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He reads it the way Americans have always read the paper. He
also reads it as few Americans have ever read the paper—with nos-

trils sensitive, dilating with proud scorn, sniffing for the news behind

the news.

He loves it—even loves the Times—loves Love unlovable—and

don't we all? Ink-fresh papers, millions of them—ink-fresh with

morning, orange juice, waffles, eggs and bacon, and cups of strong

hot coffee. How fine it is, here in America, at ink-fresh, coffee-fra-

grant morning, to read the paper!

How often have we read the paper in America 1 How often have

we seen it blocked against our doors! Little route-boys fold and block

it, so to throw it—and so we find it and unfold it, crackling and ink-

laden, at our doors. Sometimes we find it tossed there lightly with

flat plop; sometimes we find it thrown with solid, whizzing whack

against the clapboards (clapboards here, most often, in America)

;

sometimes, as now in Turtle Bay, servants find just freshly folded

sheets laid neatly down in doorways, and take them to the table for

their masters. No matter how it got there, we always find it.

How we do love the paper in America! How we do love the paper,

all!

Why do we love the paper in America? Why do we love the paper,

all?

Mad masters, I will tell ye why.

Because the paper is "the news" here in America, and we love the

smell of news. We love the smell of news that's "fit to print." We
also love the smell of news not fit to print. We love, besides, the smell

of facts that news is made of. Therefore we love the paper because

the news is so fit-printable—so unprintable—and so fact-printable.

Is the news, then, like America? No, it's not—and Fox, unlike the

rest of you, mad masters, turns the pages knowing it is just the news

and not America that he reads there in his Times.

The news is not America, nor is America the news—the news is in

America. It is a kind of light at morning, and at evening, and at

midnight in America. It is a kind of growth and record and excres-

cence of our life. It is not good enough—it does not tell our story

—

yet it is the news!

Fox reads (proud nose sharp-sniffing with a scornful relish)

:
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An unidentified man fell or jumped yesterday at

noon from the twelfth story of the Admiral Francis

Drake Hotel, corner of Hay and Apple Streets, in

Brooklyn. The man, who was about thirty-five years

old, registered at the hotel about a week ago, accord-

ing to the police, as C. Green. Police are of the opin-

ion that this was an assumed name. Pending identifi-

cation, the body is being held at the King's County

Morgue.

This, then, is news. Is it also the whole story, Admiral Drake? No!

Yet we do not supply the whole story—we who have known all the

lights and weathers of America—as Fox supplies it now:

Well, then, it's news, and it happened in your own hotel, brave

Admiral Drake. It didn't happen in the Penn-Pitt at Pittsburgh, nor

the Phil-Penn at Philadelphia, nor the York-Albany at Albany, nor

the Hudson-Troy at Troy, nor the Libya-Ritz at Libya Hill, nor the

Clay-Calhoun at Columbia, nor the Richmond-Lee at Richmond, nor

the George Washington at Easton, Pennsylvania, Canton, Ohio,

Terre Haute, Indiana, Danville, Virginia, Houston, Texas, and

ninety-seven other places; nor at the Abraham Lincoln at Springfield,

Massachusetts, Hartford, Connecticut, Wilmington, Delaware, Cairo,

Illinois, Kansas City, Missouri, Los Angeles, California, and one hun-

dred and thirty-six other towns; nor at the Andrew Jackson, the

Roosevelt (Theodore or Franklin—take your choice) , the Jefferson

Davis, the Daniel Webster, the Stonewall Jackson, the U. S. Grant,

the Commodore Vanderbilt, the Waldorf-Astor, the Adams House,

the Parker House, the Palmer House, the Taft, the McKinley, the

Emerson (Waldo or Bromo) , the Harding, the Coolidge, the Hoover,

the Albert G. Fall, the Harry Daugherty, the Rockefeller, the Harri-

man, the Carnegie or the Frick, die Christopher Columbus or the

Leif Ericsson, the Ponce-de-Leon or the Magellan, in the remaining

eight hundred and forty-three cities of America—but at the Francis

Drake, brave Admiral—your own hotel—so, of course, you'll want

to know what happened.

"An unidentified man"—well, then, this man was an American.

"About thirty-five years old" with "an assumed name"—well, then,

call him C. Green as he called himself ironically in the hotel register.

C. Green, the unidentified American, "fell or jumped," then, "yes-
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terday at noon ... in Brooklyn"—worth nine lines of print in today's

Times—one of seven thousand who died yesterday upon this con-

tinent—one of three hundred and fifty who died yesterday in this

very city (see dense, close columns of obituaries, page 15: begin with

"Aaronson," so through the alphabet to "Zorn") . C. Green came

here "a week ago"

And came from where? From the deep South, or the Mississippi

Valley, or the Middle West? From Minneapolis, Bridgeport, Boston,

or a little town in Old Catawba? From Scranton, Toledo, St. Louis,

or the desert whiteness of Los Angeles? From the pine barrens of the

Atlantic coastal plain, or from the Pacific shore?

And so—was what, brave Admiral Drake? Had seen, felt, heard,

smeiled, tasted

—

what? Had known

—

what?

Had known all our brutal violence of weather: the burned swelter

of July across the nation, the smell of the slow, rank river, the mud,

the bottom lands, the weed growth, and the hot, coarse, humid fra-

grance of the corn. The kind that says, "Jesus, but it's hotl"—pulls

off his coat, and mops his face, and goes in shirt-sleeves in St. Louis,

goes to August's for a Swiss on rye with mustard, and a mug of beer.

The kind that says, "Damnl It's hot!" in South Carolina, slouches in

shirt-sleeves and straw hat down South Main Street, drops into Evans

Drug Store for a dope, says to the soda jerker, "Is it hot enough fer

you today, Jim?" The kind that reads in the paper of the heat, the

deaths, and the prostrations, reads it with a certain satisfaction, hangs

on grimly day by day and loses sleep at night, can't sleep for heat,

is tired in the morning, says, "Jesus I It can't last forever!" as heat

lengthens into August, and the nation gasps for breath, and the green

that was young in May now mottles, fades and bleaches, withers,

goes heat-brown. Will boast of coolness in the mountains, Admiral

Drake. "Always cool at night! May get a little warm around the

middle of the day, but you'll sleep with blankets every night."

Then summer fades and passes, and October comes. Will smell

smoke then, and feel an unsuspected sharpness, a thrill of nervous,

swift elation, a sense of sadness and departure. C. Green doesn't know
the reason, Admiral Drake, but lights slant and shorten in the after-

noon, there is a misty pollen of old gold in light at noon, a murky
redness in the lights of dusk, a frosty stillness, and the barking of

the dogs; the maples flame upon the hills, the gums are burning,
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bronze the oak leaves, and the aspens yellow; then come the rains,

the sodden dead-brown of the fallen leaves, the smoke-stark branches

—and November comes.

Waiting for winter in the little towns, and winter comes. It is

really the same in big towns and the cities, too, with the bleak en-

closure of the winter multiplied. In the commerce of the day, en-

gaged and furious, then darkness, and the bleakmonotony of "Where
shall we go? What shall we do?" The winter grips us, closes round

each house—the stark, harsh light encysts us—and G. Green walks

the streets. Sometimes hard lights burn on him, Admiral Drake, bleak

faces stream beneath the lights, amusement signs are winking. On
Broadway, the constant blaze of sterile lights; in little towns, no less

the clustered raisins of hard light on Main Street. On Broadway,

swarming millions up to midnight; in little towns, hard lights and

frozen silence—no one, nothing, after ten o'clock. But in the hearts

of C. Greens everywhere, bleak boredom, undefined despair, and

"Christ! Where shall I go now? When will winter end?"

So longs for spring, and wishes it were Saturday, brave Admiral

Drake.

Saturday night arrives with the thing that we are waiting for. Oh,

it will come tonight; the thing that we have been expecting all our

lives will come tonight, on Saturday! On Saturday night across Amer-

ica we are waiting for it, and ninety million Greens go mothwise to

the lights to find it. Surely it will come tonight! So Green goes out

to find it, and he finds—hard lights again, saloons along Third Ave-

nue, or the Greek's place in a little town—and then hard whiskey,

gin, and drunkenness, and brawls and fights and vomit.

Sunday morning, aching head.

Sunday afternoon, and in the cities the chop-suey signs wink on

and flash their sterile promises of unborn joy.

Sunday night, and the hard stars, and the bleak enclosures of our

wintry weather—the buildings of old rusty brick, in cold enclosed,

the fronts of old stark brown, the unpainted houses, the deserted fac-

tories, wharves, piers, warehouses, and office buildings, the tormented

shabbiness of Sixth Avenues; and in the smaller towns, bleak Main

Streets, desolate with shabby store fronts and be-raisined clusters

of lamp standards, and in the residential streets of wooden houses

(dark by ten o'clock) , the moaning of stark branches, the stiff lights,
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limb-bepatterned, shaking at street corners. The light shines there

with wintry bleakness on the clapboard front and porch of a shabby

house where the policeman lives—blank and desolate upon the stuffy,

boxlike little parlor where the policeman's daughter amorously re-

ceives—and almost—not quite

—

gives. Hot, fevered, fearful, and in-

satiate, it is all too close to the cold street light—too creaking, pant-

ing, flimsy-close to others in the flimsy house—too close to the police-

man's solid and slow-creaking tread—yet somehow valiant, some-

how strong, somehow triumphant over the stale varnish of the little

parlor, the nearness of the street, the light, the creaking boughs, and

papa's tread—somehow triumphant with hot panting, with rose lips

and tender tongue, white underleg and tight-locked thighs—by these

intimacies of fear and fragrant hot desire will beat the ashen mono-

tone of time and even the bleak and grey duration of the winter out.

Does this surprise you, Admiral Drake?

"But Christ!"—Green leaves the house, his life is bitter with de-

sire, the stiff light creaks. "When will it end?" thinks Green. "When
will spring come?"

It comes at last unhoped for, after hoping, comes when least ex-

pected, and when given up. In March there is a day that's almost

in the eye in March. Raw days return, and blown light, and gusty

moanings of the wind. Then April comes, and small, soaking rain,

spring, and C. Green, strong with will to have it so, says, "Well, it's

here"—and it is gone like smoke. You can't look spring too closely

The air is wet and raw and chilled, but with a smell of spring now,

a smell of earth, of grass exploding in small patches, here and there

a blade, a bud, a leaf. And spring comes, marvelous, for a day or

two
—

"It's herel" Green thinks. "It's here at last!"—and he is wrong
again. It goes, chill days and greyness and small, soaking rains re-

turn. Green loses hope. "There is no spring!" he says. "You never

get spring any more; you jump from winter into summer—we'll

have summer now and the hot weather before you know it."

Then spring comes—explodes out of the earth in a green radiance

—comes up overnight! It's April twenty-eighth—the tree there in the

city backyard is smoke-yellow, feathered with the striplings of young
leaf! It's April twenty-ninth—the leaf, the yellow, and the smoke
have thickened overnight. April thirtieth—you can watch it grow
and thicken with your eye! Then May the first—the tree's in leaf
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now, almost full and dense, young, feather-fresh! The whole spring

has exploded from the earth!

All's explosive with us really, Admiral Drake—spring, the brutal

summer, frost, October, February in Dakota with fifty-one below,

spring floods, two hundred drowning along Ohio bottoms, in Mis-

souri, in New England, all through Pennsylvania, Maryland, and

Tennessee. Spring shot at us overnight, and everything with us is

vast, explosive, floodlike. A few hundred dead in floods, a hundred

in a wave of heat, twelve thousand in a year by murder, thirty thou-

sand with the motor car—it all means nothing here. Floods like this

would drown out France; death like this would plunge England in

black mourning; but in America a few thousand C. Greens more or

less, drowned, murdered, killed by motor cars, or dead by jumping

out of windows on their heads—well, it just means nothing to us

—

the next flood, or next week's crop of death and killings, wash it out.

We do things on a large scale, Admiral Drake.

The tar-smell in the streets now, children shouting, and the smell

of earth; the sky shell-blue and faultless, a sapphire sparkle every-

where; and in the air the brave stick-candy whippings of a flag. C.

Green thinks of the baseball games, the raw-hide arm of Lefty Grove,

the resilient crack of ashwood on the horsehide ball, the waiting

pockets of the well-oiled mitts, the warm smell of the bleachers, the

shouted gibes of shirt-sleeved men, the sprawl and monotone of in-

ning after inning. (Baseball's a dull game, really; that's the reason

that it is so good. We do not love the game so much as we love the

sprawl and drowse and shirt-sleeved apathy of it.) On Saturday aft-

ernoon, G. Green goes out to the ball park and sits there in the

crowd, awaiting the sudden sharpness and the yell of crisis. Then
the game ends and the crowd flows out across the green turf of the

playing field. Sunday, Green spends the day out in the country in

his flivver, with a girl.

Then summer comes again, heat-blazing summer, humid, murked
with mist, sky-glazed with brutal weariness—and C. Green mops his

face and sweats and says, "Jesus! Will it never end?"

This, then, is C. Green, "thirty-five years old"
—

"unidentified"

—

and an American. In what way an American? In what way different

from the men you knew, old Drake?

When the ships bore home again and Cape St. Vincent blazed in
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Spaniard's eye—or when old Drake was returning with his men,

beating coastwise from strange seas abreast, past the Stilly Isles to-

ward the slant of evening fields, chalk cliffs, the harbor's arms, the

town's sweet cluster and the spire—where was Green?

When, in red-oak thickets at the break of day, coon-skinned, the

huntsmen of the wilderness lay for bear, heard arrows rattling in

the laurel leaves, the bullets' whining plunk, and waited with cocked

musket by the tree—where was Green?

Or when, with strong faces turning toward the setting sun—hawk-

eyed and Indian-visaged men bore gunstocks on the western trails

and sternly heard the fierce war-whoops around the Painted Buttes

—where, then, was Green?

Was never there with Drake's men in the evening when the sails

stood in from the Americas! Was never there beneath the Spaniard's

swarthy eye at Vincent's Capel Was never there in the red-oak thicket

in the morning! Was never there to hear the war-cries round the

Painted Buttes!

No, no. He was no voyager of unknown seas, no pioneer of west-

ern trails. He was life's little man, life's nameless cipher, life's man-

swarm atom, life's American—and now he lies disjected and ex-

ploded on a street in Brooklyn!

He was a dweller in mean streets, was Green, a man-mote in the

jungle of the city, a resident of grimy steel and stone, a mole who
burrowed in rusty brick, a stunned spectator of enormous salmon-

colored towers, hued palely with the morning. He was a renter of

shabby wooden houses in a little town, an owner of a raw new bun-

galow on the outskirts of the town. He was a waker in bleak streets

at morning, an alarm-clock watcher, saying, "Jesus, I'll be late!"—

a

fellow who took short cuts through the corner lot, behind the ad-

vertising signs; a fellow used to concrete horrors of hot day and

blazing noon; a man accustomed to the tormented hodgepodge of

our architectures, used to broken pavements, ash cans, shabby store

fronts, dull green paint, the elevated structure, grinding traffic, noise,

and streets be-tortured with a thousand bleak and dismal signs. He
was accustomed to the gas tanks going out of town, he was an atom

of machinery in an endless flow, going, stopping, going to the wink-

ing of the lights; he tore down concrete roads on Sundays, past the

hot-dog stands and filling stations; he would return at darkness;
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hunger lured him to the winking splendor of chop-suey signs; and

midnight found him in The Coffee Pot, to prowl above a mug of

coffee, tear a coffee-cake in fragments, and wear away the slow grey

ash of time and boredom with other men in grey hats and with skins

of tallow-grey, at Joe the Greek's.

C. Green could read (which Drake could not) , but not too ac-

curately; could write, too (which the Spaniard couldn't) , but not

too well. C. Green had trouble over certain words, spelled them out

above the coffee mug at midnight, with a furrowed brow, slow-shap-

ing lips, and "Jesus!" when news stunned him—for he read the news.

Preferred the news with pictures, too, girls with voluptuous legs

crossed sensually, dresses above the knees, and plump dolls' faces full

of vacant lechery. Green liked news "hot"—not as Fox knows it, not

subtly sniffing with strange-scornful nostrils for the news behind the

news—but straight from the shoulder—socko!—biff!—straight off

the griddle, with lots of mustard, shapely legs, roadside wrecks and

mutilated bodies, gangsters' molls and gunmen's hide-outs, tallow

faces of the night that bluntly stare at flashlight lenses—this and

talk of "heart-balm," "love-thief," "sex-hijacker"—all of this liked

Green.

Yes, Green liked the news—and now, a bit of news himself (nine

lines of print in Times) , has been disjected and exploded on a

Brooklyn pavement!

Well, such was our friend, C. Green, who read, but not too well;

and wrote, but not too easily; who smelled, but not too strongly; felt,

but not too deeply; saw, but not too clearly—yet had smelled the tar

in May, smelled the slow, rank yellow of the rivers, and the clean,

coarse corn; had seen the slants of evening on the hill-flanks in the

Smokies, and the bronze swell of the earth, the broad, deep red of

Pennsylvania barns, proud-portioned and as dominant across the

fields as bulls; had felt the frost and silence in October; had heard

the whistles of the train wail back in darkness, and the horns of New
Year's Eve, and—"Jesus! There's another year gone by! What now?"

No Drake was he, no Spaniard, no coon-skin cap, no strong face

burning west. Yet, in some remote and protoplasmic portion, he was

a little of each of these. A little Scotch, perhaps, was Green, a little

Irish, English, Spanish even, and some German—a little of each

part, all compacted and exploded into nameless atom of America!
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No. Green—poor little Green—was not a man like Drake. He was

just a cinder out of life—for the most part, a thinker of base

thoughts, a creature of unsharpened, coarse perceptions. He was

meager in the hips, he did not have much juice or salt in him. Drake

gnawed the beef from juicy bones in taverns, drank tankards of

brown ale, swore salty curses through his whiskers, wiped his mouth
with the back of his hard hand, threw the beef bone to his dog, and

pounded with his tankard for more ale. Green ate in cafeterias,

prowled at midnight over coffee and a doughnut or a sugar-coated

bun, went to the chop-suey joint on Saturday nights and swallowed

chow mein, noodle soup, and rice. Green's mouth was mean and

thin and common, it ran to looseness and a snarl; his skin was grey

and harsh and dry; his eyes were dull and full of fear. Drake was

self-contained: the world his oyster, seas his pastures, mighty dis-

tances his wings. His eyes were sea-pale (like the eyes of Fox) ; his

ship was England. Green had no ship, he had a motor car, and tore

down concrete roads on Sunday, and halted with the lights against

him with the million other cinders hurtling through hot space. Green

walked on level concrete sidewalks and on pavements grey, through

hot and grimy streets past rusty tenements. Drake set his sails against

the west, he strode the buoyant, sea-washed decks, he took the Span-

iard and his gold, and at the end he stood in to the sweet enfold-

ments of the spire, the clustered town, the emerald fields that slope

to Plymouth harbor—then Green came!

We who never saw brave Drake can have no difficulty conjuring

up an image of the kind of man he was. With equal ease we can

imagine the bearded Spaniard, and almost hear his swarthy oaths.

But neither Drake nor Spaniard could ever have imagined Green.

Who could have foreseen him, this cipher of America, exploded

now upon a street in Brooklyn?

Behold him, Admiral Drakel Observe the scene now! Listen to the

people! Here is something strange as the Armadas, the gold-laden

cargoes of the bearded Spaniards, the vision of unfound Americas!

What do you see here, Admiral Drake?

Well, first, a building—your own hotel—such a building as the

folk of Plymouth never saw. A great block of masonry, pale-hued,

grimy-white, fourteen stories tall, stamped in an unvarying pattern
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with many windows. Sheeted glass below, the store front piled with

medicines and toilet articles, perfumes, cosmetics, health contri-

vances. Within, a soda fountain, Admiral Drake. The men in white

with monkey caps, soda jerkers sullen with perpetual overdriven

irritation. Beneath the counter, pools of sloppy water, filth, and un-

washed dishes. Across the counter, Jewesses with fat, rouged lips

consuming ice cream sodas and pimento sandwiches.

Outside upon the concrete sidewalk lies the form of our exploded

friend, C. Green. A crowd has gathered round—taxi drivers, pas-

sers-by, hangers-on about the subway station, people working in the

neighborhood, and the police. No one has dared to touch exploded

Green as yet—they stand there in a rapt and fascinated circle, look-

ing at him.

Not much to look at either, Admiral Drake; not even those who
trod your gory decks would call the sight a pretty one. Our friend

has landed on his head
—

"taken a nose dive," as we say—and smashed

his brains out at the iron base of the second lamp post from the

corner. (It is the same lamp post as heretofore described, to be found

throughout America—a "standard," standardized, supporting five

hard grapes of frosted glass.)

So here Green lies, on the concrete sidewalk all disjected. No head

is left, the head is gone now, head's exploded; only brains are left.

The brains are pink, and almost bloodless, Admiral Drake. (There's

not much blood here—we shall tell you why.) But brains exploded

are somewhat like pale sausage meat, fresh-ground. Brains are stuck

hard to the lamp post, too; there is a certain driven emphasis about

them, as if they had been shot hydraulically out of a force-hose

against the post.

The head, as we have said, is gone completely; a few fragments of

the skull are scattered round—but of the face, the features, forehead

—nothingl They have all been blown out, as by some inner explo-

sion. Nothing is left but the back of the skull, which curiously re-

mains, completely hollowed out and vacant, and curved over, like

the rounded handle of a walking stick.

The body, five feet eight or nine of it, of middling weight, is lying

—we were going to say "face downward"; had we not better say

"stomach downward"?—on the sidewalk. It is well-dressed, too, in

cheap, neatly pressed, machine-made clothes: tan shoes and socks
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with a clocked pattern, suit of a light texture, brownish red in hue,

a neat canary-colored shirt with attached collar—obviously G. Green

had a nice feeling for proprieties! As for the body itself, save for a

certain indefinable and curiously "disjected" quality, one could

scarcely tell that every bone in it is broken. The hands are still spread

out, half-folded and half-clenched, with a still-warm and startling

eloquence of recent life. (It happened just four minutes ago!)

Well, where's the blood, then, Drake? You're used to blood; you'd

like to know. Well, you've heard of casting bread upon the waters,

Drake, and having it return—but never yet, I'll vow, of casting

blood upon the streets—and having it run away—and then come
back to you! But here it comes now, down the street—down Apple

Street, round the corner into Hay, across the street now toward C.

Green, the lamp post, and the crowd!—a young Italian youth, blunt-

featured, low-browed, and bewildered, his black eyes blank with

horror, tongue mumbling thickly, arm held firmly by a policeman,

suit and shirt all drenched with blood, and face be-spattered with it!

A stir of sudden interest in the crowd, sharp nudges, low-toned voices

whispering:

"Here he is! Th' guy that 'got it'! . . . Sure, that's him—you know
him, that Italian kid that works inside in the newsstand—he was

standin' deh beside the post! Sure, that the guy!—talkin' to anotheh

guy—he got it all! That's the reason you didn't see more blood

—

this

guy got it!—Sure! The guy just missed him by six inches!—Sure!

I'm tellin' you I saw it, ain't I? I looked up an' saw him in the air!

He'd a hit this guy, but when he saw that he was goin' to hit the lamp

post, he put out his hands an' tried to keep away! That's the reason

that he didn't hit this guy! . . . But this guy heard him when he hit,

an' turned around—and zowie!—he got all of it right in his face!"

And another, whispering and nudging, nodding toward the hor-

ror-blank, thick-mumbling Italian boy: "Jesus! Look at th' guy, will

yuh! ... He don't know what he's doing! ... He don't know yet what

happened to him! . . . Sure! He got it all. I tell yuh! He was standin'

deh beside the post, wit a package undehneath one ahm—an' when
it happened—when he got it—he just stahted runnin' ... He don't

know yet what's happened! . . . That's what I'm tellin' yuh—th' guy

just stahted runnin' when he got it."

And one policeman (to another) : ". . . Sure, I yelled to Pat to stop
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him. He caught up with him at Borough Hall. . . . He just kept on

runnin'—he don't know yet what happened to him."

And the Italian youth, thick-mumbling: ". . . Jeez! Wat hap-

pened? . . . JeezI ... I was standin' talkin' to a guy—I heard it hit.

. . . JeezI . . . Wat happened, anyway? ... I got it all oveh me! . . .

Jeez! ... I just stahted runnin'. . . . Jeez! I'm sick!"

Voices: "Here, take 'im into the drug store! . . . Wash 'im off! . .

.

That guy needs a shot of liquor! . . . Sure! Take him into the drug

stoeh deh! . . . They'll fix him up!"

The plump, young, rather effeminate, but very intelligent young

Jew who runs the newsstand in the corridor, talking to everyone

around him, excitedly and indignantly: ". . . Did I see it? Listen! I

saw everything! I was coming across the street, looked up, and saw

him in the air! . . . See it? . . . Listen! If someone had taken a big ripe

watermelon and dropped it on the street from the twelfth floor you'd

have some idea what it was like! . . . See it! I'll tell the world I

saw it! I don't want to see anything like that again!" Then excitedly,

with a kind of hysterical indignation: "Shows no consideration for

other people, that's all I've got to say! If a man is going to do a thing

like that, why does he pick a place like this—one of the busiest cor-

ners in Brooklyn? . . . How did he know he wouldn't hit someone?

Why, if that boy had been standing six inches nearer to the post, he'd

have killed him, as sure as you live! . . . And here he does it right in

front of all these people who have to look at it! It shows he had

no consideration for other people! A man who'd do a thing like

that. . .
."

(Alas, poor Jew! As if C. Green, now past considering, had con-

sidered nice "considerations.")

A taxi driver, impatiently: "That's what I'm tellin' yuh! ... I

watched him for five minutes before he jumped. He crawled out on
the window sill an' stood there for five minutes, makin' up his mind!

. . . Sure, I saw him! Lots of people saw him!" Impatiently, irritably:

"Why didn't we do somethin' to stop him? F'r Chri' sake, what was

there to do? A guy who'd do a thing like that is nuts to start with!

You don't think he'd listen to anything we had to say, do you? . . .

Sure, we did yell at him! . . . Jesus! . . . We was almost afraid to yell

at him—we made motions to him to get back—tried to hold his at-

tention while the cops sneaked round the corner into the hotel. . . .
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Sure, the cops got there just a second after he jumped—I don't know
if he jumped when he heard 'em comin', or what happened, but

Christ!—he stood there gettin' ready for five minutes while we
watched!"

And a stocky little Czech-Bohemian, who works in the delicatessen-

fruit store on the corner, one block down: "Did I hear it! Say, you

could have heard it for six blocks! Sure! Everybody heard it! The
minute that I heard it, I knew what had happened, too! I come

runnin'!"

People press and shuffle in the crowd. A man comes round the cor-

ner, presses forward to get a better look, runs into a little fat, bald-

headed man in front of him who is staring at the Thing with a pale,

sweating, suffering, fascinated face, by accident knocks off the little

fat man's straw hat. The new straw hat hits the pavement dryly,

the little fat, bald-headed man scrambles for it, clutches it, and turns

around on the man who has knocked it off, both of them stammering

frantic apologies:

"Oh, excuse me! . . . 'Scuse me! . . . 'Scuse me! . . . Sorry!"

"Quite all right All right! ... All right."

Observe now, Admiral, with what hypnotic concentration the peo-

ple are examining the grimy-white facade of your hotel. Watch their

faces and expressions. Their eyes go traveling upward slowly—up

—

up—up. The building seems to widen curiously, to be distorted, to

flare out wedgelike till it threatens to annihilate the sky, overwhelm

the will, and crush the spirit. (These optics, too, American, Ad-

miral Drake.) The eyes continue on past story after story up the wall

until they finally arrive and come to rest with focal concentration on

that single open window twelve floors up. It is no jot different from

all the other windows, but now the vision of the crowd is fastened

on it with a fatal and united interest. And after staring at it fixedly,

the eyes come traveling slowly down again—down—down—down

—

the faces strained a little, mouths all slightly puckered as if some-

thing set the teeth on edge—and slowly, with fascinated measure-

ment—down—down—down—until the eyes reach sidewalk, lamp
post, and—the Thing again.

The pavement finally halts all, stops all, answers all. It is the

American pavement, Admiral Drake, our universal city sidewalk, a

wide, hard stripe of grey-white cement, blocked accurately with di-
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viding lines. It is the hardest, coldest, cruellest, most impersonal

pavement in the world: all of the indifference, the atomic desola-

tion, the exploded nothingness of one hundred million nameless

"Greens" is in it.

In Europe, Drake, we find worn stone, all hollowed out and

rubbed to rounded edges. For centuries the unknown lives of men
now buried touched and wore this stone, and when we see it some-

thing stirs within our hearts, and something strange and dark and

passionate moves our souls, and—"They were here!" we say.

Not so, the streets, the sidewalks, the paved places of America.

Has man been here? No. Only unnumbered nameless Greens have

swarmed and passed here, and none has left a mark.

Did ever the eye go seaward here with searching for the crowded

sail, with longing for the strange and unknown coasts of Spain? Did

ever beauty here come home to the heart and eyes? Did ever, in the

thrusting crowd, eye look to eye, and face to face, and heart to heart,

and know the moment of their meeting—stop and pause, and be

oblivious in this place, and make one spot of worn pavement sacred

stone? You won't believe it, Admiral Drake, but it is so—these things

have happened on the pavements of America. But, as you see your-

self, they have not left their mark.

You, old Drake, when last your fellow townsmen saw you at the

sailing of the ships, walked with the crowd along the quay, past the

spire and cluster of the town, down to the cool lap of the water; and

from your deck, as you put out, you watched the long, white, fading

arm of your own coast. And in the town that you had left were streets

still haunted by your voice. There was your worn tread upon the

pavement, there the tavern table dented where you banged your

tankard down. And in the evening, when the ships were gone, men
waited for your return.

But no return is here among us in America. Here are no streets still

haunted by departed men. Here is no street at all, as you knew
streets. Here are just our cement Mobways, unannealed by time! No
place in Mobway bids you pause, old Drake. No spot in Mobway bids

you hold your mind a moment in reflection, saying: "He was here!"

No square of concrete slab says: "Stay, for I was built by men." Mob-
way never knew the hand of man, as your streets did. Mobway was

laid down by great machines, for one sole purpose—to unimpede
and hurry up the passing of the feet.
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Where did Mobway come from? What produced it?

It came from the same place where all our mob ways come from

—

from Standard Concentrated Production Units of America, No. 1.

This is where all our streets, sidewalks, and lamp posts (like the one

on which Green's brains are spattered) come from, where all our

white-grimy bricks (like those of which your hotel is constructed)

come from, where the red facades of our standard-unit tobacco stores

(like the one across the street) come from, where our motor cars

come from, where our drug stores and our drug store windows and

displays come from, where our soda fountains (complete, with soda

jerkers attached) come from, where our cosmetics, toilet articles, and

the fat, rouged lips of our Jewesses come from, where our soda water,

slops and syrups, steamed spaghetti, ice cream, and pimento sand-

wiches come from, where our clothes, our hats (neat, standard

stamps of grey) , our faces (also stamps of grey, not always neat)

,

our language, conversation, sentiments, feelings, and opinions come

from. All these things are made for us by Standard Concentrated

Production Units of America, No. 1.

So here we are, then, Admiral Drake. You see the street, the side-

walk, the front of your hotel, the constant stream of motor cars, the

drug store and the soda fountain, the tobacco store, the traffic lights,

the cops in uniform, the people streaming in and out of the subway,

the rusty, pale-hued jungle of the buildings, old and new, high and

low. There is no better place to see it, Drake. For this is Brooklyn

—

which means ten thousand streets and blocks like this one. Brooklyn,

Admiral Drake, is the Standard Concentrated Chaos No. 1 of the

Whole Universe. That is to say, it has no size, no shape, no heart,

no joy, no hope, no aspiration, no center, no eyes, no soul, no pur-

pose, no direction, and no anything—just Standard Concentrated

Units everywhere—exploding in all directions for an unknown num-
ber of square miles like a completely triumphant Standard Concen-

trated Blot upon the Face of the Earth. And here, right in the mid-

dle—no, that is wrong, for Standard Concentrated Blots don't have

a middle—but, if not in the middle, at least right slap-bang out in

the open, upon a minute portion of this magnificent Standard Con-

centrated Blot, where all the Standard Concentrated Blotters can

stare at him, and with the brains completely out of him
—Lies Green!

And this is bad—most bad—oh, very bad—and should not be
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allowed! For, as our young Jewish friend has just indignantly pro-

claimed, it "shows no consideration for other people"—which means,

for other Standard Concentrated Blotters. Green has no right to go

falling in this fashion in a public place. He has no right to take unto

himself any portion of this Standard Concentrated Blot, however

small. He has no business being where he is at all. A Standard Con-

centrated Blotter is not supposed to be places, but to go places.

You see, dear Admiral, this is not a street to amble in, to ride

along, to drift through. It is a channel—in the words of the Stand-

ard Concentrated Blotter-Press, an "artery." This means that it is

not a place where one drives, but a place where one is driven—not

really a street at all, but a kind of tube for a projectile, a kind of

groove for millions and millions of projectiles, all driven past in-

cessantly, all beetling onward, bearing briefly white slugged blurs

of driven flesh.

As for the sidewalk, this Standard Concentrated Mobway is not a

place to walk on, really. (Standard Concentrated Blotters have for-

gotten how to walk.) It is a place to swarm on, to weave on, to thrust

and dodge on, to scurry past on, to crowd by on. It is not a place to

stand on, either. One of the earliest precepts in a Concentrated Blot-

ter's life is: "Move on there! Where th' hell d'you think you are,

anyway—in a cow pasture?" And, most certainly, it is not a place to

lie on, to sprawl out on.

But look at Green! Just look at him! No wonder the Jewish youth

is angry with him!

Green has willfully and deliberately violated every Standard Con-

centrated Principle of Blotterdom. He has not only gone and dashed

his brains out, but he has done it in a public place—upon a piece of

Standard Concentrated Mobway. He has messed up the sidewalk,

messed up another Standard Concentrated Blotter, stopped traffic,

taken people from their business, upset the nerves of his fellow Blot-

ters—and now lies there, all sprawled out, in a place where he has no

right to be. And, to make his crime unpardonable, C. Green has

—Come to Life!

Consider that, old Drake! We can understand some measure of

your strangeness, because we heard you swearing in the tavern and

saw your sails stand to the west. Can you now do the same for us?

Consider strangeness, Drake—and look at Green! For you have heard
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it said by your own countryman, and in your living generation: "The

times have been that, when the brains were out, the man would die."

But now, old Drake, what hath Time wrought? There is surely here

some strangeness in us that you could never have foretold. For the

brains are "out" now—and the man has

—Come to Life!

What's that, Admiral? You do not understand it? Small wonder,

though it's really very simple:

For just ten minutes since, C. Green was a Concentrated Blotter

like the rest of us. Ten minutes since, he, too, might hurry in and out

of the subway, thrust and scurry on the pavement, go hurtling past

with whited blur in one of our beetles of machinery, a nameless atom,

cipher, cinder, swarming with the rest of us, just another "guy" like

a hundred million other "guys." But now, observe him! No longer is

he just "another guy"—already he has become a "special guy"—he

has become "The Guy." C. Green at last has turned into a

—

Man!
Four hundred years ago, brave Admiral Drake, if we had seen

you lying on your deck, your bronze gone pale and cold, imbrued in

your own blood, and hewn to the middle by the Spaniards' steel, we
could have understood that, for there was blood in you. But Green

—

this Concentrated Blotter of ten minutes since—made in our own
image, shaped in our own dust, compacted of the same grey stuff of

which our own lives are compacted, and filled, we thought, with the

same Standard Concentration of embalming fluid that fills our veins

—oh, Drake, we did not know the fellow had such blood in him! We
could not have thought it was so red, so rich, and so abundant!

Poor, shabby, and corrupted cipher! Poor, nameless, and exploded

atom! Poor little guy! He fills us Concentrated Blotters of the Uni-

verse with fear, with shame, with awe, with pity, and with terror

—

for we see ourselves in him. If he was a man with blood in him, then

so are we! If he, in the midst of his always-driven life, could at last

be driven to this final and defiant gesture of refusal to remain a Con-

centrated Blotter, then we, too, might be driven to a point of equal

desperation! And there are other methods of defiance, other ways of

ultimate refusal, other means of exercising one's last-remaining right

of manhood—and some of them are no less terrifying to contemplate

than this! So our fascinated eyes go up and up, past floor after floor

of Standard Concentrated brick, and fasten on the open window
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where he stood—and suddenly we crane our necks along the ridges of

our collars, look away with constricted faces, and taste the acrid bit-

terness of steel upon our lips!

It is too hard, and not to be endured—to know that little Green,

speaking our own tongue and stuffed with our own stuffing, had yet

concealed in him some secret, dark, and frightful thing more terrible

than anything that we have ever known—that he bore within him

some black and hideous horror, some depth of madness or of cour-

age, and could stand there—upon the sheer and nauseating verge of

that grey window ledge for five full minutes—and know the thing he

was about to do—and tell himself he must nowl—that he had to!

—

that the compulsion of every horror-fascinated eye down in the gulf

below had now made escape impossible—and then, horror-sick past

all regeneration, see, too, before he jumped, his fall, the downward-

hurtling plunge, and his own exploded body—feel the bones crack

and fly apart, and the brutal obliteration of the instant when his

brains would shoot out against the lamp post—and even while his

soul drew back from that sheer verge of imagined terror, shame, and

unutterable self-loathing, crying, "I cannot do it!"—then jumped!

And we, brave Drake? We try to see it, but we cannot see. We try

to fathom it, but we cannot plunge. We try to comprehend the hell

of hells, the hundred lives of horror, madness, anguish, and despair

that were exhausted in five minutes by that shabby creature crouched

there on the window ledge. But we cannot understand, or look at it

any longer. It is too hard, too hard, and not to be endured. We turn

away with nausea, hollowness, blind fear, and unbelief within us.

One man stares, cranes his neck, wets his lips, and whispers: "Jesus!

To do a thing like that takes guts!"

Another, harshly: "Nah! It don't take guts! A guy who'd do a

thing like that is crazy! He don't know what he's doin' to begin

with!"

And others, doubtfully, half-whispering, with eyes focused on the

ledge: "But Jesus!"

A taxi driver, turning away and moving toward his cab, with an

attempt at casual indifference that does not ring entirely true: "Oh,

well! Just another guy, I guess!"

Then one man, turning to his companion with a little puckered

smile: "Well, what about it, Al? You still feel like eating?"
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And his companion, quietly: "Eating, hell! I feel like two or three

stiff shots of rye! Come on, let's go around to Steve's!"

They go. The Concentrated Blotters of the World cannot abide

it. They must somehow blot it out.

So a policeman comes around the corner now with an old tarpau-

lin, with which he covers the No-Head. The crowd remains. Then
the green wagon from the morgue. The Thing, tarpaulin and all, is

pushed into it. It drives away. A policeman with thick-soled boots

scuffs and pushes skull-pieces and brain-fragments into the gutter.

Someone comes with sawdust, strews it. Someone from the drug store

with formaldehyde. Later, someone with a hose and water. From
the subway come an adolescent boy and girl with the hard, tough

faces of the city; they walk past it, deliberately and arrogantly step

among it, look at the lamp post, then at each other, and laugh!

All's over now, all's gone, the crowd's departed. Something else re-

mains. It cannot be forgotten. There's a sick, humid smell upon the

air, what was light and clear and crystal has gone out of day, and

something thick and glutinous—half taste, half smell, and all im-

palpable—remains upon your tongue.

There would have been a time and place for such a thing, brave

Admiral Drake, if he, our fellow Green, had only fallen as a hollow

man and landed dryly, or if he had opened to disperse a grey em-

balming fluid in the gutter. It would have been all right if he had

just been blown away like an old paper, or if he had been swept

aside like remnants of familiar litter, and then subsumed into the

Standard Concentrated stuff from which he came. But C. Green

would not have it so. He exploded to drench our common substance

of viscous grey with the bright indecency of blood, to resume himself

from number, to become before our eyes a Man, and to identify

a single spot of all our general Nothingness with the unique passion,

the awful terror, and the dignity of Death.

So, Admiral Drake—"an unidentified man fell or jumped yester-

day at noon" from a window of your own hotel. That was the news.

Now you've had the story.

We are "the hollow men, the hollow men"? Brave Admiral, do not

be too sure.



THE PROMISE OF AMERICA

GO, SEEKER, if you will, throughout the land and you will find

us burning in the night.

There where the hackles of the Rocky Mountains blaze in the

blank and naked radiance of the moon, go make your resting stool

upon the highest peak. Can you not see us now? The continental wall

juts sheer and flat, its huge black shadow on the plain, and the plain

sweeps out against the East, two thousand miles away. The great

snake that you see there is the Mississippi River.

Behold the gem-strung towns and cities of the good, green East,

flung like star-dust through the field of night. That spreading con-

stellation to the north is called Chicago, and that giant wink that

blazes in the moon is the pendant lake that it is built upon. Beyond,

close-set and dense as a clenched fist, are all the jeweled cities of the

eastern seaboard. There's Boston, ringed with the bracelet of its shin-

ing little towns, and all the lights that sparkle on the rocky indenta-

tions of New England. Here, southward and a little to the west, and

yet still coasted to the sea, is our intensest ray, the splintered firm-

ament of the towered island of Manhattan. Round about her, sown

thick as grain, is the glitter of a hundred towns and cities. The long

chain of lights there is the necklace of Long Island and the Jersey

shore. Southward and inland, by a foot or two, behold the duller

glare of Philadelphia. Southward further still, the twin constella-

tions—Baltimore and Washington. Westward, but still within the

borders of the good, green East, that nighttime glow and smolder of

hell-fire is Pittsburgh. Here, St. Louis, hot and humid in the corn-

field belly of the land, and bedded on the mid-length coil and fringes

of the snake. There at the snake's mouth, southward six hundred

miles or so, you see the jeweled crescent of old New Orleans. Here,

west and south again, you see the gemmy glitter of the cities on the

Texas border.

Turn now, seeker, on your resting stool atop the Rocky Mountains,

and look another thousand miles or so across moon-blazing fiend-

worlds of the Painted Desert and beyond Sierras' ridge. That magic

congeries of lights there to the west, ringed like a studded belt

around the magic setting of its lovely harbor, is the fabled town of



From YOU CAN'T GO HOME AGAIN 635

San Francisco. Below it, Los Angeles and all the cities of the Cali-

fornia shore. A thousand miles to north and west, the sparkling

towns of Oregon and Washington.

Observe the whole of it, survey it as you might survey a field. Make
it your garden, seeker, or your backyard patch. Be at ease in it. It's

your oyster—yours to open if you will. Don't be frightened, it's not so

big now, when your footstool is the Rocky Mountains. Reach out and

dip a hatful of cold water from Lake Michigan. Drink it—we've tried

it—you'll not find it bad. Take your shoes off and work your toes

down in the river oozes of the Mississippi bottom—it's very refresh-

ing on a hot night in the summertime. Help yourself to a bunch of

Concord grapes up there in northern New York State—they're get-

ting good now. Or raid that watermelon patch down there in Geor-

gia. Or, if you like, you can try the Rockyfords here at your elbow,

in Colorado. Just make yourself at home, refresh yourself, get the

feel of things, adjust your sights, and get the scale. It's your pasture

now, and it's not so big—only three thousand miles from east to

west, only two thousand miles from north to south—but all between,

where ten thousand points of light prick out the cities, towns, and

villages, there, seeker, you will find us burning in the night.

Here, as you pass through the brutal sprawl, the twenty miles of

rails and rickets, of the South Chicago slums—here, in an unpainted

shack, is a Negro boy, and, seeker, he is burning in the night. Behind

him is a memory of the cotton fields, the flat and mournful pineland

barrens of the lost and buried South, and at the fringes of the pine

another nigger shack, with mammy and eleven little niggers. Farther

still behind, the slave-driver's whip, the slave ship, and, far off, the

jungle dirge of Africa. And before him, what? A roped-in ring, a

blaze of lights, across from him a white champion; the bell, the open-

ing, and all around the vast sea-roaring of the crowd. Then the light-

ning feint and stroke, the black panther's paw—the hot, rotating

presses, and the rivers of sheeted print! O seeker, where is the slave

ship now?

Or there, in the clay-baked piedmont of the South, that lean and

tan-faced boy who sprawls there in the creaking chair among admir-

ing cronies before the open doorways of the fire department, and tells

them how he pitched the team to shut-out victory today. What visions

burn, what dreams possess him, seeker of the night? The packed
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stands of the stadium, the bleachers sweltering with their unshaded

hordes, the faultless velvet of the diamond, unlike the clay-baked

outfields down in Georgia. The mounting roar of eighty thousand

voices and Gehrig coming up to bat, the boy himself upon the pitch-

ing mound, the lean face steady as a hound's; then the nod, the sig-

nal, and the wind-up, the rawhide arm that snaps and crackles like

a whip, the small white bullet of the blazing ball, its loud report in

the oiled pocket of the catcher's mitt, the umpire's thumb jerked

upward, the clean strike.

Or there again, in the East-Side Ghetto of Manhattan, two blocks

away from the East River, a block away from the gas-house district

and its thuggery, there in the swarming tenement, shut in his swelt-

ering cell, breathing the sun-baked air through opened window at

the fire escape, celled there away into a little semblance of privacy

and solitude from all the brawling and vociferous life and argument

of his family and the seething hive around him, the Jew boy sits and

pores upon his book. In shirt-sleeves, bent above his table to meet

the hard glare of a naked bulb, he sits with gaunt, starved face con-

verging to his huge beaked nose, the weak eyes squinting painfully

through his thick-lens glasses, his greasy hair roached back in oily

scrolls above the slanting cage of his painful and constricted brow.

And for what? For what this agony of concentration? For what this

hell of effort? For what this intense withdrawal from the poverty

and squalor of dirty brick and rusty fire escapes, from the raucous

cries and violence and never-ending noise? For what? Because,

brother, he is burning in the night. He sees the class, the lecture

room, the shining apparatus of gigantic laboratories, the open field

of scholarship and pure research, certain knowledge, and the world

distinction of an Einstein name.

So, then, to every man his chance—to every man, regardless of his

birth, his shining, golden opportunity—to every man the right to

live, to work, to be himself, and to become whatever thing his man-

hood and his vision can combine to make him—this, seeker, is the

promise of America.



CREDO

I HAVE never before made a statement of belief [George wrote in

his conclusion to Fox], although I have believed in many things

and said that I believed in them. But I have never stated my belief

in concrete terms because almost every element of my nature has been

opposed to the hard framework, the finality, of formulation.

Just as you are the rock of life, I am the web; just as you are Time's

granite, so, I think, am I Time's plant. My life, more than that of

anyone I know, has taken on the form of growth. No man that I have

known was ever more deeply rooted in the soil of Time and Memory,

the weather of his individual universe, than was I. You followed me
through the course of that whole herculean conflict. For four years, as

I lived and worked and explored the jungle depths of Brooklyn

—

jungle depths coincident with those of my own soul—you were be-

side me, you followed, and you stuck.

You never had a doubt that I would finish—make an end—round

out the cycle—come to the whole of it. The only doubt was mine, en-

hanced, tormented by my own fatigue and desperation, and by the

clacking of the feeble and malicious little tongues which, knowing

nothing, whispered that I would never make an end again because I

could not begin. We both knew how grotesquely false this was—so

false and so grotesque that it was sometimes the subject of an an-

guished and exasperated laugh. The truth was so far different that

my own fears were just the opposite: that I might never make an end

to anything again because I could never get through telling what I

knew, what I felt and thought and had to say about it.

That was a giant web in which I was caught, the product of my
huge inheritance—the torrential recollectiveness, derived out of my
mother's stock, which became a living, million-fibered integument

that bound me to the past, not only of my own life, but of the very

earth from which I came, so that nothing in the end escaped from its

in-rooted and all-feeling explorativeness. The way the sunlight came
and went upon a certain day, the way grass felt between bare toes, the

immediacy of noon, the slamming of an iron gate, the halting skreak

upon the corner of a street car, the liquid sound of shoe leather on
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the pavements as men came home to lunch, the smell of turnip

greens, the clang of ice tongs, and the clucking of a hen—and then

Time fading like a dream, Time melting to oblivion, when I was two

years old. Not only this, but all lost sounds and voices, forgotten

memories exhumed with a constant pulsing of the brain's great ven-

tricle, until I live them in my dreams, carrying the stupendous and

unceasing burden of them through the unresting passages of sleep.

Nothing that had ever been was lost. It all came back in an endless

flow, even the blisters of the paint upon the mantelpiece in my
father's house, the smell of the old leather sofa with my father's print

upon it, the smell of dusty bottles and of cobwebs in the cellar, the

casual stomping of a slow, gaunt hoof upon the pulpy lumber of a

livery stable floor, the proud lift and flourish of a whisking tail, and

the oaty droppings. I lived again through all times and weathers I

had known—through the fag-ends of wintry desolation in the month
of March and the cold, bleak miseries of ragged red at sunset, the

magic of young green in April, the blind horror and suffocation of

concrete places in mid-summer sun where no limits were, and Octo-

ber with the smell of fallen leaves and wood smoke in the air. The
forgotten moments and unnumbered hours came back to me with all

the enormous cargo of my memory, together with lost voices in the

mountains long ago, the voices of the kinsmen dead and never seen,

and the houses they had built and died in, and the rutted roads they

trod upon, and every unrecorded moment that Aunt Maw had told

me of the lost and obscure lives they led long, long ago. So did

it all revive in the ceaseless pulsings of the giant ventricle, so did the

plant go back, stem by stem, root by root, and filament by filament,

until it was complete and whole, compacted of the very earth that

had produced it, and of which it was itself the last and living part.

You stayed beside me like the rock you are until I unearthed the

plant, followed it back through every fiber of its pattern to its last

and tiniest enrootment in the blind, dumb earth. And now that it is

finished, and the circle come full swing—we, too, are finished, and I

have a thing to say:

I believe that we are lost here in America, but I believe we shall be

found. And this belief, which mounts now to the catharsis of knowl-

edge and conviction, is for me—and I think for all of us—not only
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our own hope, but America's everlasting, living dream. I think the

life which we have fashioned in America, and which has fashioned

us—the forms we made, the cells that grew, the honeycomb that was

created—was self-destructive in its nature, and must be destroyed.

I think these forms are dying, and must die, just as I know that

America and the people in it are deathless, undiscovered, and im-

mortal, and must live.

I think the true discovery of America is before us. I think the true

fulfillment of our spirit, of our people, of our mighty and immortal

land, is yet to come. I think the true discovery of our own democracy

is still before us. And I think that all these things are certain as the

morning, as inevitable as noon. I think I speak for most men living

when I say that our America is Here, is Now, and beckons on before

us, and that this glorious assurance is not only our living hope, but

our dream to be accomplished.

I think the enemy is here before us, too. But I think we know the

forms and faces of the enemy, and in the knowledge that we know
him, and shall meet him, and eventually must conquer him is also

our living hope. I think the enemy is here before us with a thousand

faces, but I think we know that all his faces wear one mask. I think

the enemy is single selfishness and compulsive greed. I think the

enemy is blind, but has the brutal power of his blind grab. I do not

think the enemy was born yesterday, or that he grew to manhood
forty years ago, or that he suffered sickness and collapse in 1929, or

that we began without the enemy, and that our vision faltered, that

we lost the way, and suddenly were in his camp. I think the enemy is

old as Time, and evil as Hell, and that he has been here with us from

the beginning. I think he stole our earth from us, destroyed our

wealth, and ravaged and despoiled our land. I think he took our

people and enslaved them, that he polluted the fountains of our life,

took unto himself the rarest treasures of our own possession, took our

bread and left us with a crust, and, not content, for the nature of the

enemy is insatiate—tried finally to take from us the crust.

I think the enemy comes to us with the face of innocence and says

to us:

"I am your friend."

I think the enemy deceives us with false words of lying phrases,

saying:
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"See, I am one of you—I am one of your children, your son, your

brother, and your friend. Behold how sleek and fat I have become

—

and all because I am just one of you, and your friend. Behold how
rich and powerful I am—and all because I am one of you—shaped in

your way of life, of thinking, of accomplishment. What I am, I am
because I am one of you, your humble brother and your friend. Be-

hold," cries Enemy, "the man I am, the man I have become, the thing

I have accomplished—and reflect. Will you destroy this thing? I as-

sure you that it is the most precious thing you have. It is yourselves,

the projection of each of you, the triumph of your individual lives,

the thing that is rooted in your blood, and native to your stock, and

inherent in the traditions of America. It is the thing that all of you

may hope to be," says Enemy, "for
—

" humbly—"am I not just one

of you? Am I not just your brother and your son? Am I not the living

image of what each of you may hope to be, would wish to be, would

desire for his own son? Would you destroy this glorious incarnation

of your own heroic self? If you do, then," says Enemy, "you destroy

yourselves—you kill the thing that is most gloriously American, and

in so killing, kill yourselves."

He lies! And now we know he lies! He is not gloriously, or in any

other way, ourselves. He is not our friend, our son, our brother. And
he is not American! For, although he has a thousand familiar and

convenient faces, his own true face is old as Hell.

Look about you and see what he has done.
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AFTER EDWARD C. ASWELL had organized The Web and

the Rock and You Can't Go Home Again from the mass of manu-

script which Wolfe left at his death, he had a great deal of unused

material. From it he extracted the work which seemed to warrant

publication and presented it in the book The Hills Beyond (New

York: Harper and Brothers, 1941) . This volume contains ten short

stories and sketches, many of them previously unpublished in any

form, and the first ten chapters of an unfinished novel, The Hills

Beyond.

The selections here presented are "The Lost Boy," one of Wolfe's

finest short stories, and "God's Lonely Man," a revealing auto-

biographical sketch.

"The Lost Boy" was written in the spring of 1937 and first pub-

lished in the November, 1937, issue of Redbook magazine. Its cen-

tral event is the death of Wolfe's brother Grover while the family

was at the St. Louis Exposition in 1904, and its immediate trigger

seems to have been Wolfe's stopping off in St. Louis for a day when
he was on his way back East from the West Coast in September, 1935

"to see where Grover died." The story makes an effective and dra-

matic statement of Wolfe's concept of three levels of time—simple

chronology, past time existing in the present through the triggering

of a concrete sensory perception that recalls the past, and "the eter-

nal and unchanging universe of time."

"God's Lonely Man" is an autobiographical sketch which Wolfe

wrote in 1930 and rewrote many times until his death. Loneliness

was a primary fact of his existence and a persistent theme of much
of his best work. In this moving essay he sees it as a portion of man's

tragic condition and out of its contemplation arrives at a rare state-

ment of religious concern and a final sense of "joy solemn and tri-

umphant."

"The Lost Boy" appears on pages 1-42 of The Hills Beyond, and
"God's Lonely Man" on pages 186-197.



THE LOST BOY

LIGHT came and went and came again, the booming strokes of

three o'clock beat out across the town in thronging bronze from the

courthouse bell, light winds of April blew the fountain out in rain-

bow sheets, until the plume returned and pulsed, as Grover turned

into the Square. He was a child, dark-eyed and grave, birthmarked

upon his neck—a berry of warm brown—and with a gentle face, too

quiet and too listening for his years. The scuffed boy's shoes, the

thick-ribbed stockings gartered at the knees, the short knee pants cut

straight with three small useless buttons at the side, the sailor blouse,

the old cap battered out of shape, perched sideways up on top of the

raven head, the old soiled canvas bag slung from the shoulder,

empty now, but waiting for the crisp sheets of the afternoon—these

friendly, shabby garments, shaped by Grover, uttered him. He
turned and passed along the north side of the Square and in that mo-

ment saw the union of Forever and of Now.
Light came and went and came again, the great plume of the

fountain pulsed and winds of April sheeted it across the Square in a

rainbow gossamer of spray. The fire department horses drummed on
the floors with wooden stomp, most casually, and with dry whiskings

of their clean, coarse tails. The street cars ground into the Square

from every portion of the compass and halted briefly like wound toys

in their familiar quarter-hourly formula. A dray, hauled by a bone-

yard nag, rattled across the cobbles on the other side before his

father's shop. The courthouse bell boomed out its solemn warning

of immediate three, and everything was just the same as it had always

been.

He saw that haggis of vexed shapes with quiet eyes—that hodge-

podge of ill-sorted architectures that made up the Square, and he

did not feel lost. For "Here," thought Grover, "here is the Square as

it has always been—and papa's shop, the fire department and the

City Hall, the fountain pulsing with its plume, the street cars coming
in and halting at the quarter hour, the hardware store on the corner

there, the row of old brick buildings on this side of the street, the

people passing and the light that comes and changes and that always
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will come back again, and everything that comes and goes and

changes in the Square, and yet will be the same again. And here," the

boy thought, "is Grover with his paper bag. Here is old Grover, al-

most twelve years old. Here is the month of April, 1904. Here is the

courthouse bell and three o'clock. Here is Grover on the Square that

never changes. Here is Grover, caught upon this point of time.

It seemed to him that the Square, itself the accidental masonry of

many years, the chance agglomeration of time and of disrupted

strivings, was the center of the universe. It was for him, in his soul's

picture, the earth's pivot, the granite core of changelessness, the eter-

nal place where all things came and passed, and yet abode forever

and would never change.

He passed the old shack on the corner—the wooden fire-trap

where S. Goldberg ran his wiener stand. Then he passed the Singer

place next door, with its gleaming display of new machines. He saw

them and admired them, but he felt no joy. They brought back to

him the busy hum of housework and of women sewing, the intricacy

of stitch and weave, the mystery of style and pattern, the memory of

women bending over flashing needles, the pedaled tread, the busy

whir. It was women's work: it filled him with unknown associations

of dullness and of vague depression. And always, also, with a mo-

ment's twinge of horror, for his dark eye would always travel toward

that needle stitching up and down so fast the eye could never follow

it. And then he would remember how his mother once had told him
she had driven the needle through her finger, and always, when he

passed this place, he would remember it and for a moment crane his

neck and turn his head away.

He passed on then, but had to stop again next door before the

music store. He always had to stop by places that had shining perfect

things in them. He loved hardware stores and windows full of accu-

rate geometric tools. He loved windows full of hammers, saws, and

planing boards. He liked windows full of strong new rakes and hoes,

with unworn handles, of white perfect wood, stamped hard and vivid

with the maker's seal. He loved to see such things as these in the

windows of hardware stores. And he would fairly gloat upon them

and think that some day he would own a set himself.

Also, he always stopped before the music and piano store. It was a

splendid store. And in the window was a small white dog upon his

haunches, with head cocked gravely to one side, a small white dog
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that never moved, that never barked, that listened attentively at the

flaring funnel of a horn to hear "His Master's Voice"—a horn for-

ever silent, and a voice that never spoke. And within were many rich

and shining shapes of great pianos, an air of splendor and of wealth.

And now, indeed, he was caught, held suspended. A waft of air,

warm, chocolate-laden, filled his nostrils. He tried to pass the white

front of the little eight-foot shop; he paused, struggling with con-

science; he could not go on. It was the little candy shop run by old

Crocker and his wife. And Grover could not pass.

"Old stingy Crockers!" he thought scornfully. "I'll not go there

any more. But—" as the maddening fragrance of rich cooking choco-

late touched him once again
—

"I'll just look in the window and see

what they've got." He paused a moment, looking with his dark and

quiet eyes into the window of the little candy shop. The window,

spotlessly clean, was filled with trays of fresh-made candy. His eyes

rested on a tray of chocolate drops. Unconsciously he licked his lips.

Put one of them upon your tongue and it just melted there, like

honeydew. And then the trays full of rich home-made fudge. He
gazed longingly at the deep body of the chocolate fudge, reflectively

at maple walnut, more critically, yet with longing, at the mints, the

nougatines, and all the other dainties.

"Old stingy Crockers!" Grover muttered once again, and turned to

go. "I wouldn't go in there again."

And yet he did not go away. "Old stingy Crockers" they might be;

still, they did make the best candy in town, the best, in fact, that he

had ever tasted.

He looked through the window back into the little shop and saw

Mrs. Crocker there. A customer had gone in and had made a pur-

chase, and as Grover looked he saw Mrs. Crocker, with her little

wrenny face, her pinched features, lean over and peer primly at the

scales. She had a piece of fudge in her clean, bony, little fingers, and

as Grover looked, she broke it, primly, in her little bony hands. She

dropped a morsel down into the scales. They weighted down alarm-

ingly, and her thin lips tightened. She snatched the piece of fudge

out of the scales and broke it carefully once again. This time the

scales wavered, went down very slowly, and came back again. Mrs.

Crocker carefully put the reclaimed piece of fudge back in the tray,

dumped the remainder in a paper bag, folded it and gave it to the
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customer, counted the money carefully and doled it out into the till,

the pennies in one place, the nickels in another.

Grover stood there, looking scornfully. "Old stingy Crocker

—

afraid that she might give a crumb away!"

He grunted scornfully and again he turned to go. But now Mr.

Crocker came out from the little partitioned place where they made
all their candy, bearing a tray of fresh-made fudge in his skinny

hands. Old Man Crocker rocked along the counter to the front and

put it down. He really rocked along. He was a cripple. And like his

wife, he was a wrenny, wizened little creature, with bony hands, thin

lips, a pinched and meager face. One leg was inches shorter than the

other, and on this leg there was an enormous thick-soled boot, with a

kind of wooden, rocker-like arrangement, six inches high at least, to

make up for the deficiency. On this wooden cradle Mr. Crocker

rocked along, with a prim and apprehensive little smile, as if he were

afraid he was going to lose something.

"Old stingy Crocker!" muttered Grover. "Humph! He wouldn't

give you anything!"

And yet—he did not go away. He hung there curiously, peering

through the window, with his dark and gentle face now focused and

intent, alert and curious, flattening his nose against the glass. Uncon-

sciously he scratched the thick-ribbed fabric of one stockinged leg

with the scuffed and worn toe of his old shoe. The fresh, warm odor

of the new-made fudge was delicious. It was a little maddening. Half

consciously he began to fumble in one trouser pocket, and pulled out

his purse, a shabby worn old black one with a twisted clasp. He
opened it and prowled about inside.

What he found was not inspiring—a nickel and two pennies

and—he had forgotten them—the stamps. He took the stamps out

and unfolded them. There were five twos, eight ones, all that re-

mained of the dollar-sixty-cents' worth which Reed, the pharmacist,

had given him for running errands a week or two before.

"Old Crocker," Grover thought, and looked somberly at the gro-

tesque little form as it rocked back into the shop again, around the

counter, and up the other side. "Well
—

" again he looked indefinitely

at the stamps in his hand—"he's had all the rest of them. He might

as well take these."

So, soothing conscience with this sop of scorn, he went into the

shop and stood looking at the trays in the glass case and finally de-
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cided. Pointing with a slightly grimy finger at the fresh-made tray of

chocolate fudge, he said, "I'll take fifteen cents' worth of this, Mr.

Crocker." He paused a moment, fighting with embarrassment, then

he lifted his dark face and said quietly, "And please, I'll have to give

you stamps again."

Mr. Crocker made no answer. He did not look at Grover. He
pressed his lips together primly. He went rocking away and got the

candy scoop, came back, slid open the door of the glass case, put

fudge into the scoop, and, rocking to the scales, began to weigh the

candy out. Grover watched him as he peered and squinted, he

watched him purse and press his lips together, he saw him take a

piece of fudge and break it in two parts. And then old Crocker broke

two parts in two again. He weighed, he squinted, and he hovered,

until it seemed to Grover that by calling Mrs. Crocker stingy he had

been guilty of a rank injustice. But finally, to his vast relief, the job

was over, the scales hung there, quivering apprehensively, upon the

very hair-line of nervous balance, as if even the scales were afraid

that one more move from Old Man Crocker and they would be un-

done.

Mr. Crocker took the candy then and dumped it in a paper bag

and, rocking back along the counter toward the boy, he dryly said:

"Where are the stamps?" Grover gave them to him. Mr. Crocker re-

linquished his clawlike hold upon the bag and set it down upon the

counter. Grover took the bag and dropped it in his canvas sack, and

then remembered. "Mr. Crocker
—

" again he felt the old embarrass-

ment that was almost like strong pain
—

"I gave you too much,"

Grover said. "There were eighteen cents in stamps. You—you can

just give me three ones back."

Mr. Crocker did not answer. He was busy with his bony little

hands, unfolding the stamps and flattening them out on top of the

glass counter. When he had done so, he peered at them sharply for a

moment, thrusting his scrawny neck forward and running his eye up
and down, like a bookkeeper who totes up rows of figures.

When he had finished, he said tartly: "I don't like this kind of

business. If you want candy, you should have the money for it. I'm

not a post office. The next time you come in here and want anything,

you'll have to pay me money for it."

Hot anger rose in Grover's throat. His olive face suffused with

angry color. His tarry eyes got black and bright. He was on the verge
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of saying: "Then why did you take my other stamps? Why do you tell

me now, when you have taken all the stamps I had, that you don't

want them?"

But he was a boy, a boy of eleven years, a quiet, gentle, gravely

thoughtful boy, and he had been taught how to respect his elders.

So he just stood there looking with his tar-black eyes. Old Man
Crocker, pursing at the mouth a little, without meeting Grover's

gaze, took the stamps up in his thin, parched fingers and, turning,

rocked away with them down to the till.

He took the twos and folded them and laid them in one rounded

scallop, then took the ones and folded them and put them in the one

next to it. Then he closed the till and started to rock off, down to-

ward the other end. Grover, his face now quiet and grave, kept look-

ing at him, but Mr. Crocker did not look at Grover. Instead he began

to take some stamped cardboard shapes and fold them into boxes.

In a moment Grover said, "Mr. Crocker, will you give me the

three ones, please?"

Mr. Crocker did not answer. He kept folding boxes, and he com-

pressed his thin lips quickly as he did so. But Mrs. Crocker, back

turned to her spouse, also folding boxes with her birdlike hands,

muttered tartly: "Hm! I'd give him nothing!"

Mr. Crocker looked up, looked at Grover, said, "What are you

waiting for?"

"Will you give me the three ones, please?" Grover said.

"I'll give you nothing," Mr. Crocker said.

He left his work and came rocking forward along the counter.

"Now you get out of herel Don't you Come in here with any more of

those stamps," said Mr. Crocker.

"I should like to know where he gets them—that's what / should

like to know," said Mrs. Crocker.

She did not look up as she said these words. She inclined her head

a little to the side, in Mr. Crocker's direction, and continued to fold

the boxes with her bony fingers.

"You get out of here!" said Mr. Crocker. "And don't you come

back here with any stamps Where did you get those stamps?" he

said.

"That's just what I've been thinking," Mrs. Crocker said. "I've

been thinking all along."
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"You've been coming in here for the last two weeks with those

stamps," said Mr. Crocker. "I don't like the look of it. Where did you

get those stamps?" he said.

"That's what I've been thinking," said Mrs. Crocker, for a second

time.

Grover had got white underneath his olive skin. His eyes had lost

their luster. They looked like dull, stunned balls of tar. "From Mr.

Reed," he said. "I got the stamps from Mr. Reed." Then he burst out

desperately: "Mr. Crocker—Mr. Reed will tell you how I got the

stamps. I did some work for Mr. Reed, he gave me those stamps two

weeks ago."

"Mr. Reed," said Mrs. Crocker acidly. She did not turn her head.

"I call it mighty funny."

"Mr. Crocker," Grover said, "if you'll just let me have three

ones
"

"You get out of here!" cried Mr. Crocker, and he began rocking

forward toward Grover. "Now don't you come in here again, boy!

There's something funny about this whole business! I don't like the

look of it," said Mr. Crocker. "If you can't pay as other people do,

then I don't want your trade."

"Mr. Crocker," Grover said again, and underneath the olive skin

his face was gray, "if you'll just let me have those three——

"

"You get out of here!" Mr. Crocker cried, rocking down toward the

counter's end. "If you don't get out, boy "

"I'd call a policeman, that's what I'd do," Mrs. Crocker said.

Mr. Crocker rocked around the lower end of the counter. He came

rocking up to Grover. "You get out," he said.

He took the boy and pushed him with his bony little hands, and

Grover was sick and gray down to the hollow pit of his stomach.

"You've got to give me those three ones," he said.

"You get out of here!" shrilled Mr. Crocker. He seized the screen

door, pulled it open, and pushed Grover out. "Don't you come back

in here," he said, pausing for a moment, and working thinly at the

lips. He turned and rocked back in the shop again. The screen door

slammed behind him. Grover stood there on the pavement. And
light came and went and came again into the Square.

The boy stood there, and a wagon rattled past. There were some
people passing by, but Grover did not notice them. He stood there
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blindly, in the watches of the sun, feeling this was Time, this was the

center of the universe, the granite core of changelessness, and feeling,

this is Grover, this the Square, this is Now.

But something had gone out of day. He felt the overwhelming,

soul-sickening guilt that all the children, all the good men of the

earth, have felt since Time began. And even anger had died down,

had been drowned out, in this swelling tide of guilt, and "This is the

Square"—thought Grover as before
—

"This is Now. There is my
father's shop. And all of it is as it has always been—save I."

And the Square reeled drunkenly around him, light went in blind

gray motes before his eyes, the fountain sheeted out to rainbow

iridescence and returned to its proud, pulsing plume again. But all

the brightness had gone out of day, and "Here is the Square, and

here is permanence, and here is Time—and all of it the same as it has

always been, save I."

The scuffed boots of the lost boy moved and stumbled blindly.

The numb feet crossed the pavement—reached the cobbled street,

reached the plotted central square—the grass plots, and the flower

beds, so soon to be packed with red geraniums.

"I want to be alone," thought Grover, "where I cannot go near

him. . . . Oh God, I hope he never hears, that no one ever tells

him "

The plume blew out, the iridescent sheet of spray blew over him.

He passed through, found the other side and crossed the street, and—"Oh God, if papa ever hears!" thought Grover, as his numb feet

started up the steps into his father's shop.

He found and felt the steps—the width and thickness of old lum-

ber twenty feet in length. He saw it all—the iron columns on his

father's porch, painted with the dull anomalous black-green that all

such columns in this land and weather come to; two angels, fly-

specked, and the waiting stones. Beyond and all around, in the stone-

cutter's shop, cold shapes of white and marble, rounded stone, the

languid angel with strong marble hands of love.

He went on down the aisle, the white shapes stood around him.

He went on to the back of the workroom. This he knew—the little

cast-iron stove in left-hand corner, caked, brown, heat-blistered, and

the elbow of the long stack running out across the shop; the high

and dirty window looking down across the Market Square toward
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Niggertown; the rude old shelves, plank-boarded, thick, the wood not

smooth but pulpy, like the strong hair of an animal; upon the

shelves the chisels of all sizes and a layer of stone dust; an emery

wheel with pump tread; and a door that let out on the alleyway, yet

the alleyway twelve feet below. Here in the room, two trestles of this

coarse spiked wood upon which rested gravestones, and at one, his

father at work.

The boy looked, saw the name was Creasman: saw the carved

analysis of John, the symmetry of the s, the fine sentiment that was

being polished off beneath the name and date: "John Creasman,

November 7, 1903."

Gant looked up. He was a man of fifty-three, gaunt-visaged, mus-

tache cropped, immensely long and tall and gaunt. He wore good

dark clothes—heavy, massive—save he had no coat. He worked in

shirt-sleeves with his vest on, a strong watch chain stretching across

his vest, wing collar and black tie, Adam's apple, bony forehead,

bony nose, light eyes, gray-green, undeep and cold, and, somehow,

lonely-looking, a striped apron going up around his shoulders, and

starched cuffs. And in one hand a tremendous rounded wooden mal-

let like a butcher's bole; and in his other hand, a strong cold chisel.

"How are you, son?"

He did not look up as he spoke. He spoke quietly, absently. He
worked upon the chisel and the wooden mallet, as a jeweler might

work on a watch, except that in the man and in the wooden mallet

there was power too.

"What is it, son?" he said.

He moved around the table from the head, started up on "J" once

again.

"Papa, I never stole the stamps," said Grover.

Gant put down the mallet, laid the chisel down. He came around

the trestle.

"What?" he said.

As Grover winked his tar-black eyes, they brightened, the hot tears

shot out. "I never stole the stamps," he said.

"Hey? What is this?" his father said. "What stamps?"

"That Mr. Reed gave me, when the other boy was sick and I

worked there for three days. . . . And Old Man Crocker," Grover
said, "he took all the stamps. And I told him Mr. Reed had given
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them to me. And now he owes me three ones—and Old Man Crocker

says he don't believe they were mine. He says—he says—that I must

have taken them somewhere," Grover blurted out.

"The stamps that Reed gave you—hey?" the stonecutter said. "The
stamps you had—" He wet his thumb upon his lips, threw back his

head and slowly swung his gaze around the ceiling, then turned and

strode quickly from his workshop out into the storeroom.

Almost at once he came back again, and as he passed the old gray

painted-board partition of his office he cleared his throat and wet his

thumb and said, "Now, I tell you "

Then he turned and strode up toward the front again and cleared

his throat and said, "I tell you now—" He wheeled about and started

back, and as he came along the aisle between the marshaled rows of

gravestones he said beneath his breath, "By God, now "

He took Grover by the hand and they went out flying. Down the

aisle they went by all the gravestones, past the fly-specked angels

waiting there, and down the wooden steps and across the Square.

The fountain pulsed, the plume blew out in sheeted iridescence, and

it swept across them; an old gray horse, with a peaceful look about

his torn lips, swucked up the cool mountain water from the trough as

Grover and his father went across the Square, but they did not

notice it.

They crossed swiftly to the other side in a direct line to the candy

shop. Gant was still dressed in his long striped apron, and he was

still holding Grover by the hand. He opened the screen door and

stepped inside.

"Give him the stamps," Gant said.

Mr. Crocker came rocking forward behind the counter, with the

prim and careful look that now was somewhat like a smile. "It was

just
—

" he said.

"Give him the stamps," Gant said, and threw some coins down on

the counter.

Mr. Crocker rocked away and got the stamps. He came rocking

back. "I just didn't know—" he said.

The stonecutter took the stamps and gave them to the boy. And
Mr. Crocker took the coins.

"It was just that
—

" Mr. Crocker began again, and smiled.

Gant cleared his throat: "You never were a father," he said. "You

never knew the feelings of a father, or understood the feelings of a
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child; and that is why you acted as you did. But a judgment is upon

you. God has cursed you. He has afflicted you. He has made you lame

and childless as you are—and lame and childless, miserable as you

are, you will go to your grave and be forgottenl"

And Crocker's wife kept kneading her bony little hands and said,

imploringly, "Oh, no—oh don't say that, please don't say that."

The stonecutter, the breath still hoarse in him, left the store, still

holding the boy tightly by the hand. Light came again into the day.

"Well, son," he said, and laid his hand on the boy's back. "Well,

son," he said, "now don't you mind."

They walked across the Square, the sheeted spray of iridescent

light swept out on them, the horse swizzled at the water-trough, and

"Well, son," the stonecutter said.

And the old horse sloped down, ringing with his hoofs upon the

cobblestones.

"Well, son," said the stonecutter once again, "be a good boy."

And he trod his own steps then with his great stride and went back

again into his shop.

The lost boy stood upon the Square, hard by the porch of his

father's shop.

"This is Time," thought Grover. "Here is the Square, here is my
father's shop, and here am I."

And light came and went and came again—but now not quite the

same as it had done before. The boy saw the pattern of familiar

shapes and knew that they were just the same as they had always

been. But something had gone out of day, and something had

come in again. Out of the vision of those quiet eyes some brightness

had gone, and into their vision had come some deeper color. He
could not say, he did not know through what transforming shadows

life had passed within that quarter hour. He only knew that some-

thing had been lost—something forever gained.

Just then a buggy curved out through the Square, and fastened to

the rear end was a poster, and it said "St. Louis" and "Excursion"

and "The Fair."

II THE MOTHER

As we went down through Indiana—you were too young, child, to

remember it—but I always think of all of you the way you looked
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that morning, when we went down through Indiana, going to the

Fair. All of the apple trees were coming out, and it was April; it was

the beginning of spring in southern Indiana and everything was get-

ting green. Of course we don't have farms at home like those in Indi-

ana. The children had never seen such farms as those, and I reckon,

kidlike, they had to take it in.

So all of them kept running up and down the aisle—well, no, ex-

cept for you and Grover. You were too young, Eugene. You were just

three, I kept you with me. As for Grover—well, I'm going to tell you

about that.

But the rest of them kept running up and down the aisle and from

one window to another. They kept calling out and hollering to each

other every time they saw something new. They kept trying to look

out on all sides, in every way at once, as if they wished they had eyes

at the back of their heads. It was the first time any of them had ever

been in Indiana, and I reckon that it all seemed strange and new.

And so it seemed they couldn't get enough. It seemed they never

could be still. They kept running up and down and back and forth,

hollering and shouting to each other, until
—

"I'll vowl You children!

I never saw the beat of youl" I said. "The way that you keep running

up and down and back and forth and never can be quiet for a minute

beats all I ever saw," I said.

You see, they were excited about going to St. Louis, and so curious

over everything they saw. They couldn't help it, and they wanted to

see everything. But—"I'll vowl" I said. "If you children don't sit

down and rest you'll be worn to a frazzle before we ever get to see St.

Louis and the FairI"

Except for Grover! He—no, sir! not him. Now, boy, I want to tell

you—I've raised the lot of you—and if I do say so, there wasn't a

numbskull in the lot. But Groverl Well, you've all grown up now,

all of you have gone away, and none of you are children any more.

. . . And of course, I hope that, as the fellow says, you have reached

the dignity of man's estate. I suppose you have the judgment of

grown men. . . . But Groverl Grover had it even then!

Oh, even as a child, you know—at a time when I was almost afraid

to trust the rest of you out of my sight—I could depend on Grover.

He could go anywhere, I could send him anywhere, and I'd always

know he'd get back safe, and do exactly what I told him to!
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Why, I didn't even have to tell him. You could send that child to

market and tell him what you wanted, and he'd come home with

twice as much as you could get yourself for the same money!

Now you know, I've always been considered a good trader. But

Groverl—why, it got so finally that I wouldn't even tell him. Your

papa said to me: "You'd be better off if you'd just tell him what you

want and leave the rest to him. For," your papa says, "damned if I

don't believe he's a better trader than you are. He gets more for the

money than anyone I ever saw."

Well, I had to admit it, you know. I had to own up then. Grover,

even as a child, was a far better trader than I was Why, yes, they

told it on him all over town, you know. They said all of the market

men, all of the farmers, knew him. They'd begin to laugh when they

saw him coming—they'd say: "Look out! Here's Grover! Here's one

trader you're not going to fool!"

And they were right! That child! I'd say, "Grover, suppose you run

uptown and see if they've got anything good to eat today"—and I'd

just wink at him, you know, but he'd know what I meant. I wouldn't

let on that I wanted anything exactly, but I'd say, "Now it just occurs

to me that some good fresh stuff may be coming in from the country,

so suppose you take this dollar and just see what you can do with it."

Well, sir, that was all that was needed. The minute you told that

child that you depended on his judgment, he'd have gone to the ends

of the earth for you—and, let me tell you something, he wouldn't

miss, either!

His eyes would get as black as coals—oh! the way that child would

look at you, the intelligence and sense in his expression. He'd say:

"Yes, ma'am! Now don't you worry, mama. You leave it all to me

—

and I'll do good\" said Grover.

And he'd be off like a streak of lightning and—oh Lord! As your

father said to me, "I've been living in this town for almost thirty

years," he said
—

"I've seen it grow up from a crossroads village, and I

thought I knew everything there was to know about it—but that

child
—

" your papa says
—

"he knows places that I never heard of!" . .

.

Oh, he'd go right down there to that place below your papa's shop

where the drayman and the country people used to park their

wagons—or he'd go down there to those old lots on Concord Street

where the farmers used to keep their wagons. And, child that he was,
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he'd go right in among them, sir

—

Grover would!—go right in and

barter with them like a grown man!

And he'd come home with things he'd bought that would make

your eyes stick out. . . . Here he comes one time with another boy,

dragging a great bushel basket full of ripe termaters between them.

"Why, Grover!" I says. "How on earth are we ever going to use them?

Why they'll go bad on us before we're half way through with them."

"Well, mama," he says, "I know—" oh, just as solemn as a judge

—

"but they were the last the man had," he says, "and he wanted to go

home, and so I got them for ten cents," he says. "They were so

cheap," said Grover, "I thought it was a shame to let 'em go, and I

figgered that what we couldn't eat—why," says Grover, "you could

put up\" Well, the way he said it—so earnest and so serious—I had

to laugh. "But I'll vow!" I said. "If you don't beat all!" . . . But that

was Groverl—the way he was in those days! As everyone said, boy

that he was, he had the sense and judgment of a grown man. . . .

Child, child, I've seen you all grow up, and all of you were bright

enough. There were no half-wits in my family. But for all-around in-

telligence, judgment, and general ability, Grover surpassed the whole

crowd. I've never seen his equal, and everyone who knew him as a

child will say the same.

So that's what I tell them now when they ask me about all of you.

I have to tell the truth. I always said that you were smart enough,

Eugene—but when they come around and brag to me about you, and

about how you have got on and have a kind of name— I don't let on,

you know. I just sit there and let them talk. I don't brag on you

—

if they want to brag on you, that's their business. I never bragged on

one of my own children in my life. When father raised us up, we
were all brought up to believe that it was not good breeding to brag

about your kin. "If the others want to do it," father said, "well, let

them do it. Don't ever let on by a word or sign that you know what

they are talking about. Just let them do the talking, and say nothing."

So when they come around and tell me all about the things you've

done—I don't let on to them, I never say a word. Why yes!—why,

here, you know—oh, along about a month or so ago, this feller comes

—a well-dressed man, you know—he looked intelligent, a good sub-

stantial sort of person. He said he came from New Jersey, or some-

where up in that part of the country, and he began to ask me all sorts
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of questions—what you were like when you were a boy, and all such

stuff as that.

I just pretended to study it all over and then I said, "Well, yes"

—

real serious-like, you know—"well, yes—I reckon I ought to know a

little something about him. Eugene was my child, just the same as all

the others were. I brought him up just the way I brought up all the

others. And," I says—oh, just as solemn as you please
—

"he wasn't a

bad sort of a boy. Why," I says, "up to the time that he was twelve

years old he was just about the same as any other boy—a good, aver-

age, normal sort of fellow."

"Oh," he says. "But didn't you notice something? Wasn't there

something kind of strange?" he says
—

"something different from

what you noticed in the other children?"

I didn't let on, you know—I just took it all in and looked as

solemn as an owl—I just pretended to study it all over, just as serious

as you please.

"Why no," I says, real slow-like, after I'd studied it all over. "As I

remember it, he was a good, ordinary, normal sort of boy, just like all

the others."

"Yes," he says—oh, all excited-like, you know— "But didn't you

notice how brilliant he was? Eugene must have been more brilliant

than the rest!"

"Well, now," I says, and pretended to study that all over too. "Now
let me see Yes," I says—I just looked him in the eye, as solemn as

you please
—

"he did pretty well. . . . Well, yes," I says, "I guess he

was a fairly bright sort of a boy. I never had no complaints to make
of him on that score. He was bright enough," I says. "The only

trouble with him was that he was lazy."

"Lazy!" he says—oh, you should have seen the look upon his face,

you know—he jumped like someone had stuck a pin in him. "Lazy!"

he says. "Why, you don't mean to tell me "

"Yes," I says—oh, I never cracked a smile
—

"I was telling him the

same thing myself the last time that I saw him. I told him it was a

mighty lucky thing for him that he had the gift of gab. Of course, he

went off to college and read a lot of books, and I reckon that's where
he got this flow of language they say he has. But as I said to him the

last time that I saw him: 'Now look a-here,' I said. 'If you can earn

your living doing a light, easy class of work like this you do,' I says,
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'you're mighty lucky, because none of the rest of your people,' I says,

'had any such luck as that. They had to work hard for a living/
"

Oh, I told him, you know. I came right out with it. I made no

bones about it. And I tell you what—I wish you could have seen his

face. It was a study.

"Well," he says, at last, "you've got to admit this, haven't you—he

was the brightest boy you had, now wasn't he?"

I just looked at him a moment. I had to tell the truth. I couldn't

fool him any longer. "No," I says. "He was a good, bright boy—I got

no complaint to make about him on that score—but the brightest

boy I had, the one that surpassed all the rest of them in sense, and

understanding, and in judgment—the best boy I had—the smartest

boy I ever saw—was—well, it wasn't Eugene," I said. "It was another

one."

He looked at me a moment, then he said, "Which boy was that?"

Well, I just looked at him, and smiled. I shook my head, you know.

I wouldn't tell him. "I never brag about my own," I said. "You'll

have to find out for yourself."

But—I'll have to tell you—and you know yourself, I brought the

whole crowd up, I knew you all. And you can take my word for it

—

the best one of the lot was

—

Groverl

And when I think of Grover as he was along about that time, I al-

ways see him sitting there, so grave and earnest-like, with his nose

pressed to the window, as we went down through Indiana in the

morning, to the Fair.

All through that morning we were going down along beside the

Wabash River—the Wabash River flows through Indiana, it is the

river that they wrote the song about—so all that morning we were

going down along the river. And I sat with all you children gathered

about me as we went down through Indiana, going to St. Louis, to

the Fair.

And Grover sat there, so still and earnest-like, looking out the win-

dow, and he didn't move. He sat there like a man. He was just eleven

and a half years old, but he had more sense, more judgment, and

more understanding than any child I ever saw.

So here he sat beside this gentleman and looked out the window.

I never knew the man—I never asked his name—but I tell you what!

He was certainly a fine-looking, well-dressed, good, substantial sort of
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man, and I could see that he had taken a great liking to Grover. And
Grover sat there looking out, and then turned to this gentleman, as

grave and earnest as a grown-up man, and says, "What kind of crops

grow here, sir?" Well, this gentleman threw his head back and just

hah-hahed. "Well, I'll see if I can tell you," says this gentleman, and

then, you know, he talked to him, they talked together, and Grover

took it all in, as solemn as you please, and asked this gentleman every

sort of question—what the trees were, what was growing there, how
big the farms were—all sorts of questions, which this gentleman

would answer, until I said: "Why, I'll vow, Groverl You shouldn't

ask so many questions. You'll bother the very life out of this gentle-

man."

The gentleman threw his head back and laughed right out. "Now
you leave that boy alone. He's all right," he said. "He doesn't bother

me a bit, and if I know the answers to his questions I will answer

him. And if I don't know, why, then, I'll tell him so. But he's all

right/* he said, and put his arm round Grover's shoulders. "You

leave him alone. He doesn't bother me a bit."

And I can still remember how he looked that morning, with his

black eyes, his black hair, and with the birthmark on his neck—so

grave, so serious, so earnest-like—as he sat by the train window and

watched the apple trees, the farms, the barns, the houses, and the

orchards, taking it all in, I reckon, because it was strange and new
to him.

It was so long ago, but when I think of it, it all comes back, as if it

happened yesterday. Now all of you have either died or grown up
and gone away, and nothing is the same as it was then. But all of you

were there with me that morning and I guess I should remember how
the others looked, but somehow I don't. Yet I can still see Grover just

the way he was, the way he looked that morning when we went down
through Indiana, by the river, to the Fair.

Ill THE SISTER

Can you remember, Eugene, how Grover used to look? I mean the

birthmark, the black eyes, the olive skin. The birthmark always

showed because of those open sailor blouses kids used to wear. But I

guess you must have been too young when Grover died. ... I was
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looking at that old photograph the other day. You know the one I

mean—that picture showing mama and papa and all of us children

before the house on Woodson Street. You weren't there, Eugene. You

didn't get in. You hadn't arrived when that was taken. . . . You re-

member how mad you used to get when we'd tell you that you were

only a dishrag hanging out in Heaven when something happened?

You were the baby. That's what you get for being the baby. You

don't get in the picture, do you? ... I was looking at that old picture

just the other day. There we were. And, my God, what is it all about?

I mean, when you see the way we were—Daisy and Ben and Grover,

Steve and all of us—and then how everyone either dies or grows up

and goes away—and then—look at us now! Do you ever get to feeling

funny? You know what I mean—do you ever get to feeling queer—
when you try to figure these things out? You've been to college and

you ought to know the answer—and I wish you'd tell me if you know.

My Lord, when I think sometimes of the way I used to be—the

dreams I used to have. Playing the piano, practicing seven hours a

day, thinking that some day I would be a great pianist. Taking sing-

ing lessons from Aunt Nell because I felt that some day I was going

to have a great career in opera. . . . Can you beat it now? Can you

imagine it? Me! In grand opera! . . . Now I want to ask you. I'd like

to know.

My Lord! When I go uptown and walk down the street and see all

these funny-looking little boys and girls hanging around the drug

store—do you suppose any of them have ambitions the way we did?

Do you suppose any of these funny-looking little girls are thinking

about a big career in opera? . . . Didn't you ever see that picture of

us? I was looking at it just the other day. It was made before the old

house down on Woodson Street, with papa standing there in his

swallow-tail, and mama there beside him—and Grover, and Ben, and

Steve, and Daisy, and myself, with our feet upon our bicycles. Luke
poor kid, was only four or five. He didn't have a bicycle like us

But there he was. And there were all of us together.

Well, there I was, and my poor old skinny legs and long white

dress, and two pigtails hanging down my back. And all the funny

looking clothes we wore, with the doo-lolley business on them. . .

But I guess you can't remember. You weren't born.

But, well, we were a right nice-looking set of people, if I do say so
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And there was "86" the way it used to be, with the front porch, the

grape vines, and the flower beds before the house—and "Miss Eliza"

standing there by papa, with a watch charm pinned upon her waist.

... I shouldn't laugh, but "Miss Eliza"—well, mama was a pretty

woman then. Do you know what I mean? "Miss Eliza" was a right

good-looking woman, and papa in his swallow-tail was a good-looking

man. Do you remember how he used to get dressed up on Sunday?

And how grand we thought he was? And how he let me take his

money out and count it? And how rich we all thought he was? And
how wonderful that dinkey little shop on the Square looked to us?

. . . Can you beat it, now? Why we thought that papa was the biggest

man in town and—oh, you can't tell me! You can't tell me! He had

his faults, but papa was a wonderful man. You know he was!

And there was Steve and Ben and Grover, Daisy, Luke, and me
lined up there before the house with one foot on our bicycles. And I

got to thinking back about it all. It all came back.

Do you remember anything about St. Louis? You were only three

or four years old then, but you must remember something. . . . Do
you remember how you used to bawl when I would scrub you? How
you'd bawl for Grover? Poor kid, you used to yell for Grover every

time I'd get you in the tub. . . . He was a sweet kid and he was crazy

about you—he almost brought you up.

That year Grover was working at the Inside Inn out on the Fair

Grounds. Do you remember the old Inside Inn? That big old wooden
thing inside the Fair? And how I used to take you there to wait for

Grover when he got through working? And old fat Billy Pelham at

the newsstand—how he always used to give you a stick of chewing

gum?

They were all crazy about Grover. Everybody liked him. . . . And
how proud Grover was of you! Don't you remember how he used to

show you off? How he used to take you around and make you talk to

Billy Pelham? And Mr. Curtis at the desk? And how Grover would
try to make you talk and get you to say "Grover"? And you couldn't

say it—you couldn't pronounce the "r." You'd say "Gova." Have you

forgotten that? You shouldn't forget that, because—you were a cute

kid, then—Ho-ho-ho-ho-ho—I don't know where it's gone to, but you

were a big hit in those days. ... I tell you, boy, you were Somebody
back in those days.
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And I was thinking of it all the other day when I was looking at

that photograph. How we used to go and meet Grover there, and how
he'd take us to the Midway. Do you remember the Midway? The
Snake-Eater and the Living Skeleton, the Fat Woman and the Chute-

the-chute, the Scenic Railway and the Ferris Wheel? How you bawled

the night we took you up on the Ferris Wheel? You yelled your head

off—I tried to laugh it off, but I tell you, I was scared myself. Back

in those days, that was Something. And how Grover laughed at us

and told us there was no danger. . . . My lord! poor little Grover.

He wasn't quite twelve years old at the time, but he seemed so

grown up to us. I was two years older, but I thought he knew it all.

It was always that way with him. Looking back now, it sometimes

seems that it was Grover who brought us up. He was always looking

after us, telling us what to do, bringing us something—some ice

cream or some candy, something he had bought out of the poor little

money he'd gotten at the Inn.

Then I got to thinking of the afternoon we sneaked away from

home. Mama had gone out somewhere. And Grover and I got on the

street car and went downtown. And my Lord, we thought that we
were going Somewhere. In those days, that was what we called a trip.

A ride in the street car was something to write home about in those

days. ... I hear that it's all built up around there now.

So we got on the car and rode the whole way down into the busi-

ness section of St. Louis. We got out on Washington Street and

walked up and down. And I tell you, boy, we thought that that was

Something. Grover took me into a drug store and set me up to soda

water. Then we came out and walked around some more, down to

the Union Station and clear over to the river. And both of us half

scared to death at what we'd done and wondering what mama would

say if she found out.

We stayed down there till it was getting dark, and we passed by a

lunchroom—an old one-armed joint with one-armed chairs and

people sitting on stools and eating at the counter. We read all the

signs to see what they had to eat and how much it cost, and I guess

nothing on the menu was more than fifteen cents, but it couldn't

have looked grander to us if it had been Delmonico's. So we stood

there with our noses pressed against the window, looking in. Two
skinny little kids, both of us scared half to death, getting the thrill of
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a lifetime out of it. You know what I mean? And smelling everything

with all our might and thinking how good it all smelled. . . . Then
Grover turned to me and whispered: "Come on, Helen. Let's go in. It

says fifteen cents for pork and beans. And I've got the money,"

Grover said. "I've got sixty cents."

I was so scared I couldn't speak. I'd never been in a place like that

before. But I kept thinking, "Oh Lord, if mama should find out!" I

felt as if we were committing some big crime. . . . Don't you know
how it is when you're a kid? It was the thrill of a lifetime. ... I

couldn't resist. So we both went in and sat down on those high stools

before the counter and ordered pork and beans and a cup of coffee.

I suppose we were too frightened at what we'd done really to enjoy

anything. We just gobbled it all up in a hurry, and gulped our coffee

down. And I don't know whether it was the excitement—I guess the

poor kid was already sick when we came in there and didn't know it.

But I turned and looked at him, and he was white as death. . . . And
when I asked him what was the matter, he wouldn't tell me. He was

too proud. He said he was all right, but I could see that he was sick as

a dog So he paid the bill. It came to forty cents—I'll never forget

that as long as I live. . . . And sure enough, we no more than got out

the door—he hardly had time to reach the curb—before it all

came up.

And the poor kid was so scared and so ashamed. And what scared

him so was not that he had gotten sick, but that he had spent all that

money and it had come to nothing. And mama would find out. . . .

Poor kid, he just stood there looking at me and he whispered: "Oh
Helen, don't tell mama. She'll be mad if she finds out." Then we hur-

ried home, and he was still white as a sheet when we got there.

Mama was waiting for us. She looked at us—you know how "Miss

Eliza" looks at you when she thinks you've been doing something that

you shouldn't. Mama said, "Why, where on earth have you two chil-

dren been?" I guess she was all set to lay us out. Then she took one

look at Grover's face. That was enough for her. She said, "Why,
child, what in the world!" She was white as a sheet herself. . . . And
all that Grover said was

—"Mama, I feel sick."

He was sick as a dog. He fell over on the bed, and we undressed

him and mama put her hand upon his forehead and came out in the

hall—she was so white you could have made a black mark on her
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face with chalk—and whispered to me, "Go get the doctor quick,

he's burning up."

And I went chasing up the street, my pigstails flying, to Dr.

Packer's house. I brought him back with me. When he came out of

Grover's room he told mama what to do but I don't know if she even

heard him.

Her face was white as a sheet. She looked at me and looked right

through me. She never saw me. And oh, my Lord, I'll never forget

the way she looked, the way my heart stopped and came up in my
throat. I was only a skinny little kid of fourteen. But she looked as if

she was dying right before my eyes. And I knew that if anything hap-

pened to him, she'd never get over it if she lived to be a hundred.

Poor old mama. You know, he always was her eyeballs—you know
that, don't you?—not the rest of us!—no, sir I I know what I'm talk-

ing about. It always has been Grover—she always thought more of

him than she did of any of the others. And—poor kidl—he was a

sweet kid. I can still see him lying there, and remember how sick he

was, and how scared I was! I don't know why I was so scared. All

we'd done had been to sneak away from home and go into a lunch-

room—but I felt guilty about the whole thing, as if it was my fault.

It all came back to me the other day when I was looking at that

picture, and I thought, my God, we were two kids together, and I

was only two years older than Grover was, and now I'm forty-six. . . .

Can you believe it? Can you figure it out—the way we grow up and

change and go away? . . . And my Lord, Grover seemed so grown-up

to me. He was such a quiet kid—I guess that's why he seemed older

than the rest of us.

I wonder what Grover would say now if he could see that picture.

All my hopes and dreams and big ambitions have come to nothing,

and it's all so long ago, as if it happened in another world. Then it

comes back, as if it happened yesterday. . . . Sometimes I lie awake at

night and think of all the people who have come and gone, and how
everything is different from the way we thought that it would be.

Then I go out on the street next day and see the faces of the people

that I pass. . . . Don't they look strange to you? Don't you see some-

thing funny in people's eyes, as if all of them were puzzled about

something? As if they were wondering what had happened to them

since they were kids? Wondering what it is that they have lost? . . .

Now am I crazy, or do you know what I mean? You've been to col-
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lege, Gene, and I want you to tell me if you know the answer. Now
do they look that way to you? I never noticed that look in people's

eyes when I was a kid—did you?

My God, I wish I knew the answer to these things. I'd like to find

out what is wrong—what has changed since then—and if we have the

same queer look in our eyes, too. Does it happen to us all, to every-

one? . . . Grover and Ben, Steve, Daisy, Luke, and me—all standing

there before that house on Woodson Street in Altamont—there we

are, and you see the way we were—and how it all gets lost. What is

it, anyway, that people lose?

How is it that nothing turns out the way we thought it would be?

It all gets lost until it seems that it has never happened—that it is

something we dreamed somewhere. . . . You see what I mean? ... It

seems that it must be something we heard somewhere—that it hap-

pened to someone else. And then it all comes back again.

And suddenly you remember just how it was, and see again those

two funny, frightened, skinny little kids with their noses pressed

against the dirty window of that lunchroom thirty years ago. You re-

member the way it felt, the way it smelled, even the strange smell in

the old pantry in that house we lived in then. And the steps before

the house, the way the rooms looked. And those two little boys in

sailor suits who used to ride up and down before the house on tri-

cycles. . . . And the birthmark on Grover's neck. . . . The Inside Inn.

... St. Louis, and the Fair.

It all comes back as if it happened yesterday. And then it goes away

again, and seems farther off and stranger than if it happened in a

dream.

IV THE BROTHER

"This is King's Highway," the man said.

And then Eugene looked and saw that it was just a street. There

were some big new buildings, a large hotel, some restaurants and

"bar-grill" places of the modern kind, the livid monotone of neon

lights, the ceaseless traffic of motor cars—all this was new, but it was

just a street. And he knew that it had always been just a street, and

nothing more—but somehow—well, he stood there looking at it,

wondering what else he had expected to find.
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The man kept looking at him with inquiry in his eyes, and Eugene

asked him if the Fair had not been out this way.

"Sure, the Fair was out beyond here," the man said. "Out where

the park is now. But this street you're looking for—don't you remem-

ber the name of it or nothing?" the man said.

Eugene said he thought the name of the street was Edgemont, but

that he wasn't sure. Anyhow it was something like that. And he said

the house was on the corner of that street and of another street.

Then the man said: "What was that other street?"

Eugene said he did not know, but that King's Highway was a block

or so away, and that an interurban line ran past about half a block

from where he once had lived.

"What line was this?" the man said, and stared at him.

"The interurban line," Eugene said.

Then the man stared at him again, and finally, "I don't know no

interurban line," he said.

Eugene said it was a line that ran behind some houses, and that

there were board fences there and grass before the tracks. But some-

how he could not say that it was summer in those days and that you

could smell the ties, a wooden, tarry smell, and feel a kind of absence

in the afternoon after the car had gone. He only said the interurban

line was back behind somewhere between the backyards of some

houses and some old board fences, and that King's Highway was a

block or two away.

He did not say that King's Highway had not been a street in those

days but a kind of road that wound from magic out of some dim and

haunted land, and that along the way it had got mixed in with Tom
the Piper's son, with hot cross buns, with all the light that came and

went, and with coming down through Indiana in the morning, and

the smell of engine smoke, the Union Station, and most of all with

voices lost and far and long ago that said "King's Highway."

He did not say these things about King's Highway because he

looked about him and he saw what King's Highway was. All he could

say was that the street was near King's Highway, and was on the

corner, and that the interurban trolley line was close to there. He
said it was a stone house, and that there were stone steps before it,

and a strip of grass. He said he thought the house had had a turret

at one corner, he could not be sure.
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The man looked at him again, and said, "This is King's Highway,

but I never heard of any street like that."

Eugene left him then, and went on till he found the place. And so

at last he turned into the street, finding the place where the two cor-

ners met, the huddled block, the turret, and the steps, and paused a

moment, looking back, as if the street were Time.

For a moment he stood there, waiting—for a word, and for a door

to open, for the child to come. He waited, but no words were

spoken; no one came.

Yet all of it was just as it had always been, except that the steps

were lower, the porch less high, the strip of grass less wide, than he

had thought. All the rest of it was as he had known it would be. A
graystone front, three-storied, with a slant slate roof, the side red

brick and windowed, still with the old arched entrance in the center

for the doctor's use.

There was a tree in front, and a lamp post; and behind and to the

side, more trees than he had known there would be. And all the

slatey turret gables, all the slatey window gables, going into points,

and the two arched windows, in strong stone, in the front room.

It was all so strong, so solid, and so ugly—and all so enduring and

so good, the way he had remembered it, except he did not smell the

tar, the hot and caulky dryness of the old cracked ties, the boards of

backyard fences and the coarse and sultry grass, and absence in the

afternoon when the street car had gone, and the twins, sharp-visaged

in their sailor suits, pumping with furious shrillness on tricycles up

and down before the house, and the feel of the hot afternoon, and

the sense that everyone was absent at the Fair.

Except for this, it was all just the same; except for this and for

King's Highway, which was now a street; except for this, and for

the child that did not come.

It was a hot day. Darkness had come. The heat rose up and hung

and sweltered like a sodden blanket in St. Louis. It was wet heat,

and one knew that there would be no relief or coolness in the night.

And when one tried to think of the time when the heat would go

away, one said: "It cannot last. It's bound to go away," as we always

say it in America. But one did not believe it when he said it. The
heat soaked down and men sweltered in it; the faces of the people

were pale and greasy with the heat. And in their faces was a patient
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wretchedness, and one felt the kind of desolation that one feels at

the end of a hot day in a great city in America—when one's home is

far away, across the continent, and he thinks of all that distance, all

that heat, and feels, "Oh God! but it's a big country I"

And he feels nothing but absence, absence, and the desolation of

America, the loneliness and sadness of the high, hot skies, and eve-

ning coming on across the Middle West, across the sweltering and

heat-sunken land, across all the lonely little towns, the farms, the

fields, the oven swelter of Ohio, Kansas, Iowa, and Indiana at the

close of day, and voices, casual in the heat, voices at the little sta-

tions, quiet, casual, somehow faded into that enormous vacancy and

weariness of heat, of space, and of the immense, the sorrowful, the

most high and awful skies.

Then he hears the engine and the wheel again, the wailing

whistle and the bell, the sound of shifting in the sweltering yard, and

walks the street, and walks the street, beneath the clusters of hard

lights, and by the people with sagged faces, and is drowned in deso-

lation and in no belief.

He feels the way one feels when one comes back, and knows that

he should not have come, and when he sees that, after all, King's

Highway is—a street; and St. Louis—the enchanted name—a big,

hot, common town upon the river, sweltering in wet, dreary heat,

and not quite South, and nothing else enough to make it better.

It had not been like this before. He could remember how it would

get hot, and how good the heat was, and how he would lie out in

the backyard on an airing mattress, and how the mattress would get

hot and dry and smell like a hot mattress full of sun, and how the

sun would make him want to sleep, and how, sometimes, he would

go down into the basement to feel coolness, and how the cellar

smelled as cellars always smell—a cool, stale smell, the smell of cob-

webs and of grimy bottles. And he could remember, when you

opened the door upstairs, the smell of the cellar would come up to

you—cool, musty, stale and dank and dark—and how the thought

of the dark cellar always filled him with a kind of numb excitement,

a kind of visceral expectancy.

He could remember how it got hot in the afternoons, and how
he would feel a sense of absence and vague sadness in the afternoons,

when everyone had gone away. The house would seem so lonely, and
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sometimes he would sit inside, on the second step of the hall stairs,

and listen to the sound of silence and of absence in the afternoon.

He could smell the oil upon the floor and on the stairs, and see the

sliding doors with their brown varnish and the beady chains across

the door, and thrust his hands among the beady chains, and gather

them together in his arms, and let them clash, and swish with light

beady swishings all around him. He could feel darkness, absence,

varnished darkness, and stained light within the house, through the

stained glass of the window on the stairs, through the small stained

glasses by the door, stained light and absence, silence and the smell

of floor oil and vague sadness in the house on a hot mid-afternoon.

And all these things themselves would have a kind of life: would

seem to wait attentively, to be most living and most still.

He would sit there and listen. He could hear the girl next door

practice her piano lessons in the afternoon, and hear the street car

coming by between the backyard fences, half a block away, and

smell the dry and sultry smell of backyard fences, the smell of coarse

hot grasses by the car tracks in the afternoon, the smell of tar, of dry

caulked ties, the smell of bright worn flanges, and feel the loneliness

of backyards in the afternoon and the sense of absence when the

car was gone.

Then he would long for evening and return, the slant of light,

and feet along the street, the sharp-faced twins in sailor suits upon
their tricycles, the smell of supper and the sound of voices in the

house again, and Grover coming from the Fair.

That is how it was when he came into the street, and found the

place where the two corners met, and turned at last to see if Time
was there. He passed the house: some lights were burning, the door

was open, and a woman sat upon the porch. And presently he

turned, came back, and stopped before the house again. The corner

light fell blank upon the house. He stood looking at it, and put his

foot upon the step.

Then he said to the woman who was sitting on the porch: "This

house—excuse me—but could you tell me, please, who lives here in

this house?"

He knew his words were strange and hollow, and he had not said

what he wished to say. She stared at him a moment, puzzled.
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Then she said: "I live here. Who are you looking for?"

He said, "Why, I am looking for
"

And then he stopped, because he knew he could not tell her what

it was he was looking for.

"There used to be a house
—

" he said.

The woman was now staring at him hard.

He said, "I think I used to live here."

She said nothing.

In a moment he continued, "I used to live here in this house,"

he said, "when I was a little boy."

She was silent, looking at him, then she said: "Oh. Are you sure

this was the house? Do you remember the address?"

"I have forgotten the address," he said, "but it was Edgemont

Street, and it was on the corner. And I know this is the house."

"This isn't Edgemont Street," the woman said. "The name is

Bates."

"Well, then, they changed the name of the street," he said, "but

this is the same house. It hasn't changed."

She was silent a moment, then she nodded: "Yes. They did change

the name of the street. I remember when I was a child they called it

something else," she said. "But that was a long time ago. When was

it that you lived here?"

"In 1904."

Again she was silent, looking at him. Then presently: "Oh. That

was the year of the Fair. You were here then?"

"Yes." He now spoke rapidly, with more confidence. "My mother

had the house, and we were here for seven months. And the house

belonged to Dr. Packer," he went on. "We rented it from him."

"Yes," the woman said, and nodded, "this was Dr. Packer's house.

He's dead now, he's been dead for many years. But this was the

Packer house, all right."

"That entrance on the side," he said, "where the steps go up, that

was for Dr. Packer's patients. That was the entrance to his office."

"Oh," the woman said, "I didn't know that, I've often wondered

what it was. I didn't know what it was for."

"And this big room in front here," he continued, "that was the

office. And there were sliding doors, and next to it, a kind of alcove

for his patients
"
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"Yes, the alcove is still there, only all of it has been made into one

room now—and I never knew just what the alcove was for."

"And there were sliding doors on this side, too, that opened on

the hall—and a stairway going up upon this side. And half-way up

the stairway, at the landing, a little window of colored glass—and

across the sliding doors here in the hall, a kind of curtain made of

strings of beads."

She nodded, smiling. "Yes, it's just the same—we still have the

sliding doors and the stained glass window on the stairs. There's no

bead curtain any more," she said, "but I remember when people had

them. I know what you mean."

"When we were here," he said, "we used the doctor's office for a

parlor—except later on—the last month or two—and then we used

it for—a bedroom."

"It is a bedroom now," she said. "I run the house—I rent rooms

—all of the rooms upstairs are rented—but I have two brothers and

they sleep in this front room."

Both of them were silent for a moment, then Eugene said, "My
brother stayed there too.

"In the front room?" the woman said.

He answered, "Yes."

She paused, then said: "Won't you come in? I don't believe it's

changed much. Would you like to see?"

He thanked her and said he would, and he went up the steps. She

opened the screen door to let him in.

Inside it was just the same—the stairs, the hallway, the sliding

doors, the window of stained glass upon the stairs. And all of it was

just the same, except for absence, the stained light of absence in the

afternoon, and the child who once had sat there, waiting on the

stairs.

It was all the same except that as a child he had sat there feeling

things were Somewhere—and now he knew. He had sat there feeling

that a vast and sultry river was somewhere—and now he knew! He
had sat there wondering what Kings' Highway was, where it began,

and where it ended—now he knew! He had sat there haunted by

the magic word "downtown"—now he knew!—and by the street car

after it had gone—and by all things that came and went and came
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again, like the cloud shadows passing in a wood, that never could

be captured.

And he felt that if he could only sit there on the stairs once more,

in solitude and absence in the afternoon, he would be able to get it

back again. Then would he be able to remember all that he had seen

and been—the brief sum of himself, the universe of his four years,

with all the light of Time upon it—that universe which was so short

to measure, and yet so far, so endless, to remember. Then would he

be able to see his own small face again, pooled in the dark mirror of

the hall, and peer once more into the grave eyes of the child that he

had been, and discover there in his quiet three-years' self the lone

integrity of "I," knowing: "Here is the House, and here House

listening; here is Absence, Absence in the afternoon; and here in

this House, this Absence, is my core, my kernel—here am II"

But as he thought it, he knew that even if he could sit here alone

and get it back again, it would be gone as soon as seized, just as it

had been then—first coming like the vast and drowsy rumors of the

distant and enchanted Fair, then fading like cloud shadows on a

hill, going like faces in a dream—coming, going, coming, possessed

and held but never captured, like lost voices in the mountains long

ago—and like the dark eyes and quiet face of the dark, lost boy, his

brother, who, in the mysterious rhythms of his life and work, used

to come into this house, then go, and then return again.

The woman took Eugene back into the house and through the

hall. He told her of the pantry, told her where it was and pointed

to the place, but now it was no longer there. And he told her of the

backyard, and of the old board fence around the yard. But the old

board fence was gone. And he told her of the carriage house, and

told her it was painted red. But now there was a small garage. And
the backyard was still there, but smaller than he thought, and now
there was a tree.

"I did not know there was a tree," he said. "I do not remember
any tree."

"Perhaps it was not there," she said. "A tree could grow in thirty

years." And then they came back through the house again and

paused at the sliding doors.

"And could I see this room?" he said.
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She slid the doors back. They slid open smoothly, with a rolling

heaviness, as they used to do. And then he saw the room again. It

was the same. There was a window at the side, the two arched win-

dows at the front, the alcove and the sliding doors, the fireplace, with

the tiles of mottled green, the mantel of dark mission wood, the

mantel posts, a dresser and a bed, just where the dresser and the bed

had been so long ago.

"Is this the room?" the woman said. "It hasn't changed?"

He told her that it was the same.

"And your brother slept here where my brothers sleep?"

"This is his room," he said.

They were silent. He turned to go, and said, "Well, thank you. I

appreciate your showing me."

She said that she was glad and that it was no trouble. "And when
you see your family, you can tell them that you saw the house," she

said. "My name is Mrs. Bell. You can tell your mother that a Mrs.

Bell has the house now. And when you see your brother, you can

tell him that you saw the room he slept in, and that you found it

just the same."

He told her then that his brother was dead.

The woman was silent for a moment. Then she looked at him and

said: "He died here, didn't he? In this room?"

He told her that it was so.

"Well, then," she said, "I knew it. I don't know how. But when
you told me he was here, I knew it."

He said nothing. In a moment the woman said, "What did he

die of?"

"Typhoid."

She looked shocked and troubled, and said involuntarily, "My
two brothers

"

"That was a long time ago," he said. "I don't think you need to

worry now."

"Oh, I wasn't thinking about that," she said. "It was just hearing

that a little boy—your brother—was—was in this room that my two

brothers sleep in now "

"Well, maybe I shouldn't have told you then. But he was a good
boy—and if you'd known him you wouldn't mind."

She said nothing, and he added quickly: "Besides, he didn't stay
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here long. This wasn't really his room—but the night he came back

with my sister he was so sick—they didn't move him."

"Oh," the woman said, "I see." And then: "Are you going to tell

your mother you were here?"

"I don't think so."

"I—I wonder how she feels about this room."

"I don't know. She never speaks of it."

"Oh. . . . How old was he?"

"He was twelve."

"You must have been pretty young yourself."

"I was not quite four."

"And—you just wanted to see the room, didn't you? That's why
you came back."

"Yes."

"Well—" indefinitely
—

"I guess you've seen it now."

"Yes, thank you."

"I guess you don't remember much about him, do you? I

shouldn't think you would."

"No, not much."

The years dropped off like fallen leaves: the face came back again

—the soft dark oval, the dark eyes, the soft brown berry on the neck,

the raven hair, all bending down, approaching—the whole appear-

ing to him ghost-wise, intent and instant.

"Now say it

—

GroverV

"Gova."

"No—not Gova—Groverl . . . Say it!"

"Gova."

"Ah-h—you didn't say it. You said Gova. Grover—now say it!"

"Gova."

"Look, I tell you what I'll do if you say it right. Would you like

to go down to King's Highway? Would you like Grover to set you

up? All right, then. If you say Grover and say it right, I'll take you

to King's Highway and set you up to ice cream. Now say it right

—

GroverV

"Gova."

"Ah-h, you-u. You're the craziest little old boy I ever did see.

Can't you even say Grover?"

"Gova."
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"Ah-h, you-u. Old Tongue-Tie, that's what you are. . . . Well,

come on, then, I'll set you up anyway."

It all came back, and faded, and was lost again. Eugene turned to

go, and thanked the woman and said good-bye.

"Well, then, good-bye," the woman said, and they shook hands.

"I'm glad if I could show you. I'm glad if
—

" She did not finish, and

at length she said: "Well, then, that was a long time ago. You'll find

everything changed now, I guess. It's all built up around here now

—

and way out beyond here, out beyond where the Fair Grounds used

to be. I guess you'll find it changed."

They had nothing more to say. They just stood there for a mo-

ment on the steps, and then shook hands once more.

"Well, good-bye."

And again he was in the street, and found the place where the

corners met, and for the last time turned to see where Time had

gone.

And he knew that he would never come again, and that lost

magic would not come again. Lost now was all of it—the street, the

heat, King's Highway, and Tom the Piper's son, all mixed in with

the vast and drowsy murmur of the Fair, and with the sense of

absence in the afternoon, and the house that waited, and the child

that dreamed. And out of the enchanted wood, that thicket of man's

memory, Eugene knew that the dark eye and the quiet face of his

friend and brother—poor child, life's stranger, and life's exile, lost

like all of us, a cipher in blind mazes, long ago—the lost boy was

gone forever, and would not return.

GOD'S LONELY MAN

MY LIFE, more than that of anyone I know, has been spent in

solitude and wandering. Why this is true, or how it happened, I

cannot say; yet it is so. From my fifteenth year—save for a single
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interval—I have lived about as solitary a life as a modern man can

have. I mean by this that the number of hours, days, months, and

years that I have spent alone has been immense and extraordinary.

I propose, therefore, to describe the experience of human loneliness

exactly as I have known it.

The reason that impels me to do this is not that I think my
knowledge of loneliness different in kind from that of other men.

Quite the contrary. The whole conviction of my life now rests upon
the belief that loneliness, far from being a rare and curious phe-

nomenon, peculiar to myself and to a few other solitary men, is the

central and inevitable fact of human existence. When we examine

the moments, acts, and statements of all kinds of people—not only

the grief and ecstasy of the greatest poets, but also the huge unhap-

piness of the average soul, as evidenced by the innumerable strident

words of abuse, hatred, contempt, mistrust, and scorn that forever

grate upon our ears as the manswarm passes us in the streets—we
find, I think, that they are all suffering from the same thing. The
final cause of their complaint is loneliness.

But if my experience of loneliness has not been different in kind

from that of other men, I suspect it has been sharper in intensity.

This gives me the best authority in the world to write of this, our

general complaint, for I believe I know more about it than anyone

of my generation. In saying this, I am merely stating a fact as I see

it, though I realize that it may sound like arrogance or vanity. But

before anyone jumps to that conclusion, let him consider how
strange it would be to meet with arrogance in one who has lived

alone as much as I. The surest cure for vanity is loneliness. For,

more than other men, we who dwell in the heart of solitude are

always the victims of self-doubt. Forever and forever in our loneli-

ness, shameful feelings of inferiority will rise up suddenly to over-

whelm us in a poisonous flood of horror, disbelief, and desolation,

to sicken and corrupt our health and confidence, to spread pollution

at the very root of strong, exultant joy. And the eternal paradox of

it is that if a man is to know the triumphant labor of creation, he

must for long periods resign himself to loneliness, and suffer loneli-

ness to rob him of the health, the confidence, the belief and joy

which are essential to creative work.

To live alone as I have lived, a man should have the confidence
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of God, the tranquil faith of a monastic saint, the stern impregna-

bility of Gibraltar. Lacking these, there are times when anything,

everything, all or nothing, the most trivial incidents, the most

casual words, can in an instant strip me of my armor, palsy my
hand, constrict my heart with frozen horror, and fill my bowels with

the gray substance of shuddering impotence. Sometimes it is nothing

but a shadow passing on the sun; sometimes nothing but the torrid

milky light of August, or the naked, sprawling ugliness and squalid

decencies of streets in Brooklyn fading in the weary vistas of that

milky light and evoking the intolerable misery of countless drab

and nameless lives. Sometimes it is just the barren horror of raw

concrete, or the heat blazing on a million beetles of machinery

darting through the torrid streets, or the cindered weariness of

parking spaces, or the slamming smash and racket of the El, or the

driven manswarm of the earth, thrusting on forever in exacerbated

fury, going nowhere in a hurry.

Again, it may be just a phrase, a look, a gesture. It may be the

cold, disdainful inclination of the head with which a precious, kept,

exquisite princeling of Park Avenue acknowledges an introduction,

as if to say: "You are nothing." Or it may be a sneering reference

and dismissal by a critic in a high-class weekly magazine. Or a letter

from a woman saying I am lost and ruined, my talent vanished, all

my efforts false and worthless—since I have forsaken the truth,

vision, and reality which are so beautifully her own.

And sometimes it is less than these—nothing I can touch or see or

hear or definitely remember. It may be so vague as to be a kind of

hideous weather of the soul, subtly compounded of all the hunger,

fury, and impossible desire my life has ever known. Or, again, it may
be a half-forgotten memory of the cold wintry red of waning Sunday

afternoons in Cambridge, and of a pallid, sensitive, aesthetic face

that held me once in earnest discourse on such a Sunday afternoon

in Cambridge, telling me that all my youthful hopes were pitiful

delusions and that all my life would come to naught, and the red

and waning light of March was reflected on the pallid face with a

desolate impotence that instantly quenched all the young ardors of

my blood.

Beneath the evocations of these lights and weathers, and the cold,

disdainful words of precious, sneering, and contemptuous people,
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all of the joy and singing of the day goes out like an extinguished

candle, hope seems lost to me forever, and every truth that I have

ever found and known seems false. At such a time the lonely man
will feel that all the evidence of his own senses has betrayed him,

and that nothing really lives and moves on earth but creatures of

the death-in-life—those of the cold, constricted heart and the sterile

loins, who exist forever in the red waning light of March and Sun-

day afternoon.

All this hideous doubt, despair, and dark confusion of the soul

a lonely man must know, for he is united to no image save that

which he creates himself, he is bolstered by no other knowledge save

that which he can gather for himself with the vision of his own eyes

and brain. He is sustained and cheered and aided by no party, he is

given comfort by no creed, he has no faith in him except his own.

And often that faith deserts him, leaving him shaken and filled

with impotence. And then it seems to him that his life has come to

nothing, that he is ruined, lost, and broken past redemption, and

that morning—bright, shining morning, with its promise of new
beginnings—will never come upon the earth again as it did once.

He knows that dark time is flowing by him like a river. The huge,

dark wall of loneliness is around him now. It encloses and presses

in upon him, and he cannot escape. And the cancerous plant of

memory is feeding at his entrails, recalling hundreds of forgotten

faces and ten thousand vanished days, until all life seems as strange

and insubstantial as a dream. Time flows by him like a river, and he

waits in his little room like a creature held captive by an evil spell.

And he will hear, far off, the murmurous drone of the great earth,

and feel that he has been forgotten, that his powers are wasting from

him while the river flows, and that all his life has come to nothing.

He feels that his strength is gone, his power withered, while he sits

there drugged and fettered in the prison of his loneliness.

Then suddenly, one day, for no apparent reason, his faith and his

belief in life will come back to him in a tidal flood. It will rise up
in him with a jubilant and invincible power, bursting a window in

the world's great wall and restoring everything to shapes of deathless

brightness. Made miraculously whole and secure in himself, he will

plunge once more into the triumphant labor of creation. All his old

strength is his again: he knows what he knows, he is what he is, he
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has found what he has found. And he will say the truth that is in

him, speak it even though the whole world deny it, affirm it though

a million men cry out that it is false.

At such a moment of triumphant confidence, with this feeling in

me, I dare now assert that I have known Loneliness as well as any

man, and will now write of him as if he were my very brother,

which he is. I will paint him for you with such fidelity to his true

figure that no man who reads will ever doubt his visage with Lone-

liness comes to him hereafter.

The most tragic, sublime, and beautiful expression of human
loneliness which I have ever read is the Book of Job; the grandest

and most philosophical, Ecclesiastes. Here I must point out a fact

which is so much at variance with everything I was told as a child

concerning loneliness and the tragic underweft of life that, when I

first discovered it, I was astounded and incredulous, doubting the

overwhelming weight of evidence that had revealed it to me. But

there it was, as solid as a rock, not to be shaken or denied; and as

the years passed, the truth of this discovery became part of the struc-

ture of my life.

The fact is this: the lonely man, who is also the tragic man, is

invariably the man who loves life dearly—which is to say, the

joyful man. In these statements there is no paradox whatever. The
one condition implies the other, and makes it necessary. The essence

of human tragedy is in loneliness, not in conflict, no matter what

the arguments of the theater may assert. And just as the great tragic

writer (I say, "the tragic writer" as distinguished from "the writer

of tragedies," for certain nations, the Roman and French among
them, have had no great tragic writers, for Vergil and Racine were

none, but rather great writers of tragedy) : just as the great tragic

writer—Job, Sophocles, Dante, Milton, Swift, Dostoevski—has al-

ways been the lonely man, so has he also been the human who loved

life best and had the deepest sense of joy. The real quality and sub-

stance of human joy is to be found in the works of these great tragic

writers as nowhere else in all the records of man's life upon the

earth. In proof of this, I can give here one conclusive illustration:

In my childhood, any mention of the Book of Job evoked in-

stantly in my mind a long train of gloomy, gray, and unbrokenly
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dismal associations. This has been true, I suspect, with most of us.

Such phrases as "Job's comforter," and "the patience of Job," and

"the afflictions of Job," have become part of our common idiom and

are used to refer to people whose woes seem uncountable and un-

ceasing, who have suffered long and silently, and whose gloom has

never been interrupted by a ray of hope or joy. All these associations

had united to make for me a picture of the Book of Job that was

grim, bleak, and constant in its misery. When I first read it as a

child, it seemed to me that the record of Job's tribulations was re-

lieved only by a kind of gloomy and unwilling humor—a humor
not intended by the author, but supplied by my own exasperation,

for my childish sense of proportion and justice was at length so put

upon by this dreary tidal flood of calamities that I had to laugh in

protest.

But any reader of intelligence and experience who has read that

great book in his mature years will realize how false such a picture

is. For the Book of Job, far from being dreary, gray, and dismal, is

woven entire, more than any single piece of writing I can recall,

from the sensuous, flashing, infinitely various, and gloriously

papable material of great poetry; and it wears at the heart of its

tremendous chant of everlasting sorrow the exulting song of ever-

lasting joy.

In this there is nothing strange or curious, but only what is

inevitable and right. For the tragic writer knows that joy is rooted

at the heart of sorrow, that ecstasy is shot through with the sudden

crimson thread of pain, that the knife-thrust of intolerable desire

and the wild, brief glory of possession are pierced most bitterly, at

the very instant of man's greatest victory, by the premonitory sense

of loss and death. So seen and so felt, the best and worst that the

human heart can know are merely different aspects of the same

thing, and are interwoven, both together, into the tragic web of life.

It is the sense of death and loneliness, the knowledge of the

brevity of his days, and the huge impending burden of his sorrow,

growing always, never lessening, that makes joy glorious, tragic, and

unutterably precious to a man like Job. Beauty comes and passes, is

lost the moment that we touch it, can no more be stayed or held

than one can stay the flowing of a river. Out of this pain of loss,

this bitter ecstasy of brief having, this fatal glory of the single mo-
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ment, the tragic writer will therefore make a song for joy. That, at

least, he may keep and treasure always. And his song is full of grief,

because he knows that joy is fleeting, gone the instant that we have

it, and that is why it is so precious, gaining its full glory from the

very things that limit and destroy it.

He knows that joy gains its glory out of sorrow, bitter sorrow, and

man's loneliness, and that it is haunted always with the certainty of

death, dark death, which stops our tongues, our eyes, our living

breath, with the twin oblivions of dust and nothingness. Therefore

a man like Job will make a chant for sorrow, too, but it will still be

a song for joy as well, and one more strange and beautiful than any

other that man has ever sung:

Hast thou given the horse strength? hast thou clothed his neck with

thunder?

Canst thou make him afraid as a grasshopper? the glory of his nostrils is

terrible.

He paweth in the valley, and rejoiceth in his strength: he goeth on to

meet the armed men.

He mocketh at fear, and is not affrighted; neither turneth he back from

the sword.

The quiver rattleth against him, the glittering spear and the shield.

He swalloweth the ground with fierceness and rage; neither believeth he

that it is the sound of the trumpet.

He saith among the trumpets, Ha, ha; and he smelleth the battle afar

off, the thunder of the captains, and the shouting.

That is joy—joy solemn and triumphant; stern, lonely, everlasting

joy, which has in it the full depth and humility of man's wonder,

his sense of glory, and his feeling of awe before the mystery of the

universe. An exultant cry is torn from our lips as we read the lines

about that glorious horse, and the joy we feel is wild and strange,

lonely and dark like death, and grander than the delicate and lovely

joy that men like Herrick and Theocritus described, great poets

though they were.

Just as the Book of Job and the sermon of Ecclesiastes are, each
in its own way, supreme histories of man's loneliness, so do all the

books of the Old Testament, in their entirety, provide the most
final and profound literature of human loneliness that the world
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has known. It is astonishing with what a coherent unity of spirit and

belief the life of loneliness is recorded in those many books—how
it finds its full expression in the chants, songs, prophecies, and

chronicles of so many men, all so various, and each so individual,

each revealing some new image of man's secret and most lonely

heart, and all combining to produce a single image of his loneliness

that is matchless in its grandeur and magnificence.

Thus, in a dozen books of the Old Testament—in Job, Ecclesi-

astes, and the Song of Solomon; in Psalms, Proverbs, and Isaiah; in

words of praise and words of lamentation; in songs of triumph and

in chants of sorrow, bondage, and despair; in boasts of pride and

arrogant assertion, and in stricken confessions of humility and fear;

in warning, promise, and in prophecy; in love, hate, grief, death,

loss, revenge, and resignation; in wild, singing jubilation and in

bitter sorrow—the lonely man has wrought out in a swelling and

tremendous chorus the final vision of his life.

The total, all-contributary unity of this conception of man's lone-

liness in the books of the Old Testament becomes even more aston-

ishing when we begin to read the New. For, just as the Old Testa-

ment becomes the chronicle of the life of loneliness, the gospels of

the New Testament, with the same miraculous and unswerving

unity, become the chronicle of the life of love. What Christ is saying

always, what he never swerves from saying, what he says a thousand

times and in a thousand different ways, but always with a central

unity of belief, is this: "I am my Father's son, and you are my
brothers." And the unity that binds us all together, that makes this

earth a family, and all men brothers and the sons of God, is love.

The central purpose of Christ's life, therefore, is to destroy the

life of loneliness and to establish here on earth the life of love. The
evidence to support this is clear and overwhelming. It should be

obvious to everyone that when Christ says: "Blessed are the poor in

spirit: for theirs is the kingdom of heaven," "Blessed are they that

mourn: for they shall be comforted," "Blessed are the meek: for

they shall inherit the earth," "Blessed are they which do hunger

and thirst after righteousness: for they shall be filled," "Blessed are

the merciful: for they shall obtain mercy," and "Blessed are the

pure in heart: for they shall see God"—Christ is not here extolling

the qualities of humility, sorrow, meekness, righteousness, mercy,
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and purity as virtues sufficient in themselves, but he promises to men
who have these virtues the richest reward that men were ever

offered.

And what is that reward? It is a reward that promises not only

the inheritance of the earth, but the kingdom of heaven as well. It

tells men that they shall not live and die in loneliness, that their

sorrow will not go unassuaged, their prayers unheard, their hunger

and thirst unfed, their love unrequited: but that, through love, they

shall destroy the walls of loneliness forever; and even if the evil and

unrighteous of this earth shall grind them down into the dust, yet

if they bear all things meekly and with love, they will enter into

a fellowship of joy, a brotherhood of love, such as no men on earth

ever knew before.

Such was the final intention of Christ's life, the purpose of his

teaching. And its total import was that the life of loneliness could

be destroyed forever by the life of love. Or such, at least, has been

the meaning which I read into his life. For in these recent years

when I have lived alone so much, and known loneliness so well, I

have gone back many times and read the story of this man's words

and life to see if I could find in them a meaning for myself, a way
of life that would be better than the one I had. I read what he had

said, not in a mood of piety or holiness, not from a sense of sin, a

feeling of contrition, or because his promise of a heavenly reward

meant very much to me. But I tried to read his bare words nakedly

and simply, as it seems to me he must have uttered them, and as I

have read the words of other men—of Homer, Donne, and Whit-

man, and the writer of Ecclesiastes—and if the meaning I have put

upon his words seems foolish or extravagant, childishly simple or

banal, mine alone or not different from what ten million other men
have thought, I have only set it down here as I saw it, felt it, found

it for myself, and have tried to add, subtract, and alter nothing.

And now I know that though the way and meaning of Christ's

life is a far, far better way and meaning than my own, yet I can

never make it mine; and I think that this is true of all the other

lonely men that I have seen or known about—the nameless, voice-

less, faceless atoms of this earth as well as Job and Everyman and
Swift. And Christ himself, who preached the life of love, was yet as

lonely as any man that ever lived. Yet I could not say that he was
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mistaken because he preached the life of love and fellowship, and

lived and died in loneliness; nor would I dare assert his way was

wrong because a billion men have since professed his way and never

followed it.

I can only say that I could not make his way my own. For I have

found the constant, everlasting weather of man's life to be, not love,

but loneliness. Love itself is not the weather of our lives. It is the

rare, the precious flower. Sometimes it is the flower that gives us life,

that breaches the dark walls of all our loneliness and restores us to

the fellowship of life, the family of the earth, the brotherhood of

man. But sometimes love is the flower that brings us death; and

from it we get pain and darkness; and the mutilations of the soul,

the maddening of the brain, may be in it.

How or why or in what way the flower of love will come to us,

whether with life or death, triumph or defeat, joy or madness, no

man on this earth can say. But I know that at the end, forever at

the end for us—the houseless, homeless, doorless, driven wanderers

of life, the lonely men—there waits forever the dark visage of our

comrade, Loneliness.

But the old refusals drop away, the old avowals stand—and we
who were dead have risen, we who were lost are found again, and

we who sold the talent, the passion, and belief of youth into the

keeping of the fleshless dead, until our hearts were corrupted, our

talent wasted, and our hope gone, have won our lives back bloodily,

in solitude and darkness; and we know that things will be for us as

they have been, and we see again, as we saw once, the image of the

shining city. Far flung, and blazing into tiers of jeweled light, it

burns forever in our vision as we walk the Bridge, and strong tides

are bound round it, and the great ships call. And we walk the

Bridge, always we walk the Bridge alone with you, stern friend, the

one to whom we speak, who never failed us. Hear:

"Loneliness forever and the earth againl Dark brother and stern

friend, immortal face of darkness and of night, with whom the half

part of my life spent, and with whom I shall abide now till my
death forever—what is there for me to fear as long as you are with

me? Heroic friend, blood-brother of my life, dark face—have we
not gone together down a million ways, have we not coursed

together the great and furious avenues of night, have we not crossed
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the stormy seas alone, and known strange lands, and come again to

walk the continent of night and listen to the silence of the earth?

Have we not been brave and glorious when we were together,

friend? Have we not known triumph, joy, and glory on this earth

—

and will it not be again with me as it was then, if you come back

to me? Come to me, brother, in the watches of the night. Come to

me in the secret and most silent heart of darkness. Come to me as

you always came, bringing to me again the old invincible strength,

the deathless hope, the triumphant joy and confidence that will

storm the earth again."





DEATH



THE FOLLOWING two selections are justly famous comments

by Wolfe on death, and they form together a fitting conclusion to

this Reader.

The first, "Toward Which," is an arrangement as verse of the

paragraphs printed as a conclusion to You Can't Go Home Again.

The arrangement is by John S. Barnes. This passage, in essentially

the same language, first appeared as the conclusion to "I Have a

Thing to Tell You", a short novel serialized in the New Republic,

March 10, 17, 24, 1937. There it was a part of a farewell to Germany.

It was later added to the final page of You Can't Go Home Again,

and there it appears to be a prophecy of his approaching death.

The version here printed is from A Stone, A Leaf, A Door, Poems

by Thomas Wolfe, arranged by John S. Barnes (New York: Charles

Scribner's Sons, 1945) , page 166.

The letter to Maxwell E. Perkins is from The Letters of Thomas

Wolfe, edited by Elizabeth Nowell (New York: Charles Scribner's

Sons, 1956) ,
pages 777-778.



TOWARD WHICH

Something has spoken to me in the night,

Burning the tapers of the waning year;

Something has spoken in the night,

And told me I shall die, I know not where.

Saying:

"To lose the earth you know, for greater knowing;

To lose the life you have, for greater life;

To leave the friends you loved, for greater loving;

To find a land more kind than home, more large than

earth—

"—Whereon the pillars of this earth are founded,

Toward which the conscience of the world is tending

—

A wind is rising, and the rivers flow."

TO MAXWELL E. PERKINS

The following note, written to Maxwell Perkins on August 12,

1938, when Wolfe first had intimations of death, was the last letter

which he was ever to write.

Providence Hospital

Seattle, Washington

August 12, 1938

Dear Max:
I'm sneaking this against orders, but "I've gojtjijmnch"—and I

wanted to write these words to you.
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I've made a long voyage and been to a strange country, and I've

seen the dark man very close; and I don't think I was too much
afraid of him, but so much of mortality still clings to me—I wanted

most desperately to live and still do, and I thought about you all a

thousand times, and wanted to see you all again, and there was the

impossible anguish and regret of all the work I had not done, of

all the work I had to do—and I know now I'm just a grain of dust,

and I feel as if a great window has been opened on life I did not

know about before—and if I come through this, I hope to God I

am a better man, and in some strange way I can't explain, I know
I am a deeper and a wiser one. If I get on my feet and out of here,

it will be months before I head back, but if I get on my feet, I'll

come back.

Whatever happens—I had this "hunch" and wanted to write you

and tell you, no matter what happens or has happened, I shall

always think of you and feel about you the way it was that Fourth

of July day three years ago* when you met me at the boat, and we
went out of the cafe on the river and had a drink and later went on

top of the tall building, and all the strangeness and the glory and

the power of life and of the city was below.

Yours always,

Tom

* The fourth of July, 1935, was the day on which Wolfe had returned to

America to find Of Time and the River a great success.
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