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AS PAULINE HOPKINS ’ S Of One Blood hurtles toward its fantastical ending, the narrator exclaims once more the premise of the novel’s title:


The slogan of the hour is “keep the Negro down!” but who is clear enough in vision to decide who hath black blood and who hath it not? Can any one tell? No, not one; for in His own mysterious way He has united the white race and the black race in this new continent.


To lend authority and reinforcement to the claim, the narrator summons scripture—“Of one blood I made all nations of man to dwell upon the whole face of the earth” (Acts 17:26)— then handily concludes, “No man can draw the dividing line between the two races, for they are both of one blood!”


The two races are, of course, black and white, and the “dividing line” between them is the “color line,” which W. E. B. Du Bois famously coined “the problem of the twentieth century” in The Souls of Black Folk (1903). That same year, Of One Blood, which had begun serialization in 1902, appeared in its final installment in The Colored American Magazine, ending a remarkably prolific period for Hopkins in fiction writing. It began in 1900 with “The Mystery Within Us” (widely considered the germ for Of One Blood), a short story published in the inaugural issue of The Colored American Magazine. Contending Forces: A Romance Illustrative of Negro Life North and South, the first and arguably most well known of Hopkins’s novels, was also published in 1900, followed in close succession by Hagar’s Daughter; A Story of Southern Caste Prejudice (written under the pseudonym “Sarah A. Allen,” her mother’s maiden name) and serialized between 1901 and 1902. Next came Winona: A Tale of Negro Life in the South and Southwest (1902-03). That these works appeared so closely on the heels of the other, each betraying the signs of hasty composition, attests to the urgency on Hopkins’s part to make her mark in the literary world, although her ambitions were not merely limited to the novel. She published short stories, essays, biographical sketches, feature articles, and a history primer, all in the short five-year span between 1900 and 1905, during part of which time she served as literary editor of The Colored American Magazine. Undoubtedly she meant to make an impact on the wider realm of arts and letters.


Born in Portland, Maine, in 1859, Hopkins, who grew up in Boston and was educated in the city’s public schools, began her artistic career as a playwright, actress, and performer, mainly with the Hopkins Coloured Troubadors, a theatrical troupe, which included family members, who gave concerts throughout the Boston area. While scholars are still piecing together the details of the early phases of Hopkins’s career, they have uncovered some of her plays, including The Slave’s Escape; or the Underground Railroad, produced in 1880, and at least one full-length biography is under way.


When Hopkins resumed her publishing career in 1900, she was entering a new phase of her career, which coincided with an auspicious era in African-American literary production. The turn of the century witnessed an eff lorescence of black literary talent—including Charles Chesnutt, Paul Laurence Dunbar, Anna Julia Cooper, Sutton Griggs, to name only the most prominent—who, as Richard Yarborough notes, found more “outlets for publication open to them than had been afforded to blacks at any time since the height of the abolition movement.” Not only did their work appear in such leading white periodicals as Harper’s Magazine, Century Magazine, and Atlantic Monthly, adds Yarborough, the simultaneous “rise of Afro-American journals provided these writers alternative, often less restrictive forums for expression” (xxvii-xxviii). The Colored American Magazine was one such journal, and Hopkins was a driving creative force behind it, serving as its literary editor from 1903 to 1904, when the magazine changed hands. Now backed financially by Booker T. Washington, whose policies and politics Hopkins had openly critiqued, the magazine was no longer a viable platform for the expression of her political ideas and literary ambitions.


Hopkins and her original cohorts had hoped the Colored American Magazine would function as a forum for advancing the “interest of blacks” and promoting the “development of Afro American art and literature,” as its mission statement read. Like most of her black contemporaries, she believed that literature, fiction especially, had transformative social value and counter-discursive power. As she put the matter in her preface to Contending Forces, “Fiction is of great value to any people as a preserver of manners and customs—religious, political, and social. It is a record of growth and development from generation to generation.” Then, striking a characteristically hortatory note, she continued:


No one will do this for us; we must ourselves develop the men and women who will faithfully portray the inmost thought and feelings of the Negro with all the fire and romance which lie dormant in our history, and as yet unrecognized by writers of the Anglo-Saxon Race [emphasis in text].


Although Hopkins stopped short of naming any of these “writers of the Anglo-Saxon Race,” likely candidates abounded.


At one extreme her list would certainly have included Thomas Dixon, whose rabidly racist novels The Leopard’s Spots (1901) and The Clansman (1903), the latter the inspiration for D. W. Griffith’s Birth of a Nation, were prototypical of nineteenth-century hysteria about race, nationality, and miscegenation. Such hysteria converged in one of the most virulent stereotypes in popular American literature: the ever-threatening image of the black male beast/rapist always at the ready to violate white southern womanhood and pollute the purity of the Anglo-Saxon bloodstream. But Hopkins might also have had less extremist writers in mind, such as William Dean Howells, the distinguished editor of The Atlantic Monthly who regularly published the work of black writers, including the early essays of W. E. B. Du Bois, and championed the poetic talents of Paul Laurence Dunbar. However, in such works as his novella An Imperative Duty (1892), Howells seemed to contribute his own share to the store of irrational ideas about percentages and rations of black blood to white circulating wildly in nineteenth-century popular discourse and racist pseudoscience.


In titling her novel Of One Blood, Hopkins can be said to have entered the lists to contest these cultural fictions concerning race and blood, the reinforcements, as it were, propping up the color line and maintaining white supremacy. Hopkins understood, of course, that the “color line,” the invisible but powerful social divide structured to “separate” the races, was so fiercely guarded and so violently policed in turn-of-the-century U.S. even as (undoubtedly because) crossing it had mainly proved the custom of the country. Otherwise, the need would never have arisen for the “one drop rule” or any other fiction of “black” blood, measured in quarters, eighths, sixteenths, and such. Nor would there have been a need to catalogue the “foolproof “ signs of blackness—purplish scrotums, dark half-moons at the fingernail beds, the dusky outer rims of the ear, coarser hair at the nape of the neck—all supposedly detectable markers even when the face read “white.” While it could certainly be assumed that Hopkins was well schooled in these and other occult details of racial myth and folklore, her concerns in Of One Blood lie primarily in exposing and unraveling the entangled genealogies of blacks and whites, the irrefutable evidence that they were literally, biologically, “of one blood.”


*   *   *   *    *


A largely self-educated intellectual, Pauline Hopkins had clearly absorbed, though not uncritically, the nineteenth-century obsession with the roots of mankind, with taxonomies of “difference” classifying individuals, nations, and “races” according to a set of immutably “distinguishing” traits and spiritual types. This obsession with racial “difference,” some of it derived from German romanticism, seized the U.S. cultural imagination precisely at the moment when the slavery controversy was at its boiling point and the amateur “science” of ethnology was on the rise.


In its heyday during the 1840s and 1850s, the American school of ethnology was associated with a few influential figures: Samuel G. Morton, Josiah Nott, George Gliddon, and the famed naturalist Louis Agassiz, all proponents of “polygenicism,” the idea that the roots of humankind lay not in one (monogenesis) but several (polygenesis) creations. This emphasis on separate creations, on the inviolable distinctions among members of the “human family,” posed a challenge, as Reginald Horsman writes, “both to a religion which viewed mankind as descended from common ancestors and to a science, at least since Darwin,” which “classified human beings as belonging to one species with one set of innate characteristics, albeit hierarchically related.” It was obviously not an accident, Stephen Jay Gould suggests, that “a nation still practicing slavery and expelling its aboriginal inhabitants from their home lands should have provided a base of theories that blacks and Indians [were] separate species, inferior to whites” (93), nor that such theories, I would add, would be certified as scientific truth.


In setting her novel first in Boston, Hopkins closed in on one of the nerve centers of the U.S. cultural debate on “blood,” bloodlines, and the roots of the “human family": Harvard University, from which perch Louis Agassiz became one of the leading spokesmen for polygenesis. This is clearly not the space for a thoroughgoing treatment of Agassiz’s ideas or research methods, but scholars have argued—Stephen Jay Gould most forcefully—that Agassiz’s ideas about separate species were clearly colored by his actual interactions with black Americans, evidenced in letters he wrote soon after immigrating to the U.S. and assuming his post at Harvard. Translated by Gould, these letters, expurgated not surprisingly from the “official” collection of Agassiz’s correspondence, cut to the quick of his ideas about bloodlines. In a letter to his mother about an encounter with blacks in a Philadelphia hotel, he writes, “It is impossible for me to repress the feeling that they are not of the same blood as us” (Gould, 95).


In subsequent letters, some written in the midst of the Civil War, Agassiz expressed his doubts concerning the role of blacks in a reunited nation, especially given the threat of miscegenation:


Conceive for a moment the difference it would make in future ages, for the prospect of republican institutions and our civilization generally, if instead of the manly population descended from cognate nations the United States should hereafter be inhabited by the effeminate progeny of mixed races, half Indian, half Negro, sprinkled with white blood … How shall we eradicate the stigma of a lower race when its blood has once been allowed to flow freely into that of our children? (Gould, 98-99)


Of course, by this point in American history, the blood of the “cognate nations” had already been flowing freely with that of the “lower races,” which idea Hopkins sought to establish in Of One Blood. Indeed, the argument, propounded throughout the narrative in various guises, is that the blood has flown so freely between the races that any attempt to sort and separate them was inevitably confounded. That Reuel, Dianthe, and Aubrey are all ultimately revealed to be children of both the same father and mother—the one “white,” the other “black"—establishes their “kinship” in a single racial “family.” Hopkins reinforces these scenes of recovered origins and family reunion, common in the literature of the era, with an equally familiar changeling trope famously dramatized in such novels as Mark Twain’s Pudd’nhead Wilson. If a “black” baby could be switched at birth and made “white,” as happens to Hopkins’s Aubrey Livingston, or if a “black” could pass for “white,” as does her Reuel Briggs, then racial distinctions were founded on flimsy and artificial signs indeed, on what Twain termed “fiction[s] of law and custom.” Thus the narrator’s question in Of One Blood—“Who is clear enough in vision to decide who hath black blood and who hath it not?”—posed an implicit challenge to the visual logics on which biological understandings of race depended, particularly the “one drop rule” that made ancestry the unimpeachable determinant of “blackness.”


In her attempt to sidestep such ocular logics and demystify biological definitions of race, Hopkins turned to what was then being called “the new psychology,” even though this may have seemed an unlikely base from which to mount a challenge to racist conceptions of African-American identity, for, as Terry Otten observes, the psychological literature of the day, especially that published in academic journals, often colluded in producing such conceptions. But as Otten goes on to say, turn-of-the-century psychology was far from being a coherent academic discipline. Hopkins turned the discipline’s incoherence to her own advantage, finding in William James a useful ally. James was known to combine aspects of the emergent field of academic psychology with various forms of popular psychology—mesmerism, spiritualism, mysticism, and mind-cure (or Christian Science)—which were much the rage in late-nineteenth- and early-twentieth-century middle- and upper-class society. Boston seemed a magnet for such spiritual “sciences” and philosophies which James’s brother, Henry, had mined for his novel The Bostonians.


Of One Blood opens with a bold appropriation of William James, albeit in disguise. Reuel, Hopkins’s protagonist, a physician with a specialty in mesmerism, pores over “The Unclassified Residuum,” identified as a work “eagerly sought by students of mysticism and dealing with the great field of new discoveries in psychology” (442). As several scholars have noted, however, the passages Reuel is reading come not from Alfred Binet, Hopkins’s fictive attribution, but from “The Hidden Self,” a review essay which James published in Scribner’s Magazine (1890) and later reworked for inclusion in his collection The Will to Believe.


A founding member of the American branch of the Society for Psychical Research, James sympathized in “The Hidden Self “ with radical notions about the nature of the unconscious. As Cynthia Schrager notes, James “maintained a receptivity to the irrational and nonmaterial” realm and to phenomena which transcended what “science” could see, even though many of his academic colleagues greeted such ideas with great skepticism (Schrager, 183).


In selecting “The Hidden Self “ as subtitle, Hopkins settled on a trope as protean and elastic as the book’s twin metaphor of blood. I agree with Schrager that Hopkins translates the “notion of a hidden self from the intrapsychic field … to the social field.” For example, Schrager suggests, in the figure of Aubrey Livingston, Hopkins exposes the “hidden self at the foundation of Anglo-American subjectivity and the suppression of the truth of miscegenation upon which the color line depends.” She adds, the “hidden self “ serves Hopkins simultaneously as a “metaphor for the suppressed history of oppressive social and familial relations under the institution of slavery” (196). But I would add that, these material realities notwithstanding, Hopkins is equally invested in the intrapsychic, intraracial implications of the “hidden self,” sharing with her contemporary W. E. B. Du Bois a belief in “the souls of black folk,” however nebulously defined the concept of “soul” remained both in his work and hers. In other words, the “hidden self “ might be regarded as the conceptual equivalent of Du Bois’s “soul.” Both deliberately elevated psyche over soma, mind over body, spirit over matter, in definitions of race. Reuel’s imaginary mystical text, “The Unclassified Residuum,” could also be read as a hidden reference to the residue that ethnology, its sights riveted on blood fractions and the body, had left “unclassified.”


That Hopkins attributed the fictive “Unclassified Residuum” to Binet was surely not accidental, for his work On Double Consciousness was one of many likely sources of Du Bois’s signature formulation “double consciousness.” While the idea of a double or split self arose in the literature of the romantic period, “double consciousness” acquired popularity primarily as a psychiatric disorder describing a condition whereby two distinctive personalities inhabited the same body, each independent of the other. Du Bois reformulated the medical meaning of “double consciousness,” transforming it from a pathological to a privileged condition, characterized by “second sight.” Long a champion of Du Bois, Hopkins created more than one fictional character clearly modeled on him: Will Smith from Contending Forces and most obviously Reuel from Of One Blood, who is gifted with “the power of second sight.”


Hopkins shared with Du Bois the urge to mine the new psychology for the elements of a “new psychology” for African Americans as well as a new “race” concept. This new psychology would seemingly be grounded in the mystical/spiritual realm, even though that was the realm to which nineteenth-century pseudoscientific racialism (and racism) had already relegated blacks. Or, as Cynthia Schrager puts it, while the Jamesian figure of the “hidden self “ made “inroads against the determinism of turn-of-the-century racial constructions of self,” it risked relegating African-Americans to the role of the “repressed unconscious” of the Anglo-American, as well as to the zone of the “irrational.” This was a risk Hopkins was prepared to take, and in this she was not alone. In the interest of squaring off against ethnological ideas of Anglo-Saxon “purity” and supremacy over “primitive” races, Hopkins, along with many of her contemporaries, claimed “racial difference” for alternative ends and aims, namely to resurrect an obscured African past the supposed glory of which would restore a damaged collective African-American consciousness. Over and against the idea of a glorious Anglo-Saxon civilization threatened with “mongrelization” and ultimate extinction by racial intermixture Hopkins sets an equally glorious African civilization that predated Anglo-Saxonism by centuries.


Of One Blood ’s “back-to-Africa” plot, as some have termed it, has consistently baffled critics, who have trouble reconciling the monogenetic implications of that title with the polygenetic implications of “the hidden self “ of its subtitle. If we are all “of one blood,” critics ask, how can the novel logically conclude, as it does, with a recuperation of distinct bloodlines, one the source of an “originary” African identity, existing in its own state of imaginary purity before Anglo-Saxon contamination, before the implantation of racist and racialist fantasies into the U.S. cultural imagination.


While Hopkins is clearly critical of racist pseudo-science, her goal in Of One Blood is clearly not to abandon race thinking entirely. As a devotee of W. E. B. Du Bois, Hopkins was rather more inclined to devise a usable conception of race such as Du Bois attempted to outline in such controversial essays as “The Conservation of Races” (1897) and “The Concept of Race” (1940). In the former, first presented as an address to the American Negro Academy, he defined race as a “vast family of human beings, generally of common blood and language, always of common history, traditions, and impulses, who are both voluntarily and involuntarily striving together for the accomplishment of certain more or less vividly conceived ideals of life” (Gates, 177-78). Contemporary scholars have exhaustively critiqued Du Bois’s ideas about race, but they enjoyed some currecy among many of those African-American intellectuals who classed themselves “race men” and “race women” at the turn of the centruy. For them “blood” was that which bound them together at a moment when a decidedly different meaning of the same threatened them with the violence of caste and circumscription, at best, and the noose of the lyncher’s rope, at worst.


*   *   *   *    *


Given these realities, one is justified in asking, why fit a tale of genealogy, race, and miscegenation to utopian contours? Why deploy the language, scenes, and tropes of paranormal fads—mesmerism, spiritualism, automatic writing, apparitions, and suspended animation—to explore the historically pressing, and often violent, expressions of racism in Jim Crow America? The answer to such a question seems much less baffling when it is read as fantasy, utopian in stripe, of a fully self-sustaining black community existing in the ancient past, meant to prefigure the reincarnation of the same such community in present-day America. Critics have been slow to grant Hopkins’s novel such a reading, some agreeing with Eric Sundquist that Hopkins’s “back-to-Africa” plot was a “patently escapist fiction meant to flee the brutality and racism of American history in favor of lost history of great wealth, material achievement, and intellectual superiority” (Sundquist, 569). He goes on to acknowledge, however, that her “intent was less to promote back-to-Africa philosophy than to draw from it a popularized basis for pride in black history and, more important, a theoretically complex way to understand African-American double consciousness” (Sundquist, 573).


Hopkins’s African fantasy was indeed connected to a broader initiative to rewrite African history, an objective she shared with other African-American intellectuals of the day, both lay and academic. In some ways, Of One Blood anticipates the premises of the booklet Hopkins would later publish, Primer of Facts Pertaining to the Early Greatness of the African Race, her contribution to a shelf of books similarly devoted to claiming and extolling the greatness of the ancient African past. William Wells Brown’s 1874 volume, The Rising Son; or the Antecedents and Advancement of the Coloured Race, was one such volume on which, according to Sundquist, Hopkins drew heavily in writing Of One Blood. The implication of Brown’s work, and Hopkins’s by extension, is that knowledge of their African antecedents would contribute to African-American advancement in the present day, but those antecedents had first to be excavated, specifically for the benefit of African-Americans who needed to know that they were a “branch of the wonderful and mysterious Ethiopian who had a prehistoric existence of magnificence, the full record of which is lost in obscurity.” These words, spoken by Professor Stone, the British leader of the novel’s African expedition, provide a clue to Hopkins’s complex treatment of Telassar, which is both state of geography and state of mind, forged from Hopkins’s amalgamation of black history and “the new psychology.”


As a mesmerist and mystic, Reuel accepts the existence of the spirit realm. While aware, as he puts it, that “supernatural phenomena” are “best known to the everyday world as ‘effects of the imagination,’ a phrase of mere dismissal,” he rejects that theory. Accepting that visitants from the spirit world close the boundary between life and death (and the “normal” and the “paranormal"), he also accepts that they “live” in the realm of unconscious memory and fantasy. In other words, Reuel comes ultimately to understand that Telassar, this undiscovered country of Africa, is, in essence, “the undiscovered country within ourselves—the hidden self lying quiescent in every human soul” awaiting its awakening. That this awakened African past is embodied in women—Dianthe and Candace-exposes yet another facet of Hopkins’s fantasy and of her grounding metaphor of blood. It is significant that Reuel inherits his mystical powers from the maternal side of his family tree, and the lotus lily, the visual sign of that lineage, is known only by two other women in the novel: Hannah, the former slave, and the phantom Mira, her dead-yet-living daughter. That Mira manifests her presence through automatic writing in scenes in which the novel’s genealogical mysteries are solved encourages us to see her as perhaps Hopkins’s fantasy of female literary power, particularly at a moment when African-American men were acquiring more critical notice and acclaim in the literary realm. But such a reading is necessarily tempered by the fact that the novel mainly consigns women to merely reproductive roles. Women are primarily cast in Hopkins’s novels as the bodily vessels of history, “charged with the reproduction of persons as well as the birthing of nations,” according to Dana Luciano (165), including the nation of Telassar.


While clearly utopian in outline, Telassar is not, as M.Giulia Fabi has suggested, the “traditional ou-topoi (nonplace) of traditional utopian fiction” (47), for the threat that European colonialism poses to Telassar allegorized the historical situation of many African countries. And while Aubrey Livingston is no stand-in for the famed explorer Stanley Livingstone, it’s tempting to suppose that Hopkins may have indeed intended something of a parallel between the two. Aubrey, after all, arranges the expedition that installs Reuel safely offshore, leaving Aubrey to seduce Reuel’s unwitting bride, Dianthe. While Eric Sundquist is certainly not amiss in reading Of One Blood as “a signifying inversion of the colonial adventure story widely popular in the work of H. Rider Haggard and others” (570), the novel seems to signify more generally on the marvelous records of African exploration, on the voluminous nonfictional quest romances in which Promethean explorers bring light and “civi-lization” to the benighted “Dark Continent.”


While Hopkins certainly bids to counter this myth, some aspects of her novel seem clearly to support it. After all, on the novel’s last page Reuel is back in the “Hidden City” where “he spends his days in teaching his people all that he has learned in years of contact with modern culture.”


While Hopkins may seem to be equivocating here, other of her contemporaries produced voluminous work devoted to proving that Africa had been “civilized” for centuries, even as the Western world was sunk in barbarism. This glorious past would reassert itself and “Ethiopia” would rise again when African Americans restored its history to memory and consciousness and resumed their rightful and exalted places in American society. In concluding Of One Blood in Africa, Hopkins clearly means to evoke that strain of cultural nationalism that came to be called “Ethiopianism,” even if she modifies some of its implications.


As Wilson J. Moses notes, “Ethiopianism,” affiliated with the political and religious experiences of English-speaking Africans, dated back to the eighteenth and early nineteenth centuries, but it remained a vital intellectual idea among the writers of Hopkins’s late-nineteenth-century generation. Derived from the Biblical passage “Princes shall come out of Egypt; Ethiopia shall soon stretch out her hands unto God” (Psalms 68:31), Ethiopianism was initially regarded, Moses notes, as a prophecy that Africa would be delivered from the “darkness of hea-thenism,” but it came to be interpreted more widely as “a promise that Africa [would] … experience a dramatic political, industrial, and economic renaissance” or that the “black man [would] rule the world” (157).


Ethiopianism, like Pan-Africanism more generally, represented to Hopkins and her contemporaries a belief system of practical value, linking African-Americans to their African past and promising them a future deliverance foretold in the old Testament and inscribed in such spirituals as “Go Down Moses,” which Dianthe sings throughout the book. But it could be argued that Of One Blood establishes, whether wittingly or not, the limits of Ethiopianism and provides a preview of what the idea became in time: mainly an empty symbol of limited practical utility and value as political bedrock. This explains in part why some readers find the resolution of Hopkins’s last novel escapist. As the present and future of African-Americans —increasingly identified as a “problem”—was being hotly debated in the public sphere and the abridgement of their freedoms was de rigueur, surely a novel that trafficked in fantasy and the paranormal could seem odd. And yet it bears remembering that Hopkins was writing in the face of perhaps the most resilient fantasy in the U.S. cultural imaginary: the fantasy of “whiteness,” which, it could be added, was “paranormal” in the extreme although it enjoyed a naturalized “normativity” in “scientific” discourse, as well as in the political economy of the nation.


Since Hopkins’s career as a published novelist ended with Of One Blood, we can only speculate as to where her vivid, phantasmagoric imagination would have taken her. But her previous novels established her penchant. The vast historical expanses encompassed in Hopkins’s novels consistently serve a philosophy of history that renders the past as prologue, as harbinger of emphatically urgent matters in the present. And placing Hopkins in the tradition of African-American letters, we might then see her “Hidden City” of Telassar as a version of Ralph Ellison’s hero’s cellar down below: as a hiatus of a kind or, in his narrator’s words, “a covert preparation for more overt action.”


Deborah E. McDowell
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OF
ONE BLOOD


Or, The Hidden Self




CHAPTER I


[image: Image]HE recitations were over for the day. It was the first week in November and it had rained about every day the entire week; now freezing temperature added to the discomfiture of the dismal season. The lingering equinoctial whirled the last clinging yellow leaves from the trees on the campus and strewed them over the deserted paths, while from the leaden sky fluttering snowwhite flakes gave an unexpected touch of winter to the scene.


The east wind for which Boston and vicinity is celebrated, drove the sleet against the window panes of the room in which Reuel Briggs sat among his books and the apparatus for experiments. The room served for both living and sleeping. Briggs could have told you that the bareness and desolateness of the apartment were like his life, but he was a reticent man who knew how to suffer in silence. The dreary wet afternoon, the cheerless walk over West Boston bridge through the soaking streets had but served to emphasize the loneliness of his position, and morbid thoughts had haunted him all day: To what use all this persistent hard work for a place in the world—clothes, food, a roof ? Is suicide wrong? he asked himself with tormenting persistency. From out the storm, voices and hands seemed beckoning him all day to cut the Gordian knot and solve the riddle of whence and whither for all time.
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