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A GALLERY OF WOMEN

REINA

HE home from which she came was a makeshift affair at best,
with a mother who was soft and placative and sentimental
and with no least grasp of life, and a semi-neurotic father of Dutch
extraction who was little more than a left-over sprout of a
decayed branch of a family tree that somewhere and at some
time may have been something. Here (meaning a small town
in our American north-west) he was a locksmith, and from all
accounts an erratic one. He curled his moustache upward and
donned a dress-suit once or twice a year. He thought he
could play the violin. He told vile stories and seemed to like
to shock his own children. He was described to me as a
physical coward, a man who browbeat his wife (where he was
afraid of other men). Being the irresponsible that he was, he
shifted most of the burden of life to her, who made a large
percentage of the living by running a rooming-house.

First impressions are keenest. When I first saw Reina I
thought she was a silly, and yet not quite. That little lavender
hat pulled down over her bobbed tow-~coloured hair (bleached
to that shade, of course) and the lavender throw that accom-
panied it seemed to suggest a keen sense of harmony, as did
the very light grey suit reaching to but an inch or two below
the knees. She had a habit of standing as a boy will, legs far
apart, head thrown back and grey-blue eyes dancing with an
irresistible zest for life. At least, I said, she is alive—very
much so. And then the really funny stories, always vulgar
but laugh-provoking in spite of anything one might think,
and leaving one wondering how she could have the effrontery
to tell them so calmly. It seemed to imply disrespect and at
times even a low estimate of oneself. And yet there was no
least trace of pruriency in her stories ; rather, it was a coarse
and yet healthy sense of the ridiculous which prompted her.
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Let us say that she was unconsciously and at times even
charmingly vulgar, which may seem to be a paradox but is not.

Rhoda, the elder half-sister, was a really beautiful girl,
intelligent and very clever. Beautiful enough to be a figure
of sorts in the movies, she was still sweet enough to retain the
natural charms of a temperament that was as yet vague but
beauty bent. She had not become hard or bold and pushing,
Hers was a nature that craved the perpetuation of all home-
ties and connections if possible. You are to remember that
Rhoda had not seen Reina for nearly five years, herself having
married and removed from her native city five years before.
Since then Reina had married.

For months before meeting her I had been hearing of the
interesting if not wonderful Reina. She was young, pretty,
bubbling with life, a good horsewoman. She was affectionate
and sisterly, and was now married to a young managing
lumberman. They had had a little home in some interior
lumber district in Washington, but Reina, accustomed as she
was to the metropolitan delights of Spokane and Seattle, soon
grew tired of this backwoods life and fled, riding on a caboose
to a main-line station some forty miles away. The husband,
seemingly unable to live without her, had thrown up his con~
nection with the lumber business, which was earning him
four thousand a year, and had followed her. Twice in a
married life of not more than three years she had left him in
this way because the conditions surrounding the thing he
chanced to be doing were not to her taste. And in both
instances he had dropped everything and followed her, hoping
to induce her to come back to him. Temperamentally,
apparently, he needed her. After knowing her for some
time and realizing what a fool she was in some ways and what
a pest she might prove to some men in almost every way, and
knowing him too, as I did then, I could still see how he might
like and even need her. She had health, energy, humour and
youthfulness, at least, and probably represented those qualities
to him. When things were going against them, though, instead
of being an aid or a comfort, she could be very dour, nasty, really.

When I met Sven he was not more than twenty-five, good-
looking and ambitious. More, he was tactful and approach-
able, but without the advantages of an education. His father,
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a Swedish farmer and dairyman, had apparently not believed
in giving his children even a common school education. On
the contrary, so I heard, he did his best to handicap them in
this respect and in consequence Sven, who had run away from
the farm at fifteen, used such English as he had heard spoken
about him. Unless cautioned he would use done for did,
learned for taught, seem for saw, and some other of those
amusing Americanisms beloved by those who constitute the
rank and file. Once he learned that he was using incorrect
English, however, he preferred to remain silent or to imitate
those who were speaking correctly, which was much more
than could be said for Reina. Professionally he was a good
lumberman, with a practical knowledge of woods and skilled
in their preparation for the market. He was also, as I know,
an excellent garage man, having mastered the mysteries of the
automobile and being able to manage a garage when necessary.
And he was the type of youth who was willing to do almost
anything in order to get along.

But if Sven used bad grammar, Reina used worse. Mors,
Malaprop at her worst wasn’t a patch. “ Say, ya know what
I done yesterday ! Gee, I wish ya coulda seen ! I sure come
near ballin’ things up, all right, all right. It was this way,
see. Me an’ Sven was walkin’ along Seventh Street when
who should come chasin’ but—well, give a guess. Monty !
Sure. The same old Monty. An’ in a nobby coat, too.
Gee, you oughta seen ! That guy musta come into some
money since I saw him last. An’ it didn’t make no difference
to him that Sven an’ me was married. He didn’t get it, I
guess. Ya can’t learn that guy nothin’. Just grabbed me by
the arm like he used to. ‘Where ya goin’? Who’s your
friend?’ Then I introduced him, an’ Sven lookin’ at me
an’ him all the time like he could swalla us. Can ya feature
that ? An’ me always tellin’ Sven there wasn’t nobody could
get fresh with me | Well, I come pretty near cashin’ in then,
but I had to laugh afterwards. But I got away with it
‘ Here,’ I says, ‘do ya wanta get hurt? ‘This ain’t school-
days no more. Meet my husband, Sven, see?’ Then he
savvies an’ gets awful polite an’ nice like. An’ Sven he
softens a little because I ring in that Monty’s father has money
an’ that Monty might be lookin’ fer sompin to invest in, an’
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in a little bit they gets to talkin’. But can ya feature that
stuff ? An’Svenasjealousasheis? Well, when Sven wasn’t
lookin’ ya bet I give Monty one look. °Watcha doin’?
Where ya goin’?’ Ya bet I got it over to him that he’d
better cut that stuff. Los Angeles ain’t Spokane by a lot.
But fer a minute there I thought there might be sompin
rough. Isuredid. Ya know Sven when he gets hot. Gee !
I sure was curled up there for a second or two. But he thinks
Monty went to school with me, so it’s all right now, see ?
That was typical of much that I listened to for months and
months, and in spite of anything and everything done to make
her see the error of her ways. Grammar was not to be im-
pressed upon Reina, via correction, example or a stick. She
could sit in upon the most perfect English spoken by as many
as seventeen masters of the art and of a sudden burst in with
“ Whoja think me an’ Sven seen ? ” or *“Sven an’ me was
thinkin’ . . .” And her sister, who because of her beauty
had been able to marry an easterner from upper New York
State of no little position and social training, although she had
since left him and had managed to place herself in a more
interesting walk of life, was made restless and unhappy by the
sharp realization thatsince leaving homeshe had encountered con-
ditions which had taught her much that her sister did not know.
But what a bubbling, enthusiastic temperament ! It was
easy to understand why a man, if he were not too well informed
about grammar himself, might become very much attached to
Reina., She had the pertness and inquisitiveness of a collie or
a crow. And she was famishing for want of pleasures and
luxuries such as others possessed but of which she had scarcely
tasted as yet. Hence sister Rhoda’s quaint little apartment in
Hollywood, with its balconies, its flowers, its french windows,
its Persian cat and Chow dog, seemed to affect her as might
strong drink a devotee of the demon rum. Gee !—her
favourite expression. Everything was either *classy” or
‘“swell ” or “ nobby ” or, occasionally, *the cat’s whiskers,”
or even—1I blush to repeat a tithe of all the amazing expressions
she used—* the cat’s pajamas.” A reproduction of The Pot
of Basil which ornamented one wall was “ swell,” but “ Gee,
she’s kinda long-legged, ain’t she ? ” and *“ A dress like that
wouldn’t go now. She musta lived somewhere where they
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wore them things.” The nude figure of a woman draped
about one side of a glass fish-bowl brought forth *“ Didja ever
see a goldfish bowl like that before? Classy, eh ? But she
ain’t got so much of a figure. Ya can see better’n that at
Pantages any day.”

“The trouble is, Reina,” I suggested, * the artist lacked a
suitable model. He should have had a graceful girl like you.”

“ Well, he oughta come with me. I could show him some
that would make him leave his mother.”

That Rhoda resented this brash and brassy line of comment,
even while it amused her, was obvious from the first. She
had been talking so much of the interesting Reina, thinking
of her as she had been a few years before, whereas Reina had
never been all or maybe any of the things she thought her.
Most likely then she had judged her with scarcely any standards
of comparison, whereas by now she had come upon many
standards that had served to change her greatly, In con-
sequence she scarcely knew what to think of Reina now, but
was still too fond of her—the blood-tie and old memories
affecting her too much—to be severely critical. At thesametime
she was greatly troubled lest I conceive all sorts of queer notions
concerning her and her parents, which was only partly true,

One of the things that interested me from the first was why
so sober and industrious 2 man as Sven should have become so
interested in Reina as to want to marry her and follow her
about in this way. He was practical and quiet, determined to
get along and provide Reina with all she desired, while Reina
had no least sense of order or responsibility. Before and for
some time after marrying Sven she had been the boon com-
panion of a girl named Bertha, who appears to have been a
combination of meal-ticket and attendant. This girl possessed
the double advantage of looks and charm for men, two qualities
which Reina admired intensely in any woman. Plus some
means—Bertha, by the way, was the daughter of a well-to-do
laudryman, from whom she could always get money and a
goodly portion of which Reina could get from her, as well as
some little from her own mother. With these several sums
at their command, and because the home town from which
they derived was small and Spokane and Seattle and Tacoma
within easy striking distance, they were accustomed to race
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back and forth between these places, where relatives were
supposed to reside. I judged that Reina supplied the initiative
and daring and inspired these same in her ¢companion. But
why their parents should have permitted all this is more than
I could understand. Careful questioning of Reina from time
to time (her prospective historiographer, you see) elicited the
information that her mother thought that when they went
to Seattle or Spokane or Tacoma she stayed with Bertha’s
relatives, whereas Bertha in dealing with her own parents
merely reversed this fabrication.

For something like a year and a half, which covered Reina’s
pre-nuptial contact with Sven, Bertha and Reina were almost
always together. They went about with men, but according
to Reina and in so far as she was concerned, not to do wrong
but to get automobile rides, free dinners, trinkets and entertain-
ment generally. For Bertha she made no claims. Often they
were placed in perilous positions from which it took the greatest
tact and craft to extricate themselves. The perils of Pauline
were as nothing. ‘The principal of these perils had arisen, as
I soon saw, from the penchant of both for entering cars of
youths who would then proceed to drive to some lone if not
exactly forsaken spot where they would proceed to make
advances which at least Reina, if one could believe her, was
not willing to accept. Thus one night during a ride from
Tacoma to Seattle in a taxi, a distance of thirty miles, they
were attacked at a lonely point on the road by the chauffeur
and a friend who had been brought along. The ruse by which
they managed to escape would not bear publication, but the
genuine perils of the situation would interest anyone. Once
out of the car they ran through the darkness into the woods,
where in the depths they were guided to a cottage by a lighted"
window. The chauffeur and his friend, in search of them,
once passed within a foot of the place where they were crouch-
ing but did not actually stumble over them. Once having
gained the cottage the girls remained there until morning and
then proceeded to Seattle. '

Because of Bertha's generosity and worship of her, as well
as what she gained in entertainment and trinkets by the adven-
tures, there was set up in Reina’s mind, I think, the thought
that life was an easy game, or should be, and that somebody,
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somewhere, would always provide her with the comforts of
existence as she conceived the same, Her interest in Sven,
therefore, when he came upon the scene, was in part based
on this philosophy. But so attractive was he to her that
eventually he succeeded in interrupting and finally partially
destroying this friendship with Bertha. Just the same, and
even when I knew Reina some three years later, whenever
things were not going to her taste it was to Bertha and the
old gay days that she was always reverting or thinking of
returning to. And it was Bertha whom Sven disliked and
feared most of all, I think.

But as a study in dole far niente, when she was about and
planning though not as yet executing some new mischief,
Reina was all that the picture required. When left alone she
might sit for hours in a comfortable chair or before her sister’s
three-panel mirror, twiddling her thumbs or rearranging or
clipping or tinting her hair, rouging her lips and cheeks, touch-
ing up her eyebrows and eyelids, and perfecting her facial
toilet generally, Sometimes she would spend hours in trying
on her sister’s hats or dresses and looking at herself in a tall
mirror and call to me or anyone to see. *Swell, eh?” or
* Classy, what ? ” She would lie abed of a morning, regard-
less of what any or all others might be doing, but by late after-
noon or night she would be up and ready for some form of
entertainment, to be provided by Rhoda, Sven or myself. And
sometimes, though not often, she would help Rhoda prepare
dinner if she could find no easy way of getting out of it, but
always making herself more of a hindrance than a help so as
to warn against future requests.

As a rule, however, there were no dinners prepared here.
The restaurants were far more interesting to Reina, as they
were to Rhoda, for that matter ; but it was always Reina
who would suggest a restaurant whether she had a dime or
not. What about so-and-so’s? Didn’t they have dancing
there? And wasn’t it considered “swell” or * chick”?
Well, so oriented or directed by hints, I might take both.
Whereupon dinner over, and although at the time neither she
nor Sven had any money for such things, he having come to
this new city solely because she had broken up his connection
elsewhere, she would still suggest the theatre or a swimming
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pool or a concert, and apparently with never a thought that
expense might be a factor. Somebody had to pay, so why
should she think ? More, what were men for if not to pay ¢
They had to have girls like her, didn’t they ¢ * Betcha life.”
In consequence, she would usually do her best to heighten the
expense, although, to do her justice, she certainly added to
my entertainment, thus embarrassing Sven, if not me, greatly,
because he was unwilling to accept invitations unless he could
at least pay his share. But that had nothing to do with Reina’s
calculations. She wanted to be entertained, and she was
prepared to blink the sources of the supply as long as the
entertainment was forthcoming,

All this by way of introduction. Once they were settled in
Yos Angeles—and, by the way, Rhoda’s charming apartment
caused Reina snstanter to become openly dissatisfied with any-
thing Sven could offer, and he had very little to offer just then
—she made herself all but 2 permanent guest in her sister’s
home, and with scarcely so much as an invitation or a by-your-
leave. For was not Rhoda her sister ! And what are sisters
for, pray ! And Rhoda being one who attached almost much
too much to blood kinship there was very little need of an
invitation. Reina came and was lovingly and generously
treated always, which was a mistake, as I saw it. For there
was Sven, his difficulties and needs. And certainly Reina
owed him something. Yet in spite of his needs and wishes
and Reina’s obligations as well as her own obvious lack of that
perfection of beauty which made her sister so acceptable to the
moving picture grandees about the various studios, still it was
she, not Rhoda, who at once decided that she also was cut
out for that work and her sister who generously supported her
in her aspirations. And why not? Didn’t men like her ?
Wasn’t she as clever as anyone? Of course. Rhoda was
earning from two to three hundred a week when she worked,
sometimes more. Why couldn’t she, Reina, also tap this
golden dribble ? The only things that stood between her and
her goal were (1) Sven—her marital or household duties to
him, which she never fulfilled anyhow, and (2) the various
difficulties which Rhoda in her time had met and conquered.
In short, like Rhoda, she would have to begin at the bottom
as an extra, and that at seven-and-a-half a day—not forty and
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fifty, as Rhoda now received. She would have to get up as
early as siX or seven and be at the studio, made up, not later
than eight-thirty. She would have to provide her own clothes
and make-up and show considerable interest in and enthusiasm
for the work—all of which threw a heavy wet blanket over
the original fires of her ambition.

For Reina was one for whom there was never any real,
constructive effort. She was a parasite by nature, and for
that affliction there seems to be no cure. Her mind was
not constructive ; there was apparently not a trace of any-
thing in it anywhere which related to building anything, for
herself or others. Things happened ; they were not brought
about by the efforts of anyone. Luck was the great thing,
luck and gifts. Never was it to be expected that one seek to
make anything come to pass via the humdrum process of
labour. Never! Bunk ! All was to be sunshine, blue seas,
waving awnings, ice-cream, balcony dinners, automobile rides,
clothes in the newest mode, dancing and cheerful friends.
Anything less than this was an imposition on the part of either
man or nature, but principally man. A man, if one is so
gracious as to marry him, should provide all these things forth-
with ; otherwise he is a bonehead and worthless, solid ivory.
If one has relatives of any means they should do as much ;
otherwise, why relatives ? Such relatives owe it to all their
kith and kin, but more especially to the one holding the above
views, to provide him or her with joy and plenty. Reina held
such views and was just like this, albeit she could be most
agreeable so long as things were provided in sufficient quantity
and to her taste.

Nevertheless and notwithstanding these traits, the moment
she expressed the thought that she would like to enter upon
this work her sister offered to take her about and introduce
her to such directors and assistants as she knew, albeit she did
talk to Reina of Sven, and how, unless she paid more attention
to him, all this was most likely to end in marital destruction
for both. Only Reina would never hear of Sven as an
obstacle to anything. Not only that but now, as Rhoda also
pointed out, such introductions to anyone really earnest to
enter upon this film work should most certainly prove of the
greatest help and Reina must be sure to take advantage of
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them—make them count. Just the same, and apart from:
going with Rhoda on one or two mornings when she did not
have to get up too early, this proffer was neglected. These
extremely early hours were too much for her. Not only that,
but and although she was previously instructed that she must
be prepared to endure the slights and snubs and insults and
rank overtures even of nearly all connected with the great
film industry in any official capacity, from the sixth assistant
doorman up, still the information did not take. She was
told, for instance, that if any of the directors or actors or what-
not were really interested, she might reasonably expect that
they would attempt to ingratiate themselves by all sorts of
unmeant promises, only Reina was not to listen. Rather she
was to go on about her work—kidding them as much as
possible, and if that failed and she really could not get rid of
them or endure it, well . . . quit. Yet two visits made in
this manner, and with but one or two side ventures of her
own, and Reina was cured.

“What ! Me fall fer them guys? And them makin’ me
wait around all day before they’ll even letcha sec anybody.
Ya bet them guys ain’t goin’ to pull any of that raw stuff on
me. An’ I told ’em who I was, too, an’ who sent me. Did
that get me in? It did not. That little snit over at the
Metro Studio gate just looked at me an’ wouldn’t even take
my name. Said Mr. was busy. An’ the same with
that smart aleck over at Lasky. I never seen such freshies in
all my life, anyhow.” And then came a long and pyrotechnic
picture of what she would do to any of them if they really
‘“got fresh” with her. They needn’t think that because
they had some squeak connection with the movies they could
put anything over on her. Far from it. Of course, now, if
a man was a regular fella and conducted himself as such,
coming up to a girl with respect and ingratiating himself may-
be by an invitation to dinner or an automobile ride—well, if
he looked all right, that might be different. Sometimes a
guy like that might turn out to be all right. . . . I often sat
and laughed and egged her on, just-to be permitted to enjoy
this ebullience ; for that was what it was, sheer animal spirits
and a crazy kind of imagination and zest for life running wild,

But one thing she did decide upon, and that the most
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unreasonable, of course. Sven must get a place in Hollywood,
where rents for small apartments furnished ranged from
seventy-five for the poorest and smallest to two and three
hundred and up for the better and more spacious ones. None
the less, one of these for Sven, who, as I had gathered, had
been rather hard-pressed by her vagaries in the past, and at
this very moment, was for taking a smaller place down-town
where rents were less and so shaping their lives to match his
salary, which was then only forty a week or thereabouts. He
was working as night-man in a garage until he could get
something better. * You wanta remember, Reina,” I heard
him caution her within twenty-four hours after their arrival,
“ that we haven’t any too much money now and we’ll just
have to go slow. We can’t live in Hollywood on nothing.”
And so the place they were compelled to take was not to her
taste. At the other extreme, really. Yet why couldn’t Sven
do better? Wasn’t he 2 man, and hadn’t she married him ?
She had caught a glimpse of Hollywood now, and regardless
of means an immediate way must be found to stay there or
there would be few sweet smiles for him.

Sven not being able to do better at the time, and she being
in no way concerned to add to the exchequer, she took out her
pique in loafing about her sister’s place in Hollywood, while
the latter worked and worked hard. Also nightly, while
Reina slept, Sven cleaned and repaired cars and looked after
the garage, which was never closed. This meant that he had
to sleep by day. But instead of that arousing a proper sym-
pathy for one so industrious it seemed to irritate Reina because
of what she considered either his dullness or his stubbornness.
Why couldn’t he get a day job, anyhow ? What was the use
of any man working at night when there was day work to be
had somewhere ? He needn’t work in a garage ; he under-
stood other things. Besides, if he didn’t, he ought to. In
vain did the industrious and really handsome Sven point out
that because of the low state of their finances he had to take
what he could get at the moment. She did not like that.
‘Time was the essence of her contract with him. He must
hurry and do better by her. Debarred from such comfort as
Rhoda enjoyed, she felt outraged. Besides, at night, just
when they might go out for a little fun, Sven had to go to
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work, And in the morning when she wanted to sleep late,
in he came fresh from his work and waking her up. The
fact that he was considerate enough to breakfast before he
came home was nothing to the point. He chose to work at
night instead of during the day, and for little enough at that,
He should look about and get something that paid more. One
thing he pointed out to Rhoda not long after they arrived was
the fact that it was because of Reina that he had to take the
work and small salary they were now living upon. She would
not stay where he had been able to make big money, not even
long enough for him to get a real start and go into business for
himself, which was his great hope.

The upshot of this was that Rhoda, sympathizing with Reina
on the ground that she was young and hungry for life and had
never really had anything, and yet sympathizing with Sven
quite as much, was anxious to see them comfortable and hence
was full of helpful suggestions. Reina ought to be more
considerate of Sven. Sven ought to get day work if he could.
It wasn’t right to leave her all alone at night. To make
things a little easier for them she first gave Reina a hundred
dollars or so for her own use and then offered to lend Sven
something to go on in case he would drop what he was doing
and look for day work or find an interest in some lumber
concern, which same he was -fully competent to manage.
Also she suggested that he get better rooms, even if she had
to make up the difference. And if he found the right sort of
company in which to invest she would lend him the money to
make the investment. When he got on his feet he was to get
a car so that they could see something of the world in which
they had so summarily injected themselves.

Sven, being the sort of youth he was, was all honest gratitude
and anxious to make the most of this windfall. Forthwith he
proceeded to spend most of his daytime sleeping hours in look-
ing up one and another of the many advertised opportunities.
Eventually he uncovered one in which, for the sum of one
thousand cash invested and the sale of a certain number of
shares that must be sold and the taking over of a number for
himself, to be paid for piecemeal, he was to receive the title
and assume the duties of secretary of a lumber company, He
was to have a polished oak desk with his name on it, as well
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as his name on the door. Also a salary of sixty-five dollars,
to begin at once. Rhoda approving when all this was duly
laid before her, he proceeded to close the deal and to carry out
the details of his part of the contract. Needless to say, Sven
being cautious and careful and rather clever when it came to
things of this sort, he was soon well along on the path toward
a moderate competence. At once he began planning the con-
struction of a number of small houses, to be sold for three
thousand and which were to net him or his company nearly
one thousand. He and Rhoda were to make real money in
the future. She would never regret having aided him. And
I am sure that he meant all he said.

But I wish you might have seen Reina once these plans had
passed the tentative stage and bid fair to come about, or after
Sven had actually assumed his duties as secretary and they had
moved to three rooms farther out, where there were flowers and
a lawn and a better view. The airs| The assurance and
swelling superiority ! Sven was now the secretary and part
owner of a lumber company. And they were living in a
three-room apartment with a balcony on the borders of Holly-
wood. And they had a small car, a second-hand something,
but not bad-looking, for Sven was a judge of bargains in that
field. Yet instead of interesting herself in Sven and what he
was doing, she was now most interested to know what they
could do in order to entertain themselves. At once, of course,
they must motor to Santa Barbara, ditto to Big Bear, ditto to
Riverside, ditto to San Francisco, ditto to Bakersfield. And
wouldn’t it be fine if they had a piano—or a new victrola,
anyhow—and Rhoda would come and bring some of her
friends and they could dance, etc. etc. etc.  Everything, as
you see, for Reina ; very little for Sven, And yet I doubt if
I ever saw a happier young man, for a while, anyhow. B
Reina’s own admission he was up early and back late, following
closely the possibilities that were now before him. Within the
space of a very few weeks he had been able to dispose of a large
number of shares of stock. Also he was able to handle quite
all the details of shipment and delivery, while others sold the
lumber ordered from northern firms. His one mistake, if it
was a mistake, was his desire to clear off too quickly the cost
price of the shares allotted him so that by the next year he
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and Reina might have plenty to live on. His mistake, if any,
was in thinking that Reina might be persuaded or prompted
whole-heartedly to help him do this.

Most assuredly that dream was not well-founded. 1 never
saw a young wife do less for an ambitious husband and expect
more. ‘The garish moving picture atmosphere of Hollywood,
as well as the summery sweet-to~do-nothing mood of Los
Angeles as a whole, seemed to get into her veins and make her
absolutely intolerant of anything save idleness and pleasure.
Her main interest was to parade the smart shops, near which
she lived, or to linger at her sister’s in Hollywood, where, when
she was not meditating or planning outings or decorating her
face before a mirror, she would sit at the piano and in an ultra
and hence amusingly romantic voice give vent to exaggerations
of the sentiment in Dear Old Pal of Mine, Old Pal, Why Don’t
You Answer Me ?, Avalon, Macushla, and such other romanti-
cisms. And from here, with her sister and occasionally myself
as pilots, and while her husband worked, she would joyously
set forth to a swimming pool, a horseback ride, a beach restaurant
or an automobile ride, yet without a thought of including her
young husband, and even at times resenting, by a gesture or a
mouth, the mere mention of him, as though he were nothing
at all in her young life. When taxed with this, as well as her
whole attitude toward Sven and marriage, she denied it. At
first she denied being indifferent to him, then later charged
him with being unnecessarily grouchy wherever she was con-
cerned ; too set on a humdrum existence. He wanted to
work all the time and never play. Why, instead, couldn’t he
work, and give her all she wanted and play, too? Finally she
admitted that she might be changing or that he had changed.
He wasn’t as light-hearted as he used to be. He seemed to
think there was nothing in the world to do except work. He
was stingy and didn’t seem to think she needed to do anything
but wait for him. When I pointed out that he seemed to be
making a gallant fight for a place, and under trying conditions,
she paid a genuine tribute to his industry and rather blamed
herself. She * guessed” she wasn’t cut out for marriage,
anyhow, that she just couldn’t stand humdrum things. Some-
times she did like Sven very much, was even crazy about
him ; at other times she felt as though she hated him. He
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could be so nasty. Once they had quarrelled and he had
threatened to strike her, or had struck her, and she had flung
something at him and had cut his eye. Another time he had
struck her after they had quarrelled about her having gone to
a place she had promised not to go to. Just now he wanted
her to live just so until he got on his feet, and she didn’t want
to live that way. .

The pointlessness of the outsider mingling in the affectional
affairs of those unhappily mated is too obvious to need comment
here. I ventured no advice and made no pleas, and I was not
greatly surprised when, one morning, Reina arrived at her
sister’s apartment with the announcement that she and Sven
were * through ”—that she wasn’t going to stay with that old
grouch any longer. Rather she would pawn her rings and
return to Spokane where her mother now lived and where, in
company with Bertha, she was certain to find something to do.
Her underlying thought, as I suspected at the time, was that
Rhoda would not let her go. And she was right. Rhoda
suggested that she come there first for a few days, or go to an
hotel and pretend that she had left for the north and see what
Sven would do. Reina was to write a letter and have it mailed
in San Francisco, saying she was on her way north. A little
money was given her to stay at a nearby hotel. In the mean-
time Sven had returned home and found a letter such as only:
Reina could write, 2 most amazing affair, concocted in Rhoda’s
presence, which told him that she had gone and would not
return. -She had taken all her things. He need not bother
Rhoda, for she was not going to Rhoda. But it seemed to
me that Sven was very much put upon and that Reina did not
know what she wanted.

Nevertheless, Sven did bother Rhoda, and at once. He
was in many ways a simple and confiding person and did not
at all understand the woman he had married. Yet in spite of
all her fantastic notions and her marked indifference to his
well-being, he still cared for her, as anyone could see—that
silly, notional girl. It was enough to cause one to wag one’s
head in desperation.

Sven called that evening to see if Rhoda knew where Reina
was. His hope, written in his eyes, was that she was there.
In a straightforward way he proceeded to place before Rhoda
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the sum and substance of his wrongs. He loved Reins and
always had and always would, he thought, but she knew the
state of his finances. She knew how hard he had tried before
coming to Los Angeles and why he hadn’t got along better
than he had. Every time he was just getting a start some-
where she would get dissatisfied and leave him, and here was
the same thing again. He was just getting a new start, and
now she had left him again. The big thing now was to get
his stock paid for so that the interest it yielded should be paid
him instead of being charged off against his debts. The
trouble was that he had been trying to make his salary of sixty-
five dollars pay all expenses, but that wasn’t enough, it seemed.
Reina was for spending all he made the moment he made it, and
even more, while he was for saving it in case anything happened.

Personally I felt sorry for him. More, I respected him,
and so did Rhoda, and to my | intense satisfaction she saw the
point and sympathized with him. Although the blood-tie
pulled strongly she wanted Sven to be helped and she wanted
Reina to help him. She was for a compromise in some form,
and so she and Sven, and she and Reina, entered upon long
and tautological discussions. The substance of all this was
that Sven should not throw up his place. Also that with her
aid he might do just a little better by Reina in the matter of
living, assuming that she came back. She had never had
anything in her life and he knew how that was to a girl. And
she was here in Hollywood, where there were many things to
make her envious and unhappy. Couldn’t he afford to get a
still better place ? Sven was fond of Rhoda and admired her
common sense as well as her beauty, besides being very grateful
to her. He promised that if Reina would come back and be
nicer to him he would do better too. He would get a larger
place and a better car. He had seen one, a Buick, which he
could get on time for two thousand dollars, and then he and
Reina could go about more. Perhaps he hadn’t done as well
as he should, but he had been trying to get a start so that both
of them could have a better time later on. Sven left, full of
hope for the future, though Rhoda still maintained that she
did not know where Reina was,

He was scarcely gone, however, when in walked Reina,
anxious to know what he had proposed to do. She was full
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of bravado until she saw how Rhoda felt about it. Her one
thought seemed to be that so long as Sven was amenable she
could use him about as one would a door-mat. *I’ll show
him he can’t treat me any old way,” she began. * He needn’t
think he can treat me as though I wasn’t deserving of nothing ”
—(* Anything, Reina ! ”)—" Well, then, anything. Nasty
old rooms down there ! An’ eating in cafeterias ! I won’t
do it. He’s makin’ money now, an’ he can just spend a little
ofit. He needn’t think I’m goin’ to live on nothin’ all my life.”

But since Rhoda inclined toward Sven in this argument
and Reina really depended on her, a compromise had to be
reached ; otherwise Reina would have had to carry out her
threat to leave Hollywood, which was exactly what she did
not want to do. After some bluff and bluster, in which she
sought to make it appear that she had really gone to San Fran-
cisco but owing to the plea of Rhoda had returned to Los
Angeles, she did return to Sven, who proceeded to do his best
to make things more agreeable for her. They then celebrated
their reunion by a dinner to Rhoda, at which they made quite
a picture of loving domesticity.

But once the interest of the new place had subsided a bit
Reina was to be found most of the time in the apartment in
Hollywood, dreaming as before. While Rhoda worked and
schemed hourly as to how to advance herself, haunting the
studios and practising dancing, delsarte, elocution, make-up
and characterization, Reina was dreaming or playing the piano
or waiting for her to return so that they might go somewhere.
I often wondered what Sven was thinking of it all. To be
sure, Rhoda, anxious for the welfare of the twain, did her best
to iron out the rough places. Whenever possible she was for
having Sven to the apartment for dinner and for a drive in her
car, or to distant resorts over the week-ends, even though
Sven objected most definitely to accepting that for which he
could make no adequate return.

It was plain that in spite of what Reina thought Sven ought
to do for her, and what he lacked in the way of ability to provide,
and what she was entitled to as his wife, she still made no great
effort to fulfil her part of the marital relation. She was much
interested by the admiration of other men and what wealth
in the hands of another male might do for her, in case she
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chose to command the same. There were nights when Sven
was detained at the office and on such occasion, if Rhoda was
free from her work, Reina was for persuading her to go some-
where, usually to a swimming pool, where by reason of the
large crowds that attended and the attractive bathing suit she
wore it was possible to attract no little attention. Once there
it would not be long before she could be seen flirting with
some good-looking youth or man, making the most of her
golden opportunities and her figure, which was far from un-
attractive. And unless Rhoda protested she might even
disappear for an hour or two, to loaf in some nearby restaurant
or ice-cream parlour, while her sister waited. Rhoda was
not inclined to quarrel with her on this account ; she had
the feeling that Reina might be deciding that she had made a
mistake and was looking for an easy way out. But, as time
proved, it did make a difference in her estimate of Reina, I
think she felt that Reina was temperamentally unfitted for
marriage with anyone.

Nevertheless, because of Rhoda more than anything else,
I believe, her charming surroundings and possessions, her
standing in the film world, and the fact that she had helped
him make his latest beginning, Sven stood his ground for a
time, or, rather, endured the slights that were so persistently
put upon him. But after a time and when the worm had
endured all it could, it turned. Late one Saturday night there
was a terrific storm in the Bergstrom household, and that
very night Reina appeared at her sister’s abode, much the worse
nervously for the argument. * Whadaya know ?” Sven
had quarrelled with her for coming in late, even when he was
working late himself, and had told her—well, needless to say
what he had told her. But among other things he had said
that unless there was a change, and a drastic one, he was
through. She could go where she chose, and he would go
his way. He was tired of being made a fool of. He would
get a divorce, or she could get it. He wouldn’t contest it,
But unless she there and then made definite promises of reform
which she intended to keep, she must leave or he would. . . .
With all her memories of past victories fresh upon her, flights
and reunions, there was but one thing that Reina could do :
flee, of course, to let him see once more whether he could do
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without her. She had learned that he could not. He would
follow and bring her back.

But this time there was no agitated and nervous Sven tele-
phoning to know whether she was there. Complete silence
in that quarter ; and on the part of Rhoda dissatisfaction and
a growing contempt ; and on the part of Reina, for the time
being anyhow, excited cackling. Sven had said this, and Sven
had said that, and he had done or had not done thus and so.
I marvelled that anyone could have so poor a grasp of the
human amenities as to think and act as she was thinking and
acting and then blame another person. Fortunately the
attitude of Rhoda was different now. Blood-ties or no blood-
ties, she had come to see that there was something to Sven’s
side of the story.

Rhoda did not press this conclusion just then, but after a
few days, in which Reina lay about waiting for the surrender
of Sven, she began to take up the matter of her future with
her. Either she must think of something she would like to
do and be about the business of doing it, or she must return
to her mother. Everybody worked ; why not she? * You
mustn’t think that because I’'m your sister,” went on Rhoda,
‘“and because I'm fond of you I can take care of you always.
I can’t, and I wouldn’t if I could. I don’t think it would
be a good thing for you. You’re old enough now to decide
what it is you want to do. If you don’t want to live with
Sven you ought to decide what kind of work you can do and
make a try for it. I am willing to help you get work, but I
do feel that you ought to do something and not expect to idle about
and do nothing while you wait to see what Sven is going to do.”

Reina declared vehemently that she was not waiting for
Sven and that nothing would induce her to return. She was
going north., She had written to Bertha and to her mother.
Nevertheless she sat about, and still no Sven. And still Rhoda
bore with her as patiently as one person could with another.
She waited almost a week before she again pointed out the
folly of waiting for a man who was evidently not interested
to pursue. She had not treated him well and could not expect
him to run after her. She must find work or arrange in some
way that he do something for her, which she assumed he might
do, at least until Reina could do something for herself.
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But then, to my astonishment, after this conduct and her
indifference in the past and her various threats, the moment
Rhoda had gone I heard her calling up the North and South
Lumber Company and asking if she might speak with one
Sven Bergstrom. He was not in, but without caring what
I might be thinking, since I was within earshot, she tried and
tried, until finally she did catch him. The burden of her
message, once she had him, was that she wanted to see him,
but by no means was this so directly conveyed. On the con-
trary, and apparently in the face of small encouragement from
him, after endless roundabout hints, she was compelled to say
that she was going to be down-town about six o’clock and that
if he happened to be near where she was going to be she would
be glad to see him. After this telephone conversation was
over I began to rally her concerning her previous determination
and all the things she had seemed to think were wrong with
him. Her calm reply was that she still thought as she had
but that she needed some money and he must supply it. He
wasn’t going to get off so easy, you bet. The very least he
could do was to give her enough to live on until she found
something to do.

If I were to devote one hundred pages to verbatim tran-
scripts of subsequent conversations held between her and Sven,
and which same she invariably forced upon him and all of
which he appeared to wish to avoid, you would gather but faintly
the strangely illusive and illogical and almost pointless processes
of her reasoning. Her persistent statement was that at bottom
she did not care for Sven and that she did not want to live with
him, but that she did want some money and proposed to get it
if she had to sue him for divorce. But her conversations with
him would have convinced anyone that at bottom she really
did care for him and that she was lying roundly when she said
she did not. Her voice and even her manner over the tele-
phone, as I now noted with astonishment, had a cooing, coaxing,
pleading quality, which she seemed to think would have some
effect on Sven. Yet even then or immediately afterwards
she would assure me that she hated him. Also she would
openly flirt with men who appeared to be drawn to her and
who would follow her in their cars and solicit her company
from time to time. And betimes, and much to her sister’s
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chagrin, she would be let off at her sister’s door by some individual
in a most impressive turn-out, and with whom she chose to
linger and talk. The quarrels which followed some of these
adventures between her and Rhoda were quite sharp enough to
indicate a change in Rhoda. Finally, after she had gone to
her husband’s office one evening and stayed away the entire
night, she was ordered out by Rhoda, who did not understand
until Reina herself explained that it was with Sven she had
been and that Rhoda could call up and find out, which was
done. After that she was readmitted, but only after stating
that she cared for Sven and was going back.

And she did return to him—because it was the easiest thing
to do, I presume. And he, if you will believe it, seemed
delighted to have her back. Yes—so it was. And soon
there was a new and still better apartment and a better auto-
mobile. Indeed, there was something helplessly compulsory
about many things that both of them did, as though in spite
of his best or worst sense and hers each found it impossible to
break with the other, the matter of a little support not really
being at the bottom of it. She wanted to rule him, I think,
and found it hard to believe that she could not. And he was
getting to the place where he did not want to be ruled, yet
could not quite break with her.

But then of a sudden came the end of all of this. For one
day, about a week before their final separation, there was an
accident. The new car in which Reina had posed, calling at
least once or twice a day to show off, was crashed into by a
street car and put out of commission. It was so badly damaged
that not less than four hundred dollars was required to restore
it, and about four weeks must elapse before they could have
it again. Worse, a smaller and cheaper car had now to be
used, Sven having sunk all his spare cash in this larger one.
Not only that, but a legal contest would also have to be entered
upon before any claim would be awarded, because the accident,
as it turned out, was as much Sven’s fault as the motorman’s.
This Sven himself admitted but gave as his excuse that he was
worried and brooding at the time. Worse still, the car had
been only partly insured, Sven having been too busy to have
that matter properly attended to. And so Reina, much to her
dissatisfaction,was reduced once more to a very commonplace car.
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Whether this had anything to do with the final catastrophe
I have often wondered. One thing is sure : Reina became
most irritable in her manner toward Sven, claiming that he
had not managed things right or the accident would not have
happened. Also that she would not ride or live as she was
now being compelled to.  Yet Sven, as I noticed, was courteous
and considerate and even apologetic at times. To me he
seemed a little sad as he explained how it had all come about.
He was thinking of something and had absent-mindedly swung
in front of a car which was coming too fast to stop. That
frank admission, even among friends, infuriated Reina. It
seemed * crazy * to her, She wanted him to deny all responsi-
bility and sue the company, as well as to play injured and exact
damages on that score. But Sven would do none of that, and
went about his business as before.

And then one day he telephoned her that he would not be
home before eleven or twelve that night. Curiously enough,
instead of running to Rhoda’s as usual, she decided to retire
and read. But midnight came, and no Sven. In the morning,
surprised and concerned at his absence, she called up the office
and learned that he was not there, that he had left at five-
thirty the day before. Further waiting and searching revealing
nothing, she ran to Rhoda. But Sven was really gone. His
business affairs appeared to be in good order, except that as
time went on it developed that he had recently contracted a
number of debts via loans and expenditures for things bought
on time—the car, furniture, dresses and jewellery for Reina.
The loans were against his salary and the stock in his possession
but not yet paid for. Also certain cash sales of stock had not
been accounted for. But, strangely enough, the other officers
of the company did not seem much concerned, wishing only,
as they said to Rhoda who went to see them, that he would
come back. He was too good a man to lose. They explained
that Sven had seemed troubled recently. Also that they feared
that it might be about 2 woman. A woman had been seen
entering his office at night. ‘This sent Reina off on a wild-
goose chase, but the mysterious woman of whom she was
instantly insanely jealous proved to be herself.

Followed such mental vagaries and variations on the part of
Reina as set one casual observer, myself, no less, to whirling



REINA 33

mentally like a pinwheel. Realizing, as time went on, that by
her follies and indifference she had driven from her 2 man who
was of some commercial ability and that she was now left high
and dry without a penny, Reina appeared to be shuttled between
fear and rage, a desire to weep, I think, and a desire for revenge ;
between the thought that Sven had not considered her worth
even a good-bye, and the thought that she had miscalculated
her hold over him. Another irritating and enraging thought
appeared to be that Rhoda and I, and perhaps particularly I,
looked upon her as fairly paid out for her airs and indifferences.
At first she was inclined to think that an accident might have
happened to Sven. But opposed to this was the fact that he
had called her up so soon before disappearing. Also that on
the day of his disappearance he had reassigned to the rightful
owner not only the damaged car, which was partially paid for,
but the smaller car that had been loaned him. Also his small
bank account had been cancelled, which proved that he had
really left her. His indifference to her last departure might
have warned her that a change was impending if not actually
at hand.

Came now a period of brooding and mooding, coupled with
such curious developments as would tax an alienist to display,
the sort of thing that happens in real life and seldom if ever
creeps into romance. In connection with an hysterical after
search there appeared upon the scene a detective who fell in
love with her, a queer, showy, self-opinionated dandy connected
with the office of the district attorney. His chief desire
seemed to be to prove Sven a criminal, not that he should be
punished but that he should not venture to return to Reina.
And Reina, being in need of money, was inclined to make use
of this sleuth, not to the extent of favouring him in any way
but in order to have the use of his car, some cash, luncheons
and dinners, while she followed up clues. But all the while
she was amusingly critical of him, declaring that she would
throw him over when she was through with him and expose
him to his superiors if he proved obstreperous. Betimes she
would play doleful melodies on’the piano and seem lost in sad
thoughts. ~ Again, she would break forth into loud denuncia-
tions of her absent spouse. But she also must have realized
that her attitude and her extravagance had driven him away
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and that she was the cause of his petty defalcations, if defalca-
tions they might be called. ‘The company, when appealed to
by the detective, refused to make any charge.

Following the day when she finally abandoned Mr. Morello,
the detective, bidding him begone and not annoy her any more,
she was at a loss what next to do, for some form of employment
was looming straight ahead, as troublesome a promontory as
she ever wished to see, you may be sure. But while she
meditated, her sister was working, and this now began to
weigh upon her. All at once and in spite of various kindly
overtures on the part of Rhoda she decided to transfer herself
and effects to a room in the very heart of the city, where hence-
forth, as she said, she would live. Also she was going to get
something to do, *“ You bet,” the very first thing that came to
hand. She wasn’t going to hang around trying to get into the
movies. It was too uncertain. So one day, in spite of an
invitation to stay longer, she left and thereafter was seen only
at such times as Rhoda besought her, which was often. But
she did take the first work that offered, that of elevator starter
in an office building.

And then soon and much to my amusement we began to
hear of new friendships with girls who were so far below the
walk to which her sister aspired as to be disturbing, but who
were no doubt suited to the mind and mood of Reina at the
time. These same were of that ignorant if not inexperienced
flapper type which looks upon sex and the conquest of men as
the end and beginning of all earthly interest. Yet I was never
fully convinced that Reina was very much fascinated by them
or their lives. Living among these girls now, however, and
in order, possibly, to avoid boredom, she busied herself with
them and their affairs for a time and seemed to be more at peace
than before. Returning to her sister, betimes, she was con-
stantly describing them as a sex-crazy “ bunch ” and their male
friends as snipes with tin Lizzies, bootleg whisky and a little
money. But sometimes even they appeared to bore her and
she would appear at Rhoda’s apartment with the thought
written all over her that she would prefer to stay there, and
yet refusing when she was asked. Yet as time wore on she
seemed less determined to show Rhoda that she could make
her own way in the world, and more determined to be friends
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with her ; also her rage against her late husband subsided and
there were times when she would speak of him and admit
that she had made mistakes. “ The trouble with me was,”
she once said simply and forcefully to me as she sat in Rhoda’s
boudoir and made a facial toilet with her sister’s cosmetics,
“ 1 didn’t know when I was well off. Sven wasn’t such a bad
fella. ‘There’s lots worse’n him, ya bet, an’ I see it now.”

“ Oh,” I laughed, “you see Sven in a new light now, do

ou?”

Y Ya bet I do,” was her frank admission. * Sven wasn’t so
bad. He was a little stingy but he was a hustler, all right, an’
he woulda made money up there in Washington if I'd only
helped him. An’ it was the same with that garage business
he had up there in Seattle. But I guess I musta been a fool
then. Nothing ever seemed to satisfy me. I just couldn’t
bear the idea of stayin’ in one place long. When I heard that
Rhoda was doin’ so well down here I just made up my mind
to get Sven to come down here. An’ of course I did.”

* So you think you could get along with him now, do you ?

“Sure. I thought a whole lotta Sven. I was crazy about
him once up there in Seattle, sometimes even after we got
down here. But I got to wantin’ too much, I guess, an’ he
was too easy with me. He'd never stand up an’ fight. He'd
rather go an’ get me things when he couldn’t afford *em.”

I looked at her, too pleased by this frank confession to wish
to add anything. At last, as I said to myself at the time, she
did see the point even if too late. But Sven had disappeared
by then, and so far as I ever learned he never returned.

But in spite of this resurrected affection she went on in her
rag-bag way, seeking to make the most of her possibilities. One
day she confessed to me that if she ever met another “ fella ”
as sober and industrious and ambitious as Sven she would * nab ”
him, you bet. “ An’ ya bet I’ll know how to act the next
time. I've learned sompin.” The thought that she ought to
sober down somewhat as well as marry again had apparently
taken root in her decidedly flighty brain, or at least that she
ought to attach herself in some way to some man with money
or the ability to make it. And so she now began to hint to
her sister that she be introduced to someone of character and
standing, which same was not to be thought of, of course. A
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few we was’s and he done’s would most certainly have frightened
off the most tolerant of possibilities. When she saw that
Rhoda would have none of her commonplace friends and that
she was in no haste to introduce her to the personalities with
whom she was in contact, Reina began to set her cap on her
own account for such as she thought might prove of the right
calibre. :

“ Say,” she appealed to me once, “ tell me the name of a
book that a fella that knows sompin would think was all right,
will ya? I wanta carry sompin that’ll make ’em think I
know more’n I do. How’s that, eh !’ and she laughed. She
could muster a grin that would melt ice, and it was that and
her honest frankness about everything which attracted so many
to her, myself among them.

“You’re on,” I said, reaching for The Way of Al Flesh,
the best on my shelf at the time.

“ D’ya think this would make a fella that knows a lot think
that I was up on good books ? ”” she queried.

“ Well, if that won’t do, nothing will. It depends on how
you talk about it, Reina. Unless you understand it you’d
better not say too much, see { ”

“ Leave it to me to put over the wise stuff. I ain’t givin’
myself away. I’ll read it first, see, an’ what I don’t under-
stand I'll ask about.” Once more that toothy grin. It was
at such times that she became worth knowing, really charming,

For about a year thereafter, in which she worked first as
an elevator starter, next as a telephong girl in charge of a
switchboard (because * Startin’ elevators is kinda common,
dontcha think ? ”’) and finally as a clerk in a photographer’s
studio, because that was higher still, she was alive with stories
of her adventures. For some reason—because of Rhoda,
perhaps—she was determined to interest a man above the
average, someone more interesting than Sven even, with whom
she could be seen without having her friends think she was
belittling herself ; rather, with the thought that she was doing
exceedingly well. Now it would be : * Gee, ya oughta seen
the swell fella I met goin’ over to Catalina last Saturday, me
an’ Marie. O, a swell guy | None of yer little snipes with
their tin cars an’ their talk of bootleg an’ all that stuff. This
was a real guy—big grey overcoat an’ horn glasses an’ a Paige
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turin’ car with a California top. I saw him leave it at the
garage before he come on. An’ he was readin’ a book—not
then, ya know—he was just tellin’ me about it. Didja ever
hear of a book called Divine Comedy, or sompin like that ?
It’s a novel, ain’t it ? ”

" * That’s right, Reina. It’s a novel.” :

‘ What’s the name of the guy that wrote it—Danty ?

‘“ Right again, Reina. He’s a well-known writer. ~ Henry
A. Danty. You’'ll find his books in every library. He’s one
of our most popular authors. Everybody reads him. Why,
they’ve done a lot of his stuff in the movies.”

*“Ts that right ? Ye’re not kiddin’ me, are ya ? ™

“Not for worlds. Ask any librarian. Henry A. Danty,
author of The Divine Comedy.”

“That’s it—that’s the one. He was tellin’ me about that
one. People dead an’ in hell, see, an’ devils torturin’ ’em.
Gee, it was interestin’. He was tellin’ me about a fella that
was dead an’ was ”—and here followed her version of the
agonies of Francesca and Paolo, because of their illicit earthly
love, for ever whirled in their Stygian tempest.

Yet again, it was another worthy citizen in tweed and raglan
riding to his office of a rainy morning—* Oh, a swell fella.
An’ whadaya know, he’s the general freight agent for one of
these big steamship lines that runs between here an’ South
America. An’ he was awful nice to me, too, ya bet. Wanted
to know where I lived an’ what I did—gee, an awful nice man,
An’ me an’ him ”—(* He and I, Reina ”’)—* well, he an’ I,
then, got to talking about the boats an’ what they carry—
coffee an’ hides an’ wool an’ sugar—oh, lotsa things. An’ he
was tellin’ me how they bring coffee an’ hides an’ wool down
over the mountains there in little pack-trains made up of them
there—ah—burros. An’ how little them Indians get. Gee,
it was interestin’, I wanta tell ya.”

“I haven’t any doubt of it. I wish I could meet him
myself.” :

“ Well, anyhow, I had that last book ya gimme, see? That
was the way it started. He kep’ lookin’ at that, an’ I kep’
twistin’ it around so as to be sure he seen what it was”—
(* Saw, Reina ”)—* well, saw, then. An’ when we got down-
town he ast me if he could come around an’ see me some time
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an’ take me out to dinner. Said he thought I was a nice girl,
see, an’ all that bunk. But I liked him, all right. A nice,
big, serious fella he was—big nice eyes. Them kind’s different
from the little snipes that are always chasin’ after ya an’ haven’t
gota bean. I’m offa that bunch fer life. A guy like that can
learn ya sompin ”—(* Teach, Reina ”)—* well, teach, then.”

But I might present as many as thirty such casual encounters
that came to nothing apparently, and still not exhaust the
roster. Reina was *‘ nuts,” as she said, to find some man who

really amounted to something. And at last she did find a man
of at least some ability, as I judged, * a—now—one of these
here—now—efliciency experts—is that it ?” According to
Reina, he was fifty years of age and connected with an organiza-
tion which sought to make over or improve technically and
financially such firms as were not doing as well in the matter
of economy and waste prevention as might be. I saw him
but once, and that in passing, a solid, contentious-looking person
whose self-centred and defiant mien impressed me as more
likely to drive off rather than encourage intimacies of a social
or affectional nature. Yet Reina became friendly with him
and in the course of time was to be seen seated at the wheel
of the very elaborate car which she said was his. Beside her
at times sat the master himself, in grey summer suit and cap,
looking quite commercial and prosperous. Later this friend-
ship appeared to have been cemented by a number of very
solid and substantial gift—a pair of jade ear-rings, a genuine
grey squirrel coat, several throws with caps to match, shoes,
lingerie, gloves and—but my memory fails me. At any rate,
she was suddenly most fulsomely and yet not too loudly out-
ﬁt}:.eld with many of the things she had been craving this long
while.

And then one day, reclining in this same car and looking
the picture of grandeur, she came to Hollywood to announce
that she was all but ready to depart on a tour of the Selkirks in
North-Western Canada—Lake Louise, Banff, the totem-
villages, etc. “ An’ not only that,” she went on, * but looka
here,” and she proceeded to fell me by bringing forth a very
fat purse from which she extracted a small thin roll of fifty and
one hundred dollar bills, “ An’ what’s more, he’s crazy about
me. He says if I’ll go to school an’ polish up my grammar
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I’ll be just as smart as anybody. "An’ I'm a-goin’ to, too.
I’'m not always goin’ to stick around here and be a dub, ya bet.
I know sompin already, an’ ya just give me a year or two more
an’ I'll know a lot more. Anyhow, I got this much—pretty
good, eh { 7

“You said it, Reina. You’re the candy girl, all right.
They can’t keep a good man down, can they ? ”

“Ya betcha life they can’t. An’ I’'m a-goin’ to save my
money from now on an’ behave myself an’ marry a real man,
an’ maybe in a few years I’ll be somebody.”

“That’s the way to talk. But it looks to me as though
you were somebody already. It isn’t everybody that can go
to Banff and Lake Louise in July.”

“T’ll tell the world ! ”

There was little that Rhoda could say or do. Her attitude
toward Reina is best expressed by a speech often despairingly
made after some such scene as this : “ Well, I can’t help it,
can I ? TI've done all I can do. She’s my sister and I can’t
help being fond of her, but I’'m not responsible for her. She
won’t listen to me, and she never gets any of the points I try
to make. She’ll just have to live her own life, that'sall. I'm
sorry for her, but neither Sven nor mamma could do anything,
either.” '

But to return to this scene. Rhoda had remained silent
while Reina swaggered and talked, and now Reina turned to
her :

“ What's the matter ? Don’t ya think it’s pretty good—
all these nice clothes an’ this trip an’ everything ? ”

“ Why, yes, I suppose so, if you want to go and really like
him,” commented Rhoda rather heavily. “ And I hope he
really likes you and that it won’t be just another of these silly
adventures that you'll be sorry for afterwards. You might
meet someone some day that you'll really care for, you know.”

*“Oh, I know. But I like him, all right. An’ he said he
never knew anybody that interested him as much as me. An’
he’s going to send me to school, too, to a seminary somewhere,
see ! Won’t that be pretty good ?

* Cemetery, Reina, cemetery,” I put in. '

_“Oh, now, ya hush. Guess I know, don’t I?” ‘Then
with a burst of pent-up emotion and affection, genuine and
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unchanging for all her rag-bag thoughts, she stepped forward
and, - throwing her arms about Rhoda, kissed her good-bye.
Even tears—a short shower. “ An’ I owe it all to you,
Rhoda. Don’t say I don’t, ’cause I do. You’ve always been
good to me. If it hadn’t been fer you I never woulda come
down here at all, an’ I wouldn’ta got what I've got now.” A
few more tears. Then one last funny story. A burst of
laughter. And then departure, with Rhoda gazing after her
more astonished than ever. And myself, wondering where,
in the long catalogue of the exceptions, she belonged. And
at last deciding : on the Orpheum Circuit. Or in a farce.

But Rhoda . . . I turned to her. She was crying.

“ Forget it,” was all I could advise. “ You can’t help it,
can you? She is as she is, isn’t she? And if you’re going to
begin to cry over life you’ll be crying all the time. Besides,
you’ll ruin your make-up.” But it was already ruined.

To return to Reina. One day about six weeks before her
departure she and a friend had appeared at Rhoda’s apartment
in search of something she had left behind. Rummaging in a
box which contained some letters written by Sven to her and
her to Sven she came upon one and stopped to expatiate to her
friend about the quarrels she and Sven had had and how she
had left him three or four times and he had always followed.
Then and in my presence she had asked her friend to read a
particular letter, which she had written to Sven during one of
their separations. The friend reporting that she thought it
“swell,” Reina volunteered : “Well, I thought it was,
myself. But I didn’t send it, because afterwards I thought
maybe I didn’t mean it. But I coulda. Sven always fell for
anything like that. That’s why I wrote it.”

Interested in this palaver and seeing her toss the letter back
in the box, I said : “ Aren’t you going to take italong, Reina ? »

“Sure not. It ain’t no good to me now.”

“ But I thought you said you cared for Sven ? ”

“Well, I did—a little. Still I didn’t send it. Read it an’
throw it in the waste-basket when ye’re through with it. I¢t’ll
make ya laugh, but I thought I meant it when I wrote it.”

Thinking later of its possibly illuminating character, I
lrlecovc?rec.l it from the waste-box where she had thrown it, and

ere it is:
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Dear Sven:

As this has been such a wonderful night and I have stayed up late
enjoying it I thought of you. Sven, it seems as though our 2 years
of married life is a compleet failure. Its to bad but you have tried
and I have tried but its gone, what our real love for each other, and
no living person can be happy if love aint there can they. I know
many times you think I was all to blame but Sven you can understand
why I was cross and eritabel.

The last time we went back together was because I wasnt real sure
I dident care for you and my longing to be with you I couldent under-
stand, it was miserabel I had to have you. But now I know what I
was lonesome for the Happy you use to be but I couldent find him
and I was sorry and couldent live without you.

I know I am a dissapointment in your life and Sven its for the best
even if a married duty calls one he or she cant respond if there true
self wont let them.

At one time in our life together no woman could have been happier
than me. I simply was wild with your love and never could such a
thing as this happen. I feel sure you was the same but life acts queer
sometimes. I never doubted you Sven in my life till you begun to
hide things from me and lye once inawhile. But its one thing or
another you have developed a different plain in life than I. or its
that we are dissatisfied in one another neather of us have had a chance
and now that yours has come I am still looking for mine.

‘Why can a person make another suffer so unless its hate or thought-
lessness. I always have tryed to make myself nasty when I was aking
inside for you to be near me and for the kisses Ill never forget. Still
I would rather live alone and cherish the love I had once than ever
go back again and be dissapointed like we always have been. I know
its hard on you too dont think Sven I have no heart at all althe it
looks that way sometimes I feel for you and would help you gladly if
I could 1 understand you better than you really know and one must
be helpful to you to be appreshiated still thats alright every one expects
that even me. | .

Im so glad your work is helping you make a big success and there
is no reason why you shouldent be way up in this world other men
have made it self made and honest thats what I am hoping for you.

And now that your free of a married life and no its for the best
theres no reason why you aint bound for the top. we are young yet
and you may find some one would mean all the world to you then its
time to think back we was right to quit and let our love find its mate.

So Sven please look at this thing the way I do and we will go on
thru life just the same as we did before we met feeling there is someone
who will care for everything we do.
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Tell your folks Sven when you go home just how it was and that
1 always thought of them as’my mother and father and wish them
sinseer regards I am sure they wont condemn me at least I always
feel they wont.

So I am sure Sven all the unhappy hours you put in with me will
be forgot and Ill do the same starting a new sheet from today on. A
divorce will be got as soon as I can save up the money we will erace
the 2 years off our life and start at the beginning again.

I bad to write and get this problem off my mind its been hard but
solved.

So good Bye Sven its my last to you. please forgive and forget
knowing and feeling its the only way we can offer one another I will
close with my sinserest wish of your bright future and loyalship in
one respect as my husband.

May god forgive us both as ever
ReIna.

And about five months after Reina’s departure from Los
Angeles, the following note arrived from Sven to Rhoda. The
letter was posted from Calgary, Canada, but contained no
address,

Dear Rropa:
You’ll think it’s funny to hear from me but I owe you one thousand

and here it is. Please don’t tell Reina. I know you won’t anvhow
but I couldn’t stand it with her. I couldn’t make a go of it. After
the automobile accident I got discouraged. It looked like things was
against me and so I quit. But I have been doing fine lately. ‘That’s
why I'm sending this. But before I had it pretty hard for a year
there. I wish I could see your pretty little place again and talk with
you. I could make you see how I feel. Don’t think too hard of me.
Reina didn’t care for me any more and when I found that out I
couldn’t see any use in sticking. But I wish you all the luck in the
world and I hope Reina gets along too. She will though. And I

hope I do too.
Svew.



OLIVE BRAND






OLIVE BRAND

HEN I think of her I visualize the Wasatch Range that
overlooks Salt Lake City, the great Mormon Temple, the
Great Salt Lake. And somehow I think of the University
of Utah, high upon a slope of that same range and overlooking
the city, wherein her father occupied the chair of mathematics.
In his spare hours he was by way of being a banker, as well
as an elder or vestryman in one of the principal Baptist churches
of the city. Also, I think of the home of Brigham Young,
that, as rumour goes, was built for his favourite among his
twenty-two wives. Also, I think of the long, quiet residence
streets in one of which the home of her parents stood—very
solemn and middle-western—and of the social prestige which
early she gathered belonged to them as being connected with
a university and a bank. Also, of the long, grave, bearded
face of her father, whom once she declared she in no way
understood, so solemn and profound was he, always. Also,
of her mother, whom she described as vibrating nervously with
thoughts of what was proper, what was socially best or correct,
what people would say, and what she was to do in regard to
this, that, and the other thing,

She told me that first she attended a nearby ward school,
and later went to the university in which her father taught.
Also, that at the same time she was attending the services and
Sunday school of the church of which he was a conspicuous
ornament. But the various thoughts she was thinking during
this time somehow never quite paralleled the outward pro-
fessions and protestations of her parents. By then she had
already taken up with various boys and girls of differing de-
nominations, or none, and of more or less erratic or rebellious
‘notions, with whom she was exchanging observations anent all
that she saw and a part of what she thought, although constantly
being warned by her mother, if not her father, as to the dangers
of such companionships and observations. At fourteen, due to
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an enthusiastic revival held in her church and the shouted
exhortations of an amazingly good-looking evangelist, she
experienced a psychic conviction of sin or spiritual unworthi-
ness. Due to the soothing hands of the said evangelist upon
her head and shoulders, she was converted and *saved,” and
actually for some time afterwards—and to the joy of her
parents—read the Bible with enthusiasm, made public declara-
tion of her conversion, in church and elsewhere, and made a
nuisance of herself generally by seeking to awaken reasonably
- well-meaning friends and neighbours to the enormity of their
spiritual degradation and their desperate need of the somewhat
erratic salvation which had come to her. (This will become
incongruous enough when contrasted with portions of the
remainder of her life.)

But the religious fever was soon replaced by an emotional,
if not an intellectual, curiosity as to life which was little short
of feverish. She wanted to know. She wanted to go with
people who weren’t at all like her parents or those of whom
they approved so heartily ; also to think and talk of things of
which they earnestly disapproved. And to read books of which,
as she knew, they could not approve—some questionable novels
about sex and fly-by-night lives of Brigham Young and the
prophet, Joseph Smith. (The two latter tomes her mother
eventually found, and with certain severe comments and
suggestions as to punitive measures returned to the parents of
the girl from whom they came.) Indeed, there was scarcely
an hour from her birth to her eighteenth year, and later, that
her mother did not feel it necessary to know, or at least to seek
to know, where she was and what she was doing. But in no
obviously nagging spirit. She was too truly fond of her. But
Olive, being resourceful as well as sly, found methods to defeat
her mother’s surveillance most of the time.

But I am getting ahead of my story. The way in which I
came to meet Olive was through a bookish lawyer—a lean and
disagreeable Cassius of the old Greenwich Village world, by
the way—who was giving a dinner to Olive and some friends
of hers at “ The Black Cat,” in the days when that institution
was still in full bloom. She was then the wife of a western
lumberman of great wealth, who had permitted her to come
cast for a visit. At the time she was the guest of a feather-



OLIVE BRAND 47

brained editor and his wife, friends of the lawyer, all of whom
prided themselves on being in touch with all that was upper-
most Villagely, intellectually and otherwise. Olive, as I
discovered at this dinner, was considered a find. She was rich,
she was intellectual, but better still, youthful, vivacious, and
beautiful, with heavy and glossy black hair, parted Spanish-
fashion over a low, ivory-tinted forehead, and warm, direct,
and glowing almond-shaped eyes. Her ivory-tinted neck and
arms were beautifully rounded, and in a Spanish-appearing dress,
shawl, ear-rings, a high comb, I recall thinking, amusedly, that
really, for a lady from Spokane this was exceptionally Castilian.
There was a poet present whose name was rather widely
flung at the time—tall and curly-haired—and him, as I noted,
she devoured with her eyes. And flattered, he repaid her with
toasts and compliments of the broadest and most saccharine
nature. Also, there was an anarchist editor and writer of that
day, who, taken by the beauty of the new-comer, bellowed
against wealth and privilege while smothering her with drunken
compliments, I saw him afterwards at a dozen of her parties
and he could not say enough in praise of her. Then there
were . . . but wait . . . Suffice it to say here that the table
was tightly surrounded by at least a score of middle-aged as:
well as young men and women of various walks and professions,
all of whom seemed to find in Olive a type as well as a central
character. And she, as I could see, was the most interesting
as well as the most attractive woman present. The “ red ink ”
of those spacious, pre-war days ! The cocktails and Scotch
for the ordering! And Cassius, as I noticed, was not an
illiberal host. Toward midnight all were called up to his
rooms in the old Grosvenor, where were more liquor, cigarettes,
music, conversation. The air fairly sizzled with badinage as
to the why and the whenceness of this, that, and the other.
But the thing that really arrested my attention and caused
me to think of this young matron with even more curiosity
than would ordinarily have been the case, was the positively
feverish and self-demeaning jealousy of the woman with whom
I had chosen to attend the party. ‘This jealousy, let me say
in passing, in no way concerned me. She was interested in
another who was out of the city at the time and who claimed
her undivided favours. But the tirade to which I listened on
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the way home | The illuminating comments on the lady’s
life! Who was she, anyhow ? A gauche, western nobody,
that’s who she was | ‘The wife of a far-western lumberma;m,
who had money, of course, but who was as ignorant as a pig!
Worse, why was she living here in New York without him
and he out in the west toiling? Well, she could tell why!
Because Olive Brand was a hard, adventuring grafter, living,
if she must say it, on the money of 2 man she despised and of
whom she was ashamed ! She was a social loafer and wastrel,
really, a literary and artistic pretender, and nothing more and
nothing less | Pretending to be interested in and to know
art! God! Posing as having refinement ! She would tell
the world ! Money, money, money ! A big apartment on
Riverside Drive! A car! All the clothes and furs and
jewels she could hang on herself, and with lovers galore, and
yet daring to come to Greenwich Village and discuss the rights
of the poor and the theories of Marx and Kropotkin ; aye,
even pretending to an interest in socialism and radicalism !
Tchiff ! Let all self-respecting radicals beware of such fakirs
and whited sepulchres ! (Am I getting my metaphors and
similes slightly mixed ? Well, so did she.)

This is certainly interesting, I thought. There must be
a little something, anyhow, to a woman who can stir up such
a row, such a mood, in the breast of another woman as able as
this one. And besides, she is very good-looking. I wonder
where she lives. She had paid no particular attention to me.

Time went on and I heard nothing more regarding this
reputed adventuress. Then a very different sort of person,
an editor and writer of genuine ability who liked to drift around
New York nosing into all sorts of things, called her to mind.
He had met her somewhere. She had a most interesting
place on the Drive. She did a good deal of entertaining, and
it was an interesting crowd that went there. There were,
to be sure, some radicals of the I. W.W. brand—a big western
labour man and mine-worker among others—who seemed to
like her pretty well. But what of that ? She was liberal in
her interests. Besides there were a lot of fellows and women
from around town who were not radical in any sense. She
drgw all sorts—editors, artists, adventurers, loafers. I would
enjoy some of her evenings and dinners. Why not come up
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sometime ? I took the suggestion a little indifferently, for I
was very pressed then for time. Just the same, these con-
trasting descriptions of her interested me and served to keep
her in mind. She must be fascinating. A dub, or a nobody,
could not draw and hold all sorts, Among other things, he
had said that she was remarkably well informed, tolerant, and
with a collection of books which he thought exceptional. I
began to think that I would go.

Then one day my telephone bell rang, and a cooing female
voice grected me. Had she interrupted me? Would I for-
give her, please? This was Olive Brand speaking. Did
I remember? (I did.) She had had it in mind to invite me
to come and see her but circumstances had not permitted. But
she had asked others since to bring me, but they had failed.
Hence this intrusion. Would I come this evening to dinner
with her? No? Why would I make myself so very diffi-
cult ? However, she understood. But to-morrow there was
a small and really interesting group going with her to a Bohemian
Hall on the East Side. A remarkable folk play was being
given there in Bohemian and by Bohemian actors. Would
I see that with her? She described enough of it to interest
me. Iagreed togo. But there was something more. It was
the way she described the play and the actors. They were
not just actors in the ordinary sense. Several whom she knew
were involved in the ordinary life of the Bohemian colony.
The play itself was tragic. It concerned love, poverty, oppres-
sion. As I could feel in listening to her, this was not mere
gabble. What she said had a humane as well as a critical ring.

At the appointed hour there she was at my door, in a car,
and befurred and bejewelled as before—exotic materialism,
I thought, for one so interested in Bohemian peasants and
tragedy. And yet, as we talked, quickly seeking to evaluate
each other mentally, I gathered that I was dealing with a vivid,
sensitive, broad-minded and widely-read person, who, none the.
less, had not seen enough, or certainly not too much, of life to
be blasé. New York was so interesting to her. Oh, if
I only knew! After Spokane! After Salt Lake City!
After the dearth of mental and emotional impulses in the great
lock-step of the middle and ‘far west | Why, the very streets
here, the crowds, the strange neighbourhoods, the strange
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peoples gathered by thousands to themselves and speaking an
alien tongue, following their native ways, perhaps, in an alien
land! Oh! In spite of my affection for the great city, she
succeeded in a few moments in transferring her own enthusiasm
to me—so much so that her strong physical charm, ever operating
in my case as in that of most others who met her, was subdued
by her genuine mental responses.

And then we were at the entrance of the large, common-
place, labour-like hall on the upper East Side. And labour-
like-looking foreigners pouring through the doors. I felt
ourselves, and especially her, in her smart furs, to contrast
sharply, perhaps, with this workaday world. And yet, she
seemed not to be particularly affected by this thought. Beauty,
as I gathered later, and even finery when properly employed,
could not, in her opinion, be de #rop or deeply objectionable
anywhere. Anyone—in America, at least, as she insisted—
could aspire to it. Why not present oneself at one’s best
everywhere so long as one indulged in no private and invidious
self-laudations because of one’s possessions? She could lay
aside finery when necessary—and, betimes, had—but the world
was drab enough, and she preferred, without malice toward
any, to make herself as presentable as possible, always. (This
seemed a fair reply to the lady who wished to strip her of her
ornature and gallooneries and consign her to sackcloth and
ashes !)

To the one side of the main entrance was a public restaurant
and drinking-hall, which appeared to be identified with this
institution—a combination pool-room, reading-room, coffee-
house, beer-hall, and I know not what else. Below was even
a bowling-alley (These foreigners, you know !), from which
emanated the sound of crashing ten-pins. She took me by the
hand and opened the curtained door.

* Before we go upstairs, let’s have a cup of coffee and some
Bohemian cakes. They serve them in here. I saw this place
one day and just walked in. ‘They’re very civil.”

She led the way to a row of small, green, marble-topped
tables that snuggled against a blue or green wall. It was
foreign, well enough. Individuals who looked like working-
men, or small clerks, or shopkeepers, sat about reading. As we
ate she cooed and purred concerning the colour of New York.
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I could not help thinking of the life she must have led in the
west. Then we went to the theatre upstairs. As she had
predicted, the play was interesting—decidedly—and suggested,
in texture, at least, *“ The Power of Darkness,” by Tolstoi.
I gathered then what I had really not known before, that she
was genuinely impressed and troubled by what I, for one,
deemed the incprable ills of life, but which she, for another,
did not look upon as so hopelessly irremediable. Life was
going a little forward—or should—however slowly. Her
reading of history, as she explained, seemed to convey as much
to her. At the same time, while not for too drastic, or,
perhaps, I would better say, nihilistic action herself, still, in
connection with the grave battles then being waged between
capital and labour in America, she was all for the betterment
of the condition of labour. The wretched sweat-shop workers
on the East Side | ‘The hat and silk workers in Danbury and
Paterson !| How wretched was their state | Already, as 1
now learned, she had been to both cities in connection with
labour battles of one kind and another. There were Bill
Haywood, Emma Goldman, Ben Reitman, Moyer, Pettibone
—the great and embattled leaders in a dozen labour contests—
all of whom, since she had been here or before coming here,
she had met.

What did I think of the fierce struggle between capital and
labour, anyhow ? My books showed that I sympathized with
the poor and oppressed. Certainly, I replied, the poor and
oppressed anywhere and everywhere. But not to the extent
of imagining, for instance, that because an individual was
poor and oppressed, it followed that there was no least reason
on his part for being so. There were, of course, not only
unjust and oppressive laws but unjust and oppressive people
and systems to which or whom something should be done.
But as for making all men competent or equal—well, nature
was not like that. The trouble with Haywood and Emma
Goldman and some others who were engaged in fighting the
battles of labour, as I now announced, was that they assumed
that because an individual was poor and oppressed it followed
instanter that, by some magic of social chemistry which I have
never been able to decipher, he was to be changed—and over-
night, even—into a thinking and self-regulating social factor,
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into whose hands—and with the hands and feet of every creative
genius of every other walk of life tightly tied—was to be given
the power and duty of arranging and regulating the social
duties and opportunities of life. For my part, I could not
see it. Oppression stopped ?  Certainly—if it could be—and
poverty as thoroughly eliminated as the will and the ability of
the individual anywhere would permit. But to say that all
men, by any social arrangement yet devised, could be safe-
guarded against their own lacks or asininities—or that the
working-man—the fellow who works with his hands alone—
was, because of his numerical superiority alone, the chief
consideration of life or government, never in a million years !

I did not see it. I did not wish him oppressed. But neither

did I wish to see him overpaid, or because he could organize
and vote, be allowed to tell every other worker, or thinker,

or creative genius the world over, how and in what measure

he was to be rewarded for his labours. For, mentally, the

man who, by reason of mental lacks, was compelled to work

with his hands, was in no position to say to the creative thinker

how or within what social or other limits he was to think, or

how and in what fashion his creative thinking was to be

rewarded. Life was not made for one class alone—labourer,

artisan, artist, merchant, financier, or what you will—but for
all. And by no means should classes be set side by side, in
exact equality. They could not or did not think the same
thoughts or require the same rewards, and never would. Life
was not made for sameness, but for variety. Inherently,
chemically, it was an unstable equation. And as represented
by men, so was society. Hence . . . I grew quite dogmatic
it not wholly clear and therefore . . .

Followed one of those long, and maybe futile, arguments
which carried us to her apartment, through a midnight supper,
and finally got me to my own rooms at 3 a.m. By now
I was convinced that I had come upon a genuine personality
in the shape of a woman, physically intriguing and mentally
stimulating,. More, I judged her to possess a warm and com-
forting humanity which would not let her rest entirely at ease
in the face of human misery anywhere. She was compelled
largely by her sympathies, I judged, to read, ponder, talk,
investigate—go here, there, anywhere, in order to see, hear,
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and so learn at first-hand for herself. I began to think that
in spite of all I had heard thus far as to her emotional and
varietistic tendencies—or because of these, maybe—we should
hear more of her intellectually, later on.

By now, being interested, I accepted an invitation to dinner
soon afterward, and on this occasion found her surrounded by
a varied and interesting group. For along with, for instance,
Moyer—he of the Haywood-Moyer-Pettibone trial for the
murder of one Steunenberg, sometime lieutenant-governor of
Colorado, in the great Colorado mine-workers’ strike of some
years before—there were two painters and a musician, all
well known to me ; the editor of a liberal political weekly ;
the editor of a socialistic weekly of the Daily Worker variety ;
the poet who had blown compliments at her at the * Black
Cat” dinner; the ever-amazing Ben Reitman, quondam
¢ side kick ” of Emma Goldman ; a journalist (and remember
him, please, if you will), who, possessed of means and some
leisure, was doing New York—a column—for one of the
leading Sunday supplements ; and for colour and ornament
some half-dozen youthful married and single females, all
reasonably attractive and all of that hoyden and yet vigorous
intellectuality which somehow leads to a flair for any intellec-
tual, or artistic, or social issue worthy of the name. We were,
however, gathered merely to eat, drink and be merry.

A thing that interested me at this time as much as anything
else in connection with Olive Brand was the tempo, or mood,
in which her apartment was furnished. “ Sumptuous” is a
fairly accurate word to use here. Apparently the lumberman
had opened his purse and told her to select as she wished.
Period furniture reigned, all underlaid with handsome rugs.
There were tapestries, some ultra-modern statuary, and a
few interesting, if almost too vivid, Neo-Impressionist paint-
ings gathered from I scarcely know where. Rugs, hangings,
lamps, pictures, books, all suggested that studied carelessness
that so often characterizes those who are eager to impress one
with the refinement of their surroundings. The books—any
number—ranged over a wide variety of subjects. This
woman was obviously a rapid, avid and serious reader. For a
little while I was in doubt as to whether all this represented
her own taste and interests or whether those of another were



54 A GALLERY OF WOMEN

involved. In the course of a year I was willing to credit all
to her.

To all she was friendly and attentive, painstakingly so, and
from the broad and rather savage comments of her guests at
times I could gather that, intellectually, she was the soul of
tolerance. Almost, as I felt at the time, too much so. Her
interests, if anything, were too general and too liberal. But
plainly, as opposed to wild social panaceas with their accom-
panying revolutionary disorders, she was for development in
every direction. The people should be taught, taught, taught !
(If only they could be!) As I said to her afterwards, she
should have chosen the rising sun as her symbol and sign
manual. But also she was too interested in individuals as
captains in every field to permit her to take sides, and yet as
keen in some instances—that is, regarding some current
labour issues, as any radical.

From the feminine or sex point of view, as I gathered on
this occasion, she was very much sought after and decidedly
varietistic, and this in the face of the liberal husband in the
west. And for that reason, I was inclined at times, more
especially at first, to think meanly of her. (To know all is to
forgive all.) There was the publicist who had told me about
her parties. He was a rugged, dynamic, and attractive fellow,
whom I suspected of a personal interest here. And I was
right. Next, there was the poet who had sung her praises at
“‘The Black Cat.” From his drunken gaiety on this and
other occasions, as well as his private confession later, he had
already been admitted to her favours. And the labour giant.
Yes, he also. Was the woman insatiable ! I pondered.

Just the same, I liked her very much. There was some-
thing positively inspirational about her attitude toward life,
her enthusiasm for it, her sense of beauty, poetry, romance,
her intense interest in those who could do anything mentally
—especially where the same was informed by a feeling for
beauty—as well as her real pity for those who could not. I
judged her to be a woman of the new, or old, freedom—1I don’t
know which to call it—the present feminine reply to the age-
old varietism of men. At this time, at least, she did not
seem to care whether or not many or any held chastity in
esteem. She was for life, and effort, and romance in any
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form. And to her, apparently, virtue—or the monogamic
code of morality—was a figment of the mind, useful to some,
to others not. For herself, apparently, she had decided that
she was entitled to that Dionysiac freedom which the Greeks
granted to the Heterz. She seemed to think that women
should enjoy the same sex privileges as men, but she did not
argue it, and plainly she was not for limiting those for men.
In so far as I could gather from actions, as well as thoughts
expressed, she seemed to feel that out of freedom of contact
between men and women of ability must spring not only
joyous inspiration and an intellectual rebirth but social happi-
ness, no less, more and better ideas and greater courage for
the social development of man. I have often laughed listening
to her and the Gargantuan Ben Reitman agreeing on what was
best for the world. (Oh, Rabelais, where were you at the
time?) Not only that, but she did not seem to look upon
sensuality as selfish indulgence. On the other hand, it was
all identified with romantic play and happiness and thought.
Anything, as she once said to me, to bring about greater freedom
for the mind—a social whirl in which men and women would
be happy and in which, at the same time, they would think
and reach worth-while conclusions.

As to the propriety or worthwhileness of this method, I have
this to say. If men and women can enjoy themselves for
long in such a whirl, I gather that there must be some natural
justification for it. Obviously, Puritanism tends toward the
humdrum and the commonplace—the mere breeding of
families. And for what? On the other hand, not all men
can endure the varietistic woman, any more than all women
can endure the varietistic man. And not all can endure
humdrum, not even the orderly. Where some are so plainly
urged by their own chemisms to spin madly, why not ?

Think what one will, however, Olive Brand was a person-
age. She introduced me, and no doubt others, to interesting
people and thoughts, events and books. On one occasion, as
I recall now, she took me to a secret reception to one of the
then fighting labour leaders in the great Lawrence strike.
It was in a shabby hall on the East Side, most carefully veiled
from the police, for there was a warrant out for his arrest.
This throng crowding into thatstuffy, smelly hall wasa revelation
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to me of the passionate way in which the life-hungry and
the disenfranchised cling, at times, to those who offer th?m a
gleam of hope. ‘To be sure, this man was no real saviour.
He has since been defeated, exiled along with others and not
so long ago died abroad. He was only a passionate, perhaps
mentally disorganized, brooder upon the ills of life, who with-
out a trace of profit to himself chose to fight and go down in
the fierce struggle of labour for what it considers its due. But
that room ! And those white, washed-out, seeking, eager
faces! And the little working Carmens and slaveys who
gazed upon him with adoring eyes ! It was like looking
through a2 window upon a world you had never really seen
before. It was like seeing Christ walking thoughtfully among
the forlorn of Hades.

But that was but one thing. She it was who took me to
see the New York mosque of the Mohammedans; to the
only New York meeting-place of the Mazdanians; to a
prohibited prize-fight. And among other things, in the heat
of a trying and, for me, rather poverty-stricken summer, she
it was who eventually found an old, mud-foundered scow on
the North River, near g6th Street, where long before, by
some almost impractical waterman, had been established a
most commonplace steak and chop restaurant, but where one
could sit of a spring or summer evening and for the princely
sum of seventy-five cents eat while viewing sunsets and spark-
ling stars. The passing of the boats | The lap of the water
below our modest table ! The gay, silly talk of a dozen
people persuaded by her to come from all sorts of places ! I
can see them now, hurrying dockward about seven o'clock,
their minds intent upon the pleasure of enjoying a steak with
potatoes upon a water-logged scow. The fol-de-rol delicious-
ness of it all ; the vagrom sense of adventure which had
Eron'xpted her and now drew us to share her discovery with

er!

But to return. Throughout these contacts I had sought
to make it clear that mine was purely a mental interest.
Nevertheless, and in spite of this reserve, 1 eventually found
that I, like so many others, was being set apart for an adven-
ture. No one thing at first carried any such import, of course,
She was always “ hail fellow ” to all.” But she had the most
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ingratiating of smiles and a way of throwing up her arms when
she saw one coming that said more plainly than words,
“ Welcome ! ”  And she had, always, some little special news
to trade with one. After a time, as I noticed, and just the
same, she began inviting me alone. Now it was to listen to
some music, which she could interpret either vocally or in-
strumentally very well indeed. Or, she had a new and rare
book with which I was by no means familiar. It was so that
I came to know of Frazer and * The Golden Bough.” Also,
the * Three Contributions to the Theory of Sex,” by Freud.
(At her place later I met the American emissary of that great
Austrian interpreter of the prime moving impulse of life.)

One day at luncheon in her apartment, the implication
became almost too obvious. There was wine and the smoke
of incense. She had a playful way of arranging a chair for
you, then throwing down a pillow for herself at your feet and
bringing a low table from which could be served coffee, or
candy, or fruit, or upon which a book might be placed, or
some pictures displayed. And she knew exactly into what
graceful poses to sink. But before all this we had been in
the kitchen together concocting some of the wonders of the
feast, myself as cook’s helper and scullion. And it was during
this time, and to aid in the matter of progress, I make no
doubt, that she began telling me the story of her life. I have
told part of it. I have described the bearded whiskerando
who was her father. She claimed she never understood him
in any way, and that at eighteen she was positively tormented
by a desire to go against all the commonplaces and solemnities
that he represented. One day then, browsing among the
bookshelves of the Salt Lake City library, as she here and
now told me, she encountered a young lawyer of whom she
knew nothing, a career-seeker from somewhere else. He
was engaging and good-looking. He helped her with her
search and made some suggestions as to books with which he
was acquainted. He told her where his office was and con-
trived a re-encounter in this place, 2 most convenient realm.
Later, he invited her to his place.

And so this affair absorbed her for over a year. As she told
me now, she liked him only fairly well. But the laughing
excuse she gave for being interested so long was that it was
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so difficult for her to see him at all that the very difficulties
fired her interest. And so the thing took on the tang of a
real adventure. You may depend upon it that he was already
married. But the thing that brought this incident to a close
was neither danger nor disaster, but weariness—the feeling that
in spite of this, her life was circumscribed and that the adven-
ture was not very significant. After a few months, she said,
she began to guess that her lover was not so remarkable after
all, and that she had rather disadvantaged herself. He was still
satisfied with his wife, who had means, and when the time
came relinquished Olive philosophically enough.

Next, about this time there appeared on the scene the
husband-to-be, the Spokane and Alaska lumberman, who had
been previously described to me (but never by her) as a gross
materialist and bounder. According to her, although good-
looking and wealthy, his was the type of mind that is limited
absolutely by what may be seen by the eye, felt by the hands,
counted by numbers, or measured with a yardstick. For him
there was no hinterland, unless it should prove one of insane,
religious, or political illusion. But most of all, he worshipped
money and all that it stood for—ample lands, large houses,
expensive furnishings, bank accounts, directorships, the com-
panionship or social acknowledgment, at least, of his position
and security by others, who, like himself, had achieved money.

In this connection she had something to say concerning her
father.  As you will recall, she early stated that she had never
understood him. Well, now, in this business of settling her
in marriage she understood him even less. As she had always
gathered from his conversation—or so she said—there was
one thing that was important in life, and that was one’s religion,
and by religion in his case, be it understood, he meant not
Christianity at large but the Baptist sect, of which he was a
participating unit. ‘The sect it was that was important—his
church, its membership, the social and commercial favours
which brisk and attentive union with it here assured him.
None the less, prospective husband appearing on the scene,
and having no valiant faith—but rather a thin and tentative
connection with the Methodists—he was immediately escorted
to the family home to meet daughter, because, as father and
mother well understood and as much as said, it was time that
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she was getting married. And religion or no religion, here
was a rich man ! He had come to Salt Lake to look into and
if possible buy certain grazing lands. And father was beside
himself with care as to how daughter should look, telephoning
to the house beforehand that he was bringing an important
young man, a prospective client of the bank, and would
daughter be so kind as to show him a little attention, for her
father’s sake—not a word as to the Baptist faith or even the
gentleman’s personal record. He was rich. The bank had
already established that for itself.

At any rate, upon sight, according to her, the stranger was
all attention. He lingered in Salt Lake for days. More, he
filled her as well as her parents’ ears with sharply defined
estimates of his financial worth. And once he was out of the
house on any given day, her parents frequently referred to
this. Worse, in so far as Olive was concerned, a girl school-
mate had not only recently married remarkably well but had
proceeded to look down on her. This, taken with her parents’
encomiums, inflamed her. At least she would have great
wealth. Then, too, all she had been taught to believe in
regard to securing for herself a comfortable marriage berth
before it should be too late operated to strengthen the thought
that after the lawyer it might be the better part of caution to
protect herself with a marriage certificate. Accordingly,
since he wrote, they corresponded. He came again. She
decided, so she said, that once she was married she could do
about as she chose, anyhow. So why not? Besides, she
could lord it over her girl schoolmate. And so when he
came again, she agreed. Followed a real church wedding,
with Olive carrying lilies. Then a visit to Hawaii, where
were some commercial matters to look into, even on the
honeymoon, and then to Spokane.

By to-day, no doubt, no one needs to have described to him
the intellectual and spiritual aridity of the up-and-doing
American city of the nineteenth-in-population, seventeenth-
!n-ﬁnancial—and-other-resources type. Still, as Olive told it,
1t made interesting listening. The D.A.R. and its immense
pr'ominence ; the Tagore Reading Circle ; the New Thought
Circle ; the American Federation of Women’s Clubs; at
least seven societies for the prevention or amelioration of this
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or that ; plus, in some of the best families, aggressive sectarian
religious views. Opposite this—the intellectual life, as it were
—lay the commercial and recreative interests of the best men
and their wives and daughters—the stock market, the country
club, the mercantile club, the Blankum-Blankums and their
seventy horse-power car, and Constantia Blankum-Blankum
and her superior circle of friends. The very best intellectual
drawing-room tables of that day, as she said, still displayed
the latest works of F. Hopkinson Smith, Marie Corelli, and
Thomas Nelson Page. There were some belated tableaux
vivants. Billy Sunday was a great social figure and invited
to the best homes.

Now despite all this and the fact that at this time this young
matron was little more than sly, sensual, tricky, and ambitious,
there was something else in her that was destined to change
her, and change her very fast. It was not, as she was now
beginning to see, money alone that she wanted. Perhaps she
had just reached the place where she was beginning to find
herself. At any rate, the atmosphere tended to throw her
back upon herself and to emphasize her interest in things
which were not like this. She began, as she said, to buy
and read important books—histories, novels, biographies.
True, her husband had surprised her with a library, which
he had taken over from someone who had been compelled to
giveitup | But the books tended only to induce heart failure !
Choice sets of Scott, Dickens, Bret Harte, and E. P. Roe |
Naturally, she began to look about for some measure of active
mental life among people who did not think as these people
did. But as yet she held only membership cards of the Eat
and Drink Country Club, the Sunny Slope Golf Club, the
Pebble Beach Boat Club—and, coincidentally, husband was
making it clear that he wanted his wife to become a power
socially here just as he was becoming a power financially. He
urged her constantly to invite and entertain as many of those
who could be of any service to him as the house would hold.
Her ambition did not lie that way. She shirked and dawdled
over the task, she said. They began to quarrel. Worse, she
made common cause with a young matron of her own years
who was feeling herself to be almost as unsatisfactorily situated.
She was the wife of a real-estate plunger who had some money,
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and she craved a good time, but not of the conventional stripe.
Rather, she tended to radical action and was intensely interested
in radicals.

Some fifteen or twenty miles from the city in which Olive
was now residing was a western radical resort, or camp, in
which were hibernating at this time a number of writers and
agitators interested in the deadly labour union wars of the
west—some Swedish and Norwegian, others American or
English agitators of repute. The colony had a bad name
locally because it had been rumoured that some of those who
lived there as man and wife were not married. As yet there
was no proof, and so no public storm, but the fact that they
were radicals and identified with the cause of labour was
sufficient to cast suspicion on the entire company. Yet for
reasons of her own, this new friend of Olive’s held a kindly
feeling toward this group. From a friend who was the wife
of one of the leaders of this colony she had learned much that
interested her of the thoughts and aims of these people. Did
not Olive want to meet some of them ? There were interest-
ing mental as well as social contacts to be found there. Did
not Olive want to go? And so it was that at last these two
ventured among them.

And as she now explained, the atmosphere of the place—was
fascinating. ‘There was little money, but much speculation
and personal intellectual intensity. Also among them dwelt a
young poet and radical with whom Olive proceeded to carry
on a desperate flirtation. His name was Githeroe, later killed
in a labour fight, as she told me, and he it was who introduced
her to the literature and leaders of the radical world—to
Strindberg, Ibsen, Gorky, Kropotkin, Henry George, and
Marx. Further, because of love, he visited her at her home,
and it was not long before hints were being given to H. B.
Brand, her husband, that all was not well in his domestic
world. His wife and Mrs. Realtor had been seen in the
camp in question. A particular radical from the camp was
v}ilsiting his own home from time to time when he was not
there, R

Followed a great conjugal storm. Brand wanted to know,
and was supplied with half-truths. She had been unsophisti-
catedly inquiring, that was all. These radicals were not a
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bad sort—very intelligent. What was wrong with them ?
Being a prominent and successful figure in the nineteenth-
city-in-population, and a member of the chamber of commerce,
he'had a very great deal to say as to what was wrong with
them. They were a lot of damned firebrands, anarchists,
socialists | ‘They ought to be arrested and locked up, drummed
out of the country ! He wouldn’t have such cattle coming to
his home, and she must not be seen any more within miles of
the camp. If she couldn’t, or wouldn’t associate with the best
people of her world, at least she shouldn’t and couldn’t associate
with these others either. She would ruin herself and him—
which was, no doubt, true.

Unfortunately, Olive had been broadened mentally by these
contacts. She no longer cared for her husband and his friends,
and she did like these people—at least she liked what they
stood for—and she was beginning to look upon her husband
as narrow, greedy, self-opinionated and ignorant. He had
money, but apparently, in some instances at least and as she
saw it, it took greed and a certain amount of dullness or insula-
tion against intellect and romance, to say nothing of radical
thought, to make money. She began to wonder how to
extricate herself from the peculiar situation in which she now
found herself. But the memory of those conservative con-
victions which from infancy on had tended to overawe her
were influencing and overawing her now.

Just the same, she could not, or would not, bring herself
to subscribe. She would not give up Mrs. Realtor, nor the
radicals either. Clandestine meetings began. A note was
intercepted. She was ordered out of the house, and then, as
she was preparing to go, ordered to remain—a confession of
weakness of which, as she admitted, she was quick to make
use. Only she began a tentative defence of radicalism which
infuriated her husband even more than the intercepted note,
because, as he now feared, she was infected with that virus.
But knowing now that he cared too much for her to let her
g0, at least easily, she stood her ground, and once more attempted
to leave. Whereupon, in a rage, he tore her clothes off her
and locked her in a room. ‘Then he wept, begged forgiveness,
and bought her many more things than he had destroyed.

But this was a mere beginning. He dogged her with questions
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as to her conduct, views, obligations to him, “society,”
her position. He threatened to kill her. Once he beat her
and when she tried to escape assured her that if she went he
would follow her and beat her again or kill her. More, he
declared he would write her parents, or visit them, and expose
all. ‘That and that only, as she said, gave her pause, for as
restless as she was she still hesitated to infringe upon the local
standing and spiritual and social peace of her parents, who
knew nothing of her changed views and were so common-
place in theirs. It would hurt them so, particularly her
father, whom she dreaded to disturb. In the meantime, her
husband, taking advantage of this pause, made such a violent,
if indirect, attack on the radical community through the
newspapers that it became impossible for that colony to exist
longer. Its members were scattered. However (which same
he did not appear to grasp), he was dealing with a growing
and changing organism, and one morning this organism
announced at breakfast that it was through. It did not like
Spokane. It did not like him. It did not intend to live with
him any longer, beatings or no beatings. House, car, money,
position—all were in the discard. It was going out in the
world to do for itself. It was going to New York, to Columbia
University among other things, to see if it could not fit itself
to write short stories and plays. It just couldn’t loaf and
socialize. Let him find some it who could! It was
through !

At first enraged, Brand was later dismayed, and even terri-
fied. He stayed home to argue with her. She would not
change. He followed her into her bedroom, and standing
behind her in silence, finally exclaimed : “ What’s the matter
with me, Olive, anyhow ? Ain’t I good enough ? Is that
it?” There was something in his tone, according to her,
that was both defeated and sad. For the first time in all
their period of contact, as she now said, that self-sufficiency
and bravado with which he overawed others, and her even,
appeared to have oozed out of him. She wanted to sympathize
and to explain, but she realized it was hopeless. He could
not understand her or himself. At bottom she could scarcely
understand him. And only away from him, as she said she
knew at the time, would she be able to prevent herself from
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hating him.  All that she could say was that it was impossible
for her to stay.

Then he made suggestions. Why leave for good ? If she
wanted to go to New York, all right, he would let her—pay
her expenses and tuition at Columbia—provided that when
the time was up (two years, she had said}—she would agree to
return and try him and this world once more. Maybe they
could get along after all. He himself might change. And
just once in a while, would she let him look her up in New
York, just to say hello? He would swear to make just a
friendly call, not a thing more. Oh, yes, and one condition
more—so long as he was paying the expenses, wouldn’t she
agree not to have anything to do with any of these radicals,
especially the poet, and refrain from being unfaithful until she
decided to quit for good ? (I am injecting here certain data
which came out afterwards through her and certain individuals
whose testimony against his wife he was endeavouring to
secure. At first she told a somewhat different tale. He had
not exacted all of these things, by any means.)

Thus, as I now gathered, it was something like this that
was behind the New York apartment, the car, the furniture
and objects of art. Naturally, he wished her to live as became
the wife of one H. B. Brand. Among other things, as I
gathered later, he handed her a paid-up lease for three years.
But despite the fact that I did not get the exact nature of
their compact at first, I was not sufficiently interested to be
moved by it. I was not in love with Olive Brand, and the
insoluble ills that spring from conflicting temperaments left
me cold. I could see value only in separation at almost an
cost. The one thing I could not relish was the thought of
her using his means to disport herself in varietism and romance.
Yet, who was I to write the exact law of social relationship ?
She interested me as a temperament, and does to this day, ten
years after she is dead. I had the feeling at the time, and still
have, that maybe she did not quite know herself, or that, at
most, certain chemic fires burned so high that they obscured
all sharp demarcation of mine and thine. They have a way
of doing that. Besides, as I guessed, the amount he was
allowing her could not seem so much to either herself or
him. Was he not truly rich ? I do recall asking her whether,
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once the three years were up, she would go back to him, and
her saying that she wouldn’t, and adding that by that time,
though, he might not want her so much any more, either—a
thought that struck me as both keen and cool. Even so, I
liked her. There was so much that was playful, graceful,
and, above all, incalculable, in all that she did and said.

But just the same, the luncheon, with its romantic over-
tures, came to nothing, and at about five in the afternoon I
departed, not to see her again for months. ‘Then, on a winter
afternoon, my telephone bell rang, and there she was. It
was a long time since we had seen each other, wasn’tit ? Well,
she hadn’t forgotten if I had, and wouldn’t I come to meet
two very interesting women who were coming to her place to
tea? I doubted the wisdom of it at the time, and excused
myself, But another day over the telephone she suggested
that I join a group that was going somewhere. I did not,
for some reason, possibly another engagement. It was not
long after this that she came to see me. She was very simply
garbed on this occasion, as I noted, and in a curious frame
of mind. Why did I avoid her? There was gossip going
on about her, she knew. Was that the reason? Not at all,
I assured her. I had not even heard the gossip, and was not
interested, but in her I was interested always. I was very
glad she had come ; it was good to see her again.

She launched at once into a study of herself, just as though
I were a father confessor. Her life, as she now said, had
been a series of blunders, but with a right intent. Believe it
or not, as I chose, blindly she had been seeking to grow. She
had been restrained and the urge upward had been too much
for her better judgment. It was true. Yes, it was. But
out of it all so far she had realized two worth-while things—
contacts with doers and thinkers and this period in New York.
The experiment of studying at Columbia, followed seriously
at first, had been a mistake, One could not learn to write
plays or short stories so. One had to live and understand life.
She knew that now. Also, that style was a gift, the result of
a temperament.

But this was not all. Perhaps her seemingly unfair attitude
toward her husband had alienated me. But I must not be
too hard on her. She had not stated the case as clearly as
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she might have. She was not poor when she married him
and had really condescended more to please her parents than
herself. Besides, her mind was immature at that time. And
had he not had two years of her life which he valued very
much ? But for that he had really only given her things for
which she did not care. Besides, he was very rich. Why
shouldn’t he give her a little since very soon now she would
not be taking anything from him any more? She had a
plan. She was going to do something for herself. It would
be hard, since when she left her husband she would not be
able to look to her parents for any aid. ‘They would certainly
sympathize with him. But just the same she intended to try
to make her own way, by working. Wasn’t that all right ?
Why couldn’t we be friends once more on that score ?

I did not attempt to explain my real thoughts in regard to
her, although they were very flattering. I merely said I
believed she had elected the right course and knew she would
succeed. Also that we had never been anything but friends.

A week or two later she telephoned that she was trying to
sublet her apartment for the remainder of her lease, which
had something over a year to run. Also to sell her furniture
and her car. With the proceeds she proposed to take a smaller
place, 2 much smaller place. Now she wanted to be alone,
she said, in order to test whether she could write. Meanwhile,
and if possible, she prepared to get a divorce, or let her husband
getone. It was not long before she found a place, and moved,
and then I was invited to come and see her. It was far north,
near One Hundred and Ninetieth Street, in a newer and less
attractive section, much poorer. The building was a five-
story affair, with a very small elevator which ran only when
you could get the negro who was the man-of-all-work to
come and operate it. ‘The cost, I guessed, could not be more
than thirty-five or forty dollars 2 month. Her place was
two flights up and consisted of a small living-room, bedroom,
kitchenette and bath. But books crowded the walls of the
living-room and bedroom. Her interesting books ! Nearly
all of the remaining space was taken by her piano, a victrola,
and a typewriter. A snug fit. From the window of her
kitchen one obtained a rather charming view of the upper
city, but from nowhere else,
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I cannot say that she looked or seemed any more practical
or sane here than she had in the other place. Rather the
dreamer and poet that she really was, slowly evolving, to be
sure, but infected with the virus of the ideal which would
never let her rest. She was anxious, as she now said, to say
or do something that would reflect her own point of view and
by that means make her own way in life. I liked her much
better. By degrees I noticed also that her wardrobe grew
simpler—a thought that did not sadden me, seeing that she
had never needed all she had in the first instance. Next—
and this was a fact that interested me and must have impressed
her, too—was that although here she had none of the facilities
for offering that hospitality which had characterized her on
Riverside Drive, still she was followed by as interesting a
group of people as ever I saw in leash to any temperament in
New York—editors, writers, artists, propagandists, socialists,
anarchists, conservatives, as you will. Her petty rooms were
crowded at least two or three times a week with those who
came this distance to find her, and without hope of either
dinner or drinks.

But it was now when she was seeking to sever herself from
the old life that her real troubles began. For her husband,
who had come to New York not long before she moved this
time, had conveyed to her the fact that all along he had been
aware of the type of life she had been and, as he believed, still
was, leading, and that unless she now returned to him he would
furnish her wjth no more money and would expose her, not
only to her parents in the west but to the public. He had
changed his mind, he said. Her conduct in his absence and
on his money had completely alienated him. She was this,
she was that. Still, as anyone could see, he still cared for
her in some twisted, erratic way. For, as he now stated (and
I will explain my authority later), as bad as she was, and as
determined as he was to punish her, still, assuming that she
would return to him and ‘ behave ” herself, he would not act
in the drastic fashion he threatened.

The way I came to know all this was this : One day there
was a ring at my door—a ring, by the way, which had been
preceded by a visit from Olive herself, in which she had ex-
plained how troublesome and determined and non-understanding
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the man really was and how he was setting out to force
her to do that which she could never do. But now here
was the man himself—of medium height, smooth-shaven,
rather soundly built, dynamic, and authoritative. My name
was so-and-so, was it not? (It was.) I was a friend of
Olive Brand’s, was I not—one of her admirers and well-
wishers ? (I was all of that, I hoped.) Well, then he had
something he would like to say to me. Could I spare him a
few minutes ? It might prove of value to Olive and himself.
Being invited in, he was soon launched upon an intimate and
interesting picture of their married past. Oh, what a girl
was Olive before ever she had been tainted with the virus of
these radicals ! How excellent was her family ! She had
been carefully guarded, and he had thought that she would
be contented with the financial and social opportunities he was
able to offer her in Spokane. But, alas, these radicals ! They
had turned her head. She was following an insane, anarchistic
course which could only lead to her destruction. Why, look
at her life here in New York ! And now he proceeded to
set forth what plainly hired spy-men had brought to his ears.
She was, or had been, in the company of this, that, and the
other individual—* notorious,” as he labelled them—Green-
wich Village ne’er-do-wells, pseudo and disgraced artists and
poets, loafers, I.W.W. social wreckers—and the like—an
unholy and disgraceful crew. Even now, as he knew and
could prove, she frequented the Liberal Club. She knew and
associated with Emma Goldman, Ben Reitman, Bill Haywood,
Thomas Moyer, and other notorious radicals and labour
leaders. She had even taken part in labour strikes, helping
muke soup for strikers, serving in kitchen camps. And as he
set forth all this, his practical and conservative mouth hardened,
his jaw squared, and his eyes flashed. Actually the material
convictions of the man fairly fascinated me. Those carefully
cut clothes, new and highly polished shoes, the small bright
bow-tie that emphasized his striped shirt and low, turned-
down collar.

Lord, what a far cry from this man to this woman ! I thought.
And what a commentary on the fumbling, groping, unillumi-
nated state of youth—and of maturity, for that matter, in
many instances—that this girl and this man should ever have
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imagined that they could live together ; that he should now
really imagine that if she would return he could live with
her ! And what a hell, assuming that this could be forced
on her, it would prove for her and him ! I studied him
curiously, for I saw that he believed for some reason that
I was likely to have some influence on her. And in his
favour. I proceeded to explain that I feared there was a
deep-seated temperamental as well as mental difference here
which could not be overcome by quarrelling or force. Both
were plainly looking at life from different angles. What
appeared so dreadful to him did not appear dreadful to her—
nor to myself, for that matter. For these several reasons, as
I now blandly cooed, it would be best if he were to drop this
pursuit. Cut her off from all financial aid if he chose (I
understood that he had already done so), but let her go her
own way, work out her own destiny.

Whereupon he suddenly whirled upon me. That was not
the way he would have it at all. She was a vile woman, a
vampire, a wastrel. Unless she agreed to come back and
live with him at once, he would proceed to show her up. He
had been having her watched all this time. He knew who
her friends were and what her relations with them had been.
Wait until her parents and her friends and relatives in Salt
Lake heard of this ! He would hire lawyers and newspaper-
men. He would get articles published and blow up Green-
wich Village and these radicals ! He would fix her.  Where-
upon I suggested that we part. It would do no good for him
to harangue me. I had no real mental influence on her and
if I had I would not use it to effect a reunion which I could
only look upon as a mistake. He stalked slowly out of the
place and that was the last I ever saw of him.

But the reunion did not come about. True, he did annoy
and even frighten her, causing her, as she plainly evinced
from time to time, intense mental anguish. Her mail was
intercepted and opened. Her telephone wire tapped and all
messages coming to her relayed to him. It was reported at
the time among those who knew her that telephone messages
concerning her, and to the following effect, were distributed :
“Is that Mr. i” “Yes.” “You know Olive
Brand ?” “Certainly !” “This is a friend of yours
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speaking. You had better have nothing more to do with
her. She is afflicted with . . .” (the standard complaint).
Imagine this type of social warfare, and by one who pretended
to love her and who wanted her to live with him ! Naturally,
some who had known and liked her were frightened away.
Others, of whom I chanced to be one, were in no wise affected.
But he sought to, and to a certain extent did, make a pariah
of her, even though he was still willing to take her back himself.

One of the things he did effect was this. Since he was
dogging her every move, as it were, it became necessary for
her to flee, and this time by night, to a very small apartment
on the East Side, which had no telephone to watch, and where
she lived under another name. Incidentally, she now paid a
return visit to her parents in Salt Lake, in order to forestall, if
possible, the damaging attacks she felt certain he was about
to make. But, as she explained afterwards, nothing had been
gained by that, not even the mental ease of her parents in
regard to her. For, plainly, by now, they looked upon her
as a failure, her husband as the epitome of law and order and
all worth-while forms. Her father was hopelessly set in
orthodox and conventional views and did not approve of
divorce. Once married, it was best to stay married. Why
should she not return to her wealthy husband ?

But that small apartment on the upper East Side! And
how she now contrasted with her old self | I recall meeting
her once in First Avenue, near 66th Street. She wore a little
gingham house dress and was carrying some groceries and a
magazine in a basket. Except as to fine feathers, she had not
changed much, looked even more interesting to me in that
swarming upper East Side than she did on the Drive. Invited
to see her new place, we trudged up three flights of slate steps
to a combination kitchen and dining-room, with a living-room
attached. But they looked over the East River, a gracious
view, and it was clean. Also, there were her books and a
typewriter and a piano. She explained that her husband’s
actions had caused her to fear for her friends, and so it was
best to hide from all. But she was writing now, or trying to
—short stories, poems, essays, a play.  And if anything should
ever come of ler efforts in a public way, well then, she would
be able to live, and happily, by herself or with someone, but
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mentally and spiritually free, or so she seemed to think at
least.

Yet from therice on, for a time at least, her life seemed to
grow darker rather than brighter. According to her, before
actually filing suit, Brand returned to her parents and so filled
them with tales of her present state that for the time being,
at any rate, they would not even communicate with her.
Next, he attached the lease and contents of her old apartment.
And we all know how profitable writing—and especially
intellectual writing—can be for the beginner. Worse, as
I could see, she had no clear idea as yet as to what she could
do or what it is that the public really cares for. During the
first year of this East Side life, therefore, her piano and victrola
disappeared, and she seemed to be in danger of real want.
Certainly, as I saw it, she was beginning to pay a very fair
price for her convictions and her ideals.

And then . . .

But before I tell the rest I should like to tell one or two
charming incidents that befell her over there. One evening
when I went to see her she showed me a letter that had been
shoved under her door by one of those firebrand poet lovers
who sometimes take the heart of a woman by storm. He
was a writer—a poet of sorts—a youth of some ability who
afterwards made a name for himself as a soldier in France.
He knew of her troubles, of how she had hidden away. I
never read a more beautiful letter. Full of genuine emotion
and admiration—the kind of a letter any woman would be
delighted to reccive. He spoke of her white, thoughtful face,
her black hair, of how he had been reminded of mother-of-
pearl and jet and scarlet. Did she stand in need ! He would
be glad to help her. But whether she ever looked at or thought
of him again, he would treasure the memory of her face, the
music of her steps. And then one day, weeks later, there
was an envelope containing some money lying in the same
place. He thought she might be in actual want, I presume.

And again, one of those labour men whom I have mentioned
—a really distinguished leader in his way—sought her out and
offered aid. And asking him about her once, he said to me
that among all of the women he had known whose sympathies
had been enlisted by labour troubles, Olive seemed not the
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most understanding, perhaps, but the most sympathetic and
inspirational. “ She helped at Lawrence and Paterson,” he
said. “ There was real danger, always, and it was all ugly
and hard. She felt sorry for the workers, I suppose, especially
the hungry and defeated, but mostly, I think, she saw some-
thing else—adventure, dignity, beauty, in an almost hope-
less contest. It was something, not to go about with her
exactly, but just to see her. She had a smile, and hope,
and, she conveyed something to me—inspiration, I think it
was.” :
And then one day, through the mail, and while she was
still living on the East Side, I received the following
poem. It was addressed to me, carried my name at the
head, and caused me to pause, to understand, to know,
that this woman could most surely distinguish herself if
she would—not in the petty little passing fiction field, but in
some broader walk of thought and inspiration, where live,
and dream, and execute, those who most truly influence the
world.
I offer the poem in evidence :

Out

Amid endless levelness, a cheerless span,
‘I find you.

Apart . . .

Alone . .

Missing

‘What is not there.

Out

In lightlessness

Where sense pales to sensuality,
Where both lapse to dreams,
Dream dies to night,

And night dispels to nothingness,
I find you.

Fized.

Paling with the paling dream,
A nihilistic acolyte

Of night and nothingness,
Needing

What is not there,
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Out

On the breast of barrenness,
I find you,

Rooted.

Not born to what is there.
Wishing . . .

‘What is not there.

:ﬁmid a ;;archjng.seething.ness,
A reeking loneliness,

I find you.

Breaking . . .

Athirst . . .

Insatiate !

In the round-and-all-about
‘Wherein,

‘Though moving,

All of us are fixed,

As surely as the lily,
Cactus,

Or the mignonette,

And from which,

Like them,

We draw our seasoned sustenance
Of body and of soul,

I find you,

Lifting up your head,

Aspiring thought,

Craving love,

Desirous of creation’s power.

In the round-and-all-about

That conditions all of us

Much more than what is handed down,,
More,

Perhaps,

Than occult urge called will within,
I find you,

Wooing rain,

And sun,

And life,

And light,

With every eager, needful, hopeful, wistful bit of you.
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In a peopled paradoxic desert
1 find you.

‘Wasting,

Drying in the heat so dry.

People . . . People . . . People . . . People!
Everywhere !

But all

Each one

A strange mirage.

Religions, philosophies,

Games for wealth and power.

Arts,

Movements,

Revolutions . . .

Everywhere !

But not a one more than a desert’s dream
-Of water-springs that cannot satisfy.

“To this round-and-all-about
You are as swiftly sensitive
As the mignonette or lily.
Indeed . . .

You .. . inyourturn . . .
Are but a plant.

A human plant.

Your body is the stem.

Your brain

Its destined, lovely flowering.

And like the lily

‘Or the mignonette,

You too are rooted in the round-and-all-about,
And

Again like them,

You too are as deeply sensitive.

I find you

And,

I pause beside you.

1, too, have known

‘The levelness and lightlessness

The loneliness and barrenness

“The strange mirages and evasive dreams,
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1 look upon you

‘With wonder, reverence and awe.
I watch you

Lifting up your head,

Aspiring thought,

‘Wooing life and light,

Craving love,

Desirous of Creation’s power,
And, ’

I understand.

I cannot speak,

I cannot breathe,

I cannot move.

I only weep a tear
‘That, unseen, trickles
Out of sight and sense.
Then, toward you,
Stretch out my hands.

I would put hands upon you.
I would bring you home with me,
And to you I would say :

You were, in days of birth,
Some dear dead plant’s plant,
You were,

In fullness of your first desires,
The wide world’s plant.

You were,

In after days,

‘The desert’s plant.

And thus . . .

I find you

But now

You are my plant.

I put my hands upon you.
I bring you all to me.

I place your stem between my breasts.
I hold you here above my heart.

I feel your roots within my heart

As surely as I feel

The blood that yields me life.
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And now and then,

In some seductive mood,

A wandering, truant thought
Does make me wish

I might have been the mother plant
That mothered you

. . . The slender pod that once
Did hold you close and dark.
‘The soil

That moistly first

Did cradle you,

That nursed you on to life,
Expression,

‘Wide-eyed, cognate thought.

The gardener’s hand

That could have tended budding eagerness . .
Yet . ..

Oh . .. why the wish ?

It has not happened so.

And yet,

At times,

It seems

As if

All this had really been

All sweetly strangely true ;

Asif . ..

I seem to have the memory of such things.

Yet after all

I am not sure

But that ’tis better

Than to seek . . .

And seek . . .

And seek . . .

To now and then discover . . .
To lovingly transplant . . .
In this so yearning,
Craving,

Life-adoptive way.

I sought
Across the levelness and lightlessness :
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I sought

Across the loneliness and barrenness ;

I sought

Through passing people ;

I sought

Through bright mirages and evasive dreams ;
I sought

Quite past and through

All things that could not satisfy ;

But now,

Now,

I...ye ...

I would that I might be

The carth

In which to bed your roots anew ;

‘The rain

‘That nourishing

Descends

In blessed joyful weeping :

The air,

The wind

To feed your blossoming,

The bee

"That brings the diverse golden inspiration dust ;
The stem

On which to hang the wondrous mellow fruit of you ;
The sky

To hold the sun that sends inceptive rays ;
Horizons far

Toward which you look . . . and look
To guess what is beyond ;

The sun itself

‘That in its burning, passionate

‘T'o you is chief and first

Your qualitative source of life.

And ... oh!

And would now that I could . . .
That large, caressing something be . . .
That understanding, pregnant solitude,
The round-and-all-about, . . .

That is not levelness or cheerlessness,
That is not loneliness or barrenness,

In which you move,
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And joy

And have your being . . .

The space,

The peace

And light,

In which you need to be.

A plant indeed you are . .

A human plant,

Your body is the stem,

Your brain,

Its destined, lovely flowering.
And like the sweeter plants

So swiftly sensitive

To all thatis . . .

The round-and-all-about . . .
‘Wherein, though moving,

All are fixed,

As surely as the lily or the mignonette.
And from which, like them,

We draw our seasoned sustenance
Of body

And of soul.

Yet seeking that thatisnot . . .
And dreaming that that may not be.

Oh, plant !

Dear, human plant !

Lift up your leaves !

‘Take root !

Aspire again !

Keep heart !

Keep faith !

Dare look into the sun,

Your face to his

As now.

Dare woo and win all life and light,
Dare drink the rain and wind,
Dare grow.

Presume again the dream !
Produce the bloom !

Bring forth the fruit !

Oh, plant . . .

Oh, human plant . . .
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Yet apart from telling her how much I thought of it—how
truly sensitive to and understanding of life I knew it to be—
it led to nothing more than that warm friendship that already
existed between us. She knew that I saw her for what she
was—the aspirant, the dreamer, one who looked out with
wide, clear, sensitive eyes upon the mystery of life and paused
to wonder at and meditate upon now this, now that, and yet
to know that life is not to be understood—that for man it
remains, and must remain, an insoluble secret, his one approach
the door of beauty.

Somewhere farther back I asked you to remember a certain
journalist—one of the group by which I found her surrounded
at the first dinner in her apartment that I ever attended. An
interesting fellow this—worthy, as time was to prove (to me, at
least), of a separate paper. And yet it can never be written.
I can only, and finally, deal with him here. But among so
many whom I encountered and entertained from time to time
in New York, Jethro was one who fixed himself in my mind,
made a strong personal impression. And yet exactly why
I sometimes asked myself. Assuredly he was not of a highly
imaginative turn. Or was he ? A little gross, a little material
in his tastes, strong for parties, dinners, first nights, conven-
tional doings in society and theatrical and Bohemian circles,
and yet also, as anyone could tell after an hour with him, a
most amazingly well-informed man, and one who went to
primary sources in history, science, and the arts for the informa-
tion which guided him and gave him his place as an editor and
journalist. But without, as I often thought, a certain valuable
delicacy or sensitivity, without which . . . well . . . And
yet with something a little rueful about him, too, as though,
at times, and in the face of the upstanding, two-fisted animality,
argumentative and critical vigour of him, one sensed or heard
something—a sorrowful little voice underground—a low, half-
captured, half-evasive melody, or mood, or cry. I used to
wonder.

And now, one day, some seven months after the poem and
the difficulties which had driven Olive Brand to the East
Side, and when, understandably enough, seeing that I had
been south for the winter, I had not seen her in four months,
there was a knock at my studio door, and outside it stood
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Jethro. He had just learned that I was back. He had some-
thing of importance to him that he wished to communicate
to me.

“ You’re one of Olive’s best friends, I know,” he began.

“1 hope so,” I replied.

“Well, you don’t know it, but we’ve been seeing a great
deal of each other of late . . . well . . . we’re going to get
married, as soon as a little business in connection with her
divorce can be arranged. It's almost settled now, and we
want you to stand up with us, act as best man, if you will,
when the time comes. She wants you to do it,” and he looked
at me as much as to say : This must be a surprise to you,
I know, but so it is.

“Sure! Delighted! Congratulations !” 1 answered.
“Say as much to Olive. But how about this, anyhow ?
I thought she couldn’t get a divorce. What about the
Honourable H. B. Brand ? ”

“ All done and fixed,” he said. * The trouble with Olive
is that she’s a damned bad manager. She makes herself look
worse than she is. And all because she hasn’t managed right.
But that’s neither here nor there. We're going to get married
just the same. I’m straightening out her affairs for her.
I’ve just been to see that husband of hers, but before I went
I took care to get a lot of affidavits from people who know
something about him as well as her, some of whom he ap-
proached with money, by the way. That wouldn’t look well
in those Spokane papers if it were published there,” he
chuckled, *“ and anyhow, I felt all the time that he was bluffing.
I hired a couple of lawyers out there, and between us we
made him see the light. I told him that I wanted to marry
Olive. He finally agreed to let her get a divorce over here
in Jersey, and it’'ll all be fixed in a little while now. That’s
why I came around to see you to-day.”

You could have knocked me flat with a very light blow.
I couldn’t get it, as the saying goes. But I certainly looked
upon it as a happy outcome for Olive. For Jethro was in
many respects such a substantial, dependable sort of a fellow,
with means and brains, and if Olive had come to love him,
why not? ‘To be sure, she was not marrying a poet, nor yet
a grand dramatic figure such as her very remarkable temperament
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might have entitled her to—but, after all, might there not
be more to him than I had perceived ? I began to meditate
as to this.

. « . Meanwhile . . . they were married, and at the City
Hall of all places, by the City Clerk, a friend of Jethro’s and
by virtue of his office legally entitled to tie the knot. I was
there and signed the certificate by request. Before this,
however, Jethro had taken an entire house on the upper
West Side and with Olive’s aid and supervision had fixed it
up. Books, books, books. A large, comfortable living-room,
with a fire-place ; ‘a dining-room, a library and separate work-
rooms for Olive and Jethro on separate floors ; several bed-
room and bath suites ; a new piano and victrola. And was
I welcome there? They were always calling up to know
when 1 was coming up for dinner. But the sight of either
in their respective roles of faithful husband and wife used to
make me laugh. For, like Olive, Jethro had led no simple
life.

Nevertheless, and from the beginning, I suspected, as well
as sensed, that there was something more to this union than
temperamental or emotional affinity, with all that that implies.
Olive, as I knew, was not only sensitive but idealistic, and so
what was it that first and last fixed her interest on Jethro ?
His mind? Was his mind as remarkable or as fascinating
as hers? I knew it was not. His was a good, sound mind,
and well-furnished intellectually. Also it was accompanied
by an expansive, generous, and pagan temperament. But
even so. Hers was a drifting, emotional, colourful, seeking
thing that would not be likely to rest permanently anywhere.
Or would it? As for his money, or his mental and physical
assurance in the face of life and materiality, well, I could
not really believe (especially after seeing Olive on the East
Side) that he was so needful to her, if at all. And if not,
then what . . .?

Often I studied each critically, and especially when they
were together in their new home. Knowing Jethro and his
interest in all night doings anywhere, as well as Olive’s
naturally varietistic temperament, I was given to venturing
thinly veiled commentaries. * How do you explain all this,
Olive? I thought you of all people would find the simple
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stuff, a little . . . well . ..

i is broom and duster ..
l;grel:;f:;vt}tls.b. say mentally insubstantial, or lacking in
lustre, maybe,” to which she would re'ply,-as a r'ule, wnt‘l;
her eyes only, or a quizzical, Mona-Lisa-like smile. An
such eyes—the long, dark, Oriental, and so u_ndecnpherable,
eye. But once she said : * Oh, there is more in heaven and
earth than is . . . you know.”

“ I thought as much,” I replied. . )
And to Jethro, seeing him cooking in the kitchen one

night, a white apron around his ample waist : * This is
beyond me. How the night clubs must mourn the loss of
their most enthusiastic patron ! ”

“In the first place,” he replied, *“ I am basting a ham. In
the second, you’re trying to sow seeds of discord in this poppy
patch. Have a heart | ”

But for all my doubts they appeared to understand each other.
And presently—in the course of a year—the underlying essence
became more and more apparent. I had not sensed it, but
before going over to journalism completely Jethro had had
bright dreams of becoming a writer. Short stories, plays,
essays, as I gathered afterward from Olive, had been essayed
by him, but to no effectual result. And privily, for all his
outward bravado, he had grieved. And that, as I now sensed,
was the thing that I had noted in him but had not understood
—a mental voice of defeat. On the other hand, Olive, while
dreaming after the same fashion, had actually, and although
much younger, achiecved more. True, she had not achieved
publication as yet, but in her desk were many poems, essays,
some short stories and a play even, that needed little more
than reshaping to give them their ultimate value. And these
things, read by Jethro, and their real import gathered, had
combined with a genuine affection as well as admiration for
her to bring about that devotion which had resulted in marriage.
She sensed his lacks, sympathized with his aspirations, and
because of her affection for him had soon offered to co-operate
with him in the labour of artistic production. They were to
write plays, short stories, novels even, together. Poetry and
the essay forms (having singular moods and opinions: which
these forms would best or most individually convey) she
reserved to herself. ~And he, interested in science, philosophy,
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- history, biography, and the like, preferred to reserve to him-
self certain constructive papers in those fields. But really,
in his case, the play and the short story—more particularly the
play—came first.  And soon after their union they were hard
at work on first one and then another, all of which had interest
and force, and one of which presently, in the second year of
their marriage, achieved production.

But the excitement in Jethro! And the satisfaction !
And the intense adoration, mounting almost to idolatry, for
his brilliant wife ! Night clubs? Pooh ! Village parties ?
Who were these silly Villagers anyhow ! A lot of wastrels,
profitless dreamers and adventurers ! Solid work ! Solid
achievement ! ‘That was the thing! A delicious, content-
ing union such as this, with one’s friends gathering around
and making of the new home a delightful sa/on. One could
see him actually broadening and taking on security and assur-
ance even under her encouraging influence, and half forgetting
that he had ever been a dreaming, wastrel Villager himself.

But the days clock merrily, or dolefully, along, as you will.
And time and chance happen to all of us. A year, two,
three of this . . . with the gayest and most contented of
groups centring around this new couple. And then, one
day, the feelingless hand of Fate. I called Jethro on the
telephone one morning to seek certain information I desired,
and in passing he announced that Olive was not feeling well

. a little cold, he thought, but nothing serious . . . so
long ! But the next afternoon he called up to say that she
was no better, worse even, and that he was becoming a little
worried. She had developed a severe sore throat and some
fever. There was a doctor coming now. Later that same
evening I called, only to learn that he was then removing her
to St. Luke’s, and that in case I wished to go there I would
find her in a certain private room, the number of which he
gave me.

I hurried to the hospital to see for myself. To my emotional
relief I found her resting most comfortably and, because of
Jethro’s concern, amusedly, in one of those very simple hospital
rooms for which they charge so much. But, at that, she
appeared to have a temperature, and privately Jethro informed
me that the doctor feared pneumonia. I jested with him
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about giving up so easily and returned to Olive, who talked
only of getting up soon. In the past few weeks they had
been planning a summer home on the Jersey coast. There
was a certain inlet the very shore of which, to the water’s
edge, could be utilized for a lawn. A prospective breakfast-
room and three bedrooms were to command the morning
sun rising out of the sea. ‘They were planning a small dock,
a motor-boat, and all was to be reached from New York in a
little over two hours. The following spring and summer,
if I would, I was to visit them there.

But the next morning when I called, she was not so well—
a little more fever—and that night she was babbling nonsense.
A specialist had taken charge, and Jethro was depressed beyond
words. He was waxy pale the while he pretended to hope.
And the next day she was rational, but weaker. I called
with flowers. We talked of various things, and now for the
first time, since Jethro was not present, she appeared depressed.
When I rallied her about her courage, she said : “ Oh, it
isn’t of myself I’'m thinking. I feel sorry for Jack. He’s
been so much better off with me.”

Exactly, I thought, but aloud, said : *“I know it, Olive.”

“1 knew you did. You remember that poem I sent you ¢ ”

“1 love it. It is beautiful, not because of me but because
of you. I have it with me always.”

“1 wanted you to know. But I knew afterwards that it
was a sort of farewell to you. You couldn’t care for me
enough, could you?”

“No, Olive,” I replied, “ not in that way. But you know
how life is. We can’t love where and when we would. But
if you think I haven’t thought you beautiful, or your mind
and life wonderful . . . that I do not think so now . . .”

She took my hands and held them. * Oh, I know, I know,”
she said, “so I thought it was best to do something for Jack.
He needed me so.”

“You have done everything for him,” I said. “I have
seen it.”

* That is why I would like to go on,” she said.

But the next day she was irrational. And the next. ‘There
were no more conversations. And at five one afternoon
Jethro telephoned that she had died at four.
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The usual obsequies—expansive, oppressive, dull. And
after that a long trip for Jethro to Utah. Her parents had
begged that her body be brought there. And to gratify them
he had consented. Later, a calmer state of mind ; he pictured
her parents, their real as well as their social reaction to her
death and home-coming. For be it remembered that they had
never been reconciled to her divorce and remarriage, nor to
any of the things reported of her to them. But now that
she was dead, their blood-grief was real enough—moving—
heart-breaking, so Jethro said—for they were so old, and she
was of their happiest past. Yet once she was buried, he—
Jethro—had been subjected, so he said, to a most damnable
string of introductions and social encounters. This was
because of the professor’s desire to make clear to everyone in
his set in Salt Lake that things were not quite as bad as had
been rumoured. For here was Jethro, a very presentable
man, indeed. And many references to the passing of Olive,
together with accounts of her artistic interests.

I stood it for two days,” he said, ‘‘ then I caught an early
morning train for New York. I couldn’t stand another hour.
But they laid her,” he continued, *“ on a slope above the city,
where she can look down and sec her old skating pond, and
the school, and I guess she’ll be all right there.”

But the effect on Jethro !  Quickly, and perhaps too thinly,
I have hurried over the grim period in which he realized,
all too blindingly, that she was gone ; that never again any-
where in all time or space would he be permitted to repeat or
enjoy the delightful relationship which had so fortified him
against the dicing of Fate and the lapse of time. He had
been getting along so well, so very well, with her, and she
with him. Both, I think, had been truly happy—as much
as two people well can be in this choppy, windy scene. But
now this. And the big house with all her books, and his.
Her music. Her writings. I called frequently to sit with
him and cheer him up, if possible, but soon found that he
could not really endure the house any longer. True, he
was going to bring on his mother and sister, move to a new
scene, perhaps, try and pull himself together and go on with
his work. But I noted, as time passed, and although he did
bring on his mother and sister, and they moved, still he could
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not successfully resume where, jointly, as in the plays and
short stories, they had left off. Ah, no. He tried, I will
admit. For something over a year, after the blow of her
death had seemingly worn off, he wrote, wrote, wrote. And
he read as never before, perhaps. But nothing came of it.
One could see as well as feel it. He had no one to talk to,
no one to share with him the, for him, difficult labour of
composition. Quite frequently I heard of him at various
Bohemian parties. It was said that he was taking to drink
and a somewhat loose life, but only partially was this true.
The fact was that he was still trying, but with lapses. And
then, due to a chance meeting with a medical investigator
who lacked writing ability but who was hard upon the trail
of the mystery of the human glands—endocrine and others—
and their influence upon the human temperament and our
social morals, he turned to labour for this man, and presently
appeared not only as this medico’s public sponsor but scriptic
interpreter. As he once said to me, he really did not know
how sound it all was and where it would get, but it was
interesting and it might lead eventually to some plays and
stories.

But more and more, as I noticed, he seemed to be losing
interest in everything. Life obtruded itself now not only as
an insoluble but at times as a wholly contemptible mystery.
The brevity of everything ! The frailty and bestiality and
clowning nonsensicality of Homo sapiens at top and at bottom
—his inane ambitions, his pathetic faiths and worse hopes !
His astounding efforts to make something out of nothing !
And a little more or less of one or another gland juice would
turn a Lincoln, say, into a small-town loafer and joke ! God !
What were people living for, anyway ? In spite of all their
public professions, what did they really do privately when
they fancied they were not seen ? The lie of human purity,
decency, morality, charity, brotherhood, parenthood ! A
wild, meaningless dance of lunatics in an asylum !

And with such a view, of course, drinking and partying—
wheresoever and with whomsoever. His mother, a profound
Christian Scientist, almost a healer, began to demonstrate “ the
truth ” in regard to him ; his sister to wonder and worry and
at times to urge him to come home more, rest more, work
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more. But rather in vain, I think. He was now about as
he was when Olive first encountered him, only ten years older,
less restrained, less hopeful, but still only forty-two.

One day at about this time he dropped in to see me. We
talked of many things—his work, his future. There was
some talk, of course, of endocrine glands and their social
meaning. A book concerning them was to appear one day.
But meanwhile he was not as well as he should be. A bend
in the cesophagus—whatever that may mean—a slight en-
largement of the liver—or so the X-ray showed. Certainly
he looked flabby, and announced that he had cut out drink
and late hours. His doctor had ordered this. But presently
he was on Life again—its meaninglessness, its brevity.

“ What you really need, Jack,” I said, “is to find some
girl who can understand you, and work with you. You
would be all right if . . .”

“Sure, if I had a girl like Olive. I know. Well, I can’t
find her. ‘There never was but one, I guess.”

He got up to go. The look on his face was revealing—sad
and yet resigned. I was suffused with pity.

In the spring I wrote him of a five-hundred-mile walk I
proposed taking. I wanted him to join me for a few days.
The letter in reply was the enthusiastic and yet plaintive com-
mentary of one who felt he should do as much, yet could not
negotiate it. The spirit was willing, but . . . In the fall I
invited him to the country, only to receive, after ten days,
a letter from his sister. For two weeks, she said, he had been
ill—for ten days unconscious. The last conscious thing he
had done was to read my letter and say that he would answer
it when he got up. Since then, the aberration of fever, a
high pulse and a temperature of 103 to 107, never less. And
babbling of Olive, Olive, the days before he was married to
her, and the days afterward. At the house, when I reached
it, was a mutual friend, who told me that just before Jethro’s
illness he had been with him at his place in the country. And
unfortunately he had started drinking, although when he came
he said he would drink nothing. Then a slight cold, then
fever, and instantly aberration.

“ A funny thing,” hesaid,  the moment he was out of his head
he began talking of that wife of his—Olive Brand, you know.”
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“Yes, I know,” I said.

‘ He talked of her all the time.”

‘ Interesting,” I said.

And upstairs on a hospital bed—attendants, three doctors—
there he was, babbling, babbling, babbling, as fever patients
will. Now he was toasting someone—was everybody in on
this—glasses up ! Next he was marshalling a group into a
car. Were all ready? Next, he wanted to go home. He
must go home. Olive said . . . Next, it was his mother or
sister, or both, for whom he was calling. I held his hand,
looked, spoke. * Listen, Jack, see here! You know me.
Sure, you know me.” “ Of course, I know you,” he replied,
his eyes clearing for a second. “It’s . . .” and he spoke my
name. It was farewell.

Fourteen more days and still alive, but “ out of his senses,”
as the phrase runs. The same high fever, the same talk of
Olive.

A queer thing,” his sister said to me. * This thing began
just as Olive’s did, with a slight sore throat and then this fever.
On the sixth day, which was the day she died, we didn’t expect
him to live. His strength was nearly gone. And he talked
of her all the time. I don’t know what caused him to rally.”

But on the twenty-ninth day of his fever, he died. On the
way to his home I said to the taxi driver : * Go through the
Park, across 2 Hundred Tenth, and up Broadway.” Instead,
to my surprise, he turned in at Morningside Heights and
directly under the window of the hospital room in which Olive
died. Only I was not aware of it until looking up, there it
was. And then I said: * Olive, Olive. Can it really be
that you would call him ? Are you that sorry ? "
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ELLEN ADAMS WRYNN

I FIRST came to know of her while editing one of the several

magazines with which from time to time I have been con-
nected. I had a story at once sensuous and exotic which
required picturization. It concerned some form of adventure
and love in Egypt, and I had been told that it would probably
be illustrated most satisfactorily by her. Though not widely
known, it was rumoured that she was competent, and even
exceptional. She was doing general illustration in order to
obtain sufficient money to pursue her more important art
dreams. Not having an art director at the time, I wrote her
myself and asked her to come to see me. She did. And
when I explained the nature of the story, she appeared tempera-
mentally to respond to it—said she would like to try, and
agreed to illustrate it for a nominal sum.

But what interested me most at the time was her personality.
She was young, attractive, vigorous, and ambitious, more
blonde than brunette, but certainly not so fair as dark—a
chestnut blonde. She smiled in a bubbly, cheerful way as
we talked, the while in some roundabout fashion she came to
tell me that she was from Philadelphia and had had all of her
art training in the School of Design there. Also that in some
conventional art exhibit then holding she had a picture *on
the line.” If I were up that way at any time she would be
glad to have me look at it. And if I would drop in at her
studio at any time, she would be glad to show me some other
things she had done. Before she left we had come to be quite
good friends, and I decided that one day I would look in on
her. I liked her, though my first impression was of just
another good-looking girl interested in art and the Bohemian
life of the strugglers in the art world of that day, and that
probably her enthusiasm would not outlast the numerous trials
and tribulations of those who essay illustration and painting in
general. But I was wrong,
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Then one day, chancing to attend the exhibit mentioned,
I looked up her picture and found it to be a rather charmmgly
conceived and arranged boudoir scene, albeit in the conven-
tional manner of the day. That is, there was nothing really
new in subject or treatment. None the less, the colours and
arrangement were pleasing—a rounded, sensual girl of some
eighteen years of age, looking not wholly unlike herself, seated
before a three-panel dressing-table giving the finishing touches
to her complexion. One Ywould have said that the artist
herself was enamoured of the delicate colours and seductive
pose, so adroitly were the arms and torso and thighs warmly
and yet conservatively hinted at—the conservatism if not the
adroitness of the eighteen-nineties and earlier. In fact, I had
a sense of something exotic, physically stirring, and yet at the
same time repressed, in picture and artist. Indeed, I thought !
And decided that I would look her up and if possxble strengthen
this tentative friendship.

But before doing so I chanced upon another Philadelphia
derivative of that day—a young illustrator who later achieved
current if not permanent distinction in the art world. And
choosing to mention Miss Adams and her work, he confided :
“Oh, Ellen! Sure, I know her. We studied in the same
class together. How is she? Clever, all right ! Lots of
grit and pluck, I’ll say | ” And when I asked as to the why
of this last, he added : *“ Well, she’s had a pretty hard time of
it. Her father is only a street-car conductor and didn’t want
her to monkey with painting. I don’t know what’s become of
him. He wanted her to work in a store,” he laughed, *and
then she ran away. And one of her brothers—well, you
know, family stuff—got in some trouble in connection with a
car barn robbery over there. It was all in the papers at the
time or I wouldn’t mention it. But it didn’t down Ellen
very much. I used to know her in school, you see, after-
wards. She first got some newspaper drawing to do over there
and now I see her stuff in the magazines. Clever, too. If
you see her, say hello for me.” And off he walked, very gay
and dapper and assured because of a recent and seemingly
durable success of his own.

This naturally tended to fix Ellen Adams in my mind,
casting, for me at least, a shade of glamour or romance over
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her. For how many girls of that day, handicapped by such
a family background, would be fighting a winning fight in art
and being as brisk and cheerful about it as was she? Very
likely there was a real future before her. Besides, for all her
early and difficult experience, she was really so attractive,
suggesting in face and form, though not exactly in manner,
as I thought at the time, something of the girl before the
mirror whom she had painted. Indeed, I thought, might it
not be a day-dream of herself as she would like to be? Rich,
comfortable, at peace and ease with all the world ?

‘Thereafter one day, being in this mood about her (although,
as I discovered in due time, she was in no such mood in regard
to me), I called upon her in her studio in the Van Dyck Apart-
ments in Eighth Avenue. It was a lovely warm afternoon in
June or July and my excuse was that I was wishing to see how
the drawings were progressing, if at all. Somewhat to my
surprise, I found her cooking or baking something behind a
brightly-curtained corner—her kitchenette, as I learned. And
she herself in a light, flouncy dress, partially covered by a bright
little apron. Ah, a guest is expected here, I thought. Some
male, by damn! Then I am too late or too early. The
best I can do is to make this look to be a purely business call
and let it go at that.

To my agreeable surprise, though, it was not entirely so.
The cake—it was that which she was baking—was for a studio
party down the hall. She was baking it for a girl friend, she
told me, and gurgled cheerily as she did so. I noted the round-
ness of her throat and chin, also little beads of perspiration on
her forehead.

“I don’t mind cooking,” she commented. “I love it,
but not on a day like this, I'm through now, though, except
for watching the oven for a half-hour or so. But won’t you
sit down? And I’ll get this flour off my hands.” And she
disappeared behind the curtains.

Interested in youth and romance and her particular type of
beauty, I was especially intrigued by the airy grace and colour
of the entire studio world in which she moved here. To
think that New York contained such airy, colourful places as
this! And with such dream girls as Ellen painting and
playing away at life | How I longed to be of it all, yet made
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believe that it was business and business only that had brought
me.
" But presently she returned and showed me one of the three
sketches contracted for. And very good I thought it, too.
And then because she appeared not averse to general convérsa-
tion, we talked on and on and I was shown more of her work.
Also a girl neighbour—a slim, treacherous hoyden, who entered
and posed about—joining in our conversation. I sensed
varietism here, a pagan and a gay life of which Ellen and this
Miss Gaines and evidently some others were a part. But
being too shy—or at least not sufficiently cavalier—to thrust
myself into this scene, I was presently allowed to depart the
while I was wishing and wishing that I might stay.

One thing and another interfering, I did not hear of or see
Ellen again for several years. During this time, however,
I learned that she had married a young broker whom she had
met here in New York and that they were living in much
comfort, and even luxury, in an expensive apartment in Gra-
mercy Park. Sometime later, of a Sunday afternoon, I chanced
upon them, in that vicinity, out for a stroll. And a fine,
healthy, handsome, carefully dressed and carefully mannered
young husband it was who was with her—just the type of
person, I now decided, I would have imagined Ellen marrying
—instead of me, say—no fool of a mooning editor but 2 man
of practical ability as well as some social position and safe
within the conventions and traditions of his profession and
social world—most careful, in short, of his manners, money
and position. They had a dog which he was leading on a
leash. And both appeared to be very happy, or at least I
thought so—apparently both well within the flush and pleasure
of young married life, content with themselves and all the
world. We chatted formally and I learned that there was a
baby, a girl. Also that Ellen had not stopped illustrating by
any means. On the contrary, she was really doing more of it
than she had expected to do at the time I last saw her. Also
she was still painting, but not quite so much. Probably, I
thought, she had begun to doubt whether she had found her-
self. Maybe her marriage had done that for her. For I felt
that apart from a certain physical charm, this man Wrynn
(for that was his name) could have no real meaning for her.
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There was that about her which said that she had married
him, possibly semi-consciously, for a few very definite reasons.
He was young, good-looking, vigorous, and rather illusioned.
He gave her a form of worship—sex worship—which she
probably required at the time. Also a social position such
as she had never known. None the less, as I fancied, this
could not be much more than an interlude, or if more, a very
dangerous adventure. I could feel it.

Four years more elapsed before I saw Ellen again. In the
interim, as I learned from others, several interesting changes
had taken place. First, she had divorced her husband, or
rather because of incompatibility they had agreed to separate,
and he, or rather his mother for him, had taken the little girl,
since apparently Ellen wished to be free to paint again. Next,
she had since become interested in a young painter whom I
had known before ever I knew her—a very serious, slow, and
determined person who luved to brood on beauty, landscapes
principally, and who sought to interpret them as best he could.
Frankly, on hearing this I wondered, because socially, or let
us say diplomatically—since a flzir for things social may usually
be described as a matter of diplomacy—this Jimmie Race
contrasted so poorly with her first choice. While of a better
family than her discarded husband, he seemed to be much
more remote from anything and everything which smacked of
social show or gaiety. As I saw him, he no more than Wrynn
was exactly in the picture with her. He was too slight, too
delicate, too slow. She by now, if not exactly robust, was
vigorous and dynamic. In art, as yet he was not successful,
merely essaying the rocky path to Parnassus, the crown of
which he hoped to achieve. Still, and quite definitely, Ellen
and many others believed in him. I myself felt that should
he continue in the vein then engrossing him, he should most
certainly come to be heard of. His studio on Fourteenth
Street was a decidedly spare and colourless affair, and he eschewed
all but the plainest clothes and fare. In addition to painting
he was a student of philosophy and a reader of much
poetry, of which he liked to talk. Also he was greatly
despondent at times and on such occasions drank a great
deal—an appetite which later I came to believe was greatly
nourished by his fear or his conviction that he was destined
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not to interpret his moods in regard to nature in any great

way.

’{‘herefore, as I say, though surprised at Ellen’s association
with him, I decided at once that she had returned to the field
for which plainly in her early youth she had made sacrifice.
And such, as I gathered from a conversation I had with her
at that time, was the truth. We met at a party, and in a sudden
burst of confidence due to drinking, she told me of her ex-
husband and her life since last I had seen her. Actually (I
am more or less interpreting her here), she could not say why

she had married Walter Wrynn. In part, as she said, it was

because she was lonely and a little conventional. She had
not at the time I first knew her wholly relished the easy

Bohemian world in which she found herself, nor had she then
rid herself of the, as she described it to me, foolish notion that
marriage was the essential as well as the unescapable fate of
every American girl. And that, in part, drove her into
marriage. At the same time she desired the delight of sex
as well as the respect and material prosperity and social advance-
ment that sometimes went with marriage for some. In
considering Wrynn, and in addition to being quite infatuated
with him at first, she had decided that all of these were to be
hers, as indeed they were for a time. Then after two or three
years she concluded that almost all of this was a reprehensible
illusion or mistake and that it would have been better for her,
artistically at least, had she stuck to her painting and illus-
trating and, ad interim, assuming that she must, have given
herself to any, or at least one, man to whom she felt drawn.
At worst, she might have waited for a temperament such as
Race’s, about whom at this time, as I could see, she was pre-
pared to enthuse, yet whom she had only seen for the first
time six months before. For Wrynn, as excellent as he was,
was little more than a handsome and charming distraction
which kept her thoughts from what she really desired to do,
whereas Jimmie Race, whom she liked very much, but no more
than that, was one with whom she could exchange the most
intricate ideas in regard to art and, better yet, give as well as
receive. Also in the present instance it was Jimmie and not
she who had been lonely, and that had intrigued her. Again,
it was she who was craving the spiritual depth or sincerity .
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with which Race out of many at least approached art. She
admired him. '

Now, however, as I learned, she would not attempt to say
whether she was an artist or even destined to be one. She
had started so poorly, but she would so much like to try again.
And at least now she was not wasting her time matrimonially,
attempting the silly business of wife and mother and social
flutterings into the bargain, when she had no fair for either
and was merely making herself and another miserable. For
miserable she and Wrynn had been, as she now insisted, and
except for their divorce would so have remained, since he
believed in the permanency of marriage as well as its extreme
value to every woman as an opportunity for social ease and
motherhood, while she did not. Worse, there had been argu-
ments as to that as well as regarding her duty toward her baby.
But thanks be, she was out of all that now, and the next few
years were to tell whether she was to do anything artistic or
not. For decidedly, as she insisted, she had an unquenchable
and quite consuming desire to paint. Only, unlike some,
she would not persistently delude herself as to that, she said.
She, and very likely Jimmie Race also, was presently journey-
ing to Paris. There as neighbours and friends—no more—
they were to study as well as paint in their chosen fields. And
then, well, time would tell. Either she would do work
eminently satisfactory to herself, regardless of what the public
thought of it, or she would forsake art and turn to something
like business or marriage, or anything, in order to avoid being
a futile worker in a field already overcrowded with futile
workers, as she saw it. I was very much impressed with this
conversation (although, as I recall it, she was a little tipsy at
the time), and remembered it very clearly for, well, until this
very hour, as you see.

But another thought that came to me at this time was this—
that Jimmie Race, inclusive of his spiritual elevation and
artistic earnestness, was of no real import to her and would
not endure, since it was not spiritual elevation alone, or artistic
earnestness either, that she needed, but a combination of these
with a material strength which she could truly respect, and
this Jimmie had not. He was too frail, wistful, foggy. Really
she was giving to him of her strength rather than he of his to

D
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her, and what she needed was just that to bring her back to
her artistic self. Like Wrynn, Race was little more than a
contrary phase to something of which she was heartily sick at
the moment.

But now another change. About the first or second year
of this contact with Race she and he went to Paris. This,
as I gathered afterward, was in the wake of a new and dis-
turbing art movement that had come to life over there and
rumours of which were even then (1907 and earlier) drifting
to our shores—ructions consequent upon the presence in Paris
of certain contesting and yet somehow harmonious groups—
Post-Impressionists, Neo-Impressionists, Cubists, Futurists, and
what not—whose points of view and general artistic anarchism
seemed almost certain to spell the doom of all serious, worthy
traditional art. Was the artistic world of Europe really going
mad ? So cabled and wrote many an art correspondent. And
it was because of some hints of this that these two went abroad
in 1907, and it was in Paris that they established themselves,
in separate studios, as I afterwards learned.

While exactly at this point I should like to descant on this
great art change and its significance, I must pause to say that
I did not again encounter Ellen until 1912, and during that
time many changes in my own life which brought me wander-
ing and free to both London and Paris. But just before that,
in the fall of 1910, while walking through one of the large
department stores of Philadelphia I had been attracted by four
huge panels, all related in theme and progressively arranged
above four openings or aisles which led from one half of the
building to the other. They were extremely decorative and
to my inexperienced eye done in a new and most arresting
manner. It has been said that you may not have seen a man
or woman or a landscape such as Cézanne shows in his canvases,
but after seeing them you can never forget them, for you will
see them again in life. I would not be willing to admit the
truth of this, but certainly here in this department store and
subsequently—(one year later to be exact)—in the Grafton
Galleries in London, and subsequently in the studios of Paris
(including, by the way, the studio of Ellen Adams Wrynn),
I saw many things which were not unakin to these. The
panels were—to clear this up a bit—scenes from Parisian life,
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One showed an interesting group at the race-course, in most
divergent and startlingly coloured tostumes, waiting near the
rail before the grand stand for the horses to start. The second
was early dinner or late tea out of doors, at ‘ the Green Hour,”
as they say in Paris, before one of the smart rural restaurants
of Paris, and presenting just such people as appeared in the
first panel, probably on their way home. The third was a
dtreet rout or scene in the Bois—cabs and hansoms fluttering
here and there in clouds, literally throngs of faces, coats, elbows,
legs, hats, upon an adjacent sidewalk, and moving, moving as
in a dream. And the last was a mass of dancers in the Bal
Bullier, really moving and really dancing, their hats, faces,
dresses, bare arms, legs, suggesting a kind of mulch or mush
of life. And each panel signed : Ellen Adams Wrynn.

‘“Hello,” I half exclaimed. “Now what do you know
about this? Such colours! Such shouting, yelling con-
trasts ! ” I was dumbfounded, really, for it was so entirely
different from anything I had ever seen signed by her or done
or presented in America or elsewhere up to that time, and
hence to me most refreshing and even fascinating. So this
was what all this palaver about this new French art which she
and Race had gone to Paris to study was about. But what a
conversion for Ellen Adams and more so for Jimmie Race,
assuming that by any chance he had been converted. (As
time proved, he had not been.) But gee! The light, the
space, the daring, the force, the raw reds, greens, blues, mauves,
whites, yellows! Good Lord, no mere savoury impaste here !
No conservative and so traditional modulation of tones : no
rich couch of underpainting. Instead, all glaring, direct,
resonant—a presentation so literal as to be meaningless for
some. And yet for me most thrilling, suggesting as it did a
sense of life and beauty that in itself constituted an emotion of
significance and respectability. And all this was signed very
clearly in the lower right-hand corner : Ellen Adams Wrynn !
At first I couldn’t get it. What the devil ? I hadn’t thought
she was like that—so much force and fire in her. Remark-
able. But since when, pray, had she begun to do things like
these? And what an amazing development ! Frankly, it was
all so stirring and provoking that I wished now and at once that
I might encounter her once more, or see Paris and all of this.
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And then, as I have said, in the following year (1912) I
visited England and France and my path did cross hers again
in Paris. But before that, in London—at the Grafton
Galleries, if I recall aright—I attended the first show of the
then so-called Post-Impressionists which was at that time
scandalizing, nauseating or amusing all London. Cézanne,
Gauguin, Van Gogh, Matisse, Picasso and many others whose
names escape me now, were represented by one or more
examples. I recall pausing in utter amazement before ““ A
Wayside Christ,” by Van Gogh, I believe. “ A raw, bloody
peasant hung on a pole,” as someone present described it.
And that was exactly the way it struck me at first, only with
this in its favour, that it was much more in accord with my
idea of what a son of man crucified would be than the anzmic
and ornately glorified figures with which the Catholic hierarchy
has plastered the world. In short, a tortured mass of wood,
head, arms, torso, legs, feet. A face the like of which might
have been seen on a tortured and none too civilized labourer
or convict. Mouth, cheeks, chin, all horribly slued by pain.
Yet alive with character, powerful or horrible or disgusting,
as you will, but character. And the whole rendered in a
sequence of high colours. I hovered about, fixed by the
artistic cruelty as well as power.

But this was not all. An ancient hag, for instance, the
flesh like steel or grey iron, labelled “ A Portrait of Miss N.”
‘The nude body of a woman lying on a couch that looked like
an arrangement of dirty tin pans strung together in some
strange fashion, and jangling. There was also a sculptured
head labelled “ Rom ™ that looked like some monstrosity out
of a waxworks. I could scarcely believe what I saw. And
the assembled throng all curious, nearly all shocked, and full
of comments, many haw-hawing after the fashion of yokels at
a side-show or before a nude.

And the comments !

*“ Oh, there is some little something to Cézanne and Gauguin.
And I have no quarrel with Van Gogh’s surfaces. Picasso
can paint to a certain extent. But as for drawing, harmony !
A child could do as well. I believe they pride themselves in
some instances on achieving the child viewpoint.”

Or: * A painting can be a damned piece of barbarism even
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if it does manage to attract attention. Loud braying is not
singing.”

Or: “‘They insist that they trust to atmosphere to blend
raw colours for the eye. But the temperamental blending
‘which the eye achieves is beyond them. They can’t draw
and they can’t harmonize. It’s an easy way for people who
can’t paint to achieve notoriety.”

For the moment, as I hereby admit, I was troubled, inclined
to agree with some of the remarks I heard. For, as I later
saw, I was still in tow to all of the conventional portrait and
genre work of the older schools—the smooth, melting, glossy
things that fill our galleries and have been our art. After-
wards, when the first shock of this had worn off, I could get
neither the subjects nor the method out of mind, particularly
the method. And after a while I asked myself : What about
these things ! Are they not after all somewhat in step with
what I actually see here and there in life ? Not all is as Ingres
would do it, say, or Vermeer. There are strange, trying,
gloomy even rancid, effects on every hand. What about
these? And what is it that I personally am trying to do ?
A smooth countess with a white book in a long green lap ?
A lady absorbed by a Persian bowl filled with orchids ? Not
atall! And by degrees I came to see that however offensive
(like war, say), here was something new, vigorous, tonic.
These things, I said, grim and ugly though they may be,
most of them, are destined to blow the breath of life into
older forms. They will have a great effect. I could feel
that this violent, raucous protest against violet blues and
delicate draperies was destined to make stronger the art sense
and touch everywhere.

More interesting still, though, in this exhibition I encoun-
tered a picture by Ellen Adams Wrynn. It was very different
from the floreate and I might even say tropic effects of the
panels which I had seen in America. It was a portrait of a
girl, twenty-four to thirty, say, the flesh of the arms, shoulders,
neck and face most effectively and yet swiftly suggested by a
few brush strokes. She was seated on an ordinary kitchen
chair, part of one knee and parts of both arms only showing,
Her red hair was adorned by a black bow. The dress was
green with a black edging around the neck. And there was
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a bluish-green background with many jewel-like hints and
touches in it, yet looking as though it might have been done
in fifteen minutes. I liked it. It was one of the few sane,
appealing things there, yet obviously in the new manner.
So this is what she is doing in Paris, I thought. She has gone
completely over to this new movement. o

But what interested me even more than this picture was
the fact that the friend who had accompanied me to this
exhibition was, as he now told me, also acquainted with Ellen
Wrynn, her work and some other things in connection with
her. He had met her in Paris a few years before, to which
place as a life-loving Londoner he frequently repaired. * Oh,
yes, Ellen !” he said. * One of your American converts to
the new movement. A fairly interesting woman and a pretty
good painter, or she used to be—I can’t go all of this new
stuff. But she and Keir McKail are the best of friends.
I can give you letters of introduction to both of them when
you go over.”

‘“ But I already know ‘her,” I explained. * Only who is
Keir McKail ? ”

“You know her and you don’t know McKail? That’s
interesting. How long since you’ve seen her ?

“Oh, I saw her in America about four years ago.”

“ Oh, well, that explains it. She must have met McKail
since she came to Paris. In fact, I know she did. I met
them three years ago. But there is one of McKail’s things
in the next room if you haven’t seen it. Suppose we take a
look.” And he led a return pilgrimage.

“ But who is McKail ?” I insisted. “ This interests me
for various reasons.”

“ Oh, McKail. Oh, a Scotch artist who has been on the
Continent for years. Hails from Dundee. Speaks with a
burr. Has a strong, broad trudging figure and a will of iron.
He was once an apprentice to an ironmonger, but escaped
into art. He has spent most of his life in Paris. And he
was one of the earliest disciples of this revolt, but not one of
its best representatives. Just the same, a fascinating fellow.
Looks a little like a brawny-legged Scotch soldier, but an
artist to his finger tips. He’s a little tired of playing up to
these Frenchmen, I think, but he’s not content to return and
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paint in Scotland either. Who would be? But if you’re
going over there you are sure to meet him. Here you are ?

He paused before a canvas. A nude, by the way, quite
bony and unattractive, the posture excruciating ; a leg raised
from the floor in a wide curve ; the colours browns, blacks,
greys. Curiously, while in the spirit of the new movement,
it was not as interesting to me as Ellen’s picture, neither as
liberated nor as daring or facile. But better painted—the
atmosphere, I mean—and suggesting that if the artist worked
with difficulty, and certainly without dash, in this field, still
he could paint and paint well in another. One could feel it.
There was here a certain hard, defiant something that was
interesting, I was, as I might say, impressed and yet not
really pleased.

But presently my friend began explaining some more :
“Since you’re interested in Ellen, you’ll be interested in
knowing something more about McKail. He is more of
an artist than she is, to my way of thinking, although he may
never establish the fact. He is too sincere and too violent.
Why, he has almost forgotten the existence of the old stuff
in this really new field already, and yet he painted in that
manner for fifteen years. He can’t even mention those
earlier fellows in this line—Monet, Manet, Degas, Renoir,
and that crowd—without cursing. And even Cézanne,
Gauguin, and Van Gogh are old masters as compared, for
instance and for him, to Matisse, Picasso, Van Dougen and a
few others. He considers Matisse the last word as to line,
Picasso as a colourist.” (He laughed at this, for we had just
been looking at two of Picasso’s sombre studies. I too laughed. )
“ He now sees the world and mankind in cubes and pyramids,
as does Picasso. The interesting thing is that although he
doesn’t work well in this field himself, he has imbued Ellen
with his ideals, and to my way of thinking, she realizes them
better than he himself does. She isn’t so driving, so
threatening, so uncompromising. And she’s more exotic and
emotional and sensual—oh, much more. He’s really cold
compared to her. And so she paints in this new mood with
an easier technique and with more romance and beauty. But
not with his sincerity and skill. It isn’t in her. He paints
(like most of these fellows who are making a stir over there
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now) as though he were trying to prove something, as though
he would like to insult anyone who had ever painted in any
other way. But she paints in this new way because it suits
and expresses her, is just like her in many ways, I think.”

Excellent, I thought ! ‘Then at last Ellen has really found
herself and is or will be a success, I suppose. I wondered.

‘“ By the way,” I asked, “ did you ever hear of a painter
over there named James Race ! A young American ? ”

He shook his head. ‘I never did.” At the same time he
gave me Ellen’s address. “ You’ll find her in the Boulevard
Rochechouart—charming place. And McKail somewhere
near. They are really living together only not in the same
studio. His and her studios are not far apart, though, a block
or so. They ... well, you know. But you’ll find him
well worth knowing, more interesting in some ways than
she is.”

A month or two later I journeyed to Paris and having but
few American friends there, among the first persons I sought
out was Ellen. I found her, after appropriate correspondence,
in the Boulevard Rochechouart in the Montmartre region.
And McKail nearby, as my friend had said.  And right pleased
she appeared to see me. Her studio was really delightful,
large, airy, gay, with great paintings and startling fabrics
scattered on the walls, floors, chairs. And all within one of
those old courts so common in Paris, where gate, bell, and
concierge combine to effect a certain degree of privacy. On
my being announced, as I recall, she came to the head of the
stairs and called down to me. And as I ascended, I looked at
her. More rounded, more robust, but still very attractive,
and smiling, a certain gay insouciance that she never had in
America impressing me at once.  Ah, development, I thought.
She is practised now, more successful, in consequence stronger.
Yet little if any of the old charm worn off. Rather her
manner, if anything, was more spirited than in her youth.
In short, I found very few traces of the raw girl whom I had
first encountered in New York.

But what interested me almost as much as she herself now
was this studio, or rather its contents. A very pleasant place,
with high windows and a little balcony overlooking the wide,
clean boulevard. And without and within a sense of the old,
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gay, thrifty Paris of the years just preceding the Great War.
Unlike her first small studio in New York, where her pictures
had been discreetly pushed into a corner, faces to the wall, her
walls here carried very large canvases of her own, at least three
of them eight by fifteen.

I spoke at once of her panels in Philadelphia. * Oh, yes,”
she said, quite simply. “1I sold them for almost nothing for
advertising purposes about three years ago. They were among
the first things I did here. Mr. S. was over here and wanted
something that would startle the Americans. T wish I had
them back now. They aren’t exactly as I would do them.
I’ve offered to paint four new ones for them, but Mr. S. won’t
hear of it. He thinks I want to do them differently, and of
course I do.” She laughed.

At once we plunged into the new art movement. From
the paintings on the walls I could see that not only was she
a devotee of the movement itself, but of its greatest and most
divergent apostle and prophet, Picasso—the same who was
apparently so heavily impressing McKail. In fact, one of
the most attractive pictures on her walls at the moment was
a pyramidal symphony, or so I might call it—two svnchronized
dancers, every line and angle accommodated to one or more
of the triangular faces of a pyramid. And seeing me looking
at it she began :

“ Oh, yes, it was not so very long after I came over here
that I became a convert. Jimmie—you remember Jimmie
Race ?—well, he just couldn’t endure them and he went back
the same year. But after my first prejudice had worn off,
I saw how very much more conscious of reality it all is, how
much more vigorous and alive. Of course, it is attracting
just thousands of charlatans now, but not any more than the
older forms of painting have always attracted them, I presume.”

“ Whom do you consider as leaders in this new art?” 1
asked, thinking at the same time of Jimmie Race and Keir
McKail and wondering about McKail.

¢ Matisse and Picasso, of course, only I see them as repre-
sentatives of two different methods, really. Matisse always
sees the decorative and makes you see it. He returns to the
subject in art and presents it with intensity. Picasso has
thrown off the influence of Matisse and gone his own way.
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He sees nearly everything in terms of cubes and pyramids.”
I looked at another of the accentuated pyramidal pictures on
her walls, “ Yes,” she added, “ I've gone over to him, I
see it that way now, clearly. I hadn’t been over here three
months before I realized how shallow everything I had been
doing up to that time really was.”

My mind went back to Race and his quiet method of paint-
ing in the old tradition, a method which had once interested
her so much. But now not a word about him or that.  Rather,
presently, and since I had been invited to dinner, she told me
that she had also invited for this occasion one Keir McKail,
an artist friend ; one whose work she admired greatly. And
so on, and so on. And it was not long before I could gather
from the general drift of the conversation that he was some-
thing more than a friend—a warm favourite, one who was a
part of her daily life. He had a studio in the Place Pigalle,
not so very far away, she said. He was Scotch, a convert to
the new school before she met him. He also was very much
interested by Picasso. In fact, they had met in his atelier.
And presently she added that McKail was really a character—
so strong, simple, honest, a little brusque and Scotch, but an
artist to his finger tips, as I would learn if I were about him
much.

Presently in came McKail, short, stocky, strong, defiant
even. And all was as she said. He was—your glen and
heather Scotchman ; broad-shouldered, a most determined and
forceful man of about thirty-five or forty. But what a sharp
contrast to Wrynn and Race—so careless this one of his dress
and the general effect his manner might produce. I have
always thought since that he was almost too sullen and dog-
matic without meaning to be so—that is, without meaning to
be so offensively. His manner on this occasion was brusque
and uncompromising,. And by the way he threw his hat
and cane into one corner I could see that he was her familiar,
the man for whom she lived and worked now, her mental and
emotional master, so to speak. Her eyes followed him affec-
tionately and considerately wherever he went or was, which
was interesting in her. My London friend had prepared me
for all this, yet I was so interested that I soon forgot his burr.
In subsequent conversations it developed that he had lived and
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worked in many places—Paris, Rome, Munich, Vienna,
London. He liked the Scotch but said he couldn’t live with
them. There was no art sense there, no liberality of spirit.
The English he pronounced too self-centred and reactionary.
Paris, the Continent, these suited him best.

Having known his predecessors, and from the way Ellen
studied him and after a fashion danced attendance on him,
I observed him narrowly. And I could see that at last and
probably for good she was dominated by one who was not
likely to take her too seriously, not he. Race and Wrynn ?
Pooh ! The two of them completely obliterated. It was
Keir here and Keir there. Had he seen about the frames for
two pictures of his that should have been framed and sent off
long ago? Had he consulted with someone—I forget the
name—with whom he was supposed to have consulted that
day ? I must see Keir’s studio. It was much more charming
than hers. One of these days, if I stayed long enough, we’d
have dinner over there. Sometimes they ate there, some-
times here. I gathered from this that although they occupied
separate studios they made no secret of the fact that their
social life was more or less in common. Some of his belongings
as I plainly saw were here and later I noted some of hers
there. Sometimes breakfast was eaten there, sometimes here.
But most clearly of all I gathered that McKail was the present
master of this double ménage ; that she was really and truly
and deeply in love with him ; that he commanded her life
and her moods more than they had ever been commanded by
anyone,

And yet, too, I had the feeling that after his rough deter-
mined manner, he cared for her also, only not quite as much
as she cared for him. At least, it wasn’t so obvious. He
was too silent, recessive, subdued. And, in spite of many
conversations I had with him later and when we were alone,
I could not make clear to myself whether it was more an
affectionate friendship on his part than love. Ellen was a
nice girl ! he said. Good, too, They found life together
so far quite satisfactory. She liked to think that she was
doing great things. And in a way she was expressing herself
through a medium unfortunately invented by others; but
which her warm, rich temperament was tending to turn into
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something almost her own—individualizing all that she did.
Thus I saw that he was not stingy if not exactly lavish with
his praise. Obviously he liked her immensely. They under-
stood each other, he said, and what’s more, went about together
a great deal. Also that as he saw her, she was a fine, big,
intelligent woman.

The best thing about him, as I soon found, was his attitude
toward art. For just as my friend in London had explained,
he insisted that he had broken away from all of the old forms,
and even the newest leaders, and was trying to work out
something for himself. And when I visited his studio, which
I did several times apart from Ellen, I found that this was
true. ‘There were still lifes, landscapes in water-colour and
oil, and figure pieces—queer attempts at solidity, mass, depth,
often entirely apart from beauty. One of his repeated con-
victions was that art should not be just a surface ; that it had
in addition to length and breadth, thickness, and when well
done (inspired) this thickness—or internal solidity, as it were,
and the artistic joy which should follow its achievement could
be transferred in a mood to another. I confess that the truth
if not the joy of his claim got over to me visually in some of
his things. Some of his canvases were as large as four by
five feet, but for the most part they were much smaller, yet
all intensely painted, mainly in sombre slates and greys and
greens, so that when you looked at them you began to wonder
where all the colour in the world had gone to, why it eluded
him so. Indeed, the things he did were done with infinite
toil, in a dogged, fighting mood, as I thought; in short,
more to conquer than to paint, to make paint do his will,
express his sense of reality. Most of them—as I saw them,
at least—lacked the easy sense of line and arrangement, of
breadth and scope and joy in colour and form which marked
all of Ellen’s work. In fact, one of the things that divided
their methods completely was his mastery of paint as such—
paint that expressed solidity, depth. Another, her love of
line and colour, regardless of depth or truth, even. It was
her recognition of this mastery of his that caused her to stand
in such profound awe of him. In short, as I saw for myself
afterward, he could paint better than she could, if with less
subject imagination, less flair, less romance.
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Yet while I knew that technically he was the better painter,
I liked Ellen’s work best. It was at once less real and more
appealing, thrilling in its exotic colour and thought at times.
Yet when once a little later I hinted to her that such was my
thought, she as much as belittled my judgment. Keir's
surfaces were so deeply and solidly built up, she pointed out.
They were so true. Naturally, he avoided with almost
religious austerity any suggestion of the sterile eccentricities
that spoiled so much of the work of others then, but therein
lay his true greatness, which at some time or other must be
recognized. Solid paint was what he was after—the solid
things behind the paint—whereas beneath her surfaces was
no real depth. She would like to achieve it, of course, but
as yet she had not been able to do so. I had never heard
her talk so about any other and marvelled at this new artistic
modesty, if not self-abnegation.

During that spring I saw not a little of both of them.
Together we saw much of Paris—Notre-Dame, St. Chapelle,
St. Etienne du Mont, the Madeleine, to say nothing of some
of the more amusing if less spectacular restaurants and dance
halls. In so far as their lives were concerned, they did about
as they pleased. Both came and went as they chose. He
included her in his affairs or not, as he wished, and she like-
wise. He criticized her work, and that most coldly at times,
saying that it was too floreate, too exotic, that she was too
much impressed by the enthusiasm and the manners of one
futuristic leader and another. She rarely said anything about
his things save that they were fine.

Yet there was something here in connection with these
two, as I soon found, that was not just art. A physical and
most likely even a mental dominance of Ellen by McKail,
and yet not against her will. On the contrary, and this after
her (in America) previous dominance of Wrynn and Race,
which had permitted her easily and without a qualm apparently,
to discard both. But not so with McKail. This sturdy and
to me none-too-prepossessing Scotchman was plainly as the
light of the world to her. She possessed, as I knew, a clear
and colourful mind, especially where the syntheses of art were
concerned. None the less, and regardless of this, one felt in
her when he was at hand a certain not so much diffidence as
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diplomacy in regard to what she thought and said. ~Thus, if
at any point he chose to contradict, definitely and dourly as
was his way at times, instead of battling with him, as most
certainly would have been her way with Race or myself, she
fell silent or veered the argument to some slightly different
angle which permitted of its gliding off harmlessly. And as
for other things—places to dine or a person or thing to visit
or see, or a place or time to meet, or how much of this or
that was to be devoted to anything—it was McKail and not
Ellen who decided. And in the main whether present or
absent.

And now I noticed, or rather felt, what I had noticed and
felt the first time I visited her in her New York studio in
Eighth Avenue. There was a certain homey femininity about
her which puzzled me. For how came this unity of some-
thing extremely feminine with these quite powerful and almost
gross canvases on her walls? For they were not only lush
and fecund and floreate—canvases which might well spring
of an aphrodisiac mood—but broad and comprehensive and
strong ; broader and more comprehensive and, as I have said,
more colourful and imaginative than anything which came
from McKail. Yet, with all this, an exceedingly soft, femi-
nine, and even sensuous voice and manner, a body that suggested
graceful rhythms of flesh ; eyes, arms, shoulders, neck, cheeks,
all speaking of harmonies physical rather than mental. And
with these, here in Paris and amid all this work, clothes that
emphasized the purely feminine appeal of her—smooth, flow-
ing, graceful dresses, aprons even, and of such delicate textures.
And perfumes, traces of them, on her, in her studio. I
studied her as much as I did her work, but without the ability
to connect the two. McKail and herself I could connect
easily, since apart from art they were so essentially masculine
and feminine. But this other? I pondered over these two
lﬁng after I left Paris, could never quite stop thinking about
them. *

And then—say a year and a half later—from Paris to New
York came Amy Jean Mathews, another American painter,
writer, poet and lover of life, who during a recent stay in Paris
had seen quite a little of Ellen and McKail and their friends,
And now she was full of news of a somewhat mixed character.
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Three of Ellen’s canvases which she had had hung in the last
spring salon had attracted a great deal of attention. Gorgeous
combinations of figures and flowers and draperies and back-
grounds of no particular land or time or clime, but breathing
of an exotic dream world of her own. And unquestionably
more daringly and courageously' done than anything else by
her so far. To be sure, it was obvious that she was or had
been a disciple of Picasso as well as Matisse and others of the
Neo- and Post-Impressionists ; none the less, in these things,
like Van Gogh and Gauguin and even Matisse, she had
achieved something that might be called her own—roundness,
richness, mood, fantasy, which was purely personal, a clear
reflection of her own skill and fancy. And along this line
really remarkable things might be expected of her in the
future. The critics were almost agreed as to this.

And Ellen, according to Miss Mathews, had taken great
encouragement from this and had been concentrating and
working at a great rate, when of a sudden, and in the most
unexpected way, the whole thing was overcast for her and
made rather tasteless and dead by the fact that McKail, her
doughty Scotch companion, had only within the last six or
eight months begun to weary of her and turn his eyes else-
where. Or rather, so it was said, there was another girl—
Kina Maxa, a Polish dancer, recently arrived in Paris and
much talked of for her art. She was young and intense.
After creating a stir in the music-halls she had been sought
out by Ellen, who desired to paint her. Diplomatically or
from a varietistic point of view this was bad, for it brought
Kina in contact with McKail, who as instantly also desired
to paint her, although he did not say so, then—only sub-
sequently he did paint her many, many times. In short and
probably to Ellen’s chagrin and despair Kina succeeded in
changing his artistic viewpoint and that not a little, causing
him during the next few years at least to paint her and others
in, if you will believe it, somewhat the mood if not the manner
of Ellen. And what could be worse ? What was it really,
love—or hypnotism—or the hypnotism that is love? The
exact truth was that Kina had conceived of a fiery fancy for
McKail as he for her. After a few weeks, according to Miss
Mathews, there had been secret meetings—a discovery of the.
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same by Ellen Adams and then despair. For at once, after
his forthright and |_almost realistically cruel fashion, McKail
was at no pains to conceal this sudden change of heart. In
short, after a flat confession of his views he disappeared with
Kina and was not heard of for some time. And then only
to say that he was in love—and gone no doubt for ever. And
so there was Ellen, alone and distrait. And my friend Miss
Mathews had already evolved the theory that perhaps it was
Ellen’s success rather than the Polish new-comer’s different if
not superior charm that caused Keir to change. But that 1
doubted. His was neither the nature nor capacity that could
easily admit, let alone be convicted of, defeat at the hands of
a woman. On the other hand, because of ample proof of his
domination of Ellen in times past and his bare and highly
dogmatic toleration of her lamboyant mood, he was not likely
to envy her her success with that. If anything, it seemed to
me, he was more likely to have deplored it for her sake. If
he had changed, it was more likely because he was fascinated
by another type.

But in as far as I was concerned no direct word from Ellen
or McKail at any time. And so eight months more. And
then one day a letter from Ellen. It was dated Paris some
ten days before and inquired rather smartly as to art conditions
in America—who were the principal dealers, how much of
an impression the futuristic method had made there, whether
I thought an exhibition of her painting to date might not be
arranged for her by me. She had done many new things,
improved greatly. More, she was thinking of coming back for
atime. She was a little fed-up on Paris. A line at the bottom
added that at present McKail was in the south of France.
Nothing more.

I wrote her what I knew of the New York field. It was
only fair. ‘The French art revolution had not as yet captured
America by any means, It would require time, if anything,
to educate America up to this new phase of art. Whereupon
seven more months of silence. And then another letter.
This was from London. She had left Paris some four months
before. . In the interim, or since writing me, she had married
—an Englishman—and removed to London. McKail—well,
McKail had left her, had become interested in another love.



ELLEN ADAMS WRYNN 113

To be sure, she had intended to come to America, but about
that time she had met Mr. Netherby and was now very happy,
painting and arranging an exhibition of her things in London.
If I was coming over at any time I must look her and her
husband up.

To say that I was astonished is putting it mildly, for I was
convinced after seeing her in Paris with McKail that she
was not likely to be happy with anyone else. There are
certain combinations, for a woman at least, which instinctively
you know are right. There are certain powerful, sturdy men
who take and bind certain sensuous, male-loving women as
with hooks of steel. It makes no slightest difference that
there are moderate variations in viewpoint or that the woman
has certain gifts which the male has not, or the man has certain
tendencies which the woman has not or of which she can in
nowise approve. It is those very differences, maybe (and the
greater, often the surer the appeal), which bind a given pair.
At any rate, in the case of McKail and Ellen, it had been as
plain as anything that artistically and emotionally she was his
slave. Decidedly she did not copy him as much as she might
have under such circumstances, but distinctly and because of
his strength and his deep and defiant convictions, and not
otherwise, she was moved and sustained in those superior art
emotions which now showed in the brilliant canvases which
I so much admired. Nor did it make any difference to her
that he did not consider them as significant as his own. To
be able to do them she needed that substratum of intense and
even heavy reality which was of the very body and mind of
McKail. As an artist Ellen rested on McKail as on a rock,
and from his heavy but sure physical base took her flight.
Besides, no doubt she adored him for what he was, and this
gave her the zest for what she was, no more and no less than
a spiritual emotion of himself, a flowering out of his convic-
tions in regard to self-expression plus a Neo-Impressionistic
French art movement and her own colourful and exotic mind.
If my psychologizing is worth anything, this is true.

But now here she was married again, and after Wrynn,
Race and McKail, I could truly feel the force of the blow
that had stunned her. For now I could recall, as though she
might have been brooding concerning them herself, the two
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bright studios, the one in the Boulevard Rochechouart and
the other in the Place Pigalle, the high windows, the differing
canvases, the happy-go-lucky arrangements for now a breakfast
in the one place, a dinner in the other or in one of the city’s
colourful restaurants, and with Ellen looking so Frenchy and
youthful in her smart walking suits and McKail so sturdy
and shepherd-like. Verily, it must be a dark hour that she
was enduring, the sprightly Pole who had enticed her love
from her hovering as a black fancy over the desolation of her
former gay world.

And then, not more than a year or possibly nine months
later, came another letter. ‘Things were very bad in England,
artistically as well as otherwise. It was the war, of course.
One was called upon to do anything and everything but paint,
and yet paint was all she was interested in. Otherwise, things
had not changed any since she had written me, but she was
coming to America ; in fact, would be here within the month.
The foreign market and atmosphere had been so completely
dissipated by the war that she was going to try living and
working in New York. Did I know of a good studio which
had any sort of atmosphere or was part of a neighbourhood
that had ? (I recommended Washington Square, of course.)
Could I introduce her to any interesting current personalities
who might advise as to art here, or rather the exhibition of it ?
Her husband was not coming now, could not, but would come
later. (I thought not a little as to this, for I knew that she
had never left McKail willingly.)

And then within the month she did appear, and I saw a
woman not so much physically as spiritually changed from the
one I had known in Paris and New York. Interestingly
enough now, she was even more in the mode than she had
been in Paris—due, I assume, to the absence of McKail, who
in Paris had argued against any fixiness or teasiness in the
matter of dress. And anyhow, here more than there her
whole get-up bespoke an effort to make the most of her charms,
And I wondered as to that.

Soon thereafter she took a studio on Sixty-fifth Street, one
of 2 number in the building housing the then famous Healy’s
all-night restaurant that occupied the ground floor, basement
and some private suites beneath the studios on the upper floors.
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As all who know pre-war New York will recall, Healy’s was
a centre for actors, artists, musicians, and literary people, to
say nothing of bon-vivants who kept the taxis in that region
clattering between ten at night and four in the morning. The
spirited wails of flutes and violins that were to be heard, if
faintly, even in the topmost studios of this place, one of which
was Ellen’s, probably suggested Paris to her. At any rate,
here she was and here, as I soon found on visiting her, she had
stacked quite all of the best things of her Paris period, to say
nothing of a number of others done recently—only, as I could
see, not nearly as good—neither so colourful nor so spirited.
We went over all of them together, with the result that I told
her that all she needed to do was to persevere (perhaps not
even that), to get recognition for what she had already accom-
plished.

One of the difficulties of her present situation, as she now
pointed out, was the fact that here as well as in England the
Great War was backgrounding all art. ‘To be sure, America
was not yet in the war, but the effect was almost the same.
In England she had been unable to do anything at all. The
one showing she had made had not brought her anything.
People were not interested in things artistic. Here in America,
things were almost as bad. The normal buyers of art were
now buyers of Liberty Loans, and art critics and art lovers
along with painters and poets were being drawn to the front.
Such exhibitions as came and went did so without a ripple of
interest. Sales were arranged and gone through with, with,
however, most of the treasures * covered” and returned
eventually to the sales-rooms unsold. You couldn’t get
money for art treasures any more than you could get fame
for any but war artists—painters of trench charges and aeroplane
onslaughts.

Nevertheless, as I now noticed, Ellen entered briskly enough
upon her campaign—first to make a suitable exhibition of her
pictures ; next, to recapture her interest in America and if
possible in life, which was the ill that was actually besetting
her. Industriously she visited all the principal art dealers
who managed exhibitions, but, as she told me, found them
cool. Too many war troubles. It would cost her a pretty
penny just to show her pictures for a month, and prices in
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other ways were soaring. And as she now confessed, she had
not married 2 wealthy man. It had been a “love” match,
‘““and these things, as I knew, were rarely, if ever, connected
with money.” I wondered as to the ““ love match ” or why
marriage at all.  For presently she was about with as hectic an
art and Bohemian group as could be assembled in New York at
that time. More, she was drinking, and in a sort of abandon
of spiritual misery, as I fancied at times. For occasionally
when she was thus chemically fevered, she would give way
to comments on the uncertainties of life, and even art. One
started out, as a girl, say, with such definite ideas of what
might be accomplished, in life or art, but neither ability nor
the lack of it or enthusiasm or the lack of it guaranteed one
either failure or success. This war now—how thoroughly it
had upset or deflected all art values for the time being !

And once she added, in a burst of bitterness, but just once,
that there was this trouble of her long and close relationship
to McKail. She had fancied, or rather thought she knew,
that they were temperamentally as well as affectionally so
closely, almost permanently, allied. Yet see! Both—not
McKail alone, as she was careful to emphasize—had drifted
apart. Yet this, as I knew, was but camouflage on her part.
McKail, not she, had drifted. And in so doing had brought
about for her a sense of not only confusion but of possible
futility, since not only was her youth in the main gone but
artistically she had not as yet achieved that secure position
which from the beginning had been her dream.

And then one more little thing. I met an Englishwoman
who had known both Ellen and McKail in Paris, also her
new husband in England. And she was full of a discrediting
wonder in connexion with this marriage. = Why, of all people,
Sherard Netherby ? A most insignificant and unimportant
scribbler and critic who hoped in a rather indifferent way to
shine later as possibly a—well, she scarcely knew what, maybe
a dramatic critic. But full of flamboyant and exotic notions
of what it meant to be a real artist | He also had been in
Paris and had known McKail, and no doubt at the time as
well as now it seemed a great thing to him to succeed McKail
and to possess Ellen. But she? Of what had she been
thinking ! To spite McKail ? To seek to drown her misery
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in the company and arms of such an unstable and mentally
unsound creature as Netherby ! It was too ridiculous ! To
be sure he had family. But family—to her—it was too little.
And it could not possibly last. Unquestionably she must be
sick of it already, and was no doubt over here now to escape
the irritation of this new frying pan.

This criticism tended to illuminate Ellen’s current restless
and erratic mental and emotional state as I was observing it.
None the less, through various acquaintances, letters of intro-
duction and the like, she sought and finally succeeded, after a
fashion, in generating a small social if not art interest in herself
and the things she was doing. Several critics were invited to
her place for tea, and she contrived introductions to others.
Sincerely interested, I commandeered three and took them to
view her things. Critic-wise, they expressed doubt. She
had come back without any final stamp of foreign public
approval and she had not made a public exhibition of her
things here. It was therefore a matter of time. As I saw
it, she would have to make up her mind to wait.

But it was rather by her mood in regard to herself and life
than by her art efforts that I was now impressed. Although
born here, she seemed now to be out of touch with America,
and life, too. And in spite of the fact that she had already
accomplished a very great deal artistically, she was unbelievably
depressed. In her studio, in so far as I could see, she worked
very little. Rather—and this was so unlike her Paris mood—
she seemed to be intensely anxious to meet men. Perhaps
fundamentally it may have been a keen desire to meet some
one man of force or distinction, or both, in the walks of the
arts who could again enchant her. (That undying human
dream !) But despite all those she met—writers, professional
men of various walks, artists, critics—none appeared to affect
her. Rather, during her stay of over eight months here, there
was this feverish search for something, with no art work that
I could see being done, with no conviction that she would
remain here or that she wanted to remain here, with no sugges-
tion of anything worth while that might be awaiting her in
Europe, with no mention even of the English husband. Once,
and only once, while looking over some sketches I came across
one of a tall, pleasant, and yet very conventional-looking
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Englishman, the officer type, who appeared to me to suggest
some, not too much, culture and refinement. “ And who is
this ?” * Oh, that is Sherard, Mr. Netherby, my husband.”
“ Oh, yes, to be sure.” So passed husband—in and out, as
it were, an obviously not too interesting subject.

And then finally the following note. Or rather here is
part of the note. “I fear I am permanently weaned from
America. I can’t stand it any longer and am returning to
London. . Since my plans are unsettled, I am leaving most of
my paintings with Ursula J . But I have told her that
you might wish to select a few that have always interested you.
You might as well have them for your walls, if you wish. I
cannot take them along and hate strangers to have them,
although some will have to be stored. I can’t even give you
a permanent address, but I’ll write you.” When I tried to
reach her by telephone she had already sailed.

‘Thereafter, six months’ silence. Meanwhile, acting on her
suggestion, I had selected ten of her most interesting pictures
and hung them as she wished. Then a note from London.
She had quarters there but was going to Sweden for the summer.
Again a long silence. Then a letter a year later asking after
the paintings and telling me to please look after those that
were still in storage here.  Also she added that she had resumed
her maiden name, Ellen Adams, and gave a new address.

Two years later, another letter. No real news. She was
still in London. Were her paintings all right ? (They were
—all except the storage dues.) Still another year and another
letter giving a new address—in Paris—and saying that presently
she would have her paintings sent there. But they were not
sent. Another friend, someone in Philadelphia, had been asked
to take them out of storage and hold them. But mine (some
of the best) were never asked for.

In the meantime I had looked up Ursula J , in whose
care Ellen had at first left the major part of her paintings,
She was an American illustrator who had studied in Paris at
the time Ellen had been there, and knew both McKail and
Ellen quite well. At the time Ellen had left I had gone to
see her but had not troubled to discuss our mutual friend. She
seemed too reticent to invite any confidences. But after this
long time and Ellen’s continued indifference to her paintings
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(ten of them in my possession, one hundred and twenty in
hers), she seemed more willing to talk. Why had Ellen
returned so suddenly to London? Why had she left all her
paintings here so long? Why this astonishing indifference
to them ! What had really become of her ? ”

“ Well, don’t you really know{ Didn’t you ever meet
Netherby ? ”

(3 No.”

* You have seen her sketch of him, though.”

[ Yes.”

“Well 27

I know that, but her indifference to her career, her paint-
ings lying around here ! T should think she would want
those.”

8o would I. They are beautiful and they ought to make
her. But they won’t. She isn’t interested in them or herself
any more, and so they won’t. It takes belief in oneself as
well as one’s work to do that, and I fear Ellen hasn’t that
belief any longer. They are mere unhappy wraiths of her
past. ‘They have no one to speak for them.”

“ But she has a genuine gift for painting. ‘The things that
I have are splendid.”

“ And these that are here with me. But Ellen’s through,
or until she finds another man like McKail she is. That
was a case of genuine love on her part. And she will never
replace him. She doesn’t want to. And until she wants to
and does, she will never paint.”

*“ Oh, nonsense ! ”

“Notatall. The truth is that art was just a door to happi-
ness for Ellen. She could always paint. She can now, better
than ever if she only wanted to. But she won’t. Her sole
aim is to achieve happiness. And the only way she can do
that is to paint for someone she loves. But she can’t love and
paint unless she can respect her lover mentally and artistically,
and the only person whom she had ever really respected and
adored artistically is McKail. He was her life, her inspiration,
and he is to this day, I think. When he left her, she quit.
It wasn’t worth while without him, and apparently it never
has been since.”

“ Blew up | ” said I.
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“ Artistically, yes. And yet, Ellen is really a wonderful
woman, She is so big and generous and sympathetic. And
she can paint. Only I don’t believe now that she would ever
have painted as much or as well as she did if it hadn’t been for
McKail. She was mad about him. A friend of ours who
was in Paris at the time McKail left her tells me that she all
but lost her mind. She moved in a kind of daze for months.
And he said that if it hadn’t been for Netherby, who came
along about that time and offered her sympathy and care, she
might have gone mad. He finally persuaded her to return to
England as his wife, and later she left him because she could
not forget McKail. She told me so.”

“1 guessed as much,” I sdid.

And then later—much later—McKail himself—hale, suc-
cessful, determined, achieving an art exhibit here, selling not
a few things and then returning to France. But without
Kina Maxa. She had left him. And his pictures now
speaking almost exotically of her ! Upon my life ! I said.
Yet in all our conversation scarcely a word about either Ellen
or Kina. In short, only a word or two about Ellen—none
about Kina. He came to my studio and there were her
pictures—a few. And looking up he said, *“ Oh, Ellen, to
be sure. Four of her best. I often wondered where she
left thent. She should have kept on.” But no more. Not
another word. No “Where is she ! ”"—nothing. I stared.
Almost talked to myself.

Only Ellen’s departure had taken place almost fifteen years
before. And the paintings delivered to me and Ursula J
are still unclaimed. And no word—nothing—from Ellen
Adams Wrynn.
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LUCIA

Part I

HER father was a Russian, her mother English. She was
born somewhere along the Riviera. Following her birth
her mother became an invalid—or at least believed she was—and
moved from one health resort to another with the faith of a
religious fanatic. But in spite of her travels and contacts
with people of various temperaments and morals, as her daughter
Lucia once said to me, she remained cold and unsympathetic
to life’s pleasures, shunning wines and even the mildest of
social flirtations. She had no least understanding of the
nuances of love-making, said her daughter ; Mother considered
children to be its sole aim and end. Since specialists had told
her after the birth of Lucia that she must never have another
child, she considered her marital obligations discharged for
life, and gave her husband only a sisterly companionship, which,
however, she never allowed to interfere with plans for nurturing
her own health and that of her child. For she did try to give
her daughter every advantage of health and education, exer-
cising eternal vigilance over her physical and moral well-being
and engaging the most expensive governesses rather than
submit her to the risks and influences of normal school life.
Unfortunately, and as is so often the way in such cases,
Lucia resented this close guardianship and, cruelly enough,
gave all of her affection to her father, who idolized her. Un-
able to find happiness with his wife, this particular benedict
came and went, constantly driven away from her and back
again. He had been a General, so his daughter said, the
youngest in the Russian army, but his wife had persuaded him
to give up active duty and travel with her. This they were
able to do because they both had money of their own, and the
world had seemed to offer endless adventure before she developed
her unreasonable preoccupation. But one of her strongest
convictions was that she could not be well and happy in Russia.
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Perhaps it was something in the free, barbarically-coloured
spirit of its people that hurt her English conservatism.

Sometimes, said Lucia, they would spend a few weeks in
the summer on the country estate of her husband’s family in
Russia, but not often—an enormous wooden house with a
great wooden platform and steps disappearing into a lake of
grey-green, uncut lawn, with pine forests beyond. Lucia
loved this place, she said, and always would. It was one
with her own temperament—wild and free. 'When her mother
got heart attacks and headaches and wanted to leave, she would
beg to stay on with her father, at least until fall, and so she
spent several summers there alone with him and a few old
family servants. Always she looked back on these times as
the happiest in her life, she said. Love—so-called sexual love
—was never able to duplicate or attain the degree of joy,
admiration and understanding which she felt in those days with
her father—riding through the forests in the early morning,
walking over the rough fields in the long, northern evenings ;
or curled beside him reading by the fire at night. Back with
her mother again at Bad Nauheim or Pau, she would long
fiercely for her father, hating herself for being a girl and having
to live with her mother, and start counting the days, crossing
them off the calendar, till Christmas, when always he came
with Russian presents and stories of boar hunts and how the
old place looked after the first snow, with the peasants’ children
coasting down the long sloping fields.

Always before he came, though, Lucia and her mother and
the current governess—they didn’t stay long with such an
ungrateful child as herself, she once said—would go to Paris
and shop. Her mother, as she said, ordered lovely dark dresses
that made her look very sweet but older than she really was.
Lucia rebelled at standing for fittings, so her mother bought
her hand-embroidered, smocked dresses at Liberty's, white for
best and blue for every day. But as for her own choice, she
said, she always felt more comfortable in the plain sailor blouses
and' skirts she got by the dozens in Germany : white, with
blue anchors embroidered on them, for summer; and dark
blue, with red anchors, for winter. More, unless her mother
protested that friends were coming to lunch or she was invited
to spend the day somewhere, she wore them constantly.
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But one occasion stood out in her memory which embittered
her for ever against her mother’s taste. She was almost four-
teen. It was two days before Christmas and at an hotel in
Rome. Her father was expected to arrive on the eight o’clock
train, and they were dressing to go to the station to meet him.
Her mother had presented her with a new dress that cost
1,000 francs in Paris. It had a round neck and two little
bunches of flowers exquisitely embroidered on the front.
Suddenly she noticed that the dress emphasized the budding
curves of her young figure, The thought of becoming any-
thing but a small edition of the father she so idolized infuriated
her. Red with anger at nature and herself, she started to tear
off the dress, when her governess coming in tried to stop her.
A terrific argument ensued. Lucia was ashamed to tell her
real reason for disliking the dress. Her mother, failing to
understand, threatened firmly, though tearfully, that she could
not go to the station unless she wore the dress. Fortunately
just then the telephone bell rang. It was her father’s voice.
He was downstairs, having made better connections than-
expected. In a few moments she was in his arms, sobbing
away her troubles.

After Christmas that year, her father, so Lucia said, per-
suaded her mother to accompany him into the African desert.
And true to character, as Lucia said of her mother, she insisted
on taking along the latest governess for Lucia, since she con-
sidered the child too old to be left unguarded for a moment
in a land of scheming Arabs. Although Lucia was really
fond of the governess, a pretty, dark Italian of possibly thirty,
she hated the idea of her mother trying to make her prudishly
sex-conscious, It resulted only in driving her away from one
parent and closer to the other, who took life so much more
naturally.

One night, after Lucia was put to bed, so she said, her
father, within her hearing, suggested a trip through the native
quarter of Tunis. The local sheikh was being married and
there was to be some unusual dancing. But his wife felt too
tired to make the effort. He therefore invited the governess.
The next day Lucia found her mother weeping in bed and
threatening to leave for France at once. She ‘refused to see
her husband, who stood outside her door perplexed and
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miserable. Frankly he told Lucia that he and the governess had
come home rather late the night before, and found her mother
pacing the room in an hysterical rage. She had insulted the
governess, who was now packing her things preparing to
leave. He himself was going to take the poor girl to the
station and pay her a month’s salary. Lucia was to come
along with them.

She always remembered, she said, the ride in an old-fashioned
motor to the station on the outskirts of the town. It threw
such a strong white light on the difficulties of marriage—or
the relationship of at least one father to one mother. She
sat between her father and the governess and held a hand of
each. The woman was crying softly, and when she got to
the station refused to take the extra salary. Father said he
would send it to her. On the way back home her father
kissed her several times very tenderly, and she was very happy
because she knew that in the next few days that would be
required to calm her mother’s nerves, she would be to him
the consolation that he needed. In consequence she felt very
grown-up and sorry for both of them.

That summer, according to Lucia, they went back to the
Russian estate for the last time. It was early in May, 1914,
The birches were beginning to turn green and the woods
were full of blue wild flowers. But by June her father was
already talking of sending her and her mother back to Switzer-
land or Holland.  Always in touch with inner military circles,
he knew that talk of war had been growing stronger and when
the Archduke was murdered it was a certainty for Russia. At
the end of June therefore he put his little family on the train
with the promise that he would follow them in a few weeks,
as soon as he had settled certain business affairs. But the call
of the old military life grew too strong for him. He went
back to his regiment and was enthusiastically reinstated as
General. His wife, terrified and pessimistic, predicted only ill,
whereas Lucia was wildly proud of him. She wrote him
every day, crazy little love notes, she said, that afterwards
they found among his military orders. His wife wrote only
to beg him to come back to them.

After the rhad first war week in August they heard nothing
of him. Lucia used to run down the mountain-side every
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day from their chalet above St. Gervais, to ask for mail and
wait for the morning telegrams to come over the one wire
in the town. One hot afternoon the first week in September,
at the sight of a tall, powerfully built man in knickers, with
a knapsack on his back, toiling up the hill to the chalet, Lucia
threw herself headlong down the mountain path. It was
her father. He had succeeded in having a dangerous secret
mission assigned to himself on condition that he could spend
a week with his family. Posing as a trapped tourist, he had
made his way through Germany, tramping most of the time
and depending on his wits for food. But he had secured the
information he was after, and now for four days Lucia was
to have the joy of his presence.

When she next saw him it was winter. A telegram from
head-quarters in Petrograd informed them he was being sent
south on sick leave. They went to the Black Sea to meet
him. The minute after the train pulled in, they saw him
waving gaily to them, but just the same when Lucia’s mother
saw his face she clutched her hand convulsively. Lucia
herself could not believe anything could happen to him. But
two days later, she stood beside him while he died. She
could not really believe then that death was real, she said, but
when she finally did grasp what had happened, she went to a
little balcony outside the room and stood there. Just below
under the balcony was a glass enclosure. When she thought
about it afterwards she could not say that the idea of suicide
was actually in her mind, any more than her mother’s sobs
and the explanations of the doctors. She only asked to be
allowed to stand there, while in her mind, quite far away but
real nevertheless, was the noise of shattering glass.

After the first few weeks Lucia discovered, she said, that
even grief such as hers does not last in continuous intensity.
She was surprised that sometimes now she could think of
pleasurable things, even of her future occasionally. But also
she determined to preserve her grief, because it was the most
precious thing she had. ‘The ragged edges of it she soothed
with a sudden belief in Fate, and the long grey stretches of it
she tasted and flavoured with every tragic book and poem
she could find. OQutwardly, according to her own account, she
was cold and indifferent, really cruel to her mother, considering
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her very different brand of sorrow a cheap, childish}senti-
mentality. On the other hand her mother did hergbest to
break the mood which Lucia had built around herself, and
took her on a tour of all the famous and beautiful places in
Italy, since that country had not as yet joined the war. But
all was coloured by the girl’s dark mood. Later—too late,
she said—she was thankful to her mother for having given
~ her these beautiful settings to her spiritual sorrow, and when

tragic events overtook her later in life, she felt she could not
suffer with the same concentration and reality that she had felt
after her father’s death. It was as if at that time she had
burned out some cells of her emotional batteries and never
again would she have to respond so vividly to the torture of
living.

When a friend of her mother’s suggested sending her to
boarding school, Lucia leaped at the idea, seeing more freedom
for the indulgence of her moods. Her mother, bewildered,
protested at first that she could not let her out of her sight,
but finally gave in, and October found Lucia unpacking a
trunk of regulation uniforms in a very severe Huguenot
school on Lake Geneva, housed in a large wooden chalet on
the top of a long, mounting field. Lucia, so she said, loved
this field immediately, because it reminded her of the uncut
lawn in front of the old house in Russia. Also the view
down the lake toward Montreux became a symbol of lost,
unattainable beauty. Then she would look over at Evian,
across the lake, and her mind would jump back of it, up that
valley that marches to St. Gervais, and she would vision a
man tramping up the hill to a chalet, and then tramping down
again.
gaThe grounds of the school were perhaps fifteen acres, in-
cluding part of the field, a small pine grove and an abandoned
vineyard at the end of a long allée. 'The girls walked up and
down this allée in the daytime as much as they liked, but after
dark they were supposed to stay on the gravel paths around the
house. Almost every twilight, however, Lucia would manage
to slip down under the black shadow of arched trees to the
edge of the vineyard. Here was the platform of an old summer
house that had been blown away in a storm, together with a
view of a mountain peak beyond, and here she would sit and
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look across the lake at the peak. She dared stay only five or
ten minutes, and even then the quick darkness and the whisper-
ings in the trees and vines often frightened her. But when
she got back to the lighted school hall and bowed her head
for evening prayers, she felt secretly exhilarated, as if she had
kept a rendezvous.

The rules and routine of lessons interested her. Whenever
they aggravated her, she said, she tried to think she was in an
army and must work hard to become a General. Far ahead
in some subjects and far behind in others, she found herself,
on the whole, a disappointingly average mind in class composi-
tions and exercises. In sports she was a little above normal.
She made friends easily, but always avoided gatherings of more
than two or three girls as boring, because she had already
acquired the habit of acting differently with different people,
and a crowd made her feel negative. Her room-mate, as she
recalled for me in trying to explain her life, was a bright,
pretty girl, whom Lucia liked, though she could not under-
stand her. For one thing, she seemed to have a strong moral
sense regarding the school rules, while on the other hand she
thought nothing of getting letters from boys ; even confided
to Lucia that two or three had kissed her. Lucia, obeying
most of the rules as she said because it seemed the pleasantest
thing to do, thought this strange of her room-mate, even evil,
but when it came to something that she herself really wanted
to do, like running down to the vineyard at dusk, she did not
hesitate. But she had never kissed a boy. The thought was
far from her mind, although occasionally, she said, she had
visualized some tragic, passionate romance for herself in keep-
ing with the sombre and fatalistic literature she adored. But
she had never really anticipated the details, such details
scandalizing some sense of hers, not moral, perhaps, but
asthetic.

Twice a week, according to her, the girls spent the after-
noon in making bandages and dressings for the Red Cross.
During this time articles and stories about the War were read
aloud to them, of course carefully expurgated and purely
heroic in appeal. In between-times they knitted sweaters
and various articles, and as soon as one was finished and
wrapped, its maker was allowed to write a little note to the
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unknown soldier who would open the package. According

to herself Lucia wrote the funniest little stilted notes, filled

with would-be consoling remarks on Fate and expressions of
tenderness that sounded more like some bitter-sweet old maid
than a healthy young schoolgirl. Also she quoted passages
from the Bible, the Rubaiyat, Oscar Wilde, and what not else,
books she had found in her father’s home. But she took these
notes as a solemn responsibility and always pictured the un-
known soldier reading them the night before his doom. She
considered it childish and ridiculous of her room-mate to add
little crosses for kisses at the end of her effusions,

Nevertheless, she felt an indefinable longing for something
that would give and take affection. One rainy November
day, therefore, from one of the walks which along with the
other girls, and two by two, she was allowed to take down
to the village, Lucia brought a stray dog back to her room.
To conceal him she tied him under her bed, where he seemed
quite content to sleep, and at supper she slipped some of her
meat and bread into a pocket for him and also gave him water
out of her wash-bowl. And when she got into bed he curled
up on top of her feet. He was quite a large dog, a brown,
shaggy terrier, and writhed with affection when she patted
him. During the night it got very cold and rain blew in
over the bed. Lucia pulled the dog under the sheets with
her. The next morning the sun was shining. The dog
jumped out of bed, refreshed and happy, but unfortunately
Lucia could not quiet his yelps and bounds. These brought
the sisters who heard, and the dog was compelled to leave.
That night though Lucia could not sleep for a long time for
thinking of the dog—his homelessness—fate. And she ex-
plained to me that she said to herself very darkly and
dramatically, of course, I am a tragic person, and no doubt
it would be silly for me to have a happy, brown, shaggy dog.
Life cannot intend such a thing for me. But I wish he had
a good home and I wish I would fall in love, so I could prove
that I am worthy of Fate. (What she meant by being worthy
of Fate was hard for her to explain, but principally, as she said,
she had an idea that only people who suffer and have strange
things happen to them are worthy of being alive.)

It was after her first holidays, after a terrible Christmas
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with her mother, as she said, who took her to Paris and wanted

to do everything but leave her alone with her memories of
past Christmases, that a strange thing happened to Lucia. The
afternoon following her return to school the sun shone in a
heavy, gold mist. There was a warmth in the air that seemed
almost ominous for January. At four o’clock the girls were
supposed to play hockey, but suddenly Lucia was seized with
a desire to see her mountain through this luminous mist.
With hockey stick in hand she ran down the al/ée, through
the crackling leaves, to her platform. The lake was covered
with low, drifting clouds; above them, the Dent-du-Midi
stood up like an iceberg in the ocean. Lucia dropped down
on the platform and leaned on her knees. Suddenly she heard
a rustle ; someone was coming down the allée. She looked
and saw two figures, both in the garb of the Huguenot sister-
hood. They were walking toward her. She had time to
hide, but curiosity kept her looking. One of the figures was
Sister Berthe, the music teacher, who lived in the next chalet,
but the other . . . Lucia thought she had never seen anyone
so thin. She looked like a fasting monk Lucia had once seen
in 2 monastery near Ravenna. The cord knotted around her
grey gown swung against her skirt as if there were nothing
under it. As they came nearer, Lucia saw that the stranger’s
face was pale and thin and her eyes very dark. She looked
like some illustration out of Baudelaire or Poe. When they
reached the end of the path, Sister Berthe spoke. “ This is
what I wanted to show you,” she said. And then Lucia
realized that this stranger was going to look at her view.
More, she felt that this wraithlike being would know at once
what it meant. If only Sister Berthe would melt away. . . .

At supper Lucia tried not to look around the room. She
heard a girl say : * Queer looking new music teacher.” So,
she would live in Sister Berthe’s cottage, which also served as
infirmary and had practice-rooms for the girls who took piano
lessons.  After supper Lucia went down to the edge of the
pine grove which hid the music cottage. ‘The lights were lit
inside. There was a lamp lighted in one of the practice-
rooms under the eaves. ‘That must be the cell they had given
the new sister. Lucia wondered if they had given her a bed.
Of course.  One of those iron cots, probably. And yet Lucia
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could easily imagine that white, emaciated figure sleeping on
straw, like a monk. . .

From the very beginning Lucia realized, so she said, tha't
she would never be able to define the feeling she had for this
frail strange sister whose name turned out to be Agatha Thiel.
She was Alsatian ; had studied music for many years in Ger-
many, but had to give up a promising career because of
threatening tuberculosis. For some years thereafter she had
lived in a sanatorium, supported by a brother, an architect in
Paris. He, however, had been killed in the first weeks of
the war, and after that Agatha wanted to be a nurse. But
the doctors told her she must live an absolutely quiet life. A
Protestant by birth, her friend Berthe had then persuaded her
to join the order of the Huguenot sisters and help her with
her teaching in this sheltered spot. ‘

This was as much as Lucia could ever find out about the
new sister, or so she said. At that time she thought of writing
to her mother for permission to study music, but later decided
that would be too much. Dante had never spoken to Beatrice,
never even touched her hand. Hopeless adoration had not
died with the Middle Ages . . . the capacity for suffering that
made you “ worthy of your fate,” that was all that mattered.
This was Romance and Tragedy that walked before her now,
and even smiled with those terribly dark eyes at the child
they so often caught staring at her.

On her sixteenth birthday Lucia’s mother sent her presents
and a large tin of marrons glacés, very difficult to get in those
war days. Lucia took the tin over to the music cottage on
Sunday, when the girls were allowed to pay calls. She knocked
at Sister Agatha’s door, but when it opened could not remem-
ber what she had planned to say. Instead, as she told me,
she merely handed her idol the tin, mumbling something about
not liking marrons herself and wondering if Sister Agatha . . .
Yes, Sister Agatha was very fond of marrons, thank you very
much. Would she come in and sit down? No, she had to
call on some other teachers. And Lucia, trembling with joy
and fury at herself, ran to the vineyard and sat there all the
rest of the afternoon. If I could only speak to her, she said
she thought. But how can I? She is in a seventh circle and
I am in a second. She could understand me, but I could
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never make her see that I understand her. It was, so she
said, like listening to a sad, sublime concert. After it is all
over you desire to rush up and say something to the artist, but
there is nothing you can think of that does not seem insipid
and banal.

So the months went by. Lucia was happy because she was
suffering pleasurably. Hers, as she later recognized, was an
exotic, sensuous and sensitive nature already boiling with its
own pent-up fires. Almost every evening, as the days grew
longer, she now explained, she would manage to pass Sister
Berthe and Sister Agatha walking together in the allée. The
latter’s smile would give her a new interest in her work. She
was studying Gothic architecture at the time and reading the
literature of that fantastic period—Aucassin and Nicolette ;
Héloise and Abélard ; the Crusaders. All her free time,
therefore, she spent delving into more or less forbidden tales
from the library of the town, or else in drawing, of which she
had grown passionately fond. Her sketches from life, so she
declared, were really worth while. She preferred, however,
to draw scenes of lovers, parting or killing each other, And
once she made a very careful copy of the doorway of the
cathedral at Moissac, with its hollow-cheeked saints, abnor-
mally long-legged and with their knees crossed, grouped under
delicate, straining arches. Sister Agatha, the music teacher,
wanted to hang it in the main schoolroom for a while, but
Lucia was afraid someone would notice that all the faces were
alike. Al resembled Sister Agatha.

At the end of the year her mother appeared to take her to
Spain for the summer. But she made her mother promise she
could come back to the school next term. Sister Agatha was
coming back, too. The season in San Sebastian seemed
wickedly gay to Lucia, in view of the fact that a war was
going on. Still, she was pleased when one afternoon a good-
looking man followed her from the beach and inquired most
obviously about her at the hotel desk. A few days later he
made a formal call on her mother with a letter of introduction
from an English friend of hers and asked if he might make
a sketch of Lucia. He turned out to be a well-known artist,
very polite and well mannered, and because of that, though
carefully chaperoned by her mother, Lucia posed for him.
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" He called his sketch “Prima Vera.” One day when her
mother left them alone for a few moments, Lucia told him
she resented this title, as she had already lived and suﬁ'?red.
But he only smiled at her very engagingly and suddenly kissed
her on the mouth. * You charming child,” she said he said,
as she turned away. Half indignant, half pleased by her first
kiss she gazed, then walked away uncertain as to what else one
did under such circumstances.

There were several young men whom her mother con-
sidered presentable enough to introduce to Lucia, but they
did not interest her in the slightest, nor did she seem to interest
them. She was too thin, and wore her black hair too straight,
and talked about such serious things, like Dante or Bernard
Shaw—her latest find. Lucia felt at this time that if a man
loved her she would not have to talk to him, and if he didn’t,
there was no use wasting time and energy thinking of things
that would interest him. She wondered if the artist were in
love with her. If he is, she thought, I will have to tell him
that it is hopeless ; that I am in love with a monk. But the
artist disappeared as politely as he had come, and Lucia was
glad when at last it was September.

She insisted on getting back to school a day or two before it
officially opened, she said. Her hope was to be able to talk
to Sister Agatha before the others arrived. She found her
looking as pale as ever, but her smile seemed less sad. She
had not yet donned her grey cloth uniform but was wearing
a dark red silk dress, very long, and knotted about the waist.
Lucia thought she looked like the young novices who carried
the incense at High Mass. But all she could say to her was
silly talk about San Sebastian and how glad she was to get
back to school and see the mountains again. The next day
they were both in their school uniforms again.

‘The school year went by, and the summer following Lucia’s
mother had a nervous breakdown. Whether intelligently or
not, as Lucia said of herself at the time, she held the thought
that maybe it was an effort on the part of the maternal body,
not necessarily the mind, to attract the attention of its strange,
indifferent daughter. A meditative, speculative psychologic
soul, as you see. At any rate, Lucia felt she had to remain
with her instead of returning to school. Besides, now she was
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almost eighteen and had finished practically all of the advanced
courses of the Huguenot school except science and mathematics.
Undoubtedly, though, as she said, she thought at the time she
could go on studying drawing better in Paris. And, Sister
Agatha being fixed at the school, she could always return and
visit whenever she wanted to. Despite the war her mother’s
finances stood the strain surprisingly well, the father having
left a quite large fortune. So they rented a small house at
Versailles, and Lucia was allowed to fit up one room for herself
as a studio. Two voluminous black embroidered curtains her
father had brought once from Tiflis and the sketch of the
cathedral doorway at Moissac—no one here would discover
the resemblance to Sister Agatha—were the only decorations.
And that November after the armistice she began a course at
the Beaux Arts, taking the bus to Paris every morning and
returning at four, and so gradually began a new phase of living.

ParT II

Paris after the Armistice. A great climax and a great
anticlimax. People sat around in cafés wondering what was
going to happen, no longer expecting the crash of bombs nor
waiting for the casualty lists to be posted. But nothing hap-
pened, and they were bored. They were reunited but they
were disappointed. It was hard to work now that a tremendous
pressure plant somewhere had stopped supplying energy.

At the Beaux Arts also the same spirit prevailed, said Lucia.
It came in with the air from the street, with the thoughts and
memories of those who had had relatives or lovers in the Great
War.  Most of the instructors had war records and medals,
and taught almost mechanically. Art was no longer so terribly
important.

But Lucia, so she said to me, wanted it to be. It was so
meaningful to her, so beautiful—so sure and great a way to
express the deeps of oneself. No ordinary girl, this, as you
see. So she threw herself into her studies with the zeal of a
young scholarship student whose bread and butter depended on
her success. Yet it was three months after she started, and
only at the persistent request of her head professor, that her
mother finally consented to have her study the nude. The
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only difference that this made though, as she said to me with
a sly, revealing smile, was that now she could bring her sketches
home and work on them there. She had already been taking
“life” for three months and had made remarkable progress.

From the very first, though, as she also explained at this
point, Life had come natural to her—doubtless a reaction
against her mother’s puritanism. Also she grew to be good
friends with several of her daily companions. One or two of
the boys asked her out in the evenings, but she could not go
because her mother insisted on her getting home on schedule.
But she went to luncheon with the boys instead, discussing art
or the war, and always steering clear of personal subjects. They
hardly expected more of her. She was so young-looking for
her age, childishly slim, and wore her hair and her clothes so
plainly. The only intimate friendship she formed was with a
Russian girl of her own age, but who looked much older and
carried on several more or less sophisticated flirtations with
pupils and professors alike. Her name was Olga and she lived
with her parents, who had managed to escape before the revo-
lution with most of their fortune. Lucia often went to their
apartment for lunch, and was happy to be able to talk her
beloved Russian. Olga preferred to be considered French, but
her parents clung to their traditions, and grew very fond of
Lucia, particularly Olga’s father, a handsome, iron-grey-
haired man who soon paid Lucia, so she said, much more than
fatherly attention and tried to kiss her whenever they were
left alone. More, he often took the girls to exhibitions, and
occasionally, with the hard-fought for permission of Lucia’s
mother, took them to a gathering of artists in the evening.
Lucia’s mother refused to go with them. She was always too
nervous or too tired to make the effort. Seeing she could win
no real affection from her daughter, she had gone back to her
old mania of health cultivation and with the aid of new and
very expensive doctors managed to pass the time fairly well—
or so it was that Lucia phrased it.

Lucia, as she said, gradually began to resent this eternal
supervision by her mother. Here was this young Olga fre-
quently going out with boys, even with those of whom her
family disapproved. She would, as Lucia saw, always get one
of the students of whom her family approved to call for her
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and take her to where the other boy was waiting. One of her
companions in crime was Henri, pale, thin, aristocratic and
poor, really charming if weak. Lucia wished she could have
such a good friend as this, someone whom she could have fun
with without his wanting to kiss her or pretend to be in love.
She preferred the companionship of men, but did not know
how to go about getting it. ‘The thought of kissing someone
you were not in love with seemed ridiculous—not immoral—
she would not have cared about that—but simply pointless and
zsthetically shocking. She would, as she thought, wait for
the ideal, maddening love, which from reading as well as obser-
ving the youth of the world about her she was beginning to
understand. Yet curiously enough now, as she afterwards
noted—not at that time, the attentions and kisses of Olga’s
father were not as repulsive to her as the attempts of younger
men, ‘There was a sort of gallant devilry about him, as she
explained to me, that appealed to her. But the companionship
she desired with boys of her own age did not seem to come her
way.

l}‘:inally, toward the end of the winter, Olga arranged a
birthday party. Lucia was to spend the night with her and
Henri was to take them to a big charity ball. For the first
time, said Lucia, she dressed herself to look like a grown-up
woman. Olga arranged her hair for her, lent her ear-rings,
powder and lipstick. She wore a black evening dress that was
really a tea costume, with the sleeves ripped out, but it looked
very well on her slim figure. Henri called for them with his
brother, a pale youth of sixteen. The four got into a cab,
and with much chatter and giggling, drove to the nearest
cabaret, where Olga left the brother smiling with a hundred-
franc note in his hand as a reward for service, and from there
the three continued to the apartment of one René Chalet,
Olga’s latest conquest. .

Chalet was a tall, dark aristocrat of the automobile business,
His apartment was small but in excellent taste. Lucia, as she
said of herself, was unsophisticated but not stupid. She soon
realized therefore that Olga had been there before. It was
the first time, she said, she had felt sure that her friend was
not a virgin. As a matter of fact, Olga afterwards told her
that René was her first real lover, although that night she

Ee*
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pretended to be as blasé as the most skilful cocotte. Lucia was not
shocked but a trifle aghast and uncomfortably conscious of her
own innocence. She seemed, as she said, so inexperienced
and out of it, youthfully speaking. After several champagne
cocktails, though, they went to the charity ball and had a very
good time. Henri was a good dancer and acted as though he
enjoyed Lucia’s company, even though she told him that she
was afraid she could not love him as much as Olga seemed to
love René. He told her that she was beautiful and he was
happy just to dance with her. René, too, was surprisingly
appreciative of her looks and dancing.

After several bottles of champagne, René said he would
like to show them the real night life of Paris. They went
to a night club in Montmartre which was then the smartest
of rendezvous. It set Lucia’s imagination on fire. Obviously
all these people here were lovers, but did they all love each
other? How could that beautiful little thing love that fat,
greasy-looking fool ; or that handsome old lady love that silly-
looking boy she was kissing ?  'Was love, after all, as important
as having a good time ! Then she shuddered at the thought
of a person with a soul letting such ideas run through her
head. She ought to feel sorry for these poor, unromantic
puppets.  Yet she was having a good time herself. It felt
nice, so she said, when Henri held her close, and it wasn’t so
hard to tango after all when you had had a lot of champagne.

After a dance they came back to the table to find Olga and
René had gone. There was a note scrawled on the menu.
“‘ Meet you at home at five.”” It was now almost four. There
was some champagne left and they finished it, lingeringly,
between dances. Suddenly Lucia said she felt terribly sad.
She wanted to cry. There was nothing in the world for her,
really. She would never love anyone the way she had the
burning, wraith-like Sister Agatha. She had been mocked by
that strange passion. After it so much of all this seemed
nothing, nothing, and she sat and brooded concerningitall. . . .
When Henri stroked her arm and kissed her shoulder, she did
not mind. Who was Henri ! What was his significance to
her. He only made her sadder. Finally they took a cab to
Olga’s apartment but there was no one there as yet and they
had no key. They waited downstairs until almost six o’clock.
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But Olga did not come. At last Lucia sent Henri away and
walked up five flights of stairs—the little electric elevator
would make too much noise. Perhaps Olga had come home
before them. On the landing outside the door of the apart-
ment she sat down. It was terribly cold, she explained, but
she didn’t mind that. She was too wide awake. And now
she wished she were back in Switzerland, where maybe she
could tell Sister Agatha the way she felt. If she could only
see her. . . . She began to shiver from cold and loneliness.
Was that a grey shadow above her on the landing? Maybe
it was a ghost. If only it was a ghost that would speak and
say : ““ Dashinka, tell Dunya to light the fire ; I’ll be in as
soon as I have seen to the horses.”

Finally she said she could stand it no longer. She knocked
at the apartment door ever so lightly. A long wait. Then
she knocked again. A quiet footstep and the click of the
lock. She almost fell in, too exhausted to be surprised when
Olga’s father took her in his arms. * How pale you are, my
child | ” he whispered, and carried her in to the little back
library where a bed had been made up for her. He started to
help her take off her dress. She was too tired to notice what
he was doing. When she protested, her dress was already off.
He began to kiss her, wildly and quietly, all over her shoulders
and back. She struggled, but did not cry out. She fell back
on the bed, still fighting him off. Then suddenly, she said,
he knelt down and hid his face in her hair, gasping in a funny
way as if he were suffering. In a2 moment he got up, very
calmly as if nothing had happened, and kissed her gently and
went out. When he had gone she burst into wild, stifled
sobs. She was miserable, utterly miserable. Finally she lost
consciousness. . . .

When she woke up, it was noon, She lay in bed wondering
what had happened. Nothing had really happened, and yet
the whole scheme of things seemed different, Olga, her best
friend, had