybe you don’t drink
lemonade— very few people do any more.”

Mr. Powell by a circular motion of his finger sped Hugo on
thedesignated mission. Then he seated himself gingerly in
arocking-chair and began revolving his thatched straw hat rapidly
inhis hands.

“You cer’nly are mighty kind,” he told
her.“An’ if I wanted anything stronger than lemonade I
gota bottle of good old corn out in the car. I brought it
alongbecause I thought maybe I wouldn’t be able to drink
thewhisky they got up here.”

“Listen,” she said, “my name’s
Powelltoo. Amanthis Powell.”

“Say, is that right?” He laughed
ecstatically.“Maybe we’re kin to each other. I come
from mighty goodpeople,” he went on. “Pore though. I
got some moneybecause my aunt she was using it to keep her in a
sanitarium andshe died.” He paused, presumably outof respect
to his lateaunt. Then he concluded with brisk nonchalance,
“Iain’t touched the principal but I got a lot of the
income allat once so I thought I’d come north for
thesummer.”

At this point Hugo reappeared on the veranda steps and
becameaudible.

“White lady back there she asked me don’t I want
eatsome too. What I tell her?”

“You tell her yes mamm if she be so kind,”
directedhis master. And as Hugo retired he confided to
Amanthis:“That boy’s got no sense at all. He
don’t want todo nothingwithout I tell him he can. I brought
him up,” headded, not without pride.

When the sandwiches arrived Mr. Powell stood up. He
wasunaccustomed to white servants and obviously expected
anintroduction.

“Are you a married lady?” he inquired
ofAmanthis,when the servant was gone.

“No,” she answered, and added from the security
ofeighteen, “I’m an old maid.”

Again he laughed politely.

“You mean you’re a society girl.”

She shook her head. Mr. Powell noted with embarrassed
enthusiasmthe particular yellowness of her yellow hair.

“Does this old place look like it?” she
saidcheerfully. “No, you perceive in me a daughter of
thecountryside. Color — one hundred percent spontaneous
—in the daytime anyhow. Suitors — promising young
barbers fromthe neighboringvillage with somebody’s late hair
stillclinging to their coat-sleeves.”

“Your daddy oughtn’t to let you go with a
countrybarber,” said the tourist disapprovingly. He
considered— “You ought to be a New York society
girl.”

“No.” Amanthis shook her head sadly.“I’m
too good-looking. To be a New York society girlyou have to have a
long nose and projecting teeth and dress likethe actresses did
three years ago.”

Jim began to tap his foot rhythmically on the porch and in
amoment Amanthis discovered that shewas unconsciously doing the
samething.

“Stop!” she commanded, “Don’t make me
dothat.”

He looked down at his foot.

“Excuse me,” he said humbly. “I
don’tknow — it’s just something I do.”

This intense discussion was now interrupted by Hugo who
appearedonthe steps bearing a hammer and a handful of nails.

Mr. Powell arose unwillingly and looked at his watch.

“We got to go, daggone it,” he said,
frowningheavily. “See here. Wouldn’t youliketo be a New
Yorksociety girl and go to those dances an’ all, likeyou
readabout, where they throw gold pieces away?”

She looked at him with a curious expression.

“Don’t your folks know some society people?”he
went on.

“All I’ve got’s my daddy — and, you
see,he’s a judge.”

“That’s too bad,” he agreed.

She got herself by some means from the hammock and they wentdown
toward the road, side by side.

“Well, I’ll keep my eyes open for you and let
youknow,” he persisted. “A pretty girl like you ought
togo around in society. We may be kin to each other, you see, and
usPowells ought to stick together.”

“What are you going to do in New York?”

They were now almost at the gate and the tourist pointed to
thetwo depressing sectors of his automobile.

“I’m goin’ to drive a taxi. This one
righthere. Only it’s got so it busts in twoall
thetime.”

“You’re going to drivethatin New York?”

Jim looked at her uncertainly. Such a pretty girl
shouldcertainly control the habit of shaking all over upon no
provocationat all.

“Yes mamm,” he said with dignity.

Amanthis watched while they placed the upper half of the carupon
the lower half and nailed it severely into place. Then Mr.Powell
took the wheel and his body-servant climbed in besidehim.

“I’m cer’nly very much obliged to you
indeedfor your hospitality. Convey my respects to your
father.”

“I will,” she assured him. “Come back and
seeme, if you don’t mind barbers in the room.”

He dismissed this unpleasant thought with a gesture.

“Your company would always be charming.” He put
thecar into gear as though to drown out the temerity of his
partingspeech. “You’re the prettiest girl I’ve
seen upnorth — by far.”

Then with a groan and a rattle Mr. Powell of southern
Georgiawith his own car and his own body-servant and his own
ambitions andhis own private cloud of dust continued on north for
thesummer.

She thought she would never see him again. She lay in
herhammock, slim and beautiful, opened her left eye slightly to
seeJune come in and then closed it and retired contentedly back
intoher dreams.

But one day when the midsummer vines hadclimbed the
precarioussides of the red swing in the lawn, Mr. Jim Powell of
Tarleton,Georgia, came vibrating back into her life. They sat on
the wideporch as before.

“I’ve got a great scheme,” he told her.

“Did you drive your taxi like you said?”

“Yesmamm, but the business was right bad. I waited
aroundin front of all those hotels and theaters an’ nobody
ever gotin.”

”Nobody?”

“Well, one night there was some drunk fellas they got
in,only just as I was gettin’ started my automobile came
apart.And another night it was rainin’ and there wasn’t
noother taxis and a lady got in because she said she had to go a
longways. But before we got there she made me stop and she got out.
Sheseemed kinda mad and she went walkin’ off in the rain.
Mightyproud lot of people they got up in New York.”

“And so you’re going home?” asked
Amanthissympathetically.

“Nomamm.I got an idea.” His blue eyes grew
narrow.“Has that barber been around here — with hair on
hissleeves?”

“No. He’s — he’s gone away.”

“Well, then, first thing is I want to leave this car
ofmine here with you, if that’s all right. It ain’t
theright color for a taxi. To pay for its keep I’d like to
haveyou drive it just as much as you want. ‘Long as you got
ahammer an’ nails with you there ain’t muchbad that
canhappen — ”

“I’ll take care of it,” interrupted
Amanthis,“but where areyougoing?”

“Southampton. It’s about the most
aristocraticwatering trough — watering-place there is around
here, sothat’s where I’m going.”

She sat up in amazement.

“What are you going to do there?”

“Listen.” He leaned toward her
confidentially.“Were you serious about wanting to be a New
York societygirl?”

“Deadly serious.”

“That’s all I wanted to know,” he
saidinscrutably. “You just wait here on this porch a couple
ofweeks and — and sleep. And if any barbers come to see
youwith hair on their sleeves you tell ’em you’re
toosleepy to see ’em.”

“What then?”

“Then you’ll hear from me. Just tell your old
daddyhe can do all the judging he wants but you’re
goin’ todosomedancin’.Mamm,” he continued
decisively,“you talk about society! Before one month
I’mgoin’ to have you in more society than you
eversaw.”

Further than this he would say nothing. His manner conveyed
thatshe was going to be suspended over a perfectpool of gaiety
andviolently immersed, to an accompaniment of: “Is it gay
enoughfor you, mamm? Shall I let in a little more
excitement,mamm?”

“Well,” answered Amanthis, lazily
considering,“there are few things for which I’d forego
the luxuryof sleeping through July and August — but if
you’llwrite me a letter I’ll — I’ll run up
toSouthampton.”

Jim snapped his fingers ecstatically.

“More society,” he assured her with all
theconfidence at his command, “than anybody ever
saw.”

Three days later a young man wearing a straw hat that might
havebeen cut from the thatched roof of an English cottage rang
thedoorbell of the enormous and astounding Madison Harlan house
atSouthampton. He asked the butler if there were any people in
thehouse between the ages ofsixteen and twenty. He was informed
thatMiss Genevieve Harlan and Mr. Ronald Harlan answered
thatdescription and thereupon he handed in a most peculiar card
andrequested in fetching Georgian that it be brought to
theirattention.

As a result he was closeted for almost an hour with Mr.
RonaldHarlan (who was a student at the Hillkiss School) and
MissGenevieve Harlan (who was not uncelebrated at Southampton
dances).When he left he bore a short note in Miss
Harlan’shandwriting which he presented together with his
peculiar card atthe next large estate. It happenedto be that of the
CliftonGarneaus. Here, as if by magic, the same audience was
grantedhim.

He went on — it was a hot day, and men who could notafford
to do so were carrying their coats on the public highway,but Jim, a
native of southernmost Georgia, was as fresh and cool atthe last
house as at the first. He visited ten houses that day.Anyone
following him in his course might have taken him to be
somecuriously gifted book-agent with a muchsought-after volume as
hisstock in trade.

There was something in his unexpected demand for the
adolescentmembers of the family which made hardened butlers lose
theircritical acumen. As he left each house a close observer might
haveseen that fascinatedeyes followed him to the door and
excitedvoices whispered something which hinted at a future
meeting.

The second day he visited twelve houses. Southampton has
grownenormously — he might have kept on his round for a week
andnever seen the same butler twice — but it was only
thepalatial, the amazing houses which intrigued him.

On the third day he did a thing that many people have been
toldto do and few have done — he hired a hall. Perhaps
thesixteen-to-twenty-year-old people in the enormous houses
hadtoldhim to. The hall he hired had once been “Mr.
Snorkey’sPrivate Gymnasium for Gentlemen.” It was
situated over agarage on the south edge of Southampton and in the
days of itsprosperity had been, I regret to say, a place where
gentlemencould, under Mr. Snorkey’s direction, work off the
effects ofthe night before. It was now abandoned — Mr.
Snorkey hadgiven up and gone away and died.

We will now skip three weeks during which time we may assumethat
the project which had to do with hiring a hall andvisiting thetwo
dozen largest houses in Southampton got under way.

The day to which we will skip was the July day on which Mr.James
Powell sent a wire to Miss Amanthis Powell saying that if shestill
aspired to the gaiety of the highest society she should setout for
Southampton by the earliest possible train. He himselfwould meet
her at the station.

Jim was no longer a man of leisure, so when she failed to
arriveat the time her wire had promised he grew restless. He
supposed shewas coming on a later train, turned to go back to his
— hisproject — and met her entering the station from
the streetside.

“Why, how did you — ”

“Well,” said Amanthis, “I arrived this
morninginstead, and I didn’t want to bother you so I found
arespectable, not to say dull, boarding-house on the
OceanRoad.”

She was quite different from the indolent Amanthis of the
porchhammock, he thought. She wore a suit of robins’ egg blue
anda rakish young hat with a curling feather — she was
attirednot unlike those young ladies betweensixteen and twenty who
of latewere absorbing his attention. Yes, she would do very
well.

He bowed her profoundly into a taxicab and got in besideher.

“Isn’t it about time you told me your
scheme?”she suggested.

“Well, it’s about these society girls
uphere.”He waved his hand airily. “I know ’em
all.”

“Where are they?”

“Right now they’re with Hugo. You remember
—that’s my body-servant.”

“With Hugo!” Her eyes widened.
“Why?What’s it all about?”

“Well, I got — I got sort of a school, I
guessyou’d callit.”

“A school?”

“It’s a sort of Academy. And I’m the head
ofit. I invented it.”

He flipped a card from his case as though he were shaking down
athermometer.

“Look.”

She took the card. In large lettering it bore the legend

JAMES POWELL; J.M.

"Dice, Brassknuckles and Guitar"

She stared in amazement.

“Dice, Brassknuckles and Guitar?” she repeated
inawe.

“Yes mamm.”

“What does it mean? What —
doyousell’em?”

“No mamm, I teach ’em. It’s
aprofession.”

“Dice, Brassknuckles and Guitar? What’s the
J.M.?”

“That stands for Jazz Master.”

“But what is it? What’s it about?”

“Well, you see, it’s like this. One night when I
wasin New York I got talkin’ to a young fella who was drunk.
Hewas one of my fares. And he’d taken some society
girlsomewhere and losther.”

”Losther?”

“Yes mamm. He forgot her, I guess. And he was
rightworried. Well, I got to thinkin’ that these girls
nowadays— these society girls — they lead a sort of
dangerouslife and my course of study offers a means of protection
againstthese dangers.”

“You teach ’em to use brassknuckles?”

“Yes mamm, if necessary. Look here, you take a girl andshe
goes into some café where she’s got no business togo.
Well then, her escort he gets a little too much to drinkan’
he goes to sleep an’ then some other fella comes upand says
‘Hello, sweet mamma’ or whatever one of thosemashers
says up here. What does she do? She can’t scream, onaccount
of no real lady’ll scream nowadays — no —She just
reaches down in her pocket and slips her fingers into apair
ofPowell’s defensive brassknuckles,débutante’s
size, executes what I call the Society Hook,andWham!that big
fella’s on his way to the cellar.”

“Well — what — what’s the
guitarfor?” whispered the awed Amanthis. “Do they have
toknock somebody over withthe guitar?”

“No,mamm!“ exclaimed Jim in horror. “No
mamm.In my course no lady would be taught to raise a guitar
againstanybody. I teach ’em to play. Shucks! you ought to
hear’em. Why, when I’ve given ’em two
lessonsyou’d think some of ’em was colored.”

“And the dice?”

“Dice? I’m related to a dice. My grandfather was
adice. I teach ’em how to make those dice perform. I
protectpocketbook as well as person.”

“Did you — Have you got any pupils?”

“Mamm I got all the really nice, rich people in
theplace.What I told you ain’t all. I teach lots of things.
Iteach ’em the jellyroll — and the Mississippi
Sunrise.Why, there was one girl she came to me and said she wanted
to learnto snap her fingers. I meanreallysnap ’em —
like theydo. She said she nevercould snap her fingers since she was
little.I gave her two lessons and nowWham!Her daddy says
he’sgoin’ to leave home.”

“When do you have it?” demanded the weak and
shakenAmanthis.

“Three times a week. We’re goin’ there
rightnow.”

“And where do I fitin?”

“Well, you’ll just be one of the pupils. I got
itfixed up that you come from very high-tone people down in
NewJersey. I didn’t tell ’em your daddy was a
judge— I told ’em he was the man that had the patent on
lumpsugar.”

She gasped.

“So all you got to do,” he went on, “is
topretend you never saw no barber.”

They were now at the south end of the village and Amanthis saw
arow of cars parked in front of a two-story building. The cars
wereall low, long, rakish and of a brilliant hue. They were thesort
ofcar that is manufactured to solve the millionaire’s
problemon his son’s eighteenth birthday.

Then Amanthis was ascending a narrow stairs to the second
story.Here, painted on a door from which came the sounds of music
andlaughter were the words:

JAMES POWELL; J. M.

"Dice, Brassknuckles and Guitar"

Mon.--Wed.--Fri.

Hours 3-5 P.M.

“Now if you’ll just step this way —
”said the Principal, pushing open the door.

Amanthis found herself in a long, bright room, populated
withgirls and men of about herown age. The scene presented itself
toher at first as a sort of animated afternoon tea but after a
momentshe began to see, here and there, a motive and a pattern to
theproceedings.

The students were scattered into groups, sitting,
kneeling,standing, but all rapaciously intent on the subjects
whichengrossed them. From six young ladies gathered in a ring
aroundsome indistinguishable objects came a medley of cries
andexclamations — plaintive, pleading, supplicating,
exhorting,imploring and lamenting —their voices serving as
tenor to anundertone of mysterious clatters.

Next to this group, four young men were surrounding anadolescent
black, who proved to be none other than Mr.Powell’s late
body-servant. The young men were roaring atHugo apparentlyunrelated
phrases, expressing a wide gamut ofemotion. Now their voices rose
to a sort of clamor, now they spokesoftly and gently, with mellow
implication. Every little while Hugowould answer them with words of
approbation, correction ordisapproval.

“What are they doing?” whispered Amanthis toJim.

“That there’s a course in southern accent. Lot
ofyoung men up here want to learn southern accent — so we
teachit — Georgia, Florida, Alabama, Eastern Shore, Ole
Virginian.Some of ’em even want straight nigger — for
songpurposes.”

They walked around among the groups. Some girls with
metalknuckles were furiously insulting two punching bags on each
ofwhich was painted the leering, winking face of
a“masher.” A mixed group, led by a banjo tom-tom,
wererolling harmonic syllables from their guitars. There were
couplesdancing flat-footed in the corner to a phonograph record
made byRastus Muldoon’s Savannah Band; there were couples
stalking aslow Chicago with a Memphis Sideswoop solemnly around the
room.

“Arethere any rules?” asked Amanthis.

Jim considered.

“Well,” he answered finally, “they
can’tsmoke unless they’re over sixteen, and the boys
have got toshoot square dice and I don’t let ’em bring
liquor intothe Academy.”

“I see.”

“And now, Miss Powell, ifyou’re ready I’ll
askyou to take off your hat and go over and join Miss Genevieve
Harlanat that punching bag in the corner.” He raised his
voice.“Hugo,” he called, “there’s a new
studenthere. Equip her with a pair of Powell’s
DefensiveBrassknuckles —débutante size.”

I regret to say that I never saw Jim Powell’s famous
JazzSchool in action nor followed his personally conducted tours
intothe mysteries of Dice, Brassknuckles and Guitar. So I can give
youonly such details as were later reported to me by one of
hisadmiring pupils. During all the discussion of it afterwards no
oneever denied that it was an enormous success, and no pupil
everregretted having received its degree — Bachelor of
Jazz.

The parents innocently assumed that it was a sort of musical
anddancing academy, but its real curriculum was transmitted from
SantaBarbara to Biddeford Pool by that underground associated
presswhich links up the so-called younger generation. Invitations
tovisit Southampton were at a premium — and
Southamptongenerally is almost as dull for young people as
Newport.

The Academy branched out with a small but well-groomed
JazzOrchestra.

“If I could keep it dark,” Jim confided to
Amanthis,“I’d have up Rastus Muldoon’s Band from
Savannah.That’s the band I’ve always wanted to
lead.”

He was making money. His charges were not exorbitant — asa
rule his pupils were not particularly flush — but he
movedfrom his boarding-house to the Casino Hotel where he took a
suiteand had Hugo serve him his breakfast in bed.

Theestablishing of Amanthis as a member of
Southampton’syounger set was easier than he had expected.
Within a week she wasknown to everyone in the school by her first
name. Miss GenevieveHarlan took such a fancy to her that she was
invited to a sub-debdance at the Harlan house — and evidently
acquitted herselfwith tact, for thereafter she was invited to
almost every suchentertainment in Southampton.

Jim saw less of her than he would have liked. Not that hermanner
toward him changed — she walked with himoften in themornings,
she was always willing to listen to his plans — butafter she
was taken up by the fashionable her evenings seemed to
bemonopolized. Several times Jim arrived at her boarding-house
tofind her out of breath, as if she had just comein at a
run,presumably from some festivity in which he had no share.

So as the summer waned he found that one thing was lacking
tocomplete the triumph of his enterprise. Despite the
hospitalityshown to Amanthis, the doors of Southampton were closed
to him.Polite to, or rather, fascinated by him as his pupils were
fromthree to five, after that hour they moved in another world.

His was the position of a golf professional who, though he
mayfraternize, and even command, on the links, loses
hisprivilegeswith the sun-down. He may look in the club window but
hecannot dance. And, likewise, it was not given to Jim to see
histeachings put into effect. He could hear the gossip of the
morningafter — that was all.

But while the golf professional, beingEnglish, holds
himselfproudly below his patrons, Jim Powell, who “came from
a rightgood family down there — pore though,” lay awake
manynights in his hotel bed and heard the music drifting into
hiswindow from the Katzbys’ house or the Beach Club, and
turnedover restlessly and wondered what was the matter. In the
early daysof his success he had bought himself a dress-suit,
thinking that hewould soon have a chance to wear it — but it
still layuntouched in the box in which it had come from
thetailor’s.

Perhaps, he thought, there was some real gap which separated
himfrom the rest. It worried him. One boy in particular, Martin
VanVleck, son of Van Vleck the ash-can King, made him conscious of
thegap. Van Vleck was twenty-one, a tutoring-school productwho
stillhoped to enter Yale. Several times Jim had heard him make
remarksnot intended for Jim’s ear — once in regard to
the suitwith multiple buttons, again in reference to Jim’s
long,pointed shoes. Jim had passed these over.

He knew that Van Vleck was attending the school chiefly
tomonopolize the time of little Martha Katzby, who was just
sixteenand too young to have attention of a boy of twenty-one
—especially the attention of Van Vleck, who was so
spirituallyexhausted by his educational failures that he drew on
the ratherexhaustible innocence of sixteen.

It was late in September, two days before the Harlan dance
whichwas to be the last and biggest of the season for this
youngercrowd. Jim, as usual, was not invited. He had hoped that
hewouldbe. The two young Harlans, Ronald and Genevieve, had been
hisfirst patrons when he arrived at Southampton — and it
wasGenevieve who had taken such a fancy to Amanthis. To have been
attheir dance — the most magnificent dance of all —
wouldhave crowned and justified the success of the waning
summer.

His class, gathering for the afternoon, was loudly
anticipatingthe next day’s revel with no more thought of him
than if hehad been the family butler. Hugo, standing beside Jim,
chuckledsuddenly and remarked:

“Look yonder that man Van Vleck. He paralyzed. He
beenhavin’ powerful lotta corn this evenin’.”

Jim turned and stared at Van Vleck, who had linked arms
withlittle Martha Katzby and was saying something to her in a
lowvoice. Jim saw her try to draw away.

He put his whistle to his mouth and blew it.

“All right,” he cried, “Le’s go!
Groupone tossin’ the drumstick, high an’ zig-zag, group
two,test your mouth organs for the Riverfront Shuffle.
Promise’em sugar! Flatfoots this way! Orchestra —
let’shavethe Florida Drag-Out played as a dirge.”

There was an unaccustomed sharpness in his voice and
theexercises began with a mutter of facetious protest.

With his smoldering grievance directing itself toward Van
Vleck,Jim was walking here and there among thegroups when Hugo
tapped himsuddenly on the arm. He looked around. Two participants
hadwithdrawn from the mouth organ institute — one of them
wasVan Vleck and he was giving a drink out of his flask
tofifteen-year-old Ronald Harlan.

Jim strode across theroom. Van Vleck turned defiantly as he
cameup.

“All right,” said Jim, trembling with
anger,“you know the rules. You get out!”

The music died slowly away and there was a sudden drifting
overin the direction of the trouble. Somebody snickered. An
atmosphereof anticipation formed instantly. Despite the fact that
they allliked Jim their sympathies were divided — Van Vleck
was oneof them.

“Get out!” repeated Jim, more quietly.

“Are you talking to me?” inquired Van
Vleckcoldly.

“Yes.”

“Then you better say‘sir.’”

“I wouldn’t say ‘sir’ to
anybodythat’d give a little boy whisky! You get
out!”

“Look here!” said Van Vleck
furiously.“You’ve butted in once too much. I’ve
knownRonald since he was two years old. Askhimif he wantsyouto tell
himwhat he can do!”

Ronald Harlan, his dignity offended, grew several years olderand
looked haughtily at Jim.

“Mind your own business!” he said defiantly, albeita
little guiltily.

“Hear that?” demanded Van Vleck. “My
God,can’t you see you’re just a servant?
Ronaldhere’d no more think of asking you to his party than he
wouldhis bootlegger.”

“Youbettergetout!” cried Jim incoherently.

Van Vleck did not move. Reaching out suddenly, Jim caught
hiswrist and jerking it behind his back forced his arm upward
untilVan Vleck bent forward in agony. Jim leaned and picked the
flaskfrom the floor with his free hand. Then he signed Hugo to open
thehall-door, uttered an abrupt “Youstep!“ and marched
hishelpless captive out into the hall where he
literallythrewhimdownstairs, head over heels bumping from wall to
banister, andhurled his flask after him.

Then he reentered his academy, closed the door behind him
andstood with his back against it.

“It — it happens to be a rule that nobody
drinkswhile in this Academy.” He paused, looking from face to
face,finding there sympathy, awe, disapproval, conflicting
emotions.They stirred uneasily. He caught Amanthis’s eye,
fancied hesaw a faint nod of encouragement and, with almost an
effort, wenton:

“I justhadto throw that fella out an’ you-all
knowit.” Then he concluded with a transparent affectation
ofdismissing an unimportant matter — “All
right,let’s go! Orchestra —!”

But no one felt exactly like going on. The spontaneity of
theproceedings had been violently disturbed. Someonemade a run or
twoon the sliding guitar and several of the girls began whamming
atthe leer on the punching bags, but Ronald Harlan, followed by
twoother boys, got their hats and went silently out the door.

Jim and Hugo moved among the groups as usual until a
certainmeasure of routine activity was restored but the enthusiasm
wasunrecapturable and Jim, shaken and discouraged,
considereddiscontinuing school for the day. But he dared not. If
they wenthome in this mood they might not come back. The whole
thingdepended on a mood. He must recreate it, he thought
frantically— now, at once!

But try as he might, there was little response. He himself
wasnot happy — he could communicate no gaiety to them.
Theywatched his efforts listlessly and, he thought, a
littlecontemptuously.

Then the tension snapped when the door burst suddenly
open,precipitating a brace of middle-aged and excited women into
theroom. No person over twenty-one had ever entered the Academy
before— but Van Vleck had gone direct to headquarters. The
womenwere Mrs. Clifton Garneau and Mrs. Poindexter Katzby, two of
themost fashionable and, at present, two of the most flurried women
inSouthampton. They were in search of their daughters as, in
thesedays, so many women continually are.

Thebusiness was over in about three minutes.

“And as for you!” cried Mrs. Clifton Garneau in
anawful voice, “your idea is to run a bar and
—andopiumden for children! You ghastly, horrible, unspeakable
man! Ican smell morphin fumes! Don’t tell me I
can’tsmellmorphin fumes. I can smell morphin
fumes!”

“And,” bellowed Mrs. Poindexter Katzby,
“youhave colored men around! You have colored girls hidden!
I’mgoing to the police!”

Not content with herding their own daughters from the room,
theyinsisted on theexodus of their friends’ daughters. Jim
wasnot a little touched when several of them — including
evenlittle Martha Katzby, before she was snatched fiercely away by
hermother — came up and shook hands with him. But they were
allgoing, haughtily, regretfully or with shame-faced mutters
ofapology.

“Good-by,” he told them wistfully. “In
themorning I’ll send you the money that’s
dueyou.”

And, after all, they were not sorry to go. Outside, the sound
oftheir starting motors, the triumphant put-put of their
cut-outscutting the warm September air, was a jubilant sound
— asound of youth and hopes high as the sun. Down to the
ocean, toroll in the waves and forget — forget him and
theirdiscomfort at his humiliation.

They were gone — he was alone with Hugo in the room. Hesat
down suddenly with his face in his hands.

“Hugo,” he said huskily. “They don’twant
us up here.”

“Don’t you care,” said a voice.

He looked up to see Amanthis standing beside him.

“You better go with them,” he told her.
“Youbetter not beseen here with me.”

“Why?”

“Because you’re in society now and I’m
nobetter to those people than a servant. You’re in
society— I fixed that up. You better go or they won’t
inviteyou to any of their dances.”

“They won’t anyhow, Jim,” she
saidgently.“They didn’t invite me to the one
tomorrownight.”

He looked up indignantly.

“Theydidn’t?”

She shook her head.

“I’llmake ’em!” he said
wildly.“I’ll tell ’em they got to. I’ll
—I’ll — ”

She came close to him with shining eyes.

“Don’t you mind, Jim,” shesoothed
him.“Don’t you mind. They don’t matter.
We’llhave a party of our own tomorrow — just you and
I.”

“I come from right good folks,” he said,
defiantly.“Pore though.”

She laid her hand softly on his shoulder.

“I understand. You’re better than all of them
puttogether, Jim.”

He got up and went to the window and stared out mournfully
intothe late afternoon.

“I reckon I should have let you sleep in
thathammock.”

She laughed.

“I’m awfully glad you didn’t.”

He turned and faced the room, and his face was dark.

“Sweep up and lock up, Hugo,” he said, his
voicetrembling. “The summer’s over and we’re
goingdown home.”

Autumn had come early. Jim Powell woke next morning to find
hisroom cool, and the phenomenon of frosted breath in
Septemberabsorbed him fora moment to the exclusion of the day
before. Thenthe lines of his face drooped with unhappiness as he
remembered thehumiliation which had washed the cheery glitter from
the summer.There was nothing left for him except to go back where
he wasknown, where under no provocation were such things said to
whitepeople as had been said to him here.

After breakfast a measure of his customary
light-heartednessreturned. He was a child of the South —
brooding was alien tohis nature. He could conjure up an injuryonly
a certain number oftimes before it faded into the great vacancy of
the past.

But when, from force of habit, he strolled over to his
defunctestablishment, already as obsolete as Snorkey’s
latesanitarium, melancholy again dwelt in his heart. Hugo was
there, aspecter of despair, deep in the lugubrious blues amidst
hismaster’s broken hopes.

Usually a few words from Jim were enough to raise him to
aninarticulate ecstasy, but this morning there were no words
toutter. For two months Hugo had lived ona pinnacle of which he
hadnever dreamed. He had enjoyed his work simply and
passionately,arriving before school hours and lingering long after
Mr.Powell’s pupils had gone.

The day dragged toward a not-too-promising night. Amanthis
didnot appear and Jimwondered forlornly if she had not changed
hermind about dining with him that night. Perhaps it would be
betterif she were not seen with them. But then, he reflected
dismally, noone would see them anyhow — everybody was going
to the bigdance at the Harlans’ house.

When twilight threw unbearable shadows into the school hall
helocked it up for the last time, took down the sign
“JamesPowell; J. M., Dice, Brassknuckles and Guitar,”
andwent backto his hotel. Looking over his scrawled accounts he saw
thattherewas another month’s rent to pay on his school and
some billsfor windows broken and new equipment that had hardly been
used. Jimhad lived in state, and he realized that financially he
would havenothing to show for the summer after all.

When he hadfinished he took his new dress-suit out of its boxand
inspected it, running his hand over the satin of the lapels
andlining. This, at least, he owned and perhaps in Tarleton
somebodywould ask him to a party where he could wear it.

“Shucks!” he said scoffingly. “It was just ano
account old academy, anyhow. Some of those boys round the
garagedown home could of beat it all hollow.”

Whistling “Jeanne of Jelly-bean Town” to
anot-dispirited rhythm Jim encased himself in his first
dress-suitand walkeddowntown.

“Orchids,” he said to the clerk. He surveyed
hispurchase with some pride. He knew that no girl at the Harlan
dancewould wear anything lovelier than these exotic blossoms that
leanedlanguorously backward against green ferns.

In a taxi-cab, carefully selected to look like a private car,
hedrove to Amanthis’s boarding-house. She came down wearing
arose-colored evening dress into which the orchids melted
likecolors into a sunset.

“I reckon we’ll go to the Casino Hotel,”
hesuggested, “unless yougot some other place
—”

At their table, looking out over the dark ocean, his mood
becamea contended sadness. The windows were shut against the cool
but theorchestra played “Kalula” and “South
SeaMoon” and for awhile, with her young loveliness
oppositehim,he felt himself to be a romantic participant in the
life aroundhim. They did not dance, and he was glad — it
would havereminded him of that other brighter and more radiant
dance to whichthey could not go.

After dinner they took a taxi and followedthe sandy roads for
anhour, glimpsing the now starry ocean through the casual
trees.

“I want to thank you,” she said, “for
allyou’ve done for me, Jim.”

“That’s all right — we Powells ought to
sticktogether.”

“What are you going to do?”

“I’m going to Tarleton tomorrow.”

“I’m sorry,” she said softly. “Are
yougoing to drive down?”

“I got to. I got to get the car south because
Icouldn’t get what she was worth by sellin’ it.
Youdon’t suppose anybody’s stole my car out of
yourbarn?” he asked in sudden alarm.

She repressed a smile.

“No.”

“I’m sorry about this — about you,”
hewent on huskily, “and — and I would like to have
goneto just one of their dances. You shouldn’t of stayed with
meyesterday. Maybe it kept ’em from asking you.”

“Jim,” she suggested eagerly, “let’s
goand stand outside and listen to their old music. We
don’tcare.”

“They’ll be coming out,” he objected.

“No, it’s too cold. Besides there’s
nothingthey could do to you any more than theyhavedone.”

She gave the chauffeur a direction anda few minutes later
theystopped in front of the heavy Georgian beauty of the Madison
Harlanhouse whence the windows cast their gaiety in bright patches
on thelawn. There was laughter inside and the plaintive wind
offashionable horns, and now and againthe slow, mysterious shuffle
ofdancing feet.

“Let’s go up close,” whispered Amanthis in
anecstatic trance, “I want to hear.”

They walked toward the house, keeping in the shadow of the
greattrees. Jim proceeded with awe — suddenly he stopped
andseizedAmanthis’s arm.

“Man!” he cried in an excited whisper. “Do
youknow what that is?”

“A night watchman?” Amanthis cast a startled
lookaround.

“It’s Rastus Muldoon’s Band from Savannah!
Iheard ’em once, and Iknow.It’s Rastus
Muldoon’sBand!”

They moved closer till they could see first pompadours,
thenslicked male heads, and high coiffures and finally even bobbed
hairpressed under black ties. They could distinguish chatter below
theceaseless laughter. Two figures appeared on the porch,
gulpedsomething quickly from flasks and returned inside. But the
musichad bewitched Jim Powell. His eyes were fixed and he moved his
feetlike a blind man.

Pressed in close behind some dark bushes they listened.
Thenumber ended. A breeze from the ocean blew over them
andJimshivered slightly. Then, in a wistful whisper:

“I’ve always wanted to lead that band.
Justonce.” His voice grew listless. “Come on.
Let’sgo. I reckon I don’t belong around
here.”

He held out his arm to her but instead of taking it she
steppedsuddenly out of the bushes and into a bright patch of
light.

“Come on, Jim,” she said
startlingly.“Let’s go inside.”

“What —?”

She seized his arm and though he drew back in a sort ofstupefied
horror at her boldness she urged him persistently towardthe
greatfront door.

“Watch out!” he gasped.
“Somebody’scoming out of that house and see
us.”

“No, Jim,” she said firmly.
“Nobody’scoming out of that house — but two
people are goingin.”

“Why?” he demanded wildly, standing in full glare
ofthe porte-cochere lamps. “Why?”

“Why?” she mocked him. “Why, just because
thisdance happens to be given for me.”

He thought she was mad.

“Come home before they see us,” he begged her.

The great doors swung open and a gentleman stepped out on
theporch. In horror Jim recognizedMr. Madison Harlan. He made
amovement as though to break away and run. But the man walked
downthe steps holding out both hands to Amanthis.

“Hello at last,” he cried. “Where on earthhave
you two been? Cousin Amanthis — ” He kissed her,and
turned cordially to Jim. “And for you, Mr. Powell,”he
went on, “to make up for being late you’ve got
topromise that for just one number you’re going to lead
thatband.”

New Jersey was warm, all except the part that was under
water,and that mattered only to the fishes. All the tourists who
rodethrough the long green miles stopped their cars in front of
aspreading old-fashioned country house and looked at the red
swingon the lawn and the wide, shady porch, and sighed and drove
on— swerving a little to avoid a jet-black body-servant in
theroad. The body-servant was applying a hammer and nails to a
decayedflivver which flaunted from its rear the legend,
“Tarleton,Ga.”

A girl with yellow hair and a warm color to her face was lyingin
the hammock looking as though she could fall asleep any moment.Near
her sat a gentleman in an extraordinarily tight suit. They hadcome
down together the day before from the fashionable resort
atSouthampton.

“When you first appeared,” she was
explaining,“I never thought I’d see you again so I made
that upabout the barber and all. As a matter of fact, I’ve
beenaround quite a bit — with or without brassknuckles.
I’mcoming out this autumn.”

“I reckon I had a lot to learn,” said Jim.

“And you see,” went on Amanthis, looking at
himrather anxiously, “I’d been invited up to
Southamptonto visit my cousins — and when you said you were
going, Iwanted to see what you’d do. I always slept at
theHarlans’ but I kept a room at the boarding-houseso
youwouldn’t know. The reason I didn’t get there on
theright train was because I had to come early and warn a lot
ofpeople to pretend not to know me.”

Jim got up, nodding his head in comprehension.

“I reckon I and Hugo had better be movin’ along.
Wegot to make Baltimore by night.”

“That’s a long way.”

“I want to sleep south tonight,” he said simply.

Together they walked down the path and past the idiotic statueof
Diana on the lawn.

“You see,” added Amanthis gently,
“youdon’t have to be rich up here in order to —
to goaround, any more than you doin Georgia — ” She
brokeoff abruptly, “Won’t you come back next year and
startanother Academy?”

“No mamm, not me. That Mr. Harlan told me I could go
onwith the one I had but I told him no.”

“Haven’t you — didn’t you
makemoney?”

“No mamm,” he answered.“I got enough of my
ownincome to just get me home. I didn’t have my principal
along.One time I was way ahead but I was livin’ high and
there wasmy rent an’ apparatus and those musicians. Besides,
there atthe end I had to pay what they’d advanced me for
theirlessons.”

“You shouldn’t have done that!” cried
Amanthisindignantly.

“They didn’t want me to, but I told
’emthey’d have to take it.”

He didn’t consider it necessary to mention that Mr.
Harlanhad tried to present him with a check.

They reached the automobile just as Hugo drove in his last
nail.Jim opened a pocket of the door and took from it an
unlabeledbottle containing a whitish-yellow liquid.

“I intended to get you a present,” he told
herawkwardly, “but my money got away before I could, so
IthoughtI’d send you something from Georgia. This
here’s just apersonal remembrance. It won’t do for you
to drink but maybeafter you come out into society you might want to
show some ofthose young fellas what good old corn tastes
like.”

She took thebottle.

“Thank you, Jim.”

“That’s all right.” He turned to Hugo.“I
reckon we’ll go along now. Give the lady
thehammer.”

“Oh, you can have the hammer,” said
Amanthistearfully. “Oh, won’t you promise to
comeback?”

“Someday — maybe.”

He looked for a moment at her yellow hair and her blue eyesmisty
with sleep and tears. Then he got into his car and as hisfoot found
the clutch his whole manner underwent a change.

“I’ll say good-by mamm,” he announced
withimpressive dignity, “we’re goin’ south for
thewinter.”

The gesture of his straw hat indicated Palm Beach, St.Augustine,
Miami. His body-servant spun the crank, gained his seatand became
part of the intense vibration into which the automobilewas
thrown.

“South for the winter,” repeated Jim, and
thenheadded softly, “You’re the prettiest girl I ever
knew.You go back up there and lie down in that hammock, and
sleep— sle-eep — ”

It was almost a lullaby, as he said it. He bowed to
her,magnificently, profoundly, including the whole North in
thesplendor of his obeisance —

Then they were gone down the road in quite a preposterous
cloudof dust. Just before they reached the first bend Amanthis saw
themcome to a full stop, dismount and shove the top part of the car
onto the bottom pan. They took their seatsagain without
lookingaround. Then the bend — and they were out of sight,
leavingonly a faint brown mist to show that they had passed.
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The sidewalks were scratched with brittle leaves, and the
badlittle boy next door froze his tongue to the iron mail-box.
Snowbefore night, sure. Autumn was over. This, of course, raised
thecoal question and the Christmas question; but Roger
Halsey,standing on his own front porch, assured the dead suburban
sky thathe hadn’t time for worrying about the weather. Then
he lethimself hurriedly into the house, and shut the subject out
into thecold twilight.

The hall was dark, but from above he heard the voices of hiswife
and the nursemaid and the baby in one of their
interminableconversations, which consisted chiefly
of‘Don’t!’ and ‘Look out, Maxy!’
and‘Oh, there hegoes!’punctuated by wild threats and
vaguebumpings and the recurrent sound of small, venturing feet.

Roger turned on the hall-light andwalked into the living-roomand
turned on the red silk lamp. He put his bulging portfolio onthe
table, and sitting down rested his intense young face in hishand
for a few minutes, shading his eyes carefully from the light.Then
he lit a cigarette, squashed it out, and going to the foot ofthe
stairs called for his wife.

‘Gretchen!’

‘Hello, dear.’ Her voice was full of
laughter.‘Come see baby.’

He swore softly.

‘I can’t see baby now,’ he said
aloud.‘How long ‘fore you’ll be down?’

There was a mysteriouspause, and then a succession
of‘Don’ts’ and ‘Look outs,
Maxy’evidently meant to avert some threatened
catastrophe.

‘How long ‘fore you’ll be down?’repeated
Roger, slightly irritated.

‘Oh, I’ll be right down.’

‘How soon?’ he shouted.

He had trouble everyday at this hour in adapting his voice
fromthe urgent key of the city to the proper casualness for a
modelhome. But tonight he was deliberately impatient. It
almostdisappointed him when Gretchen came running down the stairs,
threeat a time, crying ‘What is it?’ in a rather
surprisedvoice.

They kissed — lingered over it some moments. They had
beenmarried three years, and they were much more in love than
thatimplies. It was seldom that they hated each otherwith that
violenthate of which only young couples are capable, for Roger was
stillactively sensitive to her beauty.

‘Come in here,’ he said abruptly. ‘I want
totalk to you.’

His wife, a bright-coloured, Titian-haired girl, vivid as
aFrench rag doll, followed him into the living room.

‘Listen, Gretchen’ — he sat down at the end
ofthe sofa — ‘beginning with tonight I’m going
to— What’s the matter?’

‘Nothing. I’m just looking for a cigarette.
Goon.’

She tiptoed breathlessly back to the sofa and settled at
theother end.

‘Gretchen — ’ Again he broke off. Her
hand,palm upward, was extended towards him. ‘Well, what
isit?’ he asked wildly.

‘Matches.’

‘What?’

In his impatience it seemed incredible that she should ask
formatches, but he fumbled automatically in his pocket.

‘Thank you,’ she whispered.‘I didn’tmean
to interrupt you. Go on.’

‘Gretch — ’

Scratch! The match flared. They exchanged a tense look.

Her fawn’s eyes apologized mutely this time, and
helaughed. After all, she had done no more than light a
cigarette;but when he was in this moodher slightest positive action
irritatedhim beyond measure.

‘When you’ve got time to listen,’ he
saidcrossly, ‘you might be interested in discussing the
poorhousequestion with me.’

‘What poorhouse?’ Her eyes were wide, startled;
shesat quiet as a mouse.

‘That was just to get your attention. But,
beginningtonight, I start on what’ll probably be the most
importantsix weeks of my life — the six weeks that’ll
decidewhether we’re going on forever in this rotten little
house inthis rotten little suburban town.’

Boredom replaced alarm in Gretchen’s black eyes. She was
aSouthern girl, and any question that had to do with getting
aheadin the world always tended to give her a headache.

‘Six months ago I left the New York
LithographicCompany,’ announced Roger, ‘and went in the
advertisingbusiness for myself.’

‘I know,’ interrupted Gretchen
resentfully;‘and now instead of getting six hundred a month
sure,we’re living on a risky five hundred.’

‘Gretchen,’ said Roger sharply,
‘ifyou’ll just believe in me as hard an you can for six
weeksmore we’ll be rich. I’ve got a chance now to get
someof the biggest accounts in the country.’ He
hesitated.‘And for these six weeks we won’t go out at
all, and wewon’t have anyone here. I’m going to bring
home workevery night, and we’ll pull down all the blinds and
if anyonerings the doorbell we won’t answer.’

He smiled airily as if it were a new game they were going
toplay. Then, as Gretchen was silent, his smile faded, and he
lookedat her uncertainly.

‘Well, what’s thematter?’ she broke
outfinally. ‘Do you expect me to jump up and sing? You do
enoughwork as it is. If you try to do any more you’ll end up
with anervous breakdown. I read about a — ’

‘Don’t worry about me,’ he
interrupted;‘I’m all right. But you’re going to
be bored todeath sitting here every evening.’

‘No, I won’t,’ she said without
conviction— ‘except tonight.’

‘What about tonight?’

‘George Tompkins asked us to dinner.’

‘Did you accept?’

‘Of course I did,’ she said impatiently.
‘Whynot? You’re always talking about what a
terribleneighbourhood this is, and I thought maybe you’d like
to goto a nicer one for a change.’

‘When I go to a nicer neighbourhood I want to go
forgood,’ he said grimly.

‘Well, can we go?’

‘I suppose we’ll have to if
you’veaccepted.’

Somewhat to his annoyance the conversation abruptly
ended.Gretchen jumped up and kissed him sketchily and rushed into
thekitchen to light the hot water for a bath. With a sigh he
carefullydeposited his portfolio behind the bookcase —
itcontainedonly sketches and layouts for display advertising, but
itseemed to him the first thing a burglar would look for. Then
hewent abstractedly upstairs, dropping into the baby’s room
fora casual moist kiss, and began dressing for dinner.

They had no automobile, so George Tompkins called for them
at6.30. Tompkins was a successful interior decorator, a broad,
rosyman with a handsome moustache and a strong odour of jasmine. He
andRoger had once roomed side by side in a boarding-house in New
York,but they had met only intermittently in the past five
years.

‘We ought to see each other more,’ he told
Rogertonight. ‘You ought to go out more often, old
boy.Cocktail?’

‘No, thanks.’

‘No? Well, your fair wife will — won’t
you,Gretchen?’

‘I love this house,’ she exclaimed, taking the
glassand looking admiringly at ship models. Colonial whisky
bottles, andother fashionable débris of 1925.

‘I like it,’ said Tompkins with
satisfaction.‘I did it to please myself, and I
succeeded.’

Roger stared moodily around the stiff, plain room, wondering
ifthey could have blundered into the kitchen by mistake.

‘You look like the devil, Roger,’ said his
host.‘Have a cocktail and cheer up.’

‘Have one,’ urged Gretchen.

‘What?’ Roger turned around absently. ‘Oh,
no,thanks. I’ve gotto work after I get home.’

‘Work!’ Tompkins smiled. ‘Listen,
Roger,you’ll kill yourself with work. Why don’t you
bring alittle balance into your life — work a little, then
play alittle?’

‘That’s what I tell him,’ said Gretchen.

‘Do you know an averagebusiness man’s
day?’demanded Tompkins as they went in to dinner.
‘Coffee in themorning, eight hours’ work interrupted by
a bolted luncheon,and then home again with dyspepsia and a bad
temper to give thewife a pleasant evening.’

Roger laughed shortly.

‘You’ve been going to the movies too much,’
hesaid dryly.

‘What?’ Tompkins looked at him with some
irritation.‘Movies? I’ve hardly ever been to the movies
in mylife. I think the movies are atrocious. My opinions on life
aredrawn from my own observations. I believe in a
balancedlife.’

‘What’s that?’ demanded Roger.

‘Well’ — he hesitated —
‘probablythe best way to tell you would be to describe my own
day. Wouldthat seem horribly egotistic?’

‘Oh, no!’ Gretchen looked at him with
interest.‘I’d love tohear about it.’

‘Well, in the morning I get up and go through a series
ofexercises. I’ve got one room fitted up as a little
gymnasium,and I punch the bag and do shadow-boxing and
weight-pulling for anhour. Then after a cold bath —
There’s a thing now! Doyou take a daily cold bath?’

‘No,’ admitted Roger, ‘I take a hot bath inthe
evening three or four times a week.’

A horrified silence fell. Tompkins and Gretchen exchanged
aglance as if something obscene had been said.

‘What’s the matter?’ broke out Roger,
glancingfrom one to the other in some irritation. ‘You know
Idon’t take a bath every day — I haven’t got
thetime.’

Tompkins gave a prolonged sigh.

‘After my bath,’ he continued, drawing a
mercifulveil of silence over the matter, ‘I have breakfast
and driveto my office in New York, where I work until four. Then I
lay off,and if it’s summer I hurry out here for nine holes of
golf,or if it’s winter I play squash for an hour at my club.
Thena good snappy game of bridge until dinner. Dinner is liableto
havesomething to do with business, but in a pleasant way.
PerhapsI’ve just finished a house for some customer, and he
wants meto be on hand for his first party to see that the lighting
is softenough and all that sort of thing. Or maybe I sit down with
a goodbook of poetry and spend the evening alone. At any rate, I
dosomething every night to get me out of myself.’

‘It must be wonderful,’ said
Gretchenenthusiastically. ‘I wish we lived like
that.’

Tompkins bent forward earnestly over the table.

‘You can,’ he said impressively.‘There’s
no reason why you shouldn’t. Look here,if Roger’ll play
nine holes of golf every day it’ll dowonders for him. He
won’t know himself. He’ll do hiswork better, never get
that tired, nervous feeling —What’s the
matter?’

He broke off. Roger had perceptibly yawned.

‘Roger,’ cried Gretchen sharply,‘there’s
no need to be so rude. If you did what Georgesaid, you’d be a
lot better off.’ She turnedindignantly to their host.
‘The latest is that he’sgoing to work at nightfor the
next six weeks. He says he’sgoing to pull down the blinds and
shut us up like hermits in acave. He’s been doing it every
Sunday for the last year; nowhe’s going to do it every night
for six weeks.’

Tompkins shook his head sadly.

‘At the end ofsix weeks,’ he
remarked,‘he’ll be starting for the sanatorium. Let me
tell you,every private hospital in New York is full of cases like
yours. Youjust strain the human nervous system a little too far,
and bang!— you’ve broken something. And in order tosave
sixtyhours you’re laid up sixty weeks for repairs.’ He
brokeoff, changed his tone, and turned to Gretchen with a
smile.‘Not to mention what happens to you. It seems to
meit’s the wife rather than the husband who bears the brunt
ofthese insane periods of overwork.’

‘I don’t mind,’ protested Gretchenloyally.

‘Yes, she does,’ said Roger grimly; ‘she
mindslike the devil. She’s a shortsighted little egg, and
shethinks it’s going to be forever until I get started and
shecan have some new clothes. But it can’t be helped.
Thesaddest thing about women is that, after all, their best trick
isto sit down and fold their hands.’

‘Your ideas on women are about twenty years out
ofdate,’ said Tompkins pityingly. ‘Women won’t
sitdown and wait any more.’

‘Then they’d better marry men of
forty,’insisted Roger stubbornly. ‘If a girl marries a
young man forlove she ought to be willing to make any sacrifice
within reason,so long as her husband keeps going ahead.’

‘Let’s not talk about it,’ said
Gretchenimpatiently. ‘Please, Roger, let’s have a good
timejust this once.’

When Tompkins dropped them in front of their house at
elevenRoger and Gretchen stood for a moment on the sidewalk looking
atthe winter moon. There was a fine, damp, dusty snow in the
air,andRoger drew a long breath of it and put his arm around
Gretchenexultantly.

‘I can make more money than he can,’ he saidtensely.
‘And I’ll be doing it in just fortydays.’

‘Forty days,’ she sighed. ‘It seems such along
time — when everybody else is always having fun. If Icould
only sleep for forty days.’

‘Why don’t you, honey? Just take forty winks,
andwhen you wake up everything’ll be fine.’

She was silent for a moment.

‘Roger,’ she asked thoughtfully, ‘do you
thinkGeorge meant what he said about taking me horseback riding
onSunday?’

Roger frowned.

‘I don’t know. Probably not — I hope to
Heavenhe didn’t.’ He hesitated. ‘As a matter of
fact,he made me sort of sore tonight — all that junk about
hiscold bath.’

With their arms about each other, they started up the walk tothe
house.

‘I’ll bet he doesn’t take a cold bath
everymorning,’ continued Roger ruminatively; ‘or three
timesa week, either.’ He fumbled in his pocket for the key
andinserted it in the lock with savage precision. Then he
turnedarounddefiantly. ‘I’ll bet he hasn’t had a
bath for amonth.’
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After a fortnight of intensive work, Roger Halsey’s
daysblurred into each other and passed by in blocks of twos and
threesand fours. From eight until 5.30 he was in his office.
Thenahalf-hour on the commuting train, where he scrawled notes on
thebacks of envelopes under the dull yellow light. By 7.30
hiscrayons, shears, and sheets of white cardboard were spread over
theliving-room table, and he laboured there with much grunting
andsighing until midnight, while Gretchen lay on the sofa with a
book,and the doorbell tinkled occasionally behind the drawn blinds.
Attwelve there was always an argument as to whether he would come
tobed. He would agree to come after he had cleared up everything;
butas he was invariably sidetracked by half a dozen new ideas,
heusually found Gretchen sound asleep when he tiptoed upstairs.

Sometimes it was three o’clock before Roger squashed
hislast cigarette into the overloaded ash-tray, and he wouldundress
inthe dark, disembodied with fatigue, but with a sense of
triumphthat he had lasted out another day.

Christmas came and went and he scarcely noticed that it wasgone.
He remembered it afterwards as the day he completed thewindow-cards
for Garrod’s shoes. This was one of the eightlarge accounts
for which he was pointing in January — if hegot half of them
he was assured a quarter of a milliondollars’ worth of
business during the year.

But the world outside his business became a chaotic dream.
Hewasaware that on two cool December Sundays George Tompkins had
takenGretchen horseback riding, and that another time she had gone
outwith him in his automobile to spend the afternoon skiing on
thecountry-club hill. A picture of Tompkins, in an expensive
frame,had appeared one morning on their bedroom wall. And one night
hewas shocked into a startled protest when Gretchen went to
thetheatre with Tompkins in town.

But his work was almost done. Daily now his layouts arrived
fromthe printers until seven of them were piled and docketed in
hisoffice safe. He knew how good they were. Money alone
couldn’tbuy such work; more than he realized himself, it had
been a labourof love.

December tumbled like a dead leaf from the calendar. There wasan
agonizing week when he had to give up coffee because it made
hisheart pound so. If he could hold on now for four days —
threedays —

On Thursday afternoon H. G. Garrod was to arrive in New York.
OnWednesday evening Roger came home at seven to find Gretchen
poringover the December bills with a strange expression in her
eyes.

‘What’s the matter?’

She nodded at the bills. He ran through them, his brow
wrinklingin a frown.

‘Gosh!’

‘I can’t help it,’ she burst out
suddenly.‘They’re terrible.’

‘Well, I didn’t marry youbecause you were awonderful
housekeeper. I’ll manage about the bills some way.Don’t
worry your little head over it.’

She regarded him coldly.

‘You talk as if I were a child.’

‘I have to,’ he said with sudden irritation.

‘Well, at least I’m not a piece of
bric-à-bracthat you can just put somewhere and
forget.’

He knelt down by her quickly, and took her arms in hishands.

‘Gretchen, listen!’ he said breathlessly.
‘ForGod’s sake, don’t go to pieces now!
We’re bothall stored up with malice and reproach, and if we
had a quarrelit’d be terrible. I love you, Gretchen. Say you
love me— quick!’

‘You know I love you.’

The quarrel was averted, but there was an unnatural tensenessall
through dinner. It came to a climax afterwards when he began
tospread his working materials on the table.

‘Oh, Roger,’ she protested, ‘I thought
youdidn’t have to work tonight.’

‘I didn’t think I’d have to, but somethingcame
up.’

‘I’ve invited George Tompkins over.’

‘Oh, gosh!’ he exclaimed. ‘Well,
I’msorry, honey, but you’llhave to phone him not
tocome.’

‘He’s left,’ she said. ‘He’scoming
straight from town. He’ll be here any minutenow.’

Roger groaned. It occurred to him to send them both to
themovies, but somehow the suggestion stuck on his lips. He did
notwant her at the movies; he wanted her here, where he could look
upand know she was by his side.

George Tompkins arrived breezily at eight
o’clock.‘Aha!’ he cried reprovingly, coming into
the room.‘Still at it.’

Roger agreed coolly that he was.

‘Better quit — betterquit before you have
to.’He sat down with a long sigh of physical comfort and lit
acigarette. ‘Take it from a fellow who’s looked into
thequestion scientifically. We can stand so much, and then
—bang!’

‘If you’ll excuse me’ — Roger made
hisvoice as polite as possible — ‘I’m going
upstairsand finish this work.’

‘Just as you like, Roger.’ George waved his
handcarelessly. ‘It isn’t that I mind. I’m the
friendof the family and I’d just as soon see the missus as
themister.’ He smiled playfully. ‘But ifI were you,
oldboy, I’d put away my work and get a good
night’ssleep.’

When Roger had spread out his materials on the bed upstairs
hefound that he could still hear the rumble and murmur of
theirvoices through the thin floor. He began wondering what they
foundto talk about. As he plunged deeper into his work his mind had
atendency to revert sharply to his question, and several times
hearose and paced nervously up and down the room.

The bed was ill adapted to his work. Several times the
paperslipped from the board on which it rested, and the pencil
punchedthrough. Everything was wrong tonight. Letters and figures
blurredbefore his eyes, and as an accompaniment to the beating of
histemples came those persistent murmuring voices.

At ten he realized that he had done nothing for more than
anhour, and with a sudden exclamation he gathered together
hispapers, replaced them in his portfolio, and went downstairs.
Theywere sitting together on the sofa when he came in.

‘Oh, hello!’ cried Gretchen, rather unnecessarily,he
thought. ‘We were just discussing you.’

‘Thank you,’ he answered ironically.
‘Whatparticular part of my anatomy was under the
scalpel?’

‘Your health,’ said Tompkins jovially.

‘My health’s all right,’ answered
Rogershortly.

‘But you look at it so selfishly, old fella,’
criedTompkins. ‘You only consider yourself in the
matter.Don’t you think Gretchen has any rights? If you were
workingon a wonderful sonnet or a — a portrait of some
madonna orsomething’ — he glanced at Gretchen’s
Titian hair— ‘why, then I’d say go ahead. But
you’renot. It’s just some silly advertisement about how
to sellNobald’s hair tonic, and if all the hair tonic ever
made wasdumped into the ocean tomorrow the world wouldn’t be
one bitthe worse for it.’

‘Wait a minute,’ said Roger
angrily:‘that’s not quite fair. I’m not kidding
myselfabout the importance of my work — it’s just as
uselessas the stuff you do. But to Gretchen and me it’s just
aboutthe most important thing in the world.’

‘Are you implying that my work is useless?’
demandedTompkins incredulously.

‘No; not if it brings happiness to some poor sucker of
apants manufacturer who doesn’t know how to spend
hismoney.’

Tompkins and Gretchen exchanged a glance.

‘Oh-h-h!’ exclaimed Tompkins ironically.
‘Ididn’t realize that all these years I’ve just
beenwasting my time.’

‘You’re a loafer,’ said Roger rudely.

‘Me?’ cried Tompkins angrily. ‘You call me
aloafer because I have a little balance in my life and find time
todo interesting things? Because I play hard as well as work hard
anddon’t let myself get to be a dull,
tiresomedrudge?’

Both men were angry now, and their voices had risen, though
onTompkins’ face there still remained the semblance of
asmile.

‘What I object to,’ said Roger steadily,
‘isthatfor the last six weeks you seem to have done all your
playingaround here.’

‘Roger!’ cried Gretchen. ‘What do you mean
bytalking like that?’

‘Just what I said.’

‘You’ve just lost your temper.’ Tompkins lit
acigarette with ostentatious coolness. ‘You’reso
nervousfrom overwork you don’t know what you’re
saying.You’re on the verge of a nervous break —
’

‘You get out of here!’ cried Roger
fiercely.‘You get out of here right now — before I
throw youout!’

Tompkins got angrily to his feet.

‘You — you throwme out?’ he
criedincredulously.

They were actually moving towards each other when
Gretchenstepped between them, and grabbing Tompkins’ arm
urged himtowards the door.

‘He’s acting like a fool, George, but you better
getout,’ she cried, groping in the hall for his hat.

‘He insulted me!’ shouted Tompkins.
‘Hethreatened to throw me out!’

‘Never mind, George,’ pleaded Gretchen.
‘Hedoesn’t know what he’s saying. Please go!
I’llsee you at ten o’clock tomorrow.’

She opened the door.

‘You won’t see him at ten
o’clocktomorrow,’ said Roger steadily.
‘He’s not comingto this house any more.’

Tompkins turned to Gretchen.

‘It’s his house,’ he suggested.
‘Perhapswe’d better meet at mine.’

Then he was gone, and Gretchen had shut the door behind him.
Hereyes werefull of angry tears.

‘See what you’ve done!’ she sobbed.
‘Theonly friend I had, the only person in the world who liked
me enoughto treat me decently, is insulted by my husband in my
ownhouse.’

She threw herself on the sofa and began to cry
passionatelyintothe pillows.

‘He brought it on himself,’ said Roger
stubbornly,‘I’ve stood as much as my self-respect will
allow. Idon’t want you going out with him any
more.’

‘I will go out with him!’ cried Gretchen
wildly.‘I’ll go out with him all I want! Do
youthinkit’s any fun living here with you?’

‘Gretchen,’ he said coldly, ‘get up and put
onyour hat and coat and go out that door and never
comeback!’

Her mouth fell slightly ajar.

‘But I don’t want to get out,’ she
saiddazedly.

‘Well, then, behave yourself.’ And he added in
agentler voice: ‘I thought you were going to sleep for
thisforty days.’

‘Oh, yes,’ she cried bitterly, ‘easy enough
tosay! But I’m tired of sleeping.’ She got up, faced
himdefiantly. ‘And what’s more, I’m going
ridingwith George Tompkins tomorrow.’

‘You won’t go out with him if I have to take you
toNew York and sit you down in my office until I
getthrough.’

She looked at him with rage in her eyes.

‘I hate you,’ she said slowly. ‘And
I’dlike to take all the work you’ve done and tear it up
andthrow it in the fire. And just to give you something to worry
abouttomorrow, I probably won’t be here when you
getback.’

She got up from the sofa, and very deliberately looked at
herflushed, tear-stained face in the mirror. Then she ran upstairs
andslammed herself into the bedroom.

Automatically Roger spread out his work on the living-roomtable.
The bright colours of the designs, the vivid ladies —Gretchen
had posed for one of them — holding orange gingerale or
glistening silk hosiery,dazzled his mind into a sort ofcoma. His
restless crayon moved here and there over the pictures,shifting a
block of letters half an inch to the right, trying adozen blues for
a cool blue, and eliminating the word that made aphrase anaemic and
pale. Half an hour passed — he was deep inthe work now; there
was no sound in the room but the velvetyscratch of the crayon over
the glossy board.

After a long while he looked at his watch — it was
afterthree. The wind had come up outside and was rushing by
thehousecorners in loud, alarming swoops, like a heavy body falling
throughspace. He stopped his work and listened. He was not tired
now, buthis head felt as if it was covered with bulging veins like
thosepictures that hang in doctors’ offices showing a
bodystripped of decent skin. He put his hands to his head and felt
itall over. It seemed to him that on his temple the veins were
knottyand brittle around an old scar.

Suddenly he began to be afraid. A hundred warnings he had
heardswept into his mind. People did wreck themselves with
overwork, andhis body and brain were of the same vulnerable and
perishablestuff. For the first time he found himself envying
GeorgeTompkins’ calm nerves and healthy routine. He arose and
beganpacing the room in a panic.

‘I’ve got to sleep,’ he whispered to
himselftensely. ‘Otherwise I’m going crazy.’

He rubbed his hand over his eyes, and returned to the table
toput up his work, but his fingers were shaking so that he
couldscarcely grasp the board. The sway of a bare branch against
thewindow made him start and cry out. He sat down on the sofa
andtried to think.

‘Stop! Stop! Stop!’ the clock said.
‘Stop!Stop! Stop!’

‘I can’t stop,’ he answered aloud.
‘Ican’t afford to stop.’

Listen! Why, there was the wolf at the doornow! He could hearits
sharp claws scrape along the varnished woodwork. He jumped up,and
running to the front door flung it open; then started back witha
ghastly cry. An enormous wolf was standing on the porch, glaringat
him with red, malignant eyes. As he watched it the hair bristledon
its neck; it gave a low growl and disappeared in the darkness.Then
Roger realized with a silent, mirthless laugh that it was thepolice
dog from over the way.

Dragging his limbs wearily into the kitchen, he
broughtthealarm-clock into the living-room and set it for seven.
Then hewrapped himself in his overcoat, lay down on the sofa and
fellimmediately into a heavy, dreamless sleep.

When he awoke the light was still shining feebly, but the
roomwas the grey colour ofa winter morning. He got up, and
lookinganxiously at his hands found to his relief that they no
longertrembled. He felt much better. Then he began to remember in
detailthe events of the night before, and his brow drew up again in
threeshallow wrinkles.There was work ahead of him, twenty-four
hours ofwork; and Gretchen, whether she wanted to or not, must
sleep forone more day.

Roger’s mind glowed suddenly as if he had just thought ofa
new advertising idea. A few minutes later he was hurryingthroughthe
sharp morning air to Kingsley’s drug-store.

‘Is Mr Kingsley down yet?’

The druggist’s head appeared around the corner of
theprescription-room.

‘I wonder if I can talk to you alone.’

At 7.30, back home again, Roger walked into his own kitchen.
Thegeneral housework girl had just arrived and was taking off
herhat.

‘Bebé’ — he was not on familiar termswith
her; this was her name — ‘I want you to cook
MrsHalsey’s breakfast right away. I’ll take it
upmyself.’

It struck Bebé that this was an unusual service for so
busya man to render his wife, but if she had seen his conduct when
hehad carried the tray from the kitchen she would have been even
moresurprised. For he set it down on the dining room table and put
intothe coffee half a teaspoonful of a white substance that was
notpowdered sugar. Then he mounted the stairs and opened the door
ofthe bedroom.

Gretchen woke up with a start, glanced at the twin bed which
hadnot been slept in, and bent on Roger a glance of
astonishment,which changed to contempt when she saw the breakfast
in his hand.She thought he was bringing it as a capitulation.

‘I don’t want any breakfast,’ she said
coldly,and his heart sank, ‘except some coffee.’

‘No breakfast?’ Roger’s voice
expresseddisappointment

‘I said I’d take some coffee.’

Roger discreetly deposited the tray on a table beside the bedand
returned quickly to the kitchen.

‘We’re going away until tomorrow afternoon,’he
told Bebé, ‘and I want to close up the house rightnow.
So you just put on your hat and go home.’

He looked at his watch. It was ten minutes to eight, and
hewanted to catch the 8.10 train. He waited five minutes and
thentiptoed softly upstairs and into Gretchen’s room. She
wassound asleep. The coffee cup was empty save for black dregs and
afilm ofthin brown paste on the bottom. He looked at her
ratheranxiously, but her breathing was regular and clear.

From the closet he took a suitcase and very quickly beganfilling
it with her shoes — street shoes, evening
slippers,rubber-soled oxfords — he hadnot realized that she
owned somany pairs. When he closed the suitcase it was bulging.

He hesitated a minute, took a pair of sewing scissors from abox,
and following the telephone-wire until it went out of sightbehind
the dresser, severed it in one neatclip. He jumped as therewas a
soft knock at the door. It was the nursemaid. He hadforgotten her
existence.

‘Mrs Halsey and I are going up to the city
tilltomorrow,’ he said glibly. ‘Take Maxy to the beach
andhave lunch there. Stay all day.’

Back in the room, a wave of pity passed over him. Gretchenseemed
suddenly lovely and helpless, sleeping there. It was
somehowterrible to rob her young life of a day. He touched her hair
withhis fingers, and as she murmured something in her dream he
leanedover and kissed her bright cheek. Then he picked up the
suitcasefull of shoes, locked the door, and ran briskly down
thestairs.
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By five o’clock that afternoon the last package of
cardsfor Garrod’s shoes had been sent by messenger to H. G.
Garrodatthe Biltmore Hotel. He was to give a decision next morning.
At5.30 Roger’s stenographer tapped him on the shoulder.

‘Mr Golden, the superintendent of the building, to
seeyou.’

Roger turned around dazedly.

‘Oh, how do?’

Mr Golden came directly to the point. If Mr Halsey intended
tokeep the office any longer, the little oversight about the rent
hadbetter be remedied right away.

‘Mr Golden,’ said Roger
wearily,‘everything’ll be all right tomorrow. If you
worry menow maybe you’ll never get your money. After
tomorrownothing’ll matter.’

Mr Golden looked at the tenant uneasily. Young men sometimes
didaway with themselves when business went wrong. Then his eye
fellunpleasantly on the initialled suitcase beside the desk.

‘Going on a trip?’ he asked pointedly.

‘What? Oh, no. That’s just some clothes.’

‘Clothes, eh? Well, Mr Halsey, just to prove that you
meanwhat you say, suppose you let me keep that suitcase until
tomorrownoon.’

‘Help yourself.’

Mr Golden picked it up with a deprecatory gesture.

‘Just a matter of form,’ he remarked.

‘I understand,’ said Roger, swinging around to
hisdesk. ‘Good afternoon.’

Mr Golden seemed to feel that the conversation should close on
asofter key.

‘And don’t work too hard, Mr Halsey. You
don’twant to have a nervous break —’

‘No,’ shouted Roger, ‘I don’t. But Iwill
if you don’t leave me alone.’

As the door closed behind Mr Golden, Roger’s
stenographerturned sympathetically around.

‘You shouldn’t have let him get away
withthat,’ she said. ‘What’s in
there?Clothes?’

‘No,’answered Roger absently. ‘Just all
mywife’s shoes.’

He slept in the office that night on a sofa beside his desk.
Atdawn he awoke with a nervous start, rushed out into the street
forcoffee, and returned in ten minutes in a panic — afraid
thathe might have missed Mr Garrod’s telephone call. It was
then6.30.

By eight o’clock his whole body seemed to be on fire.
Whenhis two artists arrived he was stretched on the couch in
almostphysical pain. The phone rang imperatively at 9.30, and he
pickedup the receiver with trembling hands.

‘Hello.’

‘Is this the Halsey agency?’

‘Yes, this is Mr Halsey speaking.’

‘This is Mr H. G. Garrod.’

Roger’s heart stopped beating.

‘I called up, young fellow, to say that this is
wonderfulwork you’ve given us here. We want allof it and as
much moreas your office can do.’

‘Oh, God!’ cried Roger into the transmitter.

‘What?’ Mr H. G. Garrod was considerably
startled.‘Say, wait a minute there!’

But he was talking to nobody. The phone had clattered to
thefloor, and Roger, stretched full length on the couch, was
sobbingas if his heart would break.
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Three hours later, his face somewhat pale, but his eyes calm asa
child’s, Roger opened the door of his wife’s
bedroomwith the morning paper under his arm. At the sound of
hisfootstepsshe started awake.

‘What time is it?’ she demanded.

He looked at his watch.

‘Twelve o’clock.’

Suddenly she began to cry.

‘Roger,’ she said brokenly, ‘I’m sorry
Iwas so bad last night.’

He nodded coolly.

‘Everything’s all right now,’ heanswered.Then,
after a pause: ‘I’ve got the account— the biggest
one.’

She turned towards him quickly.

‘You have?’ Then, after a minute’s
silence:‘Can I get a new dress?’

‘Dress?’ He laughed shortly. ‘You can get
adozen. This account alone will bring us in forty thousand a
year.It’s one of the biggest in the West.’

She looked at him, startled.

‘Forty thousand a year!’

‘Yes.’

‘Gosh’ — and then faintly —
‘Ididn’t know it’d really be anything like
that.’Again she thought a minute. ‘We can have a house
likeGeorgeTompkins’.’

‘I don’t want an interior-decorationshop.’

‘Forty thousand a year!’ she repeated again, andthen
added softly: ‘Oh, Roger — ’

‘Yes?’

‘I’m not going out with George Tompkins.’

‘I wouldn’t let you, even if you wanted to,’he
said shortly.

She made a show of indignation.

‘Why, I’ve had a date with him for this Thursday
forweeks.’

‘It isn’t Thursday.’

‘It is.’

‘It’s Friday.’

‘Why, Roger, you must be crazy! Don’t you think
Iknow what day it is?’

‘It isn’t Thursday,’ he said
stubbornly.‘Look!’ And he held out the morning
paper.

‘Friday!’ she exclaimed. ‘Why, this is
amistake! This must be last week’s paper.
Today’sThursday.’

She closed her eyes and thought for a moment.

‘Yesterday was Wednesday,’ she said
decisively.‘The laundress came yesterday. I guess I
know.’

‘Well,’ he said smugly, ‘look at the
paper.There isn’t any question about it.’

With a bewildered look on her face she got out of bed and
begansearching for her clothes. Roger went into the bathroom to
shave. Aminute later he heard the springs creak again. Gretchen was
gettingback into bed.

‘What’s the matter?’ he inquired, putting
hishead around the corner of the bathroom.

‘I’m scared,’ she said in a trembling
voice.‘I think my nerves are giving way. I can’t find
any ofmy shoes.’

‘Your shoes? Why, the closet’s full
ofthem.’

‘I know, but I can’t see one.’ Her face
waspale with fear. ‘Oh, Roger!’

Roger came to her bedside and put his arm around her.

‘Oh, Roger,’ she cried, ‘what’s
thematter with me? First that newspaper, andnow all my shoes.
Takecare of me, Roger.’

‘I’ll get the doctor,’ he said.

He walked remorselessly to the telephone and took up
thereceiver.

‘Phone seems to be out of order,’ he remarked aftera
minute; ‘I’ll send Bebé.’

The doctor arrived in ten minutes.

‘I think I’m on the verge of a
collapse,’Gretchen told him in a strained voice.

Doctor Gregory sat down on the edge of the bed and took herwrist
in his hand.

‘It seems to be in the air this morning.’

‘I got up,’ said Gretchen in an awed
voice,‘and Ifound that I’d lost a whole day. I had
anengagement to go riding with George Tompkins — ’

‘What?’ exclaimed the doctor in surprise. Then
helaughed.

‘George Tompkins won’t go riding with anyone formany
days to come.’

‘Has he gone away?’ asked Gretchen curiously.

‘He’s going West.’

‘Why?’ demanded Roger. ‘Is he running awaywith
somebody’s wife?’

‘No,’ said Doctor Gregory. ‘He’s had
anervous breakdown.’

‘What?’ they exclaimed in unison.

‘He just collapsed like an opera-hat in his
coldshower.’

‘But he wasalways talking about his — his
balancedlife,’ gasped Gretchen. ‘He had it on
hismind.’

‘I know,’ said the doctor. ‘He’s
beenbabbling about it all morning. I think it’s driven him
alittle mad. He worked pretty hard at it, you know.’

‘At what?’ demandedRoger in bewilderment.

‘At keeping his life balanced.’ He turned
toGretchen. ‘Now all I’ll prescribe for this lady here
isa good rest. If she’ll just stay around the house for a
fewdays and take forty winks of sleep she’ll be as fit as
ever.She’s beenunder some strain.’

‘Doctor,’ exclaimed Roger
hoarsely,‘don’t you think I’d better have a rest
orsomething? I’ve been working pretty hard lately.’

‘You!’ Doctor Gregory laughed, slapped him
violentlyon the back. ‘My boy, I never saw you looking
betterin yourlife.’

Roger turned away quickly to conceal his smile —
winkedforty times, or almost forty times, at the autographed
picture ofMr George Tompkins, which hung slightly askew on the
bedroomwall.




  Absolution
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The American Mercury, June 1924

There was once a priest with cold, watery eyes, who, in thestill
of the night, wept cold tears. He wept because the afternoonswere
warm and long, and he was unable to attain a complete mysticalunion
with our Lord. Sometimes, near four o’clock, there wasa
rustle of Swede girls along the path by his window, and in
theirshrill laughter he found a terrible dissonance that made him
prayaloud for the twilight to come. At twilight the laughter and
thevoices were quieter, but several times he had walked
pastRomberg’s Drug Store when it was dusk and the yellow
lightsshone inside and the nickel taps of the soda-fountain
weregleaming, and he had found the scent of cheap toilet
soapdesperately sweet upon the air. He passed that way when he
returnedfrom hearing confessions on Saturday nights, and he grew
careful towalk on the other side of the street so that the smell of
the soapwould float upward before it reached his nostrils as it
drifted,rather like incense, toward the summer moon.

But there was no escape from the hot madness of
fouro’clock. From his window, as far as he could see, the
Dakotawheat thronged the valley of the Red River. The wheat was
terribleto look upon and the carpet pattern to which in agony he
bent hiseyes sent his thought brooding through grotesque
labyrinths, openalways to the unavoidable sun.

One afternoon when he had reached the point where the mind
runsdown like an old clock, his housekeeper brought into his study
abeautiful, intense little boy of eleven named Rudolph Miller.
Thelittle boy sat down in a patch of sunshine, and the priest, at
hiswalnut desk, pretended to be very busy. This was to conceal
hisrelief that some one had come into his haunted room.

Presently he turned around and found himself staring into
twoenormous, staccato eyes, lit with gleaming points of cobalt
light.For a moment their expression startled him — then he
saw thathis visitor was in a state of abject fear.

“Your mouth is trembling,” said Father Schwartz, ina
haggard voice.

The little boy covered his quivering mouth with his hand.

“Are you in trouble?” asked Father Schwartz,sharply.
“Take your hand away from your mouth and tell mewhat’s
the matter.”

The boy — Father Schwartz recognized him now as the son
ofa parishioner, Mr. Miller, the freight-agent — moved his
handreluctantly off his mouth and became articulate in a
despairingwhisper.

“Father Schwartz — I’ve committed a
terriblesin.”

“A sin against purity?”

“No, Father . . . worse.”

Father Schwartz’s body jerked sharply.

“Have you killed somebody?”

“No — but I’m afraid — ” the
voicerose to a shrill whimper.

“Do you want to go to confession?”

The little boy shook his head miserably. Father Schwartz
clearedhis throat so that he could make his voice soft and say some
quiet,kind thing. Inthis moment he should forget his own agony, and
tryto act like God. He repeated to himself a devotional phrase,
hopingthat in return God would help him to act correctly.

“Tell me what you’ve done,” said his new
softvoice.

The little boy looked at him through his tears, and wasreassured
by the impression of moral resiliency which thedistraught priest
had created. Abandoning as much of himself as hewas able to this
man, Rudolph Miller began to tell his story.

“On Saturday, three days ago, my father hesaid I had to
goto confession, because I hadn’t been for a month, and
thefamily they go every week, and I hadn’t been. So I just
asleave go, I didn’t care. So I put it off till after
supperbecause I was playing with a bunch of kids and father asked
meif Iwent, and I said ‘no,’ and he took me by the neck
andhe said ‘You go now,’ so I said
‘Allright,’ so I went over to church. And he yelled
after me:‘Don’t come back till you go.’.
..”




  II


"On Saturday, Three Days Ago."

The plush curtain of the confessional rearranged its
dismalcreases, leaving exposed only the bottom of an old
man’s oldshoe. Behind the curtain an immortal soul was alone
with God andthe Reverend Adolphus Schwartz, priest of the parish.
Sound began,a labored whispering, sibilantand discreet, broken at
intervals bythe voice of the priest in audible question.

Rudolph Miller knelt in the pew beside the confessional
andwaited, straining nervously to hear, and yet not to hear what
wasbeing said within. The fact that the priest wasaudible alarmed
him.His own turn came next, and the three or four others who
waitedmight listen unscrupulously while he admitted his violations
of theSixth and Ninth Commandments.

Rudolph had never committed adultery, nor even coveted
hisneighbor’s wife — but it was the confession of
theassociate sins that was particularly hard to contemplate.
Incomparison he relished the less shameful fallings away —
theyformed a grayish background which relieved the ebony mark of
sexualoffenses upon his soul.

Hehad been covering his ears with his hands, hoping that
hisrefusal to hear would be noticed, and a like courtesy rendered
tohim in turn, when a sharp movement of the penitent in
theconfessional made him sink his face precipitately into the crook
ofhis elbow. Fear assumed solid form, and pressed out a
lodgingbetween his heart and his lungs. He must try now with all
his mightto be sorry for his sins — not because he was
afraid, butbecause he had offended God. He must convince God that
he was sorryand to do so he must first convince himself. After a
tenseemotional struggle he achieved a tremulous self-pity, and
decidedthat he was now ready. If, by allowing no other thought to
enterhis head, he could preserve this state of emotion unimpaired
untilhe went into that large coffin set on end, he would have
survivedanother crisis in his religious life.

For some time, however, a demoniac notion had partiallypossessed
him. He could go home now, before his turn came, and tellhis mother
that he had arrived too late, and found the priest gone.This,
unfortunately, involved the risk of being caught in a lie. Asan
alternative he could say that hehadgone to confession, but
thismeant that he must avoid communion next day, for communion
takenupon an uncleansedsoul would turn to poison in his mouth, and
hewould crumple limp and damned from the altar-rail.

Again Father Schwartz’s voice became audible.

“And for your — ”

The words blurred to a husky mumble, and Rudolph got excitedlyto
his feet. He felt that it was impossible for him to go toconfession
this afternoon. He hesitated tensely. Then from theconfessional
came a tap, a creak, and a sustained rustle. The slidehad fallen
and the plush curtain trembled. Temptation had come tohim too late.
. . .

“Bless me, Father, for I have sinned. . . . I confess
toAlmighty God and to you, Father, that I have sinned. . . . Since
mylast confession it has been one month and three days. . . .
Iaccuse myself of — taking the Name of the Lord in vain . .
..”

This was an easy sin. His curses had been but bravado
—telling of them was little less than a brag.

“ . . . of being mean to an old lady.”

The wan shadow moved a little on the latticed slat.

“How, my child?”

“Old lady Swenson,” Rudolph’s murmur
soaredjubilantly. “Shegot our baseball that we knocked in
herwindow, and she wouldn’t give it back, so we
yelled‘Twenty-three, Skidoo,’ at her all afternoon.
Thenabout five o’clock she had a fit, and they had to have
thedoctor.”

“Go on, my child.”

“Of — of not believing Iwas the son of
myparents.”

“What?” The interrogation was
distinctlystartled.

“Of not believing that I was the son of
myparents.”

“Why not?”

“Oh, just pride,” answered the penitent airily.

“You mean you thought you were too good to be the son
ofyour parents?”

“Yes, Father.” On a less jubilant note.

“Go on.”

“Of being disobedient and calling my mother names.
Ofslandering people behind my back. Of smoking — ”

Rudolph had now exhausted the minor offenses, and wasapproaching
the sins it was agony to tell.He held his fingersagainst his face
like bars as if to press out between them theshame in his
heart.

“Of dirty words and immodest thoughts and
desires,”he whispered very low.

“How often?”

“I don’t know.”

“Once a week? Twice a week?”

“Twice a week.”

“Didyou yield to these desires?”

“No, Father.”

“Were you alone when you had them?”

“No, Father. I was with two boys and a girl.”

“Don’t you know, my child, that you should avoid
theoccasions of sin as well as the sin itself? Evil
companionshipleads to evildesires and evil desires to evil actions.
Where wereyou when this happened?”

“In a barn in back of — ”

“I don’t want to hear any names,”
interruptedthe priest sharply.

“Well, it was up in the loft of this barn and this girland
— a fella, they were saying things — sayingimmodest
things, and I stayed.”

“You should have gone — you should have told thegirl
to go.”

He should have gone! He could not tell Father Schwartz how
hispulse had bumped in his wrist, how a strange, romantic
excitementhad possessed him when those curious things had been
said. Perhapsin the houses of delinquency among the dull and
hard-eyedincorrigible girls can be found those for whom has burned
thewhitest fire.

“Have you anything else to tell me?”

“I don’t think so, Father.”

Rudolph felt a great relief. Perspiration had broken out
underhis tight-pressed fingers.

“Have you told any lies?”

The question startled him. Like all those who habitually
andinstinctively lie, he had an enormous respect and awe for
thetruth. Something almost exterior to himself dictated a quick,
hurtanswer.

“Oh, no, Father, I never tell lies.”

For a moment, like the commoner in the king’s chair,
hetasted the pride of the situation. Then as the priest began
tomurmur conventional admonitions he realizedthat in
heroicallydenying he had told lies, he had committed a terrible sin
—he had told a lie in confession.

In automatic response to Father Schwartz’s “Make
anact of contrition,” he began to repeat
aloudmeaninglessly:

“Oh, my God, I am heartily sorry for having offended
Thee.. . . ”

He must fix this now — it was a bad mistake — but
ashis teeth shut on the last words of his prayer there was a
sharpsound, and the slat was closed.

A minute later when he emerged into the twilight the relief
incoming fromthe muggy church into an open world of wheat and
skypostponed the full realization of what he had done. Instead
ofworrying he took a deep breath of the crisp air and began to
sayover and over to himself the words “Blatchford
Sarnemington,Blatchford Sarnemington!”

Blatchford Sarnemington was himself, and these words were
ineffect a lyric. When he became Blatchford Sarnemington a
suavenobility flowed from him. Blatchford Sarnemington lived in
greatsweeping triumphs. When Rudolph half closed his eyes it meant
thatBlatchford had established dominance over him and, as he went
by,there were envious mutters in the air:
“BlatchfordSarnemington! There goes Blatchford
Sarnemington.”

He was Blatchford now for a while as he strutted homeward
alongthe staggering road, but when the road braced itself in
macadam inorder to become the main street of Ludwig,
Rudolph’sexhilaration faded out and his mind cooled, and he
felt the horrorof his lie. God, of course, already knew of it
— but Rudolphreserved a corner of his mind where he was safe
from God, where heprepared the subterfuges with which he often
tricked God. Hidingnow in this corner he considered how he could
best avoid theconsequences of his misstatement.

At all costs he must avoid communion next day. The risk
ofangering God to such an extent was too great. He would have
todrink water “by accident” in the morning, and thus,
inaccordance with a church law, render himself unfit to
receivecommunion that day. In spite of its flimsiness this
subterfuge wasthe most feasible that occurred to him. He accepted
its risks andwas concentrating on how best to put it into effect,
as he turnedthe corner by Romberg’s Drug Store and came in
sight of hisfather’s house.




  III


Rudolph’s father, the localfreight-agent, had floated
withthe second wave of German and Irish stock to the
Minnesota-Dakotacountry. Theoretically, great opportunities lay
ahead of a youngman of energy in that day and place, but Carl
Miller had beenincapable of establishing either with his superiors
or hissubordinates the reputation for approximate immutability
which isessential to success in a hierarchic industry. Somewhat
gross, hewas, nevertheless, insufficiently hard-headed and unable
to takefundamental relationships for granted, and this inability
made himsuspicious, unrestful, and continually dismayed.

His two bonds with the colorful life were his faith in the
RomanCatholic Church and his mystical worship of the Empire
Builder,James J. Hill. Hill was the apotheosis ofthat quality in
whichMiller himself was deficient — the sense of things, the
feelof things, the hint of rain in the wind on the
cheek.Miller’s mind worked late on the old decisions of other
men,and he had never in his life felt the balance of any single
thingin his hands. His weary, sprightly, undersized body was
growing oldin Hill’s gigantic shadow. For twenty years he had
livedalone with Hill’s name and God.

On Sunday morning Carl Miller awoke in the dustless quiet of
sixo’clock. Kneeling by the side of the bed he bent
hisyellow-gray hair and the full dapple bangs of his mustache into
thepillow, and prayed for several minutes. Then he drew off
hisnight-shirt — like the rest of his generation he had
neverbeen able to endure pajamas — and clothedhis thin,
white,hairless body in woollen underwear.

He shaved. Silence in the other bedroom where his wife
laynervously asleep. Silence from the screened-off corner of the
hallwhere his son’s cot stood, and his son slept among his
Algerbooks, his collection of cigar-bands, his mothy pennants
—“Cornell,” “Hamlin,” and
“Greetingsfrom Pueblo, New Mexico” — and the
other possessions ofhis private life. From outside Miller could
hear the shrill birdsand the whirring movement of the poultry, and,
as an undertone, thelow, swelling click-a-tick of the six-fifteen
through-train forMontana and the green coast beyond. Then as the
cold water drippedfrom the wash-rag in his hand he raised his head
suddenly —he had heard a furtive sound from the kitchen
below.

He dried his razor hastily, slipped his dangling suspenders
tohis shoulder, and listened. Some one was walking in the
kitchen,and he knew by the light footfall that it was not his wife.
Withhis mouth faintly ajar he ran quickly down the stairs and
openedthe kitchen door.

Standing by the sink, with one hand on the still dripping
faucetand the other clutching a full glass of water, stood his son.
Theboy’s eyes, still heavy with sleep, met
hisfather’swith a frightened, reproachful beauty. He
wasbarefooted, and his pajamas were rolled up at the knees
andsleeves.

For a moment they both remained motionless —
CarlMiller’s brow went down and his son’s went up,
asthough they were striking a balance between the extremes of
emotionwhich filled them. Thenthe bangs of the parent’s
moustachedescended portentously until they obscured his mouth, and
he gave ashort glance around to see if anything had been
disturbed.

The kitchen was garnished with sunlight which beat on the
pansand made the smooth boards ofthe floor and table yellow and
cleanas wheat. It was the center of the house where the fire burned
andthe tins fitted into tins like toys, and the steam whistled all
dayon a thin pastel note. Nothing was moved, nothing touched
—except the faucet wherebeads of water still formed and
dripped witha white flash into the sink below.

“What are you doing?”

“I got awful thirsty, so I thought I’d just comedown
and get — ”

“I thought you were going to communion.”

A look of vehement astonishment spread over his
son’sface.

“I forgot all about it.”

“Have you drunk any water?”

“No — ”

As the word left his mouth Rudolph knew it was the wrong
answer,but the faded indignant eyes facing him had signalled up the
truthbefore the boy’s will could act. He realized, too, that
heshould never have come downstairs; some vague necessity
forverisimilitude had made him want to leave a wet glass as
evidenceby the sink; the honesty of his imagination had betrayed
him.

“Pour it out,” commanded his father,
“thatwater!”

Rudolphdespairingly inverted the tumbler.

“What’s the matter with you, anyways?”demanded
Miller angrily.

“Nothing.”

“Did you go to confession yesterday?”

“Yes.”

“Then why were you going to drink water?”

“I don’t know — I forgot.”

“Maybe you care more aboutbeing a little bit thirsty
thanyou do about your religion.”

“I forgot.” Rudolph could feel the tears strainingin
his eyes.

“That’s no answer.”

“Well, I did.”

“You better look out!” His father held to a
high,persistent, inquisitory note: “If you’re
soforgetfulthat you can’t remember your religion something
better bedone about it.”

Rudolph filled a sharp pause with:

“I can remember it all right.”

“First you begin to neglect your religion,” criedhis
father, fanning his own fierceness, “the
nextthingyou’ll begin to lie and steal, and thenextthing
isthereformschool!”

Not even this familiar threat could deepen the abyss thatRudolph
saw before him. He must either tell all now, offering hisbody for
what he knew would be a ferocious beating, or elsetemptthe
thunderbolts by receiving the Body and Blood of Christ
withsacrilege upon his soul. And of the two the former seemed
moreterrible — it was not so much the beating he dreaded as
thesavage ferocity, outlet of the ineffectual man, which
wouldliebehind it.

“Put down that glass and go up-stairs and dress!”his
father ordered, “and when we get to church, before you goto
communion, you better kneel down and ask God to forgive you foryour
carelessness.”

Some accidental emphasis in the phrasing of this command
actedlike a catalytic agent on the confusion and terror
ofRudolph’s mind. A wild, proud anger rose in him, and
hedashed the tumbler passionately into the sink.

His father uttered a strained, husky sound, and sprang for
him.Rudolph dodged tothe side, tipped over a chair, and tried to
getbeyond the kitchen table. He cried out sharply when a hand
graspedhis pajama shoulder, then he felt the dull impact of a fist
againstthe side of his head, and glancing blows on the upper part
of hisbody.As he slipped here and there in his father’s
grasp,dragged or lifted when he clung instinctively to an arm,
aware ofsharp smarts and strains, he made no sound except that he
laughedhysterically several times. Then in less than a minute the
blowsabruptly ceased. After a lull during which Rudolph was
tightlyheld, and during which they both trembled violently and
utteredstrange, truncated words, Carl Miller half dragged, half
threatenedhis son up-stairs.

“Put on your clothes!”

Rudolph was now both hysterical and cold. His head hurt him,
andthere was a long, shallow scratch on his neck from
hisfather’s finger-nail, and he sobbed and trembled
ashedressed. He was aware of his mother standing at the doorway in
awrapper, her wrinkled face compressing andsqueezing and opening
outinto new series of wrinkles which floated and eddied from neck
tobrow. Despising her nervous ineffectuality and avoiding her
rudelywhen she tried to touch his neck with witch-hazel, he made a
hasty,choking toilet. Then he followed his father out of the house
andalong the road toward the Catholic church.
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They walked without speaking except when Carl Milleracknowledged
automatically the existence of passers-by.Rudolph’s uneven
breathing alone ruffled the hot Sundaysilence.

His father stopped decisively at the door of the church.

“I’ve decided you’d better go to
confessionagain. Go in and tell Father Schwartz what you did and
askGod’s pardon.”

“You lost your temper, too!” said
Rudolphquickly.

Carl Miller took a steptoward his son, who moved
cautiouslybackward.

“All right, I’ll go.”

“Are you going to do what I say?” cried his fatherin
a hoarse whisper.

“All right.”

Rudolph walked into the church, and for the second time in
twodays entered the confessional and kneltdown. The slat went
upalmost at once.

“I accuse myself of missing my morning prayers.”

“Is that all?”

“That’s all.”

A maudlin exultation filled him. Not easily ever again would
hebe able to put an abstraction before the necessities of his
easeandpride. An invisible line had been crossed, and he had
becomeaware of his isolation — aware that it applied not only
tothose moments when he was Blatchford Sarnemington but that
itapplied to all his inner life. Hitherto such phenomena
as“crazy” ambitions and petty shames and fears had
beenbut private reservations, unacknowledged before the throne of
hisofficial soul. Now he realized unconsciously that his
privatereservations were himself — and all the rest a
garnishedfront and a conventional flag. The pressure of his
environment haddriven him into the lonely secret road of
adolescence.

He knelt in the pew beside his father. Mass began. Rudolph
kneltup — when he was alone he slumped his posterior back
againstthe seat — and tasted the consciousness of a sharp,
subtlerevenge. Beside him his father prayed that God would
forgiveRudolph, and asked also that his own outbreak of temper
would bepardoned. He glanced sidewise at his son, and was relieved
to seethat the strained, wild look had gone from hisface and that
he hadceased sobbing. The Grace of God, inherent in the Sacrament,
woulddothe rest, and perhaps after Mass everything would be better.
Hewas proud of Rudolph in his heart, and beginning to be truly
aswell as formally sorry for what he had done.

Usually, the passing of the collection box was a
significantpoint for Rudolph in the services. If, as was often the
case, hehad no money to drop in he would be furiously ashamed and
bow hishead and pretend not to see the box, lest Jeanne Bradyin the
pewbehind should take notice and suspect an acute family poverty.
Butto-day he glanced coldly into it as it skimmed under his
eyes,noting with casual interest the large number of pennies
itcontained.

When the bell rang for communion, however, hequivered. There
wasno reason why God should not stop his heart. During the past
twelvehours he had committed a series of mortal sins increasing
ingravity, and he was now to crown them all with a
blasphemoussacrilege.

“Domini, non sum dignus; ut interes sub tectum meum;
sedtantum dic verbo, et sanabitur anima mea. . . .“

There was a rustle in the pews, and the communicants workedtheir
ways into the aisle with downcast eyes and joined hands.Those of
larger piety pressed together their finger-tips toformsteeples.
Among these latter was Carl Miller. Rudolph followed himtoward the
altar-rail and knelt down, automatically taking up thenapkin under
his chin. The bell rang sharply, and the priest turnedfrom the
altar with the white Host held above thechalice:

“Corpus Domini nostri Jesu Christi custodiat animam meamin
vitam aeternam.”

A cold sweat broke out on Rudolph’s forehead as
thecommunion began. Along the line Father Schwartz moved, and
withgathering nausea Rudolph felt his heart-valves weakening at
thewill of God. It seemed to him that the church was darker and
that agreat quiet had fallen, broken only by the inarticulate
mumblewhich announced the approach of the Creator of Heaven and
Earth. Hedropped his head down between his shoulders andwaited for
theblow.

Then he felt a sharp nudge in his side. His father was pokinghim
to sit up, not to slump against the rail; the priest was onlytwo
places away.

“Corpus Domini nostri Jesu Christi custodiat animam meamin
vitam aeternam.”

Rudolph opened his mouth. He felt the sticky wax taste of
thewafer on his tongue. He remained motionless for what seemed
aninterminable period of time, his head still raised, the
waferundissolved in his mouth. Then again he started at the
pressure ofhis father’s elbow, and saw that the people were
falling awayfrom the altar like leaves and turning with blind
downcast eyes totheir pews, alone with God.

Rudolph was alone with himself, drenched with perspiration
anddeep in mortal sin. As he walked back to his pew the sharp taps
ofhis cloven hoofs were loud upon the floor, and he knew that it
wasa dark poison he carried in his heart.
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"Sagitta Volante in Dei"

The beautiful little boy with eyes like blue stones, and
lashesthat sprayed open from them like flower-petals had finished
tellinghis sin to Father Schwartz — and the square of
sunshine inwhich he sat had moved forward half an hour into the
room. Rudolphhad become less frightened now; once eased of the
story a reactionhad set in. He knew that as longas he was in the
room with thispriest God would not stop his heart, so he sighed and
sat quietly,waiting for the priest to speak.

Father Schwartz’s cold watery eyes were fixed upon
thecarpet pattern on which the sun had brought out the swastikas
andthe flat bloomless vines and the pale echoes of flowers.
Thehall-clock ticked insistently toward sunset, and from the ugly
roomand from the afternoon outside the window arose a stiff
monotony,shattered now and then by the reverberate clapping of a
far-awayhammer on the dry air. The priest’s nerves were
strung thinand the beads of his rosary were crawling and squirming
like snakesupon the green felt of his table top. He could not
remember nowwhat it was he should say.

Of all the things in this lost Swede town he was most aware
ofthis little boy’s eyes — the beautiful eyes,
withlashes that left them reluctantly and curved back as though to
meetthem once more.

For a moment longer the silence persisted while Rudolph
waited,and the priest struggled toremember something that was
slippingfarther and farther away from him, and the clock ticked in
thebroken house. Then Father Schwartz stared hard at the little
boyand remarked in a peculiar voice:

“When a lot of people get together in the best
placesthings go glimmering.”

Rudolph started and looked quickly at Father
Schwartz’sface.

“I said — ” began the priest, and
paused,listening. “Do you hear the hammer and the clock
ticking andthe bees? Well, that’s no good. The thing is to
have a lot ofpeople inthe center of the world, wherever that
happens to be.Then” — his watery eyes widened knowingly
—“things go glimmering.”

“Yes, Father,” agreed Rudolph, feeling a
littlefrightened.

“What are you going to be when you grow up?”

“Well, I was going to be abaseball-player for
awhile,” answered Rudolph nervously, “but I
don’tthink that’s a very good ambition, so I think
I’ll bean actor or a Navy officer.”

Again the priest stared at him.

“I seeexactlywhat you mean,” he said, with a
fierceair.

Rudolph hadnot meant anything in particular, and at
theimplication that he had, he became more uneasy.

“This man is crazy,” he thought, “andI’m
scared of him. He wants me to help him out some way, andI
don’t want to.”

“You look as if things went glimmering,” criedFather
Schwartz wildly. “Did you ever go to aparty?”

“Yes, Father.”

“And did you notice that everybody was properly
dressed?That’s what I mean. Just as you went into the party
there wasa moment when everybody was properly dressed. Maybe two
littlegirls were standing by the door and some boys were leaning
over thebanisters, and there were bowls around full of
flowers.”

“I’ve been to a lot of parties,” said
Rudolph,rather relieved that the conversation had taken this
turn.

“Of course,” continued Father Schwartz
triumphantly,“I knew you’d agree with me. But my theory
is that whena whole lot of people get together in the best places
things goglimmering all the time.”

Rudolph found himself thinking of Blatchford Sarnemington.

“Please listen to me!” commanded the
priestimpatiently. “Stop worrying about last Saturday.
Apostasyimplies an absolute damnation only on the supposition of a
previousperfect faith. Does that fix it?”

Rudolph had not the faintest idea what Father Schwartz
wastalking about, buthe nodded and the priest nodded back at him
andreturned to his mysterious preoccupation.

“Why,” he cried, “they have lights now as
bigas stars — do you realize that? I heard of one light they
hadin Paris or somewhere that was as big as a star. A lot ofpeople
hadit — a lot of gay people. They have all sorts of things
nowthat you never dreamed of.”

“Look here — ” He came nearer to Rudolph,
butthe boy drew away, so Father Schwartz went back and sat down in
hischair, his eyes dried out and hot. “Did youever see
anamusement park?”

“No, Father.”

“Well, go and see an amusement park.” The
priestwaved his hand vaguely. “It’s a thing like a
fair, onlymuch more glittering. Go to one at night and stand a
little way offfrom itin a dark place — under dark trees.
You’ll see abig wheel made of lights turning in the air, and
a long slideshooting boats down into the water. A band playing
somewhere, and asmell of peanuts — and everything will
twinkle. But itwon’t remind you of anything, you see. It will
all just hangout there in the night like a colored balloon —
like a bigyellow lantern on a pole.”

Father Schwartz frowned as he suddenly thought of something.

“But don’t get up close,” he warned
Rudolph,“because if you do you’ll only feel the heat
and thesweat and the life.”

All this talking seemed particularly strange and awful
toRudolph, because this man was a priest. He sat there,
halfterrified, his beautiful eyes open wide and staring at
FatherSchwartz. But underneath his terror he felt that his own
innerconvictions were confirmed. There was something ineffably
gorgeoussomewhere that had nothing to do with God. He no longer
thoughtthat God was angry at him about the original lie, because He
musthave understood that Rudolph had done it to make thingsfiner in
theconfessional, brightening up the dinginess of his admissions
bysaying a thing radiant and proud. At the moment when he
hadaffirmed immaculate honor a silver pennon had flapped out into
thebreeze somewhere and there had been the crunch of leather and
theshine of silver spurs and a troop of horsemen waiting for dawn
on alow green hill. The sun had made stars of light on
theirbreastplates like the picture at home of the German
cuirassiers atSedan.

But now the priest was muttering inarticulate and
heart-brokenwords, and the boy became wildly afraid. Horror entered
suddenly inat the open window, and the atmosphere of the room
changed. FatherSchwartz collapsed precipitously down on his knees,
and let hisbody settle back against a chair.

“Oh, my God!” he cried out, in a strange voice,
andwilted to the floor.

Then a human oppression rose from the priest’s
wornclothes, and mingled with the faint smell of old food in
thecorners. Rudolph gave a sharp cry and ran in a panic from the
house— while the collapsed man lay there quite still, filling
hisroom, filling it with voices and faces until it was crowded
withecholalia, and rang loud with a steady, shrill note
oflaughter.

Outside the window the blue sirocco trembled over the wheat,
andgirls with yellow hair walked sensuously along roads that
boundedthe fields, calling innocent, exciting things to the young
men whowere working in the lines between the grain. Legs were
shaped understarchless gingham, and rims of the necks of dresses
were warm anddamp. For five hours now hot fertile life had burned
in theafternoon. It would be night in three hours, and all along
the landthere would be these blonde Northern girls and the tall
young menfrom the farms lying out beside the wheat, under the
moon.




  Rags Martin-Jones and the Pr-nce of W-les
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McCall’s (July 1924)

TheMajesticcame gliding into New York harbor on an Aprilmorning.
She sniffed at the tugboats and turtle-gaited ferries,winked at a
gaudy young yacht, and ordered a cattle-boat out of herway with a
snarling whistle of steam. Then she parked at herprivate dock with
all the fuss of a stout lady sitting down, andannounced
complacently that she had just come from Cherbourg andSouthampton
with a cargo of the very best people in the world.

The very best people in the world stood on the deck and
wavedidiotically to their poor relations who were waiting on the
dockfor gloves from Paris. Before long a great toboggan had
connectedtheMajesticwith the North American continent, and the ship
began todisgorge these very best people in the world — who
turned outto be Gloria Swanson, two buyers from Lord & Taylor,
thefinancial minister from Graustark with a proposal for funding
thedebt, and an African king who had been trying to land somewhere
allwinter and was feeling violently seasick.

The photographers worked passionately as the stream ofpassengers
flowed on to the dock. There was a burst of cheering atthe
appearance of a pair of stretchers laden with twoMiddle-Westerners
who had drunk themselves delirious on the lastnight out.

The deck gradually emptied, but whenthe last bottle
ofBenedictine had reached shore the photographers still remained
attheir posts. And the officer in charge of debarkation still
stoodat the foot of the gangway, glancing first at his watch and
then atthe deck as if some important part ofthe cargo was still on
board.At last from the watchers on the pier there arose a
long-drawn“Ah-h-h!” as a final entourage began to
stream downfrom deck B.

First came two French maids, carrying small, purple dogs,
andfollowed by a squad of porters, blind and invisible
underinnumerable bunches and bouquets of fresh flowers. Another
maidfollowed, leading a sad-eyed orphan child of a French flavor,
andclose upon its heels walked the second officer pulling along
threeneurasthenic wolfhounds, much to their reluctance and his
own.

A pause. Then the captain, Sir Howard George Witchcraft,appeared
at the rail, with something that might have been a pile ofgorgeous
silver-fox fur standing by his side.

Rags Martin-Jones, after five years in the capitals of
Europe,was returning to her native land!

Rags Martin-Jones was not a dog. She was half a girl and half
aflower, and as she shook hands with Captain Sir Howard
GeorgeWitchcraft she smiled as if some one had toldher the
newest,freshest joke in the world. All the people who had not
already leftthe pier felt that smile trembling on the April air and
turnedaround to see.

She came slowly down the gangway. Her hat, an
expensive,inscrutable experiment, was crushed under her arm, so
that herscant boy’s hair, convict’s hair, tried
unsuccessfullyto toss and flop a little in the harbor wind. Her
face was likeseven o’clock on a wedding morning save where
she had slippeda preposterous monocle into an eye of clear childish
blue. At everyfew steps her long lasheswould tilt out the monocle,
and she wouldlaugh, a bored, happy laugh, and replace the
supercilious spectaclein the other eye.

Tap! Her one hundred and five pounds reached the pier and
itseemed to sway and bend from the shock of her beauty. A
fewportersfainted. A large, sentimental shark which had followed
theship across made a despairing leap to see her once more, and
thendove, broken-hearted, back into the deep sea. Rags Martin-Jones
hadcome home.

There was no member of her family there to meet her, for
thesimple reason that she was the only member of her family
leftalive. In 1913 her parents had gone down on
theTitanictogetherrather than be separated in this world, and so
the Martin-Jonesfortune of seventy-five millions had been inherited
bya very littlegirl on her tenth birthday. It was what the consumer
always refersto as a “shame.”

Rags Martin-Jones (everybody had forgotten her real name
longago) was now photographed from all sides. The monocle
persistentlyfell out, and she kept laughing and yawning and
replacing it, so novery clear picture of her was taken —
except by themotion-picture camera. All the photographs, however,
included aflustered, handsome young man, with an almost ferocious
love-lightburning in his eyes, who had met her on the dock. His
name was JohnM. Chestnut, he had already written the story of his
success fortheAmerican Magazine,and he had been hopelessly in love
with Ragsever since the time when she, like the tides, had come
under theinfluence of the summer moon.

When Rags became really aware of his presence they were
walkingdown the pier, and she looked at him blankly as though she
hadnever seen him before in this world.

“Rags,” he began, “Rags — ”

“John M. Chestnut?” she inquired, inspecting himwith
great interest.

“Of course!” he exclaimed angrily. “Are
youtrying to pretend you don’t know me? That you
didn’twrite me tomeet you here?”

She laughed. A chauffeur appeared at her elbow, and she
twistedout of her coat, revealing a dress made in great splashy
checks ofsea-blue and gray. She shook herself like a wet bird.

“I’ve got a lot of junk to declare,”
sheremarked absently.

“So have I,” said Chestnut anxiously, “and
thefirst thing I want to declare is that I’ve loved you,
Rags,every minute since you’ve been away.”

She stopped him with a groan.

“Please! There were some young Americans on the boat.
Thesubject has becomea bore.”

“My God!” cried Chestnut, “do you mean to
saythat you classmylove with what was said to you on
aboat?”

His voice had risen, and several people in the vicinity turnedto
hear.

“Sh!” she warned him, “I’m not giving
acircus. If you want me to even see you while I’m
here,you’ll have to be less violent.”

But John M. Chestnut seemed unable to control his voice.

“Do you mean to say” — it trembled to
acarrying pitch — “that you’ve forgotten what
yousaid on this very pier five years ago last Thursday?”

Half the passengers from the ship were now watching the scene
onthe dock, and another little eddy drifted out of the
customs-houseto see.

“John” — her displeasure was increasing—
“if you raise your voice again I’ll arrange itso
you’ll have plentyof chance to cool off. I’m goingto
the Ritz. Come and see me there this afternoon.”

“But, Rags!” he protested hoarsely. “Listen
tome. Five years ago — ”

Then the watchers on the dock were treated to a curious sight.
Abeautiful lady in a checkered dressof sea-blue and gray took
abrisk step forward so that her hands came into contact with
anexcited young man by her side. The young man
retreatinginstinctively reached back with his foot, but, finding
nothing,relapsed gently off the thirty-foot dock andplopped, after
a notungraceful revolution, into the Hudson River.

A shout of alarm went up, and there was a rush to the edge
justas his head appeared above water. He was swimming easily,
and,perceiving this, the young lady who had apparently been the
causeof the accident leaned over the pier and made a megaphone of
herhands.

“I’ll be in at half past four,” she cried.

And with a cheerful wave of her hand, which the
engulfedgentleman was unable to return, she adjusted her monocle,
threw onehaughty glance at the gathered crowd, and walked leisurely
from thescene.
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The five dogs, the three maids, and the French orphan
wereinstalled in the largest suite at the Ritz, and Rags tumbled
lazilyinto a steaming bath, fragrant with herbs, where she dozedfor
thegreater part of an hour. At the end of that time she
receivedbusiness calls from a masseuse, a manicure, and finally a
Parisianhair-dresser, who restored her hair-cut to criminal’s
length.When John M. Chestnut arrived at four he found half a dozen
lawyersand bankers, the administrators of the Martin-Jones trust
fund,waiting in the hall. They had been there since half past one,
andwere now in a state of considerable agitation.

After one of the maids had subjected him to a severe
scrutiny,possibly to be sure that he was thoroughly dry, John was
conductedimmediately into the presence of m’selle.
M’selle wasin her bedroom reclining on the chaise-longue
among two dozen silkpillows that had accompanied her from the other
side. John cameinto theroom somewhat stiffly and greeted her with a
formalbow.

“You look better,” she said, raising herself fromher
pillows and staring at him appraisingly. “It gave you
acolor.”

He thanked her coldly for the compliment.

“You ought to go in every morning.” And then
sheadded irrelevantly: “I’m going back to
Paristomorrow.”

John Chestnut gasped.

“I wrote you that I didn’t intend to stay more thana
week anyhow,” she added.

“But, Rags — ”

“Why should I? There isn’t an amusing man in
NewYork.”

“But listen,Rags, won’t you give me a
chance?Won’t you stay for, say, ten days and get to know me
alittle?”

“Know you!” Her tone implied that he was already
afar too open book. “I want a man who’s capable of
agallant gesture.”

“Do you mean you want me to express myself entirely
inpantomime?”

Rags uttered a disgusted sigh.

“I mean you haven’t any imagination,”
sheexplained patiently. “No Americans have any
imagination.Paris is the only large city where a civilized woman
canbreathe.”

“Don’t you care for me at allany more?”

“I wouldn’t have crossed the Atlantic to see you ifI
didn’t. But as soon as I looked over the Americans on
theboat, I knew I couldn’t marry one. I’d just hate
you,John, and the only fun I’d have out of it would be the
fun ofbreaking your heart.”

She began to twist herself down among the cushions until
shealmost disappeared from view.

“I’ve lost my monocle,” she explained.

After an unsuccessful search in the silken depths she
discoveredthe illusive glass hanging down the back of her neck.

“I’d love to be in love,” she went
on,replacing the monocle in her childish eye. “Last spring
inSorrento I almost eloped with an Indian rajah, but he was half
ashade too dark, and I took an intense dislike to one of his
otherwives.”

“Don’t talk that rubbish!” cried John,
sinkinghis face into his hands.

“Well, I didn’t marry him,” she
protested.“But in one way he had a lot to offer. He was the
thirdrichest subject of the British Empire. That’s another
thing— are you rich?”

“Not as rich as you.”

“Thereyou are. What have you to offer me?”

“Love.”

“Love!” She disappeared again among the
cushions.“Listen, John. Life to me is a series of glistening
bazaarswith a merchant in front of each one rubbing his hands
together andsaying ‘Patronize this placehere. Best bazaar in
theworld.’ So I go in with my purse full of beauty and money
andyouth, all prepared to buy. ‘What have you got
forsale?’ I ask him, and he rubs his hands together and
says:‘Well, Mademoiselle, to-day we have some
perfectlybe-oo-tiful love.’ Sometimes he hasn’t even
got that instock, but he sends out for it when he finds I have so
much moneyto spend. Oh, he always gives me love before I go —
and fornothing. That’s the one revenge I have.”

John Chestnut rose despairingly to his feet and took a
steptoward the window.

“Don’t throw yourself out,” Rags
exclaimedquickly.

“All right.” He tossed his cigarette down
intoMadison Avenue.

“It isn’t just you,” she said in a
softervoice. “Dull and uninspired as you are, I care for you
morethan I can say. But life’s so endless here. Nothing
evercomes off.”

“Loads of things come off,” he insisted.
“Why,to-day there was an intellectual murder in Hoboken and a
suicide byproxy in Maine. A bill to sterilize agnostics is before
Congress— ”

“I have no interest in humor,” she
objected,“but I have an almost archaic predilection for
romance. Why,John, last month I sat at a dinner-table while two men
flipped acoin for the kingdom of Schwartzberg-Rhineminster. In
Paris I knewa man named Blutchdakwho really started the war, and
has a new oneplanned for year after next.”

“Well, just for a rest you come out with metonight,”
he said doggedly.

“Where to?” demanded Rags with scorn. “Do
youthink I still thrill at a night-club and a bottle of
sugarymousseaux? I prefer my own gaudy dreams.”

“I’ll take you to the most highly-strung place inthe
city.”

“What’ll happen? You’ve got to tell
mewhat’ll happen.”

John Chestnut suddenly drew a long breath and looked
cautiouslyaround as if he were afraid ofbeing overheard.

“Well, to tell you the truth,” he said in a
low,worried tone, “if everything was known, something
prettyawful would be liable to happen tome.”

She sat upright and the pillows tumbled about her
likeleaves.

“Do you mean to imply that there’s anything shady
inyour life?” she cried, with laughter in her voice.
“Doyou expect me to believe that? No, John, you’ll have
your funby plugging ahead on the beaten path — just
pluggingahead.”

Her mouth, a small insolent rose, dropped the words onhim
likethorns. John took his hat and coat from the chair and picked up
hiscane.

“For the last time — will you come along with
meto-night and see what you will see?”

“See what? See who? Is there anything in this countryworth
seeing?”

“Well,” he said, in a matter-of-fact tone,“for
one thing you’ll see the Prince ofWales.”

“What?” She left the chaise-longue at a
bound.“Is he back in New York?”

“He will be to-night. Would you care to seehim?”

“Would I? I’ve never seen him. I’ve missed
himeverywhere. I’d give a year of my life to see him for
anhour.” Her voice trembled with excitement.

“He’s been in Canada. He’s down here
incognitofor the big prize-fight this afternoon. And I happen to
know wherehe’s going to be to-night.”

Rags gave a sharp ecstaticcry:

“Dominic! Louise! Germaine!”

The three maids came running. The room filled suddenly
withvibrations of wild, startled light.

“Dominic, the car!” cried Rags in French.
“St.Raphael, my gold dress and the slippers with the real
gold heels.The big pearls too — all the pearls, and the
egg-diamond andthe stockings with the sapphire clocks. Germaine
— send for abeauty-parlor on the run. My bath again —
ice cold and halffull of almond cream. Dominic —
Tiffany’s, likelightning, before they close. Find mea brooch,
a pendant, a tiara,anything — it doesn’t matter —
with the arms ofthe house of Windsor.”

She was fumbling at the buttons of her dress — and as
Johnturned quickly to go, it was already sliding from
hershoulders.

“Orchids!” she called after him, “orchids,
forthe love of heaven! Four dozen, so I can choose four.”

And then maids flew here and there about the room likefrightened
birds. “Perfume, St. Raphael, open the perfumetrunk, and my
rose-colored sables, and my diamond garters, and thesweet-oil for
my hands! Here, take these things! This too —and this —
ouch! — and this!”

With becoming modesty John Chestnut closed the outside door.
Thesix trustees in various postures of fatigue, of ennui,
ofresignation, of despair, were still cluttering up the
outerhall.

“Gentlemen,” announced John Chestnut, “I
fearthat Miss Martin-Jones is much too weary from her trip to talk
toyou this afternoon.”




  III


“This place, for no particular reason, is called the
Holein the Sky.”

Rags looked around her.They were on a roof-garden wide open
tothe April night. Overhead the true stars winked cold, and there
wasa lunar sliver of ice in the dark west. But where they stood it
waswarm as June, and the couples dining or dancing on the opaque
glassfloor were unconcerned with the forbidding sky.

“What makes it so warm?” she whispered as they
movedtoward a table.

“It’s some new invention that keeps the warm airfrom
rising. I don’t know the principle of the thing, but Iknow
that they can keep it open like thiseven in the middle ofwinter
— ”

“Where’s the Prince of Wales?” she
demandedtensely.

John looked around.

“He hasn’t arrived yet. He won’t be here
forabout half an hour.”

She sighed profoundly.

“It’s the first time I’ve been excited in
fouryears.”

Four years — one year less than he had loved her.
Hewondered if when she was sixteen, a wild lovely child, sitting
upall night in restaurants with officers who were to leave for
Brestnext day, losing the glamour of life too soon in the old,
sad,poignant daysof the war, she had ever been so lovely as under
theseamber lights and this dark sky. From her excited eyes to her
tinyslipper heels, which were striped with layers of real silver
andgold, she was like one of those amazing ships that are
carvedcomplete in a bottle. She was finished with that delicacy,
withthat care; as though the long lifetime of some worker in
fragilityhad been used to make her so. John Chestnut wanted to take
her upin his hands, turn her this way and that, examine the tip of
aslipper or the tip of an ear or squint closely at the fairy
stufffrom which her lashes were made.

“Who’s that?” She pointed suddenly to
ahandsome Latin at a table over the way.

“That’s Roderigo Minerlino, the movie and
face-creamstar. Perhaps he’ll dance after a while.”

Rags became suddenly aware of the sound of violins and drums,but
the music seemed to come from far away, seemed to float overthe
crisp night and on to the floor with the added remoteness of
adream.

“The orchestra’s on another
roof,”explainedJohn. “It’s a new idea —
Look, theentertainment’s beginning.”

A negro girl, thin as a reed, emerged suddenly from a
maskedentrance into a circle of harsh barbaric light, startled the
musicto a wild minor, and commenced to sing a rhythmic, tragic
song. Thepipe of her body broke abruptly and she began a slow
incessantstep, without progress and without hope, like the failure
of asavage insufficient dream. She had lost Papa Jack, she cried
overand over with a hysterical monotony at once despairing
andunreconciled. One by one the loud horns tried to force her from
thesteady beat of madness but she listened only to the mutter of
thedrums which were isolating her in some lost place in time,
amongmany thousand forgotten years. After the failureof the
piccolo, shemade herself again into a thin brown line, wailed once
with sharpand terrible intensity, then vanished into sudden
darkness.

“If you lived in New York you wouldn’t need to
betold who she is,” said John when the amber light
flashedon.“The next fella is Sheik B. Smith, a comedian of
thefatuous, garrulous sort — ”

He broke off. Just as the lights went down for the second
numberRags had given a long sigh, and leaned forward tensely in
herchair. Her eyes were rigid like the eyes of a pointer dog, and
Johnsaw that they were fixed on a party that had come through a
sideentrance, and were arranging themselves around a table in
thehalf-darkness.

The table was shielded with palms, and Rags at first made
outonly three dim forms. Then shedistinguished a fourth who seemed
tobe placed well behind the other three — a pale oval of a
facetopped with a glimmer of dark-yellow hair.

“Hello!” ejaculated John. “There’s
hismajesty now.”

Her breath seemed to die murmurously in her throat. She wasdimly
aware that the comedian was now standing in a glow of whitelight on
the dancing floor, that he had been talking for somemoments, and
that there was a constant ripple of laughter in theair. But her
eyes remained motionless, enchanted. She saw one oftheparty bend
and whisper to another, and after the low glitter of amatch the
bright button of a cigarette end gleamed in thebackground. How long
it was before she moved she did not know. Thensomething seemed to
happen to her eyes, something white, somethingterribly urgent, and
she wrenched about sharply to find herselffull in the center of a
baby spot-light from above. She becameaware that words were being
said to her from somewhere, and that aquick trail of laughter was
circling the roof, but thelight blindedher, and instinctively she
made a half-movement from her chair.

“Sit still!” John was whispering across the
table.“He picks somebody out for this every night.”

Then she realized — it was the comedian, Sheik B. Smith.He
was talking to her,arguing with her — about something
thatseemed incredibly funny to every one else, but came to her
earsonly as a blur of muddled sound. Instinctively she had composed
herface at thefirst shock of the light and now she smiled. It was
agesture of rare self-possession. Into this smile she insinuated
avast impersonality, as if she were unconscious of the
light,unconscious of his attempt to play upon her loveliness
— butamused at an infinitely removedhim,whose darts might
have beenthrown just as successfully at the moon. She was no longer
a“lady” — a lady would have been harsh or
pitifulor absurd; Rags stripped her attitude to a sheer
consciousness ofher own impervious beauty, sat there glittering
until the comedianbegan to feel alone as he had never felt alone
before. At a signalfrom him the spot-light was switched suddenly
out. The moment wasover.

The moment was over, the comedian left the floor, and
thefar-away music began. John leaned toward her.

“I’m sorry. There really wasn’t anything
todo.You were wonderful.”

She dismissed the incident with a casual laugh — then
shestarted, there were now only two men sitting at the table
acrossthe floor.

“He’s gone!” she exclaimed in
quickdistress.

“Don’t worry — he’ll be back.
He’sgot to be awfully careful, you see, so he’s
probably waitingoutside with one of his aides until it gets dark
again.”

“Why has he got to be careful?”

“Because he’s not supposed to be in New
York.He’s even under one of his second-string
names.”

The lights dimmed again, and almost immediately a tall
manappeared out of the darkness and approached their table.

“May I introduce myself?” he said rapidly to John
ina supercilious British voice. “Lord Charles Este, of
BaronMarchbanks’ party.” He glanced at John closely as
if tobesure that he appreciated the significance of the name.

John nodded.

“That is between ourselves, you understand.”

“Of course.”

Rags groped on the table for her untouched champagne, and
tippedthe glassful down her throat.

“Baron Marchbanks requests that your companion will
joinhis party during this number.”

Both men looked at Rags. There was a moment’s pause.

“Very well,” she said, and glanced back
againinterrogatively at John. Again he nodded. She rose and with
herheart beating wildly threaded the tables, making the
half-circuitof the room; then melted, a slim figure in shimmering
gold, intothe table set in half-darkness.
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