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Study of Child o,tthc Pio,no byAnton Bruchl 

A SONG FOR PARENTS 

Y~TSltDAY, they were smiling babies. 
Today, they are exubcr.rnc beings 
tensely eager co experiment with 
t he complex opportuniries rhat are 
t heir heri tage. Airplanes, fas t momr
cars, new theories of human rclarion
ships ... all these are 2s narural to 
their ch2nging world as swimming
holes and horses were to the ,·anishcd 
world of t hei r fa thers and mothers. 

And these parents of modern chi l
dren ... t hei r lot is not easy. How 
often t hey meet, from wide eyes that 
still are dewy and bright with baby
hood, a gaze that seems to brand 
t hem as beings in an unknow ing and 
antique world. 

Bue there sti ll remain some un
changing, fundamenta l t hings that 
scr\"C: t0 connect all generations, all 

... Oftheseisart. Initshighest 

form, art de.1rs like a heady and 
magic breeze through time, fashions, 
customs and all the barriers and bor
ders of the world. The melody that 
swirls gaily up from some village in 
theCaucasusloseslittleoficsecsusy 
in far-away Virginia. The father who 
has in common with his son one great 
melody ... on.: sweet, surpassing 
song, has not been left entirely 
behind. 

For generuions such arc ... music 
tha t prov ides a co lorful interest 
withi n wh ich parems and ch il dren 
dc,·clop a sustained relationship. 
has been pro,ided by the Steinway 
Instrument of genius f.l\·ored by ,·ir
cuallye,·erygreatmusic ianfromLiszt 
to Hofmann ... beautifu l objecr of 
art in polished woods and i\"Or\ ... 

t he Steinway is the incomparable 

THE I NS TRUMEN T OF THE IMMOR TALS 

source of music in the cultured home 
of Europe and Ameri ca. le stands 
everreadytorenderyourchildren its 
uncommon scn1ce ... co furn ish in
struction to them, their ch ildren and 
e\"en theirchildren'schi ldrcn . • . to 
attraccandeaterra in t heirfriends ... 
cosing the ir songs of love, of re ,·crie 
... and rad iare about t hem, 2s a 
superb decoration, t he magn ificence 
of its tradition. 

10% down ~~;;;~·,;,: 
_U~ tanos ~'jP'fJ io rariia'. cz~haff· '!:her: 
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The N EW N ational Unity 

T HE public utility investment 
company ma½:es electrified 

agriculture possible-precisely as 
it made possible the extension of 
electric service to the small town 
on a scale comparable to the service 
rendered in metropolitan areas.The 
4300 small communities served 
with electric power by the Middle 
West Utilities System and the 
transmission lines radiating in 30 
states from central generating 
stations to these communities,con
stitute a ready made base for the 
extension of electricity to farms. 

Tbe building and coordination 
of thi system and its commercial 
success, achieved by costly and 
painstaking effo rts to find and 
create work for electrical power in 
the smaller communities, has cost 
agriculture nothing. 

The manner in which rural lines 
are branching off from the growing 
web of inter-community transmis
sion lines resembles the branching 
and leafage of a growing tree. 

But it is a conscious growth
planned in advance by engineers 
and made feasible by utility invest
ment company financin g . It de-

pends upon the financial and 
engineering facilities made avail
able to the operating electric light 
and power companies through their 
affiliation with the parent invest
ment companies. Such relations 
assure to the countryside equality 
with the great cities in access to 
adequate electrical energy. 

At the same time the spread of 
factory industry to smaller centers 
enables the farmer to increase his 
income in many ways. More of his 
raw products adapted to manufac
turing can be delivered without 
having to carry the cost of a long 
freig ht haul-while opportunities 
fo r employment near home for the 
children of the farm are multiplied. 

A new national unity is crystal
lizing out of the economic equality 
which electrical energy always 
fosters. 

Provision of power supply to small com
mun ities and to rural America on a scale 
equivalent to the service available in the great 
metropolitan centers is the achievement and 
responsibility of the Middle West Utilities 
System, a group of electric companies fur. 
nishing service to more than four thousand 
communities and to more than sixty thousand 
fa rms in thir ty states. 

'Ile /iisrory of tmpwertd llg ,,-itulturt in A mt ,,-itlln industrilll dtvt!Gpmtnt ii f ully dit
ll~u,J in tl,e booltltt, 11 HA a v1: 1 T 1 AND Ht Cl KLINJ: 1 1'' w bit/1 tlit JJ.fiddl, Wm 

Utilitits OJ,n~ny ( 2.0 Nord Wlltlr.tr D,-iv,, CAitllgo, JllinoiJ} will und "/>O" rt({"tH-

Middle We st Utilities Company 
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Haddon Craftsmen 

relieve book publishers of the entire 

responsibility in book production. 

Where the writer ends, these Crafts

men begin. Artist, photo-engraver, 

compositor,electrotyper, printerand 

binder form a complete organiza

tion here; saving the time and ex

pense, eliminating the worry and 

waste which follow when composi

tion, printing and binding are pro

duced in separate establishments. 

A telephone call will bring a prac

representative to your desk. 
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BIOGRAPHY 

TIIREE VIRGINS OF ll.\WORTH. 
By Emilie G,,.., Georges Romieu. 

E. P. Dt11ton & Comp,my 
8¼ x 5',; 230 pp. New York 

This biography of the three Bronte sisters, Anne, 
Emily, and Charlotte, belongs to the M.1uroi,-Ludwig 
school. It is writt.:n in a fe\·cri~h. highly ima~inati\·c 
prose, and reads almost like a tale from Trne Storin. 
bcn the chapter titles throb with what the authors 
politely call "s:i.::rcd intoxic,nion": "The lloN:s of 
the Sun," "Pci;;Jsus Bridled,'' "The Wheel of Fate," 
"The Irrc,i~tiblc Impul~c." "Lm·c, Cruel LO\·c!," 
".\ngui~h," "A Fool's Paradi~e,·• "I fer La,t Sum
mer's Sun,'' "Lmt Illusion~," "The Snowdrop," and 
"Twilight." Of Charlotte's stolen moments wilh Lhe 
married and fat M. Jieger o( Brus\clS we lcJrn the 
following: "llis hand touched hers. The glance of his 
e}e enveloped her like warm bre.1th. She submitted 
willin,gly to the domination of his mind. She ob• 
M:ned every gesture and hung upon e\ery exprc\~ion. 
She watched him live and was happ}·," But Mme. 
lk1,:er knew that "to be prudent is to be s.1fc." so 
\he di,rupted the romance, and as a result Charlotte 
•·1ost all control of her reflexes." Anne and Emily 
also h.1d lo,e affairs, and they too were fruHrated. 
The three of them had horrible luck, for, a~ we all 
know, "no suffering can compare with the slow ex
piration of those disheartened hours in which hands 
are folded inert and the contrJ.ctcd knee~ pres~ to
g1:ther against unappeased desire. Till exhamtion en
sues, and the certitude of the pcnJ.sion of an ultimate 
loneliness. Then the dead dream gi,·es way to a 
lon,1-;"ing for death, so intense that the niE;ht of deep 
wretchcdne~s shines as the one incandescent hour of 
that drc;ary dar." There is a frontispiece portrait of 
the three RrontC si~tcrs. The man who went to the 
trouble of translating the hook is Roberts Taple}'. 

D.\~IEL WEBSTER. 
11)' Cl,mde .\loore Fueu. Linle, Brott·n & Company 

10 9 1
~ x 6¼::? ,oh.; 398 + 465 pp. B01ton 

TI IF. GODLIKE D.\XIEL. 
R. S11murl Hop~i,u . ld,mu. 

TIie Set1r! P11b/iJ/ii11g Company 
9 1

2 x 6 1
,; .p6 pp. .Yew York 

The Fuess book is. in ~,me w.1v~, the best biog
rJph} of \\'ebter in print. It contaim more informa
tion about the man thJn an} of its prcde,e~~r~. its 
trcJ.tmcnt of such thing~ a~ his pri,·ate ancl public 
11 als i, ll\ far the moq iurliciou~ thlt ha~ appeared 

iv 

anywhere. and its discussion o( the h i~torical b.1ck
ground i~, on the whole, admirable. But it lea\·es 
something to be desired in its writing and in its 
intcrprct.i.tion. No thoroughly informed hi~torica\ ~tu
dcnt nowadays would call Webster "an ideal Secre
tary of State," as Mr. Fuess does. The one thing of 
major importance that he engineered while in office 
was the settlement of the boundary contro\"cny be
tween Great Britain and the United States, but recent 
rc!>Carches have pro\"en that the directing mind be
hind it was not his but Pre~1dcnt T}ler·s. \\'eb~tcr 
was really a statesman of , cq est ~t.tture. I Ii\ 
knowledge of economics was extremely superficial. 
He changed his mind on the t.1riff so often that his 
colleagues in the Senate found it impo~~ible to trust 
him. The profound sociological mo,·emcn4 of his day 
made small imprcs)ion on him. He said, "The i,::reat 
object of go\'ernment is the protection of propert} 
:nhome and respect and renown ahro.id.'. The rights 
and troubles of the middle and lower lasses were 
non-existent to him. Francis Lieber told the truth 
when he said of him that he had "no e\'e or heart 
or action for embryo clements of the nlW day." 
Webster was a popular hero in his time, hut that WJS 
due more to hi~ magnificent prc\cncc th.m lO hi~ 
ideas or admini~trati,·c ability. There arc ~ncral ii 
lustrations; a bibliography and an index arc appended 
to \'olumc II. The Adams book is what i~ politch 
known as "an essay in portraiture," but. happil}, it 
\ticks dose to the facts and there is not very much 
fiction in it. It is a fair popular biography. 

THE CAPE BRETON GIANT: A Trt1thf11! .Uemoir. 
By /11mu D. Gillfr. T. C. Allen (.,,"' Company 
50 cents 7 x 5; 92 pp. Halifax, N. S. 

The Cape Breton Giant was Angus MacA\kill. He 
was sc,·en feet, nine inches in height, and me.1sured 
threcfeet,eightinchesacrosshisshoulders.Hctippcd 
the har-scales at 500 paunch. Born in 1825, he 
llouri$hcd in the gaudy days before the Civil War, 
and died at St. Ann"s. Cape Breton, N. S., on AuJ:mt 
8, 186.3. The author of the prc\ent memoir i~· a 
schoolma~ter on Cape Breton Island. and a man of 
lofty Christian principles. He is not content to tell 
theo\.·crtstoryofhishcro'slife;hcal',(1indulgesin 
frequent moralizing upon it, that the rc.1dcr may be 
impired to clean li,·in_ia: and high thinkinjl. His little 
book makes hilarious rcadin.i.;. and descnes a larger 
circulation than it seems to be 1,:etting. There arc por
traits of both the hero and the author. 

Continued on page vi 
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EuRCne Alice Roosevelt Gamaliel Richard 
O'Neill Lonl{Wor1h Bradford Burron 

This Famous Board of Editors Selects for You 

2 Books Each Month 
One of the Best New Books-AND-One of the Greatest Classics 

Here's the perfect book club plan! Think of receivin.1t one or the beiit new books eau·h month ANU ALSO one of the 
P"reatest or the ramotul clauic no,·els TWO books each month both selected by a di,itingui,ihed Board of Edit.ors and 
both supplied in the handl!Ome library cloth binding deshmed exclusively for Book League members. Thi11 i11 the Book 
League"a Balanced Reading plan which doubles the entertainment and cultural value of your reading and enables you 
to build up a balanced library containina- the cream or the world·a literature. both new and old. 

All 

~::~:eAre 

~0~~~~~~7 
Specially 
Deaiirned by 
Frank Petra 

The Book 
League Is the 
Only Book 
Club That 

THE BOOK LEAGUE OF AMERICA 
Supplies These Two Books Each l\lonlh al l 3 of the Li;ual Cosl ! 

T he Biggei,t Buy in 1hc Book World Today 
,r 1. A Distinguished Editorial Board to select the best books for you. ,r 2. A 
Balanced Reading Plan giving you the cream of the world's literature, both new 
and old. fi 3. One of The Best NEJV Books each month in a handsome library 
cloth ed ition exclusively for members. ,r 4. A Famous Classic selected each 

month and prepared in a handsome and exclusive cloth edition for League 
members only. ,r 5. Extraordinary Savings giving League members their 
books at one-third of their usual cost. ,r 6. The Book League Monthly-a 
highly interesting magazine devoted to books and authors, sent free each month. 

\Ve want to prove to you that t he League plan is best and the League 
values greatest before you assume any cost whatever. \Vithout risk or 
obligation you may 

Judge for Yourself- Get the Two Current Books for 
FREE EXAMINATION 

,vithout paying a cent, you may enter your aubscription and receive for free ex
amination the two January selections: The new book i~ Sylvia Thompaon·a POR
TRAIT BY CAROLINE. The famous author o( ··Hounds o( Spring," give11 w her 
moat brilliant novel a vivid picture of modern Engli><h !M>Ciet)', and the intimate 
story of four faacinating characters who M!em. outwnrdly, to be ch~ing their 

\-1''..,.r• l"'.:'7U ~:'d ;~!ioi! l~r:t d!ui~e
th

tliei~t~~tf~t:. u~ ~~inf,u:.~~/cl')::ictof::e J~~eu:~c'fi: 
Cervantea' DON QUIXOTE-the immortal roma.nl'e or 17th century Spain that ha:t 

been a "bestseller" forover300 yean and one of the belt loved books in all 
literature. Thia special Book League ~ition i~ complete and unabridP"ed in 
936 pages. These books are repre.entati\·e or the two splendid selections whkh 
will be sent you, aaa regular subscriber, each month. 

Send No Money 
Simply sig n and mail the coupan below. We will send you the two 
current books. Within one week you may return them and owe nothing. 
Otherwise keep them and you will be u regular member of The Book 
LeaRue for twelve months, receivins:t the two Lengue selections each 
month and all other membership privileges. You then will make a first 
payment of $3.00and 11lx month ly payments thereafter of $3.00 a total 
ofonlyS21.00 for24aplendid library volumes and the full service or the 
league. 

Mail This CouJJon 
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Continued from page iv 
ACCORDING TO THE FLESH: A Biography of 
Mary Baker Eddy. 
By Flera Campbell Springer. Coward-McCann 
h 8½ x 5 ¼ ; 496 pp. New York 

~rs. Springer's book is bound to challenge com
parison with the recent work of E. F. Dakin on the 
same subject. It may be said at once that it stands 
up under that comparison very well. There is miss
ing from jc the fine ironical flavor that made Mr. 
Dakin's narrative so amusing and incited the Chris
tian Science grand goblins to their vain and costly 
effort to suppress it, but against that lack may be 
put a more orderly arrangement. The facts are set 
forth with beautiful clarity, and there is neither any 
suppression of those which speak agai.nst Mrs. Eddy 
nor any exaggeration of them. Mrs. Springer makes 
clear one thing that is often overlooked: that Mrs. 

;:i~::s ma~:o~terli!e~:~p~i~:e:sdd:~~hT~: c~;cc~~c;;:~:: 

explains many of her aberrations, especially in her 

;it~I; ~~~j~t~eh:u::t ~:s~h~~;in;}sa~7::t:~~: 

~J!_Jy and not too honest woman, but yet as one 
wuh genuine elements of greatness in her. Perhaps 

;;aas: :~r~~c; ~:e~~/:!::: :a~:~:lc~ge~
0 ~:~I~;~~~ 

1s greatly damaged by the want of an index. There 
is one illustration-a portrait of Mrs. Eddy, circa 
1870. 

WHISTLER. 
By /ame. Laver, The Cosmopolitan Book Corporation 
$5 9¼ x 6¼; 318 pp. New York 

This must be the two-hundredth biography of 

;;i~i~::•lyb::i:t:;s ;:;~~:~;t t~~s~ie~t :~a:b~ J~:~ 
a cad, and a charlatan. His love affairs made even 
his fellow artists squirm. Women and public acclaim 
were perhaps the prime needs of his nature, and he 
stopped at almost nothing to obtain them. Loneliness, 
in all its aspects, was unbearable to him. He "had 
no resources on which he could fall back when he 
,~as alone. He read nothing either in French or Eng
lish, although from their frequent occurrence in his 
conversation he seems once to have read Bret Harte 
and Edgar Allan Poe. Music meant nothing to him 
whatever,althoughhelikedsomemusicalterms .... 
He took no interest in any painting but his own, 
and never hung upon his walls any work that he 
had not painted himself." As for his etchings, litho
graphs and paintings, Mr. Laver thinks that the 
Pennells went way beyond the facts when they called 

vi 

~: ~~~r:,r:~~:s:v::ti:t s~~t~e d~!:;:::~.t~n<y:ti~rr~•: 

!u~~c:.noo~i;c~::~;.n ~:nt:;:t;~ . ~~;~~In ;~~nt:: 

sophisucated .. . . So far as modern eascl•painting is 
~ncerned, Whistler is in complete eclipse, was so, 
mdeed, before he died." There are a number of 
reproductions, and also a bibliography and an index. 

LETTERS OF JAMES WHITCOMB RILEY. 
Edited by William Lyon Phelps. 

$5 9 ½ x 6 ¾; :!; !;~bs-Memj~d~:::::;:i 

Most of the letters here are published for the first 
time. They are addressed to Mark Twain, Eugene 
I?ebs, George Ade, Booth Tarkington, Rudyard Kip• 
hng, J~I Chandler Harris, John Burroughs, Bill Nye, 
Meredith Nicholson, Thomas Bailey Aldric S. Weir 
Mitchell, Robert Underwood Johnson, Henry Irving, 
Pr~fessor Henry A. Beers, Booker T. Washington, 
Bliss Ca_rman, Mrs. Robert Louis Stevenson, Mr. Jus• 
tice Ohver Wendell Holmes, Fra nk L. Stanton, 
Thomas Nast, Charles Warren Stoddard, T . W . Hig• 
ginson, William Dean Howells, Richard Watson 
Gi)der, Charles A. Dana, Julian Hawthorne, and the 
editor. The first of them, addressed to Captain Lee 
0. Harris, Riley's school teacher, is dated October 26, 
1876; and the last, addressed to Governor John N. 
Slaton and the Board of Pardons of the State of 
Georgia, urging them to make sure that Leo Frank 
be given every opportunity "to clear his good name 
and vouchsafe the life and honor dear to him and 
to his family," is dated May 26, 1915. Riley comes 
out of them all a rather simple person. He was a 
man of modest culture and plebeian tastes. The hon
ora~y degree_s a"'.arded him by Yale, Wabash College, 

~:~~:n:e~n~~=~:~;el;n:r~~us~n;;e~::. ;!dp~~nt:~; 

tickled when he was elected a member of the Ameri· 
can Academy of Arts and Letters, and when he was 
presented with the Gold Medal of the National Insti
tute. _He was ab~lutely sure of the su rvival of per
sonality after physical death. He was a great admirCr 
of. the work of such immortals as Rudrard Kipling. 
Blm Carman, and Madison Cawei n, but of the au-

:~: :: ~•~:~;: :! ~;;t~: :n~~;:~~~t:·~~ ~:tl~a~~ 
his poetry has positively refused, and still refuses m, 
applause." There are many illustrations. Prof~sso~ 
=~;~;s contributes an introduction and explanatory 

Continued on page viii 
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i ~ CC/,, 071af!;" o{ clven ! 
j! FoR SEVEN years T irn AMERICAN M ERCURY has satisfied the de- ~ 
➔,£~ mand for a voice that would be intelligen t and intelligible above ~).,: 
~ the yammering and confusion th at goes on in these Colonies 'J' 

under the guise of thinking. These same seven years h ave seen 
T HE AMERICAN MERCURY become firmly established as the only 
forthright cri tical clinic on the contemporary scene. Dominated 
by an amiable skepticism, the magazine has gone a long way 

~ ~i:::~r~~ :~Ps1~!~a~~e vf~tte~.f illusion and self-deceit tha t j! 
j! THE NUMBER of imi t ators th a t h ave shown themselves in the ~ 
~ past few years spea ks plainly for the ed itorial policy of T HE I j! 
➔ AMERICAN MERCURY. ~ 

~ ~~ ~A:;;;a~::s:JN;h~i~::::,!;r~: :t:s ~Z:'JJ1~~~n; ~:~:;~e recent changes ➔ 
➔ "With the coming of TttB AMERICAN MERCURY editors realized ~ 
~ :~dt t~eu;:ld~:-the~1£ !~~ !~~~ ~~~~!r:a;;fv:,;~:i;/~!, t:i:~~:~ j! 
' !~0

0:l~~i~
0
;r~t?t~d~-;;y~se;;;oJ~~=ep~~

5I~f!,5 
~ta~te :~~~ ~~~ ~ 

~ wallowed in shell-holes and threw stink-bombs into the enemy.·· j! 
➔ ;~g~~=-~~ .Pft::~ t:e s~:s7:t:i~;Ji~tri;uctH~h~°!:t;~~ w;:;~~~:::) ~ 
~ 'i)_ ba~knt!:~~;cha:nn~t fte;~~f£ ~:a:tt~~a:~:s a a~e~:~h;:ga~;z\n°gn a~iJ ➔ 
j! !(-) ~~f:he:~i~arert0;:ci?cct~~:v~::h~If~c~~f1~ ~0a:~~:~~~;!iy .m.ag} ~ 
,;£ zrnes except those rn the form of T1rn MERCURY; evidences of the ' 
➔~ change are qui te apparent now. " ~, 

W rTH THE assurance of met ropolitan and provincial alike we see 
anoth er glamourous seven years ah ead. 

➔ ---- ~ 
~ T HE AMERICAN MERCURY Send me THE AMERICAN MERCURY and ~ 
'Y $5.00 the year ...... I enclose$.. ~ 

~ THE NATION wif
h 

$7.50 ➔ 
➔ iAN~YFAIR G :·SO Add1or,ntsforCanadaa11dS1.o,jorafor,ig11addms ~ 
~ H :~E::CHESTER UARDIAN 6:~ 730 Fifth Avenu/or each magaz_i,:, New Yort~t-:; ➔ 

,~~~~~~~~~~~~~w~~~~~~ 
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F R E E - For your library 

The Complete SHERLOCK HOLMES 
IN TWO VOLUMES-1000 Pages Each-CONAN DOYLE MEMORIAL EDITION 

It costs you nothing 
to belong to the Book
of-the -Month Club and 
this is what you get . .. 

a 
Hey,.·oodBroun 

~ 
CnmtopherMorlcy 

~ 
Doio1hy Un6.eld 

[I 
WtU,amAllenWlme 

I 
Hc11~:.~.Canb1 

Tl,• /lditorialBeard 

•/ 1/u Bnl•of·tM 
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Continued from page viii 
were never more apparent." lie is con,inccd that it 
can be had. He says that "nothing which has bttn 
rc\calcd by the researches of exact....:icncc .. need 
make us doubt the exim:ncc of Goel, "the name wr 
j,:i,c to the reality which is mo~t excellent in the uni 
,cr1ot. the b.1,ic fact on whi.:h our faith in ;t\l othl"r 
J,:oo<l depends," God is all about us: in nature, in 
h1,tor}·, in our own h,c~. "In religion, as on oth~r 
~1<lcs of our !i[c, we win assured comiClion only b}' 
li,ing out our faith to the uunoH and finding th.1t 
it will stand the test ..•• From this ,antagc grvund 
of assured comiction we may contemplate with a 
quiet mind the uncertainties that still remain, con• 
fidcnt that God, Who has j.!iven us enough liJ,:ht for 
todJ.y, will supply the neces~r}· guidJ.n,c for tomor• 
row." There is a brief hibliography, and also an 
index. The book will make }Oung thcologues sweat, 
but better edm:J.ted mm and women will detect stale 
anddubiousidcasinit. 

WiIY ROME. 
B) Selden I'rahody Delany. Lincoln ;\laci·eagh 
$2.50 8¼ X 5~1; 1.33 pp. .\'ew York 

Dr. Delany, who was born at Foml du Lac, \\'i.,,, 
was brought up as a Pre .. bytcrian. but while he wJ., 
a student at 1-lan·ard a cour.,e in early Chri,tian 
hi~tory Jed him to doubt the Cahini\t re\clation and 
he became an Episcopalian. His ordination soon fol 
lowed and for thirty years he scr\'ed \ariou~ I Iii,:h 
Church congregatiom, finally reaching 1hc po~t of 
a,ting rector o{ the Chur..:h of St. ~far} the \'iri,:in 
in ~cw York .. .\II the while he was mO\ing toward 
Rome. E,cr)thing Roman turned out to be easy o( 
:u;ceptance sa,e the supremacy of the Pope. In the 
end he got down e\·en that, and began to doubt the 
validity of his Anglican orders. So he ~ought out 
Cardinal Hayes and was preM:ndy re,ei\ ed into the 
Roman fold, and began preparing for the priesthood. 
lie tells his story simply and effectively. There 1, 
nothing dramatic in it, but it glows with the con
,·iction of a ,cry earnest and deeply rclii,:ious man. 
At the end of his book he prints a li\t of the other 
books that ha,·c chiefly influenced him. 

HI STO RY 

THE BEGl=!:<G OF CRITICAL REALISM !'I 
AMERlCA: 186o-19::w. 
By Vernon L,o11i1 Parrington. 

Harcourt, Brace (? Company 
$4 8% x 5?4; 429 pp. Ntiu York 

This is the concluding ,olume in the late Profes· 
50r Parrington's three \·o\ume study of the "Main 

Currents in American Thought." It is only a rough 
dr.ift. Ik died in June, 19.19, when heh.id less th,111 
halfoi iton JlJ.per in unrC\i,;.cd form; the remainder 
i, made up of his lecture notes and other su,h •tray 
material j:3thercd by the pubfohen. It i, thu~ unf.1ir 
totheauthnr·smcmorytoofTeranydet.ii\cdcritii.:i\m 
of his work. His m;.1.in intentions, hmH,cr, are ob• 
\ ious cnou~h. He di, iJ s Amcri.::an hi,tory into three 
great period,: that of C:ihini,tic pcs.~imi,m (the co· 
Ionia\ era), that of romantic optimi,m (1Soo ·1S60), 
and that of mcchani\tic pessimism (1860 -1920). The 
forces that brought about the latter pericxl, with 
which the present volume dcah, were the following 
''the stratif~ing of economics under the prcs.,ure of 
..:cntralization; the ri,e of a mechani,tic M:icm:e; and 
the emergence of a ~pirit of skeptii:i,m which, under 
the prcs~urc of indu\triali,m, the tca,hing~ of the 
phpical ¼ic-n,es. and the lcw>ns of Furopean intcl • 
lt~tuals, i~ rc~ulting in the que\tionini,: uf the ideal 
of democracy as it has been commonl) hdd hitherto, 
;md the spread of a spirit of pc~,imi,m." Herein is 
tnbefoundtheexplanationofthc..:haractcrofthc 
writin;;s of rnch men as Randolph Bourne, CharlM 
.\. Beard, Upton Sinclair, Ja.:k London. Ed,::ar Lee 
M.1~tcrs, ('.,,arl Sandburg, Drci,;cr, Anderson, ancl 
Lewis. The outlook for the future of :\mcni.:.1. how 
C\er, sa}s Dr. Parrington, i) b}' no mean as bti..:k ;1 

these writers pi..:ture it ... There are other aml greater 
gods than Mumbo Jumbo worshipped in .\me ... C2. 
\\(_Jrthier things than hocus•pocus; and in rare mo• 
mcnh C\Cn Babbitt dimly pcrcci,·cs that the fcc:t of 
hi\ idol are clay." As in the pre,inus two ,olumi, 
Dr. Parrington here is at his bc~t when di~ussm 
punh politi..:al and scxiolos.-:ical forces. and at h,, 
\\c.ikei.t when dcalin.l,! with literature. lli, chaptc s 
on Sinclair Lewis and Walt Whitman, for cxampk. 
are full of bizarre judgments and ~trangc fcau of 
mtcrprct.nion. There i~ an introduction hr l JI. 
Eby, and an index. 

THE BLACK DEATH. 
Ry G. G. Cm1lto11. /on11than Cape(,,"" Harruon Smith 
60 cents 6 1 ~ x 4! ; 120 pp. XetL' York 

Mr. Coulton, in this little book, docs not attenlpt 
a complete history of the i:rcat pl.igue whi,h r,n·aged 
Europe in the late Fourteenth Century. but confines 
himself mainly to tr,-ing to establi h the death-rate 
in En~land. It was much exaggeratnl il) contcmpo• 
rar)· chronicler~. and their inflated figures ha\e been 
b'l:ncrally accepted since. Mr. Couhon bases hi~ e,ti• 
mate upon a study of the Engli~h cpi..copa\ rcgi\lCr~, 
which arc extraordinarily full. He bclie,c<. that the 

Continued on page xii 
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death-rate, save in a few regions, did not run beyond 
33' ,. His discussion of his evidence is \·ery intcr
ei.ting, and he has made a nluablc contribution to 
medieval history. At the end of his book he giH~ 
his authorities and appcnd1, a \hart bibliography. 

THE AMERICAN HOTEL: An Anecdotal History. 
By /eOerson Willi,muon. Alfred A. Knopf 
S3.50 8% x s?•; 344 pp. h'ew York 

The author of this interesting chronicle died in 
May, 1930, just as he finished the la~t chapter. lie 
wasthceditorof theHote/ G11ze11eand had the soul 
of a true antiquary. His hi~tory of the American 
hotel, beginning with the old City Hotel in New 
York, opened in 1794, and ending with the 3000-
room Ste\·cns in Chicago and the new Waldorf 
Astoria in New York, is full of odd and :unusin}.r 
~tuff. Two of his best chapters deal with the battle 
between the American and European plans .1.nd the 
development of hotel plumbing. The European plan, 
which originated in France, appeared in America 
about 1835, and had a hard struggle for survi\'al. It 
was not until 1870 that it began to be general. The 
first American hotel with baths was the old Tremont 
in Boston, opened in 1 829. It had eight bathrooms, 
all in the basement. The first hotel elevator was in• 
~called in Holt's Hotel, New York, in 1833, but it 
was u'>Cd for baggage onlr; the first pa~r.engcr ele
\·ator was in the old Fifth Avenue Hotel in 1859. 
Mr. Williamson's record is well arranged and makes 
engrossing and instructi\·e reading. There are many 
illustratiom. a chapter of notes, and an index. Parts 
of the book appeared as an article in Tm: A,n:RICA-. 
M1RCL:RY for January, 1930. 

ANCIENT LIFE IN THEAMERICAN SOUTH
WEST. 
By Edgar L. Hewett. Tiu Bobbs-,\frrrill Company 
$5 9¼ x 6¼; 392 pp. Indianapolis 

Dr. Hewett is head of the department of anthro• 
pology of the Unh·crsity of New Mexico, and di
rector of the School of American Research of the 
Archeological Institute of America. He i~ perhaps the 
greatest li\·ing authority on American desert life. llis 
present book is di\·ided into three set:tions: "General 
I fotory of the American Race," "Contemporary An
cestry," and "The Realm of Pick and Spade." He 
discusses the traditions, cosmography, m~thology, 
religions, decorati\·e arts, and physical environment 
of the Pueblos, the cliff-dwellers, the Navaho and 
the Hopi. Among other things he points out that 
"the extensi'"e publicity of the 'startling decrease in 

xii 

po11ulJtion' i\ woundlc~s. J•:~pcd;1lly 
~taterncnt th,1t 'the Americ,m lndi,tn 

i~ dying J.t an alarminJ,! rate in the 1,;re;ll Somh
WC\t. · " Equally mi~!cadin1,: arc the lcJ.!cnds with re-
1,:.1.rd to the health and economic condition of the 
Pucblm. In both im.tanccs they compare ,·cry fa\·or
abl}· with their white neighbors. On the who\~ the 
Indians arc really much better off than profc~s1onal 
reformers ha\"e pictured them. ,ve need only let them 
alone, and they will take carCof themsc:h-es. "If the 
littlepueblograntscanbcmadcin"iolatefortheJndi
ans, created as human game pre,;cn·cs and the occu
pants accorded the wi~and kindly protcctiQn that we 
ha\"C thrown about the dis.i.ppearing buffalo. there is 
no rcaM>n why the remits should not be equal\) 
~atisfactory." There arc many excellent illmtrations, 
arnap,andanindex. 

ESSAYS 

Tl IE TENDER REALIST ,mt! Otlier Essays. 
By L. Wardlaw Miles. Henry Holt & Company 
$2 71/z x 5; 184 pp. l\'e111 York 

Dr. Miles, who is collegiate professor of Engli~h 
at the Johns Hopkins, has no world-shakin1,; me~~J.ge 
to offer in these essays, but there is something \W}' 

pleasant about his ~hrewd and often wa,i.:1,:i\h ob-.ena• 
tions upon the messages of other ~ages. J le di\..:u~:.c~, 
in succession, sentimentality, sophi~tication, loneliness, 
patronage, glory, fashion, ,var and sleep, The lx:\t 
of his pieces is that on war, for he had a di\tin
gui\hed career in the World War and thus SJ"1C.1k\at 
fir~t hand. The chief objection to war. he ~J.~s. 1$ 

the frenzied and witlesi. lying that accompanic~ it, at 
least when it is carried on by ~-callc<l ci, ilizcd 
~tatcs. "I believe," he says, "that in both war and 
peace it is wmetimes riia:ht for one man to kill an· 
other, but surely if e,er a m.1.n ouJ,!ht to know the 
truth about another it is when he contemplate~ killing 
him." 

A NUMBER OF THINGS. 
By Edwin E. Slosson. Harcourt, Brau (.P' Company 
$2 ,~~ x 4 7/a; 3.p pp. Net11 York 

Dr. Sloswn's death on October 15. 1929, was 
wide\)' lamented. He had a renurkJ.ble talt-nt for 
making scientific concepts intelliJ,:;ible to the laym.10, 
and he de\"oted most of his life 10 that enterpri~e. 
One of his books, "Creati,e Chemistry," !,()Id 200,000 

copie~, and others were almoq as succc~\ful. In his 
later lears he was the director of Science Sen·ice at 
Washington, which supplies a large number of news-

Continued on page xiv 
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papers with simple but authoritative accounts of 
recent scientific happenings. In the present rnlumc 
arc eighty of his fugitive papers, s?me o~ them o.n 
scientific subjects but others dealing wnh public 
affairs. Few of them are of much importance, but 
they :ill show his clear thinking and his simple and 
ingratiating style. There is a memoir of him by his 
son, Dr. Preston \V, Slosson. 

THE SCIENCES 

THE CANDIRU. 
By Eugene Willi; Gudger. Paul B. Ho,ber 
$1.50 7½ x 5; 120 pp. New York 

For years there have been reports in the medi~al 
lit.:rature of a small catfish of the Amazon basin, 
called the eandirU, which was alleged to enter the 
urethras of bathers an.d cause great pain and damage. 
These reports were interesting to pathologists, for no 
other vertebrate parasite of man was known, but the 
ev idence supporting them was dubious, and so they 
were usually dism issed as old wives' talcs. Now Dr. 
Gugdcr presents a scientific review of the e,idence, 
and comes to the conclusion that it is sound. He has 
never seen a candirU in Iittt himself, but he has ex
amined the accounts of many ob~en·ers on the spot, 
some of them competent medical men, and he is 
convinced that the little fish really performs the odd 
exploit laid to it by le1,::end. His book is an oddity, 
and very interesting. There is an extensive bibliog
raphy, and Dr; Aldred ~cott W~rthin, profess_or of 
pathology at the Univcrnty 0£ Michigan, contributes 
a foreword. 

PSYCHOPATHOLOGY: A Surt•ey of .\fodern Ap
proacheI. 
By /. Erneit Nicole. Dodd, ,\le11d 6..., Compa,1y 
$4 8¼ x s¾; 203 pp. ,\'ew York 

Thisisanexce\lcntintroductorystudyofthedomi
nant systems of psychiatry in the world today. Dr. 
Nicole begins with a summary of the ideas of the 
earlyworkersinthefield, especiallyCharcot, Babimki 
andJanct,andthendevotes:1chaptereaehtothe 
systems of Morton Prince, Freud, Adler, Jung, Ri\·ers, 
Watson, Kempf, Bern1:1n, and Kretchmer. In the ap
pendix are three chapters on "The Concept of the 
Ego in Psychi:1try," "Type Psychology," and "Psycho
p:1thology and the Herd Instinct." There are an ex
tensive bibliography, an index of names, and an 
index of subjects. There is a brief foreword by W. 
H.B. Stoddart. 

Continued in back advertising section, 
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THE YOUNG DOCTOR IN NEW YORK 

BY LEWIS G. ARROWSMITH 

I HAVE met and spoken to over a thou
sand physicians in New York. With 
about three hundred I am fairly inti

mate today, meeting them at regular in
tervals and having friendly conversations. 
They practise among the lower and mid
dle strata of the city and represent a good 
cross-section of the peoples who make up 
its population. About one-third are Jew
ish, about one-fifth are Italian, and there 
are smaller percentages of Americans, 
Irishmen, Germans and Poles, and frac
tions of Czechs, Spaniards and Syrians. I 
do not know why I have never made the 
acquaintance of a Negro doctor; I am not 

unfriendly to the race. I was in practise 
myself for a number of years and still do 
business with the profession. I have been a 
member of the county and State medical 
societies and of the American Medical As
sociation. I can claim, therefore, to be 
fai rly well qualified to write about the 
medical men in New York, and to know 
what awaits the young physician there. 

Except for a negligible percentage, 
young doctors enter upon practise with a 
zeal for service and a willingness for sac
rifice that cannot be approached by mem
bers of any other profession. They are 

keenly interested in the scientific aspects 

of medicine and eager to apply their 
knowledge for human relief. I believe it 
speaks wdl for thei r characters that it 
takes at least two years before most of 
them will take a split fee; a good many, 
indeed, hold out for as much as ten years, 

even though they occasionally refer cases 
to specialists known to pay such fees. 
When they finally accept them, it is usu
ally not because they sought them, but be
cause such fees were thrust upon them 
repeatedly until circumstances softened 
their resistance. 

I am not an advocate of fee-splitting, 
but it is very difficult for a young doctor 
in New York to survive without resorting 
to the practise. Consider the heavy cost of 
his medical training, the enormous 
amount of free or cheap services that he 
performs in dispensaries and clinics, and 
for lodges and medical service organiza
tions, his large office expenses, his autome
bile, his lodge and club dues, his donations 
of every kind, and the grafting of his 
friends and relatives and of spongers in 
general: it would be almost impossible for 
him to pay expenses without getting ex
tras occasionally, 
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The young doctor soon learns that me_n 
high in the profession give parts of their 
fees to general practitioners who send 
cases to them, and is considered a fool if 
he refuses to accept them. Some men split 
openly to everybody, some to a select few, 
and some in peculiar ways. There IS an eye 
doctor who sends his cases for glasses to 
a certain optician. He gets no commission, 
apparently, but every three years he gets a 
new car of expensive make, and he docs 
not spend a cent for its upkeep; the bills 
all go to the optician. 

Physicians who split fees are not neces
sarily incompetent or vicious, nor are their 
fees higher than usual. As a rule, they are 
younger men, and sometimes their fees 
may be considerably less than those of the 
non-fee-splitters. They simply lack the Po
litical, social or family influence needed to 
get good hospital appointments-the sine 
qua non for real success in medicine, in 
New York as elsewhere. 

Few of the well-situated consultants or 
surgeons now flourishing can say that they 
have never given nor accepted a split fee. 
It is often the indifference and downright 
cruelty of these men which drive the 
young doctor into the ranks of the fee
splitters. A case once sent to one of them 
is generally lost forever to tl,e doctor who 
refers it, and with it, the patient's family 
and relations. When the consultation or 
operating fee is high, the family doctor 
does not get what is due him for a long 
time, if at all. Very often the surgeon will 
deliver the patient to one of his young as
sistants for post-Operative dressings instead 
of sending him back to the family physi
cian, in whose hands he rightfully belongs. 
If anything goes wrong, the family physi
cian is, however, always blamed. 

The American College of Surgeons 
compels its members to sign a pledge not 
to split fees; it was organized, indeed, 

mainly to end the practise. But splitting 
occurs nevertheless, though very quietly. 
The county societies occasionally take cog
nizance of the fact by having a prominent 
medical man speak on the matter. The 
last one I heard was a president of the 
College of Surgeons who announced that 
fee-splitting was a disease and that he 
would take it up as one, giving the etiol
ogy (cause), pathology (manner of effect), 
symptomatology, diagnosis, prognosis 
(outlook) and treatment. But after that he 
left the topic, made some humorous re
marks, and then told his audience, which 
consisted of doctors who were perhaps 
90% guilty, that they must not be 
naughty. In many cities the professional 
boards of censors, egged on by righteous 
members, sometimes censure a doctor who 
is too flagrant, but they are usually hesi
tant about it, for a member of the board 
may be the giver or taker of rebates to or 
from the doctor called to account. 

II 

The process of disillusionment for the 
young physician commences as soon as he 
starts in practise. I can drop into the office 
of any young doctor today, and if I give 
him a sympathetic lead he will pour out 
to me, with hurt look and voice, his griev
ances and the abuses to which he has been 
subject. 

Without business experience or guid
ance from the older men in practise, the 
young physician permits his desires and 
hopes to guide him in the location of his 
office, and poor judgment is more often 
shown than good. I opened my office next 
door to a physician over forty years in prac
tise. He had once been the head of a local 
medical society and on the fiftieth anniver
sary of his practise had received a loving 
cup from the society. The place I had 
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taken was the only available location in the 
neighborhood. He bitterly resented my 
being near his office, complained to other 
physicians and even bawled out his feel
ings to me when I bowed to him one day. 
I had expected to see him and the other 
physicians in the neighborhood welcome 
me, and perhaps even visit me, but they 
did nothing of the kind. 

The older doctors are resentful for fear 
the newcomer will take • some of their 
practise away. An astonishing number of 
patients, at least in New York, do not 
know the name or address of their physi
cian. They only know what he looks like, 
and near what corner he has his office. 

Occasionally some of these older men 
will abuse a young doctor when they fol
low him on a case, casting rcAections on 
his ability to make a proper diagnosis or 
prescribe a useful medicine. They will 
laugh at the medicine, even though they 
have no idea what is in the bottle, and 
pour it out before giving their own pre
scription, which may be the same med
icine in a vehicle of different flavor. When 
they know what has been prescribed, they 
prescribe the same thing with a different 
color. Thus, the usual prescription for ton
sillitis is Yellow Mixture, so called on ac
count of its appearance. It is a tincture of 
ferric chloride. On adding one grain of 
antipyrine to a two-ounce bottle the color 
becomes bright red, which gives it the ap
pearance of a new medicine with no 
change of action. I learned of these things 
from friendly druggists by whom the pre
scriptions were filled. 

One particularly shameful case occurred 
early in my practise. A young boy had 
been in an accident and received a gash in 
his forehead aboqi four inches long, which 
had exposed the bone beneath. The wound 
gaped widely. I closed it with six stitches, 
being careful of my aseptic technique. I 

placed sterile gauze over the wound, keep
ing it there by strips of adhesive tape. I 
thought I had done a good job and, like 
any young physician, was proud of it. I 
told the father to bring the boy back in a 
week, when I would remove the stitches. 

Two days later, I saw the child in the 
street, and was horrified to see my dress
ing removed and a strip of plain adhesive 
over the wound. I walked into the store 
of the father nearby to speak about it, but 
before I could open my mouth he sent a 
stream of curses at me that took my breath 
away. I was a crippler of innocents, a 
would-be murderer, a money-crazed doc
tor who did nothing but harm people. He 
had had his family doctor call to check up 
on what I had done, and the doctor had 
told him that the stitching had been un
necessary, that the child would now get 
infected, would have a bad scar and be 
disfigured for life. Even if I was not so 
dumfounded and hurt that I was speech
less, it would have been of no use to try to 
make him understand that everything he 
said would happen to the child would be 
caused by having that strip of adhesive 
directly over the wound, and that un
doubtedly the doctor knew and intended 
that it should happen. 

Of course friendships are made with 
other doctors; with young doctors like 
oneself or with older ones who need as
sistants, but the keen competition for 
lodges, private patients, dispensary and 
hospital appointments tends to keep down 
the beginner's roll of medical friends. 

Minor positions in the large New York 
dispensaries can be obtained fairly readily, 
but it is difficult to swing a patient from 
these over to the office. Any doctor caught 
soliciting would be discharged immedi
ately. The names and addresses of the de
partment heads, however, arc on the cards 
given to patients, so that they get to know 
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these men and, of course, often visit them. 
Positions in the local small dispensaries 
are more difficult to obtain, for they are 
more desirable. In these one can take the 
time and effort required to induce a pa
tient to come to one's office for private 
treatment. This seems to be the chief occu
pation in a number of such dispensaries. 
While arguing with a patient and telling 
him what a great advantage it would be 
for him to come to one's office or to go for 
special treatments at rates specially re
duced for him, one can hear doctors in 
the booths at each side doing the same. 
As the majority of patients who come to 
dispensaries can really afford to pay for 
private treatment, a good many cases may 
be secured in this way by a convincing 
man. 

People are readily influenced by a doc
tor with a good front. As a matter of fact, 
a knowledge of medicine is hardly neces
sary, given a commanding voice and fig
ure. This is not remarkable when we con
sider that 85 % of all sickness is curable 
without attention and that only a small 
percentage of the remainder is really bene
fited by it. The average of cures is bound 
to be high in any case. 

I spent some time in the children's divi
sion of a dispensary on the East Side. 
The number of patients daily was enor
mous, a line forming outside the door 
long before it opened. We were so rushed 
that it was impossible to give anything 
but snap diagnoses and treatment. I would 
stand with two other physicians, side by 
side in a narrow room, our elbows touch
ing, with stethoscopes around our necks 
and pads and pencils in our hands, our 
pockets stuffed with tongue depressors. 
The sick children, guided by or in the 
arms of older people, would be admitted 
in three lines, one for each doctor, and 
after advice was given they would be let 

out the side door. Children were brought 
to us in all stages of disease, sick, mor
ibund and even dead. There were few 
mornings, indeed, without a dead baby. 
We would ask a few symptoms, make a 
cursory examination and prescribe mix
tures whose composition we were igno
rant of, labelled Diarrhoea Mixture, 
Cough Mixture No. r or 2, Fever Mix
ture, and so on. 

A more pleasant place was connected 
with a hospital on the West Side. I was 
in the women's department. There was 
a large Negro element among the pa
tients. They make good patients generally 
and are pleasant to treat. Often I would 
almost be lulled to sleep by a musical
voiced dark woman telling me about her 
various "mi-i-i-i-series." They would close 
their eyes, throw back their heads, and 
chant all their symptoms, accompanied 
by a slight swaying. 

City-owned hospitals make good hunt
ing grounds for new patients. The attend
ing physicians and surgeons often dis
charge patients before full cure. In this 
way, they can induce such patients to per
mit them to call on them for further treat
ment. I know of one physician who has 
built up an extensive practise in this way. 

III 

Appointments are eagerly sought in all 
hospitals. It gives prestige and opportu
nities to reach the position of consultant, 
and it enables the doctor to take care of 
his own patients in the hospital, beside 
having patients from other departments 
referred to him. In the large hospitals 
appointments are sometimes impossible 
unless there is a friendly trustee on the 
board. Practically all of the young doc
tors in good positions are friends or rela
tives of one of the trustees or of some 

THE YOUNG DOCTOR IN NEW YORK 

member of the medical board. When a 
new trustee is elected there is quaking 
among the staff. Some lucky young man, 
it is feared, is going to step over the heads 
of half a dozen of his elders to a high 
position. Sometimes really capable men 
are thus displaced. Of course, some of the 
new appointees, thus given a good oppor
tunity for development, rise high in pro
ficiency and professional standing. 

In many of the medium-sized hospitals 
pos1t10ns on the staff are bought. Prices 
run from about $3000 for the lowest-grade 
appointment up to about $25,000 or more 
for higher positions. Thi:re is, of course, 
an attempt to get men fit for the positions, 
and for the higher places men of high 
standing from other institutions are some
times selected without a donation. The 
money is paid into the hospital treasury 
and the position bought is not guaranteed. 
Many a young physician who could not 
produce further contributions when there 
was a hospital deficit has been dropped 
from the staff; with some of these, it 
meant a good deal of hardship to raise 
the money in the first place, and the hu
miliation of being dropped is hardly 
pleasant. 

Once a new hospital was being built 
not far from my office and I made appli
cat10n for a minor position. I had a num
ber of friends on the medical board who 
told me that my application would be 
favorably acted on. I was offered the posi
tion and asked for $3000, being told that 
others had paid as much as $5000 for like 
positions. I could not raise the money; 
in fact, I could not have raised a fraction 
of it. Later on, the chief of the service for 
which I had made application, eager to 
have me as his assistant, offered to get 
me on the staff for nothing, but under 
such humiliating and binding restrictions 
that I had to refuse the offer. 

Donations are demanded from the hos
pital staffs whenever there is a deficit, and 
inability or unwillingness to pay often 
~eans loss of position. Dinners are organ
ized at $100 a plate at which the at
tendance of the staff is compulsory, the 
number of such dinners being dependent 
upon the size of the deficit. 

Doctors are also compelled to support 
their hospital by sending in pay patients 
to fill the rooms and beds. If a doctor does 
not send in his quota he had better look 
out for his position. In consequence, pa
tients are sometimes sent to hospital un
necessarily and kept there long after they 
should have been discharged, 

What the system may lead to is best il
lustrated by a recent happening. A med
ical friend of mine came to my home one 
morning quite upset. He had a patient in 
a nearby hospital who needed an immedi
ate operation for an obstruction of the 
intestines. He was informed that he could 
not get the use of the operating-room for 
three hours, as other surgeons had made 
arrangements for its prior use. He was as
tonished when he saw that the room was 
actually unoccupied. He was further as
tonished, as I was when he told me about 
it, that none of the three patients who 
were to be operated on was present, and 
had not been admitted the previous eve
ning for preparation and observation, 
which is always done in a well-conducted 
hospital. He then demanded the use of 
the operating-room for his patient, but the 
two surgeons who were to operate on the 
absent cases refused to yield. 

None of the three cases ever showed up. 
Most likely they had been rushed or bull
dozed into consenting to come to the hos
pital for operations which were not of im
mediate necessity. On reconsidering the 
matter they probably concluded that they 
were too hasty and so did not show up, 
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but the surgeons were hopefully waiting 
for them to arrive until the last moment 
of their reserved time, while the operation 
on the patient whose life was actually in 
danger was delayed. This non-appearance 
of patients for operation, I learned, was a 
common thing at this institution. 

In one of the New York boroughs there 
is a structure with an interesting history. 
It is the steel framework of a large seven
or eight-story hospital which was erected 
about five years ago and then put up for 
sale. It has not yet been sold. It was built 
by an organization that conducted a small 
dispensary from the contributions of the 
people in the neighborhood. It got some 
large donations and decided to turn the 
place into a hospital. Just after the steel 
framework was erected, a number of local 
physicians, including myself, received of
fers of good positions on the staff for mm
imum donations. When I said I could not 
pay much the price was scaled down to 
$500 and later to $300, but I got suspicious 
and did not care to join the enterprise. 

Some of my friends accepted, however, 
one for $3000. Two days later, it became 
public that the board of the hospital had 
received word from the Federation of 
Charities that it was opposed to the erec
tion of the hospital, for there was one only 
a few blocks away. The federation an
nounced that it would not support it and 
would urge others to keep away from the 
place. What happened to the money that 
was collected I do not know; no doubt it 
was all sunk in the abandoned building. 
My friends who tried to get their con
tributions back were told that there was 
no recourse for them, for they had given 
the money as donations, no reward being 
implied, at least openly. 

A few private hospitals are good, but 
many of them exist for the main purpose 
of making illegal and unnecessary opera-

tions easy. Some of them are firetraps and 
never should have been licensed. The De
partment of Health is taking measures 
lately to control these places. There are 
still quite a number of physicians who 
have no public hospital connections; they 
will lose their patients to their more for
tunately connected brethren if too many 
private hospitals are closed or too closely 
regulated. 

Young doctors in New York are sub
jected to all sorts of peculiar annoyances. 
I was considerably bothered by friends 
who wanted me to attend funerals in 
order to take care of grief-stricken rela
tives; or go to various kinds of gatherings 
where my services might be needed. All 
of this for nothing, of course. They also 
appeared to be indefatigable in the hunt 
for deserving patients who needed treat
ment but had no money to pay for it. 

The large amount of free medical serv
ice that can be got in the city makes it 
difficult to collect fees. The doctor does not 
give anything that can be seen and felt, 
like canned goods or bricks or anything 
else substantial. The patients feel that they 
might have become well anyhow, which 
is often true. Many people seem to think 
that any fee should be good enough, no 
matter how small. In emergencies it is cus
tomary to tell the doctor to do what is 
necessary, regardless of the expense. But 
when a father wrings his hands after an 
accident to a child, and tells the doctor 
that money is no object, it is the same as 
a peasant making promises of candles to a 
favorite saint when crossing a shaky 
bridge. He feels foolish after the emer
gency is over and is as reluctant to pay the 
promised fee as the peasant is to light the 
candles. I learned to beware particularly 
of people who want the bill deferred until 
after the patient is cured; it is always too 
large then. 
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Very often, in order to convince patients 
that they are earning their fees, young 
doctors do things that are unnecessary and 
sometimes cruel. A person who has a frac
ture that requires no setting will have to 
undergo anesthesia or painful manipula
tions. A good deal of hypodermic and in
travenous medication is being performed 
unnecessarily, for patients will always pay 
more readily when something spectacular 
is done. That is why chiropractors and 
osteopaths can usually extract fees from 
patients, which would be enormously diffi
cult for a regular practitioner. 

IV 

Patients may be dead broke as far as the 
family physician is concerned, but they al
ways seem to have money for operations 
or consultations. One case that I had is 
illustrative. One of my lodge members 
asked me to take care without any fee of 
the confinement of his sister, who was 
very poor, and under no circumstances, 
so he said, could raise my fee, which was 
then $15. He would be appreciative and 
would send me lots of cases. I demurred, 
but he was persistent and so I yielded. 

The case was a normal one. A few days 
after the child was born I made a call to 
see how the mother was getting on. I met 
a consulting physician coming out of the 
flat. I had never referred any cases to him 
but I knew him. I asked him about the 
case, and he said there was nothing 
wrong. I asked him if he had been paid 
and he told me he had collected his usual 
fee of $50, but as I had not called him, 
there would be no split. It turned out 
that the woman had become worried 
about a minor symptom during the night, 
and her family, frightened, had raised the 
money somehow and called the "profes
sor." They were quite angry with me 

whrn I suggested that since they had 
raised the money for him they might also 
raise it for me, since n1y fee was so much 
smaller. They reminded me pointedly that 
I had agreed to care for the case for 
nothing. 

I have hardly ever seen a consultant do 
anything but confirm the family doctor's 
diagnosis and treatment. A physician who 
has been studying the case for weeks and 
perhaps months can usually make as good 
a diagnosis as the consultant can on the 
spur of the moment. The consultant 
knows what the physician who calls him 
expects, and, desirous of being called on 
other often acts his part with the in-
terest of in mind. 

But sometimes they pull the wool over 
the doctor's eyes as well as over the pa
tient's. In one case I called a psychiatrist. 
My diagnosis of dementia pra::cox was cer
tain, but the family wanted confirmation. 
He made a rapid diagnosis which sub
stantiated mine. He appeared to lay a 
good deal of stress on the significance of 
the direction from which the patient saw 
angels approaching in her visions. He im
pressed not only the family, but myself 
also, with the manner in which he re
peatedly referred to this symptom. I puz
zled over this a good deal. I could find 
nothing in his text-book on the matter. It 
was not until a year later, when I saw him 
again and asked him about it, that I got 
light. He said nothing, but just winked 
at me. 

Many family physicians either do what 
is termed "illegal operations" or know 
who will do them and hand over a part 
of the fee. Physicians receive announce~ 
ment cards from 11operative gynecologists" 
whose practise is limited to that sort of 
thing. A family physician who refused to 
help his clientele in an emergency of this 
kind would be incommoded in building 
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up a large practise. Certain private hos
pitals exist entirely on such operations. 
When young in practise, I was approached 
with offers of from fifty cents to $400 for 
illegal operations, but refused to have any
thing to do with them, which may ac
count for the slow progress I made with 
my family practise. 

Aside from the financial side of the mat
ter, few doctors are so hard-hearted to their 
faithful families as to refuse to help them 
when an unmarried daughter gets into 
trouble or a wife becomes pregnant at an 
undesirable time. The better sort of family 
physician, of course, does not accommodate 
strangers in this way. As to birth control 
devices, the average physician I have 
spoken to knows as little about them as the 
average intelligent layman. This topic is 
not brought up in medical college. 

These operations and the filling out of 
false claims in accidents are a prolific 
source of blackmail. Patients who beg on 
their knees and with real tears for illegal 
operations are often blackmailers who go 
after the doctor's money when things go 
well, and after money and revenge if 
things go wrong, even though the physi
cian has warned them in advance and did 
not yield without a stiff resistance. One 
doctor who stretched out a bill on a com
pensation case was threatened with ex
posure unless he gave free medical service 
to the family; he got out of that by writ
ing to the insurance company that he had 
inadvertently sent a larger bill than he 
should. 

Another was asked for a large "loan" by 
a patient on whom he had performed an 
illegal operation a few months previously. 
The ordinary physician would have 
granted this "loan," but this physician was 
rather hard-boiled. He reminded the 
woman that she had come to him with 
tears to help her out and said that he had 

done enough for her. When she persisted, 
he threw her down his front stairs. He 
never heard of her again. I have been a 
character witness in court a number of 
times for physicians who were being tried 
for illegal operations where there had been 
no deaths; there would have been no 
charges if the blackmail that was de
manded had been paid. 

Patients often develop unusual reti
cences. I have a number of times treated 
young married women for all sorts of con
ditions until it became quite apparent that 
they were pregnant, but were ashamed to 
confess it. All venereal diseases, of course, 
are acquired innocently, via the bath towel. 
When I was new in practise, I made the 
mistake of bluntly announcing the diag
nosis, thereby losing many cases. I really 
did not have to tell them what the trouble 
was; they knew it. It is best not to ask too 
many questions. When a woman comes 
into the office with blackened eyes, or a 
broken nose or rib, and gives an explana
tion that is not plausible, it is better not to 
inquire persistently and find out that her 
husband did it in a little family spat, for 
then the patient may feel uncomfortable 
and never come back. 

A young doctor in New York should 
learn to skip out when a child of foreign 
parents dies while he is attending it. I 
know one physician who was saved from 
being killed by jumping out of a window 
while a frien1lly neighbor held off the par
ents of the child with a gun. Another was 
saved by a police officer who was fortu
nately nearby. One physician was actually 
killed a few years ago by the father of the 
dead child. The papers reported the last 
case fully. 

I was called one morning to see a little 
girl who was having convulsions. I tried 
everything possible, but was unable to stop 
them, even after a consultant I had called 
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had come. As a final resort, I tried chloro
form. The child stopped breathing alto
gether after a few whiffs. It was a hot and 
sticky day and I had been perspiring 
freely; my clothes were soaked and it was 
easier to tear them off than to take them 
off. It was fifteen minutes after I had ap
plied artificial respiration before the child 
resumed normal breathing. Then I col
lapsed and they sent for an ambulance for 
me. The child did not recover. 

After the funeral, the parents came into 
my office and thanked me for my efforts. 
I wondered if they would have done so if 
I had not fainted. A few blocks away, at 
about the same time, another young doc
tor had a child die on his hands, undoubt
edly in spite of all he could do to save it. 
As the funeral procession was passing the 
office, the mother of the dead child stepped 
out of the carriage, and, crying that the 
murderer of her child was there, threw a 
brick through the window. 

I got myself in bad with a whole group 
of families by telling the truth when I did 
not know I was expected to lie. An old 
woman had just died as she was about to 
be taken to a city institution. She had been 
very ill for a long time and the large fam
ily living in very small quarters was upset 
and made miserable by the invalid's pres
ence. She needed constant attention day 
and night. 

With the ambulance there came as usual 
a police officer and he began to take down 
data about the case. In the meantime, the 
adult members were behaving according 
to the prescribed manner in cases of this 
kind. All were wailing. Two were pulling 
at their hair. One was knocking his head 
against the wall. 

"What name?" asked the policeman. 
I gave it. 
"What address is this?" 
I supplied that information also. 

"What was the age?" 
"Seventy-eight," I said. 
There was a shriek from one of the 

women. All the mourners ceased their ac
tivities. Two of the women bore down on 
me. In each of my ears one of them whis
pered: "Sixty-eight, for God's sake! We 
have an insurance policy on her name." 

"I mean sixty-eight," I told the officer. 
The wailing and the wall hammering 
resumed. 

V 

Doctors as a rule have no broad culture. 
They attend medical lectures, but few of 
them read books, see plays or hear lectures 
on_general topics with any degree of regu
larity. I have been at many medical lunch
eons and dinners where, in spite of all mv 
efforts to turn the conversation into ge~
eral channels, nothing except professional 
topics was discussed. One says: "I had a 
case yesterday like this-" and goes on 
to tell a long tale about a case which I 
often suspect is entirely imaginary, but 
shows that the doctor telling the story was 
exceptionally brilliant in his diagnosis and 
treatment. Then all the other doctors 
about tl,e table also have cases to talk 
about; and this sort of thing goes on in
terminably until the session is over. All 
over the gathering, one hears the phrase: 
"I had a case-" 

A middle-aged physician, the president 
of a local medical society, knowing that I 
was a constant reader of books, once asked 
me to recommend some. I asked him what 
he had read in the past, in order to judge 
his taste. After a few moments' hesitation 
he said that he had read Shakespeare and 
"Silas Marner." He could not at the mo
ment recall any other. 

What does the young doctor do with 
his spare time? He often has a good deal. 
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As a rule, he sleeps in the afternoons when 
he does not have clinics, and plays poker 
at night. The older ones go to movie 
shows. 

After ten years doctors fall into fairly 
well defined groups. There is the good
natured, honest, well-liked fellow who has 
kept to the straight and narrow path; 
most of his associates have surpassed him 
in the elegance of their homes, the rich
ness of their cars, and the superiority of 
their appointments in hospitals. Then 
there is the jolly, smiling hand-shaker who 
is always taking patients to consultants, 
surgeons, laboratories and hospitals, guard
ing them ever so carefully, and taking a 
great interest in them, charging them little 
or nothing. He seems to be well off at that, 
but who would suspect him of doing any
thing so dishonorable as taking split fees? 
There is the lodge doctor and the ten-cent 
doctor soured on humanity altogether. 
There is the doctor who takes a middle 
course, straying from the path occasion
ally. 

Finally, there is the very small percent
age, small as the number of successful 
authors or actors, who by some lucky 

chance, marriage or influence, or maybe 
by sheer genius, have been elevated to 
positions where a strictly ethical atmos
phere can be readily maintained. Becky 
Sharp said that she could be quite moral 
on $25,000 a year. 

Now and then one hears the inquiry as 
to what has become of the old, kindly, up
right family physician, who was the 
standby in all sickness and sorrow. Prob
ably he has gone the way of the old-fash-
ioned family . There exists little 
demand for such a physician New 
York. Families move about too much. The 
specialist obsession by the laity has en
couraged the appearance of a horde of 
specialists who by their greed, incompe
tence, and eagerness to do unnecessary 
manipulations or operations have brought 
ill-repute on the practise of medicine. 

I believe that private practise among the 
lower and middle classes is doomed. Board 
of Health stations, pay clinics, and agen
cies fostered by the life insurance com
panies and by health organizations 
financed in great part by the insurance 
companies are gravely damaging the pro
fession. 

STEPHEN A. DOUGLAS 

BY EDGAR LEE MASTERS 

DOUGLAS was bor.n at Bra.ndon, Ver
mont, on Apnl 23 (Shakespeare's 
birthday), 1813, and died at Chi

cago in June of 1861. Into these forty-eight 
years he compressed greater and more im
portant activity than any American states
man since the days of the Revolution. 

He was well blooded and descended. 
His father was a successful physician, 
whose mother, born of the Arnold family, 
was sprung from that Governor Arnold 
who was identified with Roger Williams 
in .:he founding of Rhode Island. But in 
Douglas, the statesman, there was no drop 
of dissenting or doctrinaire blood. He was 
all clear vision, forthrightness, of immense 
practical sense, upright, courageous to the 
last degree, truthful, and filled with con
tempt for the reformer, the pharisee and 
the moralistic impostor. But he was like 
an animal born into an environment 
which is hostile to its existence. Despite his 
great successes, his preeminent fame, he 
was gradually carried into the stormy 
waters which began to flow about the 
United States in the second decade of the 
Nineteenth Century, when, Jefferson hav
ing put down Federalism, a barrel was 
thrown to the whale by the revivalistic cry 
of Negro emancipation. These waters, 
beaten into fury by the capitalism of the 
time, and later, were too much for 
Douglas' great strength. He battled with 
them manfully and with success for a 
time. Then they overwhelmed his career 
and cut short his life. 

The weird dreams, the loose meta
physics, the radicalism which made such a 
variety of religious faith from 1820 to 1860 
were no part of Douglas' ontogeny. He 
knew about them to despise them; he 
breathed them in but they entered to no 
extent into his composition. These things 
might be fruitful in suggestion to Emer
son, and form the substance of Whitman's 
chants. They went over the head of 
Douglas. And thus it came to pass that he 
has been written down as lacking in 
spirituality, when in fact he was a states
man of Nietzschean quality, who sub
ordinated the current morality to practical, 
hard programmes. But all the while he 
was immensely devoted to America in 
efforts to make it great and enlightened. 
He became the leader of the New America 
of his time. But it was a New America 
that was captured by Anglophiles of the 
type of Hay, Roosevelt, Lodge and the like. 
Imperialism •nuffed out the Douglas idea. 

Douglas was a little man. As a boy he 
was delicate, with a very large head. He 
was precocious and quick-witted, with a 
vast memory. In maturity he became stout 
and rugged, and his great swelling voice 
seemed to be too powerful to come from 
so small a body. Men are still living who 
heard him roll out his great periods in 
defense of popular sovereignty from the 
stumps of Illinois, where, because of his 
small stature and his intrepid forensic 
courage, he was known as the Little 
Giant. 



THE AMERICAN MERCURY 

When Douglas was three months old 
his father, Dr. Douglas, died suddenly, 
leaving Sarah Fisk Douglas, the widow, 
to make her way the best she could. Ac
cordingly, she went to live with a bachelor 
brother on a farm near Brandon. And 
there Douglas, until he was fifteen, lived 
the life of a farmer boy of the time. He 
had been led to believe that this uncle 
would educate him, but the bachelor mar
ried, and an heir was born to him, and 
thus Douglas suffered his first bitter dis
appointment. But he met it manfully. He 
now trudged off to Middlebury, Vt., where 
he learned the cabinet-making trade. He 
worked there two years, and left off only 
because he was not strong enough to pur
sue it. When he became famous and pow
erful he was not wont to mention his life 
as a farm boy, or as a cabinet maker. In the 
days when aspirants for office tricked the 
imaginations of the populaces by referring 
to the hardships of their youth, Douglas 
scorned this device. Once in the debates 
with Lincoln he referred to the fact that 
while Lincoln was making rails in Sanga
mon county, Illinois, he was making 
cabinets in Morgan county. But he never 
ran for the Senate as the cabinet-maker 
candidate. When he ran for President he 
presented his principles and his achieve
ments as a Senator as recommendations 
for votes. 

Having earned enough money now for 
a term of schooling, he attended the 
academy at Brandon for a year. Then his 
mother married again; and Douglas went 
with her to her new home-near Canan
daigua, N. Y. He was now fifteen. He en
tered the academy at Canandaigua, where 
he pursued legal and classical studies. His 
gifts and his amiable disposition made 
him a great favorite with his fellow stu
dents. Already he showed a lively interest 
in politics, and became a leader of the 

student bodies. It was now 1828. The im
mortal amreba known as Hamiltonism, 
though cut into a thousand pieces by 
Jefferson, had grown together as the Na
tional Republican party, led by John 
Quincy Adams, who strove to affix false 
characters upon the personality and the 
career of Jackson. Douglas at Canandaigua 
resented this with fervor; and in the de
bating clubs he showed up the political 
heredity of Adams. Later, when the Na
tional Republicans changed their name to 
the Whigs, claiming that they were bent 
upon resisting the Tory despotism of Jack
son, Douglas was in full-fledged power to 
expose the dishonesty of that spurious pre
tense. 

During his four years at Canandaigua 
he was in frequent debates on political 
subjects. The readiness of his speech, his 
gift for words, his quick retorts and his 
great memory for historical and political 
information made him marked. From the 
first he allied himself with the Jeffersonian 
faith of little government and much lib
erty, State sovereignty and strict construc
tion of the Constitution. His mind had 
one birth; but it was a rich one, and car
ried in itself the possibilities of great de
velopment. He lived to see the capitalism 
of railroads arise; and he had more to do 
with railroad building as Senator than 
any other statesman. But in dealing with 
these new phases of the American unfold
ing he was a Jeffersonian, and he re
mained such to the end of his life. 

In June, 1833, he left New York for 
Illinois. He often confessed to the mental 
liberalization which the prairies brought 
to his mind. In Vermont his vision was 
hemmed in by hills and mountains. In 
Illinois he could use his far-sightedness to 
the full. And his was a far-sighted mind. 
On the way west he became gravely ill at 
Cleveland, and almost died. But, recover-
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ing, he went on, reaching Jacksonville, Ill., 
in November of 1833, with thirty-seven 
cents in his pocket. There was no work 
for him in Jacksonville; so he walked six
teen miles to Winchester, where he tried 
to get a school to teach. He failed. But on 
the second morning of his stay he got 
employment as the clerk of an auction, 
where for three days' work he earned six 
dollars. What was better, he won the 
admiration of the people with his com
ments on politics. It was a Jackson neigh
borhood. The people became interested in 
his behalf. They got a school for him to 
teach, consisting of forty pupils, and thus 
he was launched. A lawyer lent him law 
books, and he studied for nearly a year 
while teaching school. The next year, be
fore he was twenty-0ne, he was licensed to 
practice law. He then went to Jacksonville 
and opened a law office. 

II 

Chicago, at this time, had been incorpo
rated as a town less than a year. It was 
filling up with New Englanders, with 
National Republicans and Whigs, with 
real estate crooks, and with moral im
postors. In twenty years the Germans were 
to come there; and also to points along the 
Mississippi river, and into Northern 
Illinois. But for long the State was to be 
Democratic. Great floods of Irish came to 
build the Illinois and Michigan Canal. 
Two-thirds of the people of the State, 
measuring from the north southward, 
were of the old stocks of Tennessee, Ken
tucky and Virginia. These were to be 
Douglas' friends always, saving that 
Abraham Lincoln from Kentucky, who 
deserted his father's Jacksonian adherence 
for a devotion to the Whig Henry Clay, 
was never to be Douglas' friend; indeed, 
was to be his enemy from 1837 onward. 

But in Jacksonville Douglas was among 
his own kind of people. This was largely 
true, too, when he was in Springfield. 
After he went to Chicago his unfailing 
good manners, his integrity of mind, his 
great ability made and kept him friends. 
But here and there in Illinois, in the mak
ing of another age, in the breaking up of 
old alliances, he encountered enemies and 
obstacles at last. There was Trumbull, the 
Connecticut Democrat, who turned 
against him; and John M. Palmer, another 
Democrat who left him for Lincoln, as 
later he left Bryan for the gold democracy. 
It is not difficult, in reading history, to see 
how the renegade emerges, and how he is 
always of the same spirit. One can almost 
spot him by the look out of his eyes. What 
passes for independence of spirit turns out 
lo be a manifestation of envy, or mere 
sulkiness and stubbornness of disposition. 

At Jacksonville it was soon known that 
Douglas knew the history of his country. 
His oratorical ability was early recognized 
from his emphatic defeat of a local leader 
of maturity and experience in a debate. In 
no time he was the leader of the Jackson 
democracy of Jacksonville and its county 
and neighborhood. Within a year of his 
coming he was made public prosecutor of 
the first judicial circuit. He served in this 
office for two years, with great success and 
credit. In 1836 he was nominated for the 
Legislature, and elected. He took his seat 
as the youngest member of that body in 
December, 1836. 

As a legislator he showed great judg
ment. He was against all public improve
ments, internal improvements as they were 
called, that the State could not pay for. 
He was against the United States Bank 
and for the sub-treasury. He was against 
the tariff. He advocated a railroad for the 
entire length of Illinois, north to south. 
He abolished divorce by the Legislature, 
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and substituted for it divorce by the courts. 

He brought about the convention system 
in Illinois for the nomination of candi

dates for office. He was one of the most 

influential men in the removal of the 

capital from Vandalia to Springfield, 

which was brought about by great cor

ruption and log rolling, all of which he 
opposed, Meanwhile, President Van Buren 

made him register of the land office at 

Springfield, and he began to be prosper

ous. In 1838, at twenty-five, he was 

nominated for Congress in the Springfield 

district, which had been running a Whig 
majority of about 3,000 votes. More than 

36,000 votes were cast at the election. 

Douglas was counted out by a majority of 

five. He declared that he had been de
frauded of the election, but after consid

eration he abided by the count. 
When he was twenty-eight he was ap

pointed secretary of state for Illinois. This 
office he held but a month when he was 

appointed to one of the justiceships of the 

Supreme Court of Illinois-at twenty

eight. Illinois was a provincial State at the 
time, but no less it was rich in able mid

dle-weights, who gasped and writhed with 

envy to see this Vermonter, whom they ex

pected to assume Eastern airs among them, 

go about with such democratic amiability, 

and take all the plums away from them. 
Among these was Lincoln, whose melan

choly, so much in evidence in bronze, was 

due as much to political disappointment 

as to viscera collapsed from sedentary life. 

In December of 1842, when Douglas was 

under the constitutional age to serve as 

Senator, he received fifty-one votes in the 

Legislature for that office, when the suc

cessful candidate received fifty-six votes. 

The next year, he was elected to Congress. 
There he met the object of his boyish dis

like, the venerable John Quincy Adams. 

who took pains to record in his diary 

many bitter comments on Douglas and hi., 
activities. 

Douglas was reelected to Congress. In 

his second term he was made chairman of 

the House Committee on Territories, and 

became the builder of the West. He dis

trusted and disliked England, true to the 

Jeffersonian faith and its insight. At the 

time we were in controversy with England 

about Oregon. Douglas tried to have the 
whole Louisiana Territory north and west 

of Missouri made into an organic entity 

under the Constitution. In this he failed. 

He was against internal improvements 

save as they related to definite Federal 
purposes under the Constitution. He was 

a railroad builder; but his plan was to 

give land to the States, not to the railroads. 
Let the States then make their own terms 

with the railroads for their building. 
When Lincoln became President the 

public land was given outright to the rail
roads, millions of acres of it; and what 

was not given to them they stole in equal 

proportions. In 1843 Douglas tried to or
ganize the Great Western Railway Com

pany, by granting lands to the State of 

Illinois. In 1851 this came to pass, when 
he was in the Senate. The railroad pro

moters then tried to circumvent his policy 

and plan. They got the Legislature of Il

linois to deed the lands granted the State 
to the railroad. But Douglas trumped their 

trick. He compelled the promoters to deed 

the lands back to the State. It was done 

and the Illinois Central was built. 
While Douglas was in the House the 

Oregon question was making trouble. He 

declared in a speech that he would take 

Oregon by force, if necessary, and that he 
would blot out "the lines on the map 

which now mark our territorial bounda

ries on this continent, and make the area 

as broad as the continent itself." He pro

posed a joint resolution in 1845 for the 
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annexation of Texas, claiming that Texas 

became the property of the United States 
by the Louisiana Purchase of 18o3, and 

that the retrocession of Texas to Spain in 
1819 was void. 

In 1846, when Douglas was thirty-three 
years of age, he was elected by the Illinois 
Legislature United States Senator for the 

six year~ beginning March 4, 1847. At 
about th1! time he was married to Manha 

Martin, t4e daughter of a wealthy planter 

of Non~ Carolina. He was now making 

money rn land . speculation in Chicago. 

Amid so many diverse activities he seemed 
to have time for everything that entered 

his active mind. He gave freely out of his 

wealth to charity; he was hospitable. He 

was intd-ested in education, and he gave 

land to fuund a university in Chicago. It 

was called the Chicago University. The 
cornerstone of its main building was laid 

Ill 1856, and after many years it became 
the present University of Chicago. 

III 

The day that Douglas took his seat as a 
Senator he was appointed chairman of the 

Senate Committee on Territories. So that 

what he had done for the West and for 

the new Commonwealths in the House, he 
now carried forward in the Senate. He 

framed or reported all the bills by which 

Utah, New Mexico, Washington, Kansas, 

Nebraska, Oregon and Minnesota became 
Territories; and those by which Texas, 

Iowa, Flori , California, Wisconsin, 

Oregon and innesota became States. 

The Constitu n merely reads that new 
States may be admitted into the Union, 

and that the general government shall 

guarantee to each a republican form of 

government. Hence Douglas would not 
have cared, legally speaking, whether 

Utah came into the Union with polygamy 

or not; just as he said to audiences all over 
Illinois that he did not care whether 
Kansas voted slavery up or down when 

she knocked for admission, But it is clear 

that this sort of unmoral indifference, this 
krnd of political libertarianism laid him 

open to violent and successful attack from 
the lofty-minded Sumners, and from the 

temperance and religious fanatics like 

Ichabod Codding, who organized the Re
publican party in Illinois in 18s+ 

Dougbs saw in all attempts to regulate 
Terntones and States in their domestic 

institutions, in their police powers, that 

tyranny which John Stuart Mill pointed 

~u: ~o~:~!s~i°~ai~'.berty". Writing of 

When they have left the country to which 
thei~ doctrines were unacceptable, and es
tablished themselves in a remote corner of 
the earth, which they have been the first 
t~ render habitable to human beings, it is 
difficult to see on what principles but those 
?f tyranny they can be prevented from liv
t~g there under \~hat laws they please, pro.
v1d~d they commit no aggression on other 
nations, and allow perfect freedom of de
par~ure to those who are dissatisfied with 
thea ways. 

At this point we are able to see that 

Douglas was the greatest advocate of 
liberty of his time, in American politics, 

and how there has been no American 
statesman since his day worthy to be 

classed with him. In those years from 1851 

to 1861 he stood as a redoubtable tower of 
strength in the protection of liberty and 

common sense for all the States and all 
the people, around whom all the forces of 
slave-morality, and Zionism, and moral 

charlatanism swarmed and hooted, while 

they cast stones and firebrands. He was 

like Dithyrambus who fought at the pass 
of Thermopylae, the Persians being the in
termeddlers, the temperance fanatics, the 

•iitatou for this or the other interference 
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in business not their own. For the great 
principle of local self-government he 
fought and worsted mobs. In the Senate 
he cowed and put down Golden Ruic 
Chase and Higher Law Seward, and the 
precious snob and corruptionist ~umner. 

Douglas maintained that morals were 
for individuals to decide for themselves. 
He held that there is a limit to the legiti
mate interference of collective opinion with 
individual independence. He insisted upo," 
people minding their own busine_ss. In tlus 
advocacy he incurred the Chns11an_ forces 
of the time, which were interested in sav
ing souls, in making everyone act in every 
way exactly as tl1ey ought, exactly as they 
ought being first determined by the Chris
tian community. Douglas knew that uni
formity among the States was death to 
initiative and progress, that when people 
stop growing men they cease to be indi

vidual. 

He never tried with any audience to 
win favor by using the Bible. He never 
spake of God save as Nature, and as law. 
When Lincoln in the debates brought out 
his doctrine of a "house divided against it
self" Douglas did not retort with some
thing from the Bible, as he might have 
done. Instead, he proved that Lincoln's 
mind was divided against itself, and that 
Lincoln's argument for Negro equality _in 
one breath, and his argument for white 
supremacy in the next were 1rreconc1la~le 
arguments and pasitions, and that Lin
coln's mind could not stand upan them. 
Douglas in the debates showed _that there 
was no difference between reducing all the 
States and Territories to one level on the 
subject of the Negro, whether by that re
duction he was kept a slave or made a 
free man, and the making of the whole 
land subject to the prohibition of drink 
by Congressional action. To make Ne
braska free or slave by Congressional fiat 
was the same thing as to make Iowa with
out drink because Maine was, and by the 

like fiat. 
He pointed out that that would be _des

potism. He proved that the two. thmgs 
were exactly alike, and by d01ng 5? 
showed his far-sightedness as well as hIS 
fundamental philosophy. If Congress 
could refuse admission to Kansas because 
she had adopted a slave constitution, it 
could keep out Utah because of palygamr, 
and it could keep out Anzona because 11 

stood for the recall of judges, as Taft 
actually did do. A principle once violated 
leads to any absurdity. But what about the 
morality of slavery and drink? 

Lincoln did not value these truths or 
understand them. As a Whig, as an off
shoot of Federalism, Centralism, he be
lieved in making all the States free; and 
he said that they would become all free or 
all slave, in extricating themselves from 
the contradiction of being part slave and 
part free. There was no chance in the 
world of their becoming all slave; there 
was a cha,1ce of their becoming all free by 
natural and peaceful processes; just as Vir
ginia was on the road to ~mancipation 
when Garrison began to assail the South, 
and turned Virginia in self-defense to 
pastpane emancipation. It was because of 
the fact that America fell into the control 
of agitators and moralists, as well as hun
gry office-seekers, and those who wanted 
to centralize the government for plunder 
and Power, that the war came on in 1861. 

In the perspective of ti Douglas ap-
pears as the one consp' ous man . in 
America who had any se as the mIStS 
of sectionalism began to deepen into the 
clouds of war. A country never needed 
strong men with thinking minds to a 
greater degree than America needed them 
in 1861, and in the years just before. 
America needed them in vain. They were 
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not in America to be had. If Douglas had 
had the support of Jefferson Davis the 
country would have been saved the war. 
At the time nearly everyone was insane, 
both North and South. Certainly in the 
North every palitician was insane but 
Douglas. As to the South, the insanity 
there can be manifested by considering the 

. rift between Davis and Douglas. 
Douglas from 1850 had stood upon the 

principle of territorial control of slavery; 
and upan that principle he had reported 
and brought to passage the Kansas-Ne
braska legislation of 1854. But in 1857 the 
Supreme Court held that an owner could 
take his slaves into a Territory, and that 
they were not en,ancipated, even though 
that Territory were free in virtue of a 
Federal law itself, not to say a territorial 
law. Davis then took the ground that the 
Constitution carried slavery into a Terri
tory against the will of the inhabitants 
thereof. Douglas would not take that 
ground. He subscribed to the philosophy 
that the Supreme Court had laid down: 
Ulat an owner could take his slaves into 
a Territory; but whether he could keep 
them there in slavery, Douglas argued, 
depended upon police regulations of the 
Territory. 

The insanity of the Southern leaders can 
be better appreciated when it is considered 
that all this dialectic was with respect to 
Kansas and Nebraska, where slavery 
would never have gone, and would never 
have lived, if it had gone. The climate and 
the agricultural needs were both against 
slavery-Nature's God. This was the fight 
then. And because Douglas would not ac
cede to the Davis doctrine, purely abstract 
in the situation, Davis drew away, and 
carried with him the South. That elected 
Lincoln. Except for this puerile defection 
Douglas would have beaten Lincoln by 
nearly 1,000,000 votes. 

IV 

What led up to this crisis of interpretation 
respecting Territories must be briefly sum
marized in order to understand Douglas' 
career. First, there was the Old Northwest, 
out of which the States of Ohio, Michigan, 
Jllinois, Indiana, Wisconsin were carved. 
This belonged to Virginia. Wbile the 
United States were operating under the 
Articles of Confederation Virginia ceded 
this Territory to the United States. But a 
condition of the cession, the deed, was that 
slavery should not exist in the Territory. 
The cession was accepted on that condi
tion. No Congress of the Articles, no Con
gress of the Constitution abolished slavery 
there. It was all a matter of compact, of 
treaty so to speak, of which Virginia was 
the author. Thus that clause in the Con
stitution which gave Congress the power 
to "make needful rules and regulations" 
with respect to the Territory and other 
property of the United States was not 
meant to enable Congress to abolish 
slavery where it was forbidden to come by 
the terms of a cession, but to enable Con
gress to make rules and regulations for the 
sale of the lands of the Territory to set
tlers. 

Yet no less Webster, in 1850, argued not 
only that the clause in question gave 
Congress imperial power over its Terri
tories, not only the Old orthwest, but also 
the Louisiana and 1\'fexican Territories; 
but also that Congress under me Consti
tution had exercised that power over the 
Old Northwest. Congress never exercised 
imperial power over the Old Northwest. 
It treated the land with strict regard to the 
terms of the Virginia cession. And thus 
Webster was logically in error; he was 
historically at fault. 

Then, in 186o, Lincoln took Webster's 
speech of 186o and paralleled its historical 
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pcints and its legal argumentations in his 
Cooper Institute speech, which dealt with 
Kansas and Nebraska, Territories carved 
out of the Louisiana Purchase. In other 
words, Congress had all power over Kan
sas and Nebraska, because it had had all 
power over the Old Northwest; and 
besides all this, the pcwer had been exer
cised by the Fathers, who had thus be
queathed a sacred precedent. Lincoln, too, 
was wrong, as Webster was. And it may 
be mentioned in passing that Lincoln ut
terly ignored the settled, fundamental, and 
plainly written rule that the Constitu
tion is a grant of power to Congress, 
which gives Congress no power not writ
ten . Lincoln's thesis for the Cooper Insti
tute speech was that nothing in the 
Constitution forbade the Federal govern
ment from prohibiting slavery in the Ter
ritories. His whole speech rested upon that 
obvious sophism. 

In 1820 came the Missouri Compromise, 
so called. Missouri was carved out of the 
Louisiana Purchase of 18o3, which was 
sixteen years after the acquisition of the 
Old Northwest, and as many after the 
adoption of the Constitution. The Mis
souri Compromise divided the Louisiana 
Purchase by a line drawn west from the 
Mississippi river at latitude 36° 30', north 
of which slavery was forbidden; south of 
which it was permitted. In point of fact, 
Missouri was not admitted to the Union 
under that compromise. The North, hav
ing forced the South to accede to the 
drawing of the sectional line, fought the 
admission of Missouri to wring other con
cessions. But that need not concern us 
here. Kansas and Nebraska lay north of 
36° 30'; so when Douglas came to organ
ize them into Territories the fraudulently 
imposed compromise rose up to perplex 
him. 

As a rcrult of the war with Mexico the 

United States had acquired Utah, New 
Mexico and California, as the whole West 
was called, excluding the Louisiana Pur
chase. In 1850 Webster and Clay were in 
the Senate, and Douglas was there, too, 
not less influential or able or active than 
they in the settlement of the questions 
respecting new Territories to be carved 
from the Mexican grants. Now, the Mex
ican grants and the Louisiana Purchase 
overlapped at different places; so that 
when Webster and Clay and Douglas put 
together the bill for the organization of 
New Mexico and Utah, by which slavery 
was neither legislated into those Terri
tories nor forbidden in them, a repeal by 
implication of the Missouri Compromise 
resulted. Utah was wholly north of 36° 30'. 
True, Utah was far west of the western 
boundary of the Louisiana Purchase; but 
essentially that made no difference. There 
were portions of Colorado and Kansas 
where the Compromise of 1850 and the 
Missouri Compromise pcsitivcly conflicted, 
so that the strict legal rule of repeal took 
hold. 

With the laws so made and abided in 
by everyone-by Whigs and Democrats 
alike, by the platforms of both parties in 
1852, confirming and praising the work of 
Webster and Clay and Douglas with re
spect to Utah and New Mexico and Cali
fornia-with all this as background, 
Douglas took hold of the task of organiz
ing Nebraska and Kansas. This was in 
1854, three years before the Dred Scott 
decision, which invalidated the Missouri 
Compromise by announcing the doctrine 
that the Constitution recognized slavery, 
that the Constitution was over every foot 
of American soil, and that slavery went 
into every Territory under the protection 
and by force of the Constitution. 

In 1852 Lincoln was campaigning in the 
Sprinificld district for the Whii nominee 
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for President. He was lauding the Com
promise of 1850, and Clay who was one 
of its authors. In a few years he traduced 
Douglas in the most villainous manner for 
bringing about a repeal of the Missouri 
Compromise by his Kansas-Nebraska bill; 
when in point of fact the Missouri Com
promise had been repealed by the Com
promise of 1850, by Webster and Clay, 
Lincoln's idols. If ever a man was lied off 
the scene of life, it was Douglas. In 
speeches before the debates with Douglas, 
and in those debates, Lincoln, with ex
pressions of great moral fervor, denounced 
Douglas for repealing the Missouri Com
promise when framing the Kansas-Ne
braska bill. All over America was blown 
the lie that Douglas had so dealt with 
Kansas-Nebraska in obedience to the 
Southern slavocracy, and to advance his 
chances for the Presidency. Beveridge in 
his biography of Lincoln, proved that this 
was untrue, that it was a gross libel. His
torians and research workers have brought 
to light indisputable facts to prove that 
Douglas, in all this Kansas-Nebraska mat
ter, was acting true to an old form; that 
he was concerned primarily and chiefly 
with a transcontinental railroad. 

One could not be built through terri
tory unorganized and unpcliced. There 
was rivalry between the North and the 
South as to which section should get the 
eastern terminus of such a railroad. Mem
phis wanted it to connect with Charleston 
on the coast. New Orleans wanted it. Chi
cago wanted it. Douglas was a Chicago 
man, and devoted to that city. He had to 
make concessions to get the railroad for 
the North. He first framed the Kansas
Nebraska bill to read that those Terri
tories should do as they pleased on the 
matter of slavery; and that they could 
come into the Union with or without 
slavery, as their people should decide. That 

was the doctrine of Webster and Clay 
with reference to Utah and New Mexico. 
Then Senator Dixon of Kentucky, as the 
price of his friendship to the bill, wanted 
it to contain express words to the e!Iect 
that the Compromise of 1850 had re
pealed the Missouri Compromise of 1820. 
Douglas had first drawn the bill to read 
that the Missouri Compromise, being in
consistent with the "principle of non-inter
vention by Congress with slavery in the 
States and Territories, ... as recognized 

by the legislation of 1850, ... is hereby 
declared inoperative and void." To please 
Senator Dixon, Douglas struck out the 
word "inoperative", and inserted the 
words, "inconsistent with," and "null and 
void." Is there any real difference between 
these phrasings? There is none. 

What States voted in the Senate for this 
Kansas-Nebraska bill? Two-thirds voted 
for it. They were New Hampshire, New 
Jersey, Pennsylvania, Illinois, Indiana, Mi
chigan, Iowa, Ddaware, Virginia, North 
Carolina, South Carolina, Georgia, Flor
ida, Mississippi, Missouri, Arkansas, Ken
tucky, Alabama, Louisiana and California. 
In the House the bill carried by a vote of 
II 3 yeas to 100 nays. 

V 

The Senators who had to swallow defeat 
were Sumner of Massachusetts, Chase of 
Ohio, and Seward of New York. The 
States in the Senate which had voted for 
the Compromise of 1850 were twenty, and 
those which had voted against it six, with 
two divided, and two not voting. Seward 
was in the Senate in 1850, but he voted 
neither one way nor the other, though it 
would have been convenient for him to 
have taken a stand. He dodged. And now 
these men of great moral principle, who 
had been on every side of every question 
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like Dryden's Zimri; who had been anti
Masonics, Knownothings, Freesoilers, and 
Whigs, and what not; and who all their 
lives had preached the moralities, but had 
flitted this way and that in the pursuit of 
money and reputation-these men plotted 
to destroy the faithless and satanic Doug
las, for the unchristian and iniquitous 
Kansas-Nebraska bill! 

Douglas, ever since the deaths of Web
ster and Clay in 1852 and of Calhoun in 
1850, had been the master mind of the 
Senate, as well as the undisputed leader of 
the Democratic party. As chairman of the 
Committee on Territories he had had 
charge of the most important legislation 
of the time. He had out-argued Seward 
and Chase and Sumner, and routed them 
over and over again, until they were wary 
of engaging in debate with him. He knew 
more than they did. He was readier with 
his knowledge. His mind worked with 
finer accuracy; and as he was of clear~r 
integrity than they were, he ~rove his 
thought through their obscuranusm with 
fatal effect. 

His mind was realistic and honest. He 
was not trying to apply Hebraic Puritan
ism out of the Bible to questions of legis
lation. He boldly proclaimed everywhere 
that morals belonged to the individual 
life, and laws to the sphere of the state. 
Yet now there was a chance to confuse 
the two spheres of morals and the state, 
to make them one under God's dispensa
tion! Though compelled to bend to 
Douglas' supremacy in the Senate, Sum
ner and Chase saw that there was a body 
before which they could worst Douglas. 
That body was the mob. How then could 
the mob be set after Douglas? 

On January 24, 1854, Douglas moved in 
the Senate that the Kansas-Nebraska bill 
be taken up. Chase and Sumner requested 
delay in order to give them time to ex-

amine the bill. They were lying. On Jan
uary 19th they had issued their "Appeal of 
the Independent Democrats in Congress 
to the People of the United States," based 
upon an examination of the _bill; and by 
the time it came on for cons1deratton the 
Appeal had been printed in the Abolition 
organ, the National Era, in the New York 
Times, and the New York Tnbtme._The 
mob had been aroused. But not by inde
pendent Democrats. Neither Chase nor 
Sumner was an independent Democrat. 
The four members of the House who 
signed the Appeal were all Ab_olit_ionists, 
one of them being Joshua R. Giddings of 
Ohio, one of the violent fanatics of the 
time. Naturally, as the Appeal originated 
in false pretense, so was it chock full of 
mendacity and pious malice. It charged 
that the Kansas-Nebraska bill was the re
sult of a plot on the part of the slavocracy, 
a falsity that Lincoln afterward circulated 
all over Illinois in his campaign to destroy 
Douglas. It misstated the history of the 
Old Northwest, of the Missouri Compro
mise, and that of 1850. Finally it said: 
"We implore Christians and Christian 
ministers to interpose. Their divine re~ 
ligion requires them to behold in every 
man a brother, and to labor for the ad
vancement of the human race." This 
"enormous crime" must be put down! 

And so it was that the Holy Bible was 
set after the unprincipled Douglas by 
Golden Rule Chase and by Higher Law 
Seward. So it was that Lincoln concocted 
the "house divided against itself" speech-. 
When Douglas answered him, Lincoln 
slyly retorted that Douglas' quarrel was 
with the Saviour, not with himself, Lin
coln. Although, when the bill came up in 
the Senate Douglas poured his invective 
and his analysis over the cowering heads 
of Sumner and Seward and Chase, and 
carried the day, yet the mob had been 
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evoked from the purlieus of America. 
Douglas was hanged in effigy all the way 
from New York to Chicago. He was de
nounced as Benedict Arnold Douglas; and 
in Chicago, where he tried to tell an 
audience what the bill was, what had 
brought it about, and what it meant and 
did not mean, he was hooted down by the 
Bible fanatics, and by political charlatans, 
by the ignorant and the violent. 

In 1858 Douglas came up for reelection 
to the Senate, and Lincoln was his oppo
nent. The famous debates ensued during 
the Summer of 1858. Lincoln reiterated 
the mendacities of the Appeal; he used the 
Bible to the full. He assumed high moral 
ground, and with venomous satire he 
pointed to Douglas as a sort of spoiled 
darling of the slavocracy, whose evil life 
of unprincipled expediency had won him 
fame and riches. While he, humble Abra
ham Lincoln, had remained poor and 
lowly in the paths of the good and the 
honorable life! He charged Douglas with 
being in a conspiracy to bring about the 
Dred Scott decision of 1857; when Doug
las would have been a fool to have done 
such a thing, with the Kansas-Nebraska 
bill of 1854 on his hands. 

Douglas showed that the Dred Scott de
cision was a moot case concocted by Abo
litionists; that Dred Scott's owners were a 
Mrs. Chaffee, and her husband, an Abo
litionist member of Congress from Massa
chusetts; that the lawyers on both sides 
were Abolitionists. In the face of all this 
Lincoln persisted to the last debate in 
charging Douglas with conspiracy to get 
the Supreme Court to decide the Dred 
Scott case for the slavocracy. Obstinacy 
in repeating this false charge did not win 
the point for Lincoln. It only threw upon 
Douglas the extra labor of recapitulating 
the facts whenever Lincoln made the 
charge. 

A similar task rested upon Douglas with 
reference to the Missouri Compromise and 
the Compromise of 1850, which Lincoln 
garbled, and which Douglas had to un
garble. All that Lincoln said in these de
bates was favorable to an undoing of all 
these compromises, though in 1852 he had 
committed himself with enthusiasm to the 
Compromise of 1850. Was it better to re
peal the Kansas and Nebraska bill, and 
enact a law that slavery could not go into 
those Territories? Or was it better to let 
Kansas and Nebraska settle slavery for 
themselves, considering that according to 
the high authority of Webster, and the 
higher authority of physical facts, slavery 
would never find a hospitable ground in 
those Territories, even under the rule of 
non-intervention by Congress? Was it 
better to unchain the Bible and the mob 
until there was war which cost the coun• 
try 700,000 lives, and at the least in prin• 
cipal and interest $22,000,000,000; or was it 
better to let the gradual processes of time 
end the slavery matter, under the presi
dency of a rationalist like Douglas, and 
under Presidents with similar reactions to 
the question? All the histories, school and 
others, have been written in favor of war 
and the Lincoln philosophy. But that does 
not settle the matter, because the indu
bitable facts remain for human reason and 
intelligence to exercise themselves upon. 

At Alton on October 15, 1858, Douglas 
in the last debate with Lincoln fervently 
appealed to the best judgment of America 
to enforce the policy that would keep 
every State in attention to its own busi• 
ness, without intermeddling with the 
business of the other States, on the slavery 
question, and prophetically on the liquor 
question too. "Why can we not thus have 
peace?" he asked. "Why should we thus 
allow a sectional party to agitate this coun
try, to array the North against the South, 
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and convert us into enemies instead of 
friends, merely that a few ambitious men 
may ride into power on a sectional 
hobby I" In truth a sectional party had 
now for four years been rending the coun
try. The Republican party was organized 
within a few months after Chase and 
Sumner issued the Appeal. 

VI 

When the War broke over the land Doug
las went to Illinois in order to hold that 
State in line !or the Union. His speeches 
at Chicago and at Springfield have been 
described by those who heard them as the 
most moving and powerful of his whole 
life. He was not thinking, probably, that 
he would soon be dead, and that worldly 
prudence need not be consulted. If he did 
have regard to his future career, then he 
reflected that in 1864 he would be striving 
for reelection to the Senate; or that he 
might be running for President again; and 
in that case how should he come before 
the people? As a man who was favorable 
to Secession, or as one who stood for the 
Union? Therefore, was his stand for the 
Union dictated by other than considera
tions of expediency? 

His numerous detractors said that he 
was only trying to hold on to his career by 
pretending to stand for the Union in June 
of 1861, when in his heart he was really 
for Secession. Like men before him and 
since, his character had been so calum
niated that every thing he did was, in these 
days of his decline, suspected. Yet one fact 
stands out. In the Fall of 1860 he answered 
a heckler in Virginia by saying that he 
was against disunion, and that the election 
of a Republican President would not 
justify Secession. Virginia in the election 
gave him but 16,290 votes, while the com
bined vote of Breckenridge and Bell was 

149,004- Despite this great evidence of bis 
courage and his good faith, his old ene
mies, Sumner in chief, spoke of his serv
ices in the Senate in February of 1861, and 
in Illinois in June, with skeptical con
tempt. He should be watched; for he was 
still the sagacious casuist in his familiar 
role of satanic duplicity! 

In that month of February, 1861, when 
the Southern States had a de facto and a 
de jure government, the question was 
what was to be done about it? Some of 
the questions were not new. In 1832 Jack
son thought of blockading the port of 
Charleston to put down Nullification. 
Webster showed that this could not be 
done, except by pure usurpation on Jack
son's part. In 1832 there were Federal 
marshals and judges in South Carolina to 
whose assistance the military might by 
some legal theory have been sent. In 1861 
there were no Federal officers in the South 
to act and to be assisted by Federal power. 

Douglas pointed all this out in a speech 
in the Senate of great eloquence. He fol
lowed Webster in proving that Lincoln 
could no more blockade the Southern 
ports than Jackson could have done it
not without usurpation. Douglas still, as 
always, was for the law, for the Constitu
tion. Before him sat those who were for 
neither: Golden Rule Chase, and Higher 
Law Seward, and the Anglophile Sumner, 
all with cool arrogance and supercilious 
contempt written on their faces. Sumner 
in his habitual spats, clothed in New Eng
land self-sufficiency, eyed Douglas with a 
patronizing smile. 

None of these gentry need trouble 
themselves now to answer him. He was 
down; and the Appeal had destroyed him 
and his party. The tariff was socn to take 
the government, which for so long the 
Democrats had fought. The national bank 
was soon to be resurrected by the grace of 
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Golden Rule Chase. In the far distance 
were Prohibition, bureaucracy, the trusts, 
imperialism, and the loftiness of a Chris

:~~ d~i~;
1
blic free of slavery, polygamy 

History was to be written as monopo
lists and Christians wanted it written. 
Lincoln was to become the colossal hero 
whose powerful logic, and deep spiritual
ity put down the crafty Douglas; and then 
won the War and abolished slavery. The 
strength of the legend still prospers Lin
coln, and to make it more exciting in tli.e 
relation it always carries Douglas' name 
as a footnote, to say that he was the man 

with whom Lincoln debated in 1858, and 
routed with mastering ability and clearer 
hold on God's truth. But for those who 
have the time and the power to follow up 
the footnote it will be seen that Douglas 
was superior to Lincoln in genius, in 
strength of mind, and in moral character. 

There was nothing now for Douglas to 
do but to die. The fitting time had come. 
And he did die with strength and with 
dignity. Perhaps in so making his exit 
from the world he balanced all scores in 
his last conscious thoughts about the mad 
scenes through which he had walked to 
the best of his vision. 



YOUR HOME-TOWN PAPER: PARIS 

BY WHIT BURNETT & MARTHA FOLEY 

W
HEN a late Ambassador to France 
called up the city editor of the 
New York Herald, Pans edition, 

one evening close to midnight and said 
that if the city editor had not yet noticed 
the two moons over Paris he had better go 
right to the window and look at them and 
"also he.ve something in the paper about 
it" the next morning, the Herald did not 
print the story. That is, it did not print an 
accredited observer's statement that there 
were two moons-it would never have 
printed the incident itself. But this was 
probably the only occasion in the last dec
ade when it did not take the word of an 
American authority in an official position. 

The Paris Herald (European edition of 
the New York Herald-Tribune, published 
by a societe anonyme au capital de 500,000 

francs) is "the" American newspaper on 
the Continent. It has a larger sale among 
Americans in Europe than any other 
American newspaper. Indeed, "si vous 
voulez faire de la publicite qui atteigne /es 
americainsJ il faut d' abord demander aux 
amen·cains quel journal ils lisent . ... ET 
tous VOUS REPONDRONT QU'ILS 
LISENT SURTOUT le NEW YORK 
HERALD." It adds that it is not distrib
uted free in the hotels, and is not given 
away like a common handbill. It enjoys as 
smug a reputation as its own Old Lady 
from Philadelphia. And on quite the same 
values. 

Many young lads, in their second year of 
journalism in Oklahoma City, Dubuque, 
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Evanston, Ill., Los Angeles or some other 
such outpost, have gone to Paris, experi
enced the sensation of seeing the shoe
string break, and then returned to the 
home town after a more or less prolonged 
career on the Herald. That service clings to 
them like an aureole of Continental glory 
and often insures them better jobs in the 
States than they would have got by staying 
at home and plugging away. This is not to 
say, of course, that the Herald gets only 
third-rate talent; it also gets many good 
men-the best, at times, that the States can 
offer. But usually it lets them down. They 
stay a while, lament and leave. Journalism 
in Paris is something special-deracinated, 
watered, weakened, depressed, and second
hand. 

The Herald, historically speaking, is the 
first American newspaper in France. It was 
founded in 1887 by James Gordon Ben
nett the younger as a means of social gate• 
crashing after he had left New York 
following an unhappy incident involving a 
highly personal method of attempting to 
water flower pots in the residence of some 
person who observed the social amenities 
and in this situation also observed Mt. 
Bennett. Founded-let us say-for all prac
tical purposes, though Bennett bought the 
sheet in its nonage from an American 
predecessor who also founded the Paris 
morning paper, Le Matin. 

The Herald, established in a dingy quar
ter of Paris, became the bright spot of a 
rainy town. It printed the names of Mr. 
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Bennett's friends and withheld the names 
of his enemies. He hired whom he pleased 
and fired whom he pleased, and instigated 
American efficiency-just once-by install
ing a time-clock in the hallway which the 
boys were all supposed to punch as they 
entered. If, for a whole week, one of them 
was punctual, he got a five dollar gold
piece; if he was not he ran the risk of 
being hoisted out. They were all officially 
punctual until Mr. Bennett called efficiency 
off, and the office boy who'd been doing 
all the punching was given a job in 
Finance. 

To this day, in the Herald office, the old
timers still speak of the Commodore, and 
how the Commodore would not have done 
this, and would certainly have done that. 
When you mention the Herald on which 
they now work, they shrug their shoulders 
and go right on working. Their savings
and some saved-were wiped out in the 
deflation of the currency. They have to 
work, although Bennett left retirement in
surance for them all, for insurance also 
shrunk in the deflation. 

In two or three cases, these old fellows, 
philosophers all, are far too valuable to re
tire on pensions-for example, the horse
racing expert, with his memory of fine 
wines, of caviar and oysters, of fine horses 
and brave riders, and his pathetic inability 
now to take more than a single schooner, 
and the old editorial writer, so accustomed 
to what the Herald wants that he is with
out duplicate. The editorial writer is a 
quiet gentleman who sits beneath two of 
Bennett's faded pictures of Lillian Russell 
in a drafty cubby-hole and writes what edi
torial dicta are required, and in his leisure 
hours does novels which are astounding 
denegations of the age. He was the first 
man to get to the scene of Custer's Last 
Stand, and the assumption is that he has 
outlived them all. 

II 

The Herald, like all colonial papers, is a 
front page of news backed up by several 
pages of rewrite and reprint. The front 
page is from skeletonized cable, that is, 
brief stories sent from New York and ex
panded in the Paris office from a few sen
tences to a column. Some years ago, when 
prosperity did not pay for a large cable 
file, the inevitable holes on Page r were 
happily filled by Washington bus accidents 
made in Paris, or what have you. Those 
bus accidents were discontinued when 
frenzied Washingtonians began calling up 
to check possible casualties in their fami
lies. Today a large part of the Herald is 
news rewritten from the French papers, or 
clipped and pasted from the London and 
New York papers, the latter arriving in 
Paris ten days after publication and often 
enough with the same New Yorkers who 
on buying the Herald at the Cafe de la 
Paix find that time stood still while they 
were crossing the Atlantic. 

There are three regular news beats in 
Paris: the boat trains, the hotels, and the 
diplomatic run. The latter includes the 
American Chamber of Commerce, the 
American Club and its tariff talks, visiting 
notables and corn fests, the hot dog roasts 
of the Legionnaires still remaining in 
Paris, the consulate and embassy stories, 
and the luncheons of the Anglo-American 
Press Association, attended once in a while 
by members of the staffs of the local papers 
but in the main only by the foreign cor
respondents of English or American news
papers, who, while at times they lean on 
the local papers, usually move in more 
aloof spheres. 

The Herald itself frowns on star men. 
Prima donnaism and by-lines are discour~ 
aged, with the result that about the only 
perdurable personal notes in the paper are 
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those struck, with occasional jangles, in the 
inimitable Sparrow Robertson's spart gos
sip, and in the Rev. Dr. Cadman's counsel 
to syndicated souls facing problems which, 
when read about in Paris, seem to smack 
of the backwoods. Two other syndicated 
luminaries have burst into print recently in 
Paris, Messrs. Calvin Coolidge and Will 
Rogers. Of these, enough. 

A more genuinely personalized feature 
is the Herald's Mail Bag. It is in this sec
tion of the editorial page that old gentlemen 
at cures, Disgruntled Tourist, Constant 
Reader, Charles Hooper of Coeur d'Alene, 
Ida., Old Star Gazer Charles Nevers 
Holmes of Boston and various 100% 
Americans, male and female, discuss what 
will cure chilblains, how and where to be 
overcharged, What Will Appear In The 
Heavens Tonight, and what to feed the 
goldfish. Modern books, art and music, ex
cepting the Paramount reviews, the Mor
gan Sisters Trio and periodical flourishes 
of an ad-filled Antique Supplement, can 
be dismissed, as the Herald dismisses them, 
in a few lines. Its Book Page, in compari
son with the supplement of its New York 
Herald-Tribune stepmother, is what a rail
road station book cart on the Continent is 
to Brentaoo's. 

Nevertheless, the Herald manages to of
fer more bulk of paged food for cafe az, 
lait drinkers than any of its three English 
language contempararies, including the 
one which recently expired. The Conti
nental edition of the Daily Mail appeals 
only to Britishers, and reads like it. The 
Paris Times, which existed for less than 
half a decade, 1925-9, was a tiny afternoon 
sheet edited by a Frenchman educated in 
England and having American leanings; 
the combination, while conscientious, was 
a little complicated. The Paris edition of 
the Chicago Tribune, founded on July 4, 
1917, "to support our Army," is Colond 

McCormick's contribution to international 
solidarity. What it prints one day it some
times denies the next; it is often wrong, 
but quite as often interesting, right or 
wrong. The Herald is always right, 

There are times in the life of an organ
ism when a complete change sets in. The 
caterpillar becomes a butterfly. The meta
physical question is, does the soul of the 
caterpillar change? In the forty-third year 
of the existence of the New York Herald 
in Paris an imPortant external metamor
phosis is now taking place. The Herald is 
moving into new and grander quarters. It 
will pass from its second stage of growth 
in its drafty, ill-lighted shop at the corner 
of the rue du Louvre and emerge into 
resplendent modern printing, editorial and 
business offices in the rue de Berri, just of! 
the fashionable Champs-Elysees. This was 
inevitable. All Paris is moving chicward to 
the Star and with it, of course, goes the 
Herald, to occupy the site of the old Ameri
can Church in Paris and to face slantwise 
toward the Chrysler display room, the of
fices of the high-priced American dentists, 
the Paris offices of the New York brokers, 
and such like phenomena of the Ameri
canization of Marianne. 

This, for memory's sake at least, is a 
melancholy move. The Herald will have 
its own building, a beautiful white stone 
affair constructed in the novel form of a 
capital H ( as viewed from the air), and 
at last the editorial sanctum will be under 
as safe a roof as that which has long shel
tered in greater style the business employes 
at 49 avenue de !'Opera. 

It is, as we say, a little melancholy. It is 
the end of a period. In its second stage
it moved from its first dingy quarters two 
score years ago-the Herald reached a sur
prising growth. It surprised even its pres
ent manager, an old Sun man, who was 
sent over by Munsey in 1920 and held over 
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by Ogden Reid when he bought the Her
ald in New York, merged it with the 
Tribune and, after some weeks, found he'd 
also bought a Paris paper which curiously, 
even then, was making money. The Com
modore who had picturesquely hired and 
fired, driven his coach and four through 
dining-room doorways, smashed the plate 
glass at Ciro's, and otherwise carried on in 
a manner so unlike the paper's character, 
had died in 1918. A Frenchman who had 
been his right-hand man was still at the 
wheel when the man from the Sun ar
rived. There were differences, and a few 
years later the Frenchman, who had his 
own ideas, stepped out to become manag
ing editor of a little one-man sheet, the 
Paris Times, mort d~puis '29, and the 
Herald assumed its present form. 

III 

From a small paper of eight pages or so 
it has swelled to a sheaf which, in Sum
mer, runs to twice that number. Its ads go 
up as the tourists come in, and when the 
stock market crashes its ads go down as 
the francs tinkle out. It is as American as 
a Statler hotel, and as easily predictable as 
Mr. Coolidge. It is hosanna in sotto vocc 
(for it doesn't do to be crassly patriotic on 
the boulevards); and it stands on every 
fence that was ever erected. It fights no 
battles, not even for the Legionnaires when 
they were so fleeced by their own leaders, 
and the more daring Tribune blacktyped 
the whole affair, as it had previously 
printed stories, and has printed stories 
since, which the Herald in all serenity has 
refused to admit exist. 

With its growth has appeared the typical 
American cautiousness so that, except for 
the first page, which is Paris rewritten 
cablese with prosperity in the lead pasition 
and the unfortunate sides of life and let-

ters, American or French, subdued into a 
cap head, there is little of interest or bright
ness. The interior is mainly resort copy, 
saying what a swell place Jugoslavia is, or 
Czechoslovakia ( on the basis of the most 
uninteresting crop and mineral statistics 
ever printed). Or clipped-out news which 
New Yorkers have already read in the 
New York Herald-Tribune. 

In a city of two million, hardly any of 
whose natives read it, the Herald takes 
the paint of view of an up-State town in 
New York. 

"We have got to take the attitude that 
this is a town of about 20,000 people, kind 
of like a town in Ohio or New York," the 
managing director once said. "It's a small 
town. Give them small.town stuff." 

But this is really a debatable point. The 
Herald has grown on the basis of increas
ing ads due to increased prosperity in 
America and increased tourist traffic in 
France caused by the prosperity of Ameri
cans. It did not grow, one feels certain, be
cause it gave them small-town stuff. Paris 
is still, although provincial in some ways, 
the most sophisticated city in the world. It 
has four elements unduplicable elsewhere: 
the food, the wine, the modern art, and 
the great science of paying no attention to 
the other fellow's morals-up to the time 
of a crime pa!!ionnel. Then it wants the 
details and the French press provides them. 

Americans who go to Paris are usually a 
somewhat different sort of American, or 
after they arrive in Paris they absorb in 
the air, if not in the Herald, something of 
the attitude of the city. It is the very so
phistication, the suppased wiseness or wild
ness of the town which draws them to it. 
If there is a reading nucleus around the 
American Church there is a much bigger 
circle around the mme. These Americans 
have looked into the New Yorker as well 
as into the Saturday Evening Post. They 
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do not believe in God to the extent that 
they say grace before every cocktail, al
though you can't print "cocktail party" in 
the H era/d. They are not so dry that their 
voices crack. But the Herald seems to as
sume that its readers ( who include not 
only the 20,000 permanent colony in Paris 
but Americans in all the civilized cities of 
Europe) are all of this and more, or else it 
simply blandly gives its soul full play, "ir
regardless." And its soul is up-State New 
York. 

When the Herald moves there will go 
into the past some of the finest and most 
fantastic memories in American journal
ism of the expatriate school. It has thrived 
for years at an intersection of a stenchy 
squad of streets just one floor above the 
clamorous gonging of trolley lines, French 
disputation, traffic jams, and market carts. 
At one o'clock in the afternoon, outside the 
windows, they are still sweeping up the 
carrot tops whlCh earlier were on sale in 
the obsolete, unrefrigerated sheds called 
/es Hailes. The stink is traditional. When 
the night side quits at two in the morning, 
the district is filling with its market men 
in leather aprons, and every street is 
a dumping place for champignons, tur
nips, parsnips, cabbages, potatoes, eggs, and 
sides and quarters of beef, mutton, swine 
and horse. 

What the Herald in its chic new quar
ters will lack is not so much the smell of 
growing things, or just ceased growing 
things, or things turning a little rotten, as 
the proximity of bars. A canvas of the field 
of its future activities reveals the disheart
ening fact that the nearest approach to a 
quenchplace of thirst is a fantastically elab
orate terrasse cafe on the Champs-Elysees 
at which ladies in long dresses sit beneath 
colored parasols and sip tea. The cellar is 
fitted out like an English bar so far as the 
bar is concerned, and like a French farce, 

in regard to the deep cretonne divans. It is 
hard to imagine the staff of the Herald 
dropping off here on the search for a sip 
of the old nectar which, depending on the 
time of the year, the gang and the bistrot, 
made working on the Herald something of 
the adventure which, to all right-thinking 
Americans, working on the Herald ought 
to be. 

However, no amount of sipping has ever 
had any lasting effect upon the overwhelm
ing impersonality of the paper. Similar 
deviations have notably leavened the Chi
cago Tribune, which is brilliant one day 
and a gross mistake the next. It is quite 
often interesting and though it is given 
away to the hotels, people read it. What 
causes the spiritless tone in the Herald is 
its feeling that it must straddle the fence 
and never take a chance, whereas, as a 
matter of fact, it has more power in its 
hands than almost any other American 
paper of its size. If an American gets bin
goed with a bad egg by an anti-American 
French mob it doesn't hit the Herald. It 
prints hand-outs with touching acquies
cence. It gives the brightest sides only of 
stock declines, unemployment and other 
such matters. It bends double with its 
Franco-American amity without ever evi
dencing the power inherent in occasional 
criticism. 

IV 

The Herald pays its people better than the 
other papers in Paris, although its present 
wages were not altogether a voluntary 
thing but resulted from something of a 
concerted demand on the part of the only 
staff which had remained put for more 
than four or five months. The Tribune 
pays less than the Herald does. It gets 
bright young people who do at times 
bright young stuff, but after a while they 
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either go home or join the foreign news 
service of the Chicago parent paper. 

On the Herald there is a sort of genius 
for hiring good reporters who have never 
read copy and then making headline 
writers of them, or finding the sons of war 
correspondents who have not inherited 
spelling and making feature writers of 
them. This is perhaps in part due to the 
fact that the managing editor, a pleasant 
Britisher, is somewhat bafiled by the spec
tacle of American journalists-all news
paper 1nen are called journalists in Paris-, 
his own experience before being a manag
ing editor having been confined to the 
proof room, and he has not yet been to 
America. 

This removal from the scene of the crime 
accounts sometimes for weird foreignisms. 
Once, when the Latin Quarter reporter 
wrote "So's your old man!" the managing 
editor racked his head, and did his best. 

"I changed this line," he told the writer, 
"but I'm not quite sure it makes the mean
ing clear even yet." 

The reporter looked at the proof. It read, 
"Your father is also." 

But it is not only the British who have 
trouble with the American phenomenon of 
transplanted journalism; the French have 
also. Who has not seen the French press, 
spatted, w.indsored, monocled, in striped 
pants and morning coats, swarming 
around an American motion picture ac
tress, and marveled at that other picture, 
of the hard-boiled Americano brethren 
who came only for the liquor? To the 
French a motion picture actress is a lady, 
whose hand is gently to be kissed. And it 
shocks them when from the cocktail cor
ner a colleague of the Herald or the Trib 
observes: "Christ, Mary must be getting 
old! Look at her neck!" 

But such editorial observations never 
find their way into the Herald. 

It is conceivable that the change of resi
dence may have some strange effect. Its 
staff may turn to white stone, too. Perhaps, 
however, not. It is hard to realize that the 
Herald will no longer be published in a 
tiny office which in Winter was warmed 
with grogs amiricains-without anyone 
protesting. In the Summer it was impossi
ble to open a cooling window for fear of 
giving the old Bennett men colds in the 
head, so the reporters kept beer on their 
desks; that is, they kept it there until the 
managing editor came into the city room 
a little reluctantly to say that perhaps a 
reader might happen in and then it 
wouldn't look good. He ordered the re
porters to keep no more beer on their 
desks. The order was strictly obeyed. The 
reporters, after that, kept it decorously 
under their desks. 

Those Summers were idyls, in their 
way ... until incoming readers, tourists, 
etcetera, began tripping themselves up on 
the dead soldiers. And then there was an
other order. Only the copy desk could keep 
beer. That was because copy readers are 
always scarcer in Paris than reporters. Al
most any young lad who comes to Paris 
thinks he can be a reporter, but not so 
many want to tackle heads. The privileged 
copy desk one day rolled in a barrel and 
set it on the desk where headlines are 
made, and a Scotchman went out, in 
broken French, to find a spigot. He found 
it, right enough, and by the time the man
aging director arrived even the office boy 
had learned "Frankie and Johnny," and 
ordinarily he speaks only French and sings 
nothing. This barrel, it seemed, had been 
sent to the Herald staff by an admirer of 
one of the stories that had been printed 
two days before. Well, well, said the man
aging director, humanly, somebody appre
ciates us, anyway. And when he left the 
staff continued its arithmetic, how much 
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each share cost-including that of the 
women reporters who, in Paris, too, pay 
their own way. 

It is in the Winter, those dreary rainy 
days of Winter unknown to the Summer 
tourists, the Winter of flu and firelessness, 
of rows with concierges, of electric heaters 
which blow out their fuses, of gas heaters 
which blow out the staff, of woolen under
wear and the total lack of sun, that the 
Herald staiI burrows in and gloomily set
tles down. 

By Spring there are the inevitable 
wrecks, for Paris is a city where the inhabi
tants throw up their reddened hands and 
say, "<;a, c'est l'hiver, la la la!" and do 
nothing whatever to combat it. This ap
plies also to the Herald. The man responsi
ble for the furnace waits until the real 
onslaught of Winter and then, without 
previous examination, has it fired to the 
fullest and the cussed thing explodes. Then 
begin negotiations which last for months, 
and the staff upstairs works in its over
coats, the office boy is rushed to the bistrots, 
and the office is warmed from the inside 
out-rums chauds and grogs amCricains. It 
doesn't matter. Only the old stand-bys, the 
Winter time colony, read the paper. It is 
all understandable. A Paris Winter is a 
wet oblivion. 

In leisure moments the ladies and gen
tlemen of the staff assuage their irritation 
by gentle diversions, in addition to drink
ing, which begin at first, in the brisk Fall, 
with the complicated pleasantries of chess. 
Even tournaments. Then French checkers. 
Then plain checkers as the season advances 
and energy gives way to lassitude and 
hopelessness, and the mail boats become 
fewer and further apart. By the very dead 
of Winter, with no prospects of Spring, the 
spirit of the place has sunk to the equiva
lent of Steal the Pile or Give Away. And 
then the boys and girls roll dice. 

V 

The moving on type of reporter, until a 
year or so ago, kept wages low. When 
a few more solid men assembled and failed 
to move-largely because they hadn't the 
funds-they insisted on more money, and 
since it was in the dead of Winter and 
there were no shoals of would-be journal
ists washing up along the shores of Mont
parnasse, they got it. That staff, now 
scattered from California to India and 
from New York to Constantinople, left its 
imprint even on the Herald. After eight 
months of argument with the French me
chanics a reform was effected in the instal
lation, far above the heads of the old 
Bennett men, of a ventilator. It is almost 
needless to say that short! y after it was in
stalled, however, it jammed in the French 
manner, and has not worked since, Sum
mer or Winter. <;a, c'est Paris. 

In the days of James Gordon Bennett 
there used to appear every day on the edi
torial page a short query saying: "Dear 
Editor, Will you kindly tell me how to 
change Centigrade into Fahrenheit? 
(Signed) 0 L D PHILADELPHIA 
LADY." The query ran twice, by mistake, 
without any answer. When Bennett saw it 
for the second time some queer element of 
humor in his makeup responded and 
thereafter the Old Philadelphia Lady ran 
daily for years. 

The Old Philadelphia Lady was meant 
seriously but turned out lightly. The Her
ald is often meant lightly and turns o\Jt 
ponderously. The spirit of the Old Phila
delphia Lady still permeates the most read 
American newspaper on the Continent. It 
permeates the Mail Bag, it wells over into 
Dr. Cadman's Daily Counsel, into Mr. 
Coolidge's editorial. into the features and 
editorials. There are a few old Sun men 
on the Herald, and they remember days of 
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glory, but they do nothing about it. Young 
men come, sniff the Parisian spirit, do their 
stint and so pass on. A few key men re
main, along with the racing expert of the 
days of cheap caviar and Ascot ties, the 
editorial writer, and the harassed execu• 
tives. Ambassadors who, quaffing, see more 
moons than one pass on and are succeeded 
by statisticians with horrible curves and 
graphs. 

The Herald, the ambassador of Franco
American amity, American Club corn 
roasts and official inanity, endures as the 
Old Philadelphian Lady of the boulevards, 

dancing in a sedate skirt between pissoirs 
and riots, amity and the drastic French 
libel law, prosperity and stock crashes, wets 
and dries, and avoiding all the evils but 
repetition. 

The Herald gives every evidence in a 
foreign scene of American solidity, which 
at no time characterized, the old fellows 
say, Bennett's original Paris venture. It 
could be brighter. It could be lighter. It 
could be more in step with the city in 
which it is published. But brighter or 
duller, the Herald in Paris will grow big
ger and bigger. 



EDITORIALS 

Cracks in the Shining Armor 

A great deal of blood and sweat remain to 
be shed before the Wesleyan tyranny is 
finally upset in the United States, but it 
must be manifest that the brethren are far 
less secure today than they used to be, and 
that they lose security day by day. When 
the Wonder Boy entered the White House 
they were at the apogee of their power. 
Functioning through their trusted agencies, 
the Anti-Saloon League, the Ku Klux 
Klan and the more venal and degraded 
section of the Republican party, they had 
put him there, and had every reason to 
believe that he would not forget it. Their 
bishops, led by the puissant Cannon, 
dodged in and out of the Executive Man
sion, and were full of a brisk and confi
dent busyness. They ran both gangs of 
mountebanks on Capitol Hill, and their 
hooks were on the judiciary. In brief, the 
Methodist millennium seemed about to 
dawn. Never in history had a passel of 
holy men held a firmer grip upon a free 
Republic. 

The dream lasted two years, or rather 
less. The events of the Tuesday following 
the first Monday of last November dissi
pated it with a bang. All over the coun
try, save in the two lobes, South and Mid
dle West, of the Bible Belt, there was a 
huge uprising against the saints, and even 
in the Bible Belt there were sputters of re
volt. Tom Heflin went to the block in 
Alabama and Henry J. Allen in Kansas; 
and in Ohio, the very citadel and cesspool 
of the Anti-Saloon League, its whole panel 
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of serfs was rejected, and a file of wets 
marched into office. The Democratic party, 
nationally speaking, became openly and 
even bombastically wet, and the Republi
can party began to seep up a stealthy damp
ness. It was a sad day for the soul-savers, 
as it was a day of prayer and soul-searching 
for their chief beneficiary, the Great En
gineer. As I write, it appears likely that he 
will stick a while longer, but it is already 
pretty plain that if he doesn't do some 
limber jumping by 1932 he will come to 
g,ief. 

The consolations that the theologians 
wrested from the wreck were mainly il
lusory. Their victory in Pennsylvania, 
where they supported the Rooseveltian 
whoop-de-doodle, Pinchot, was really no 
victory at all, but a colossal defeat. Dr. 
Hoover, in 1928, carried the State by 987, 
7g6; Pinchot, in 1930, carried it by less 
than 100,000. The differencois tremendous. 

Moreover, it was not the archangels who 

saved Pinchot, but the abandoned and 
atrocious Mellon machine; without its aid 

in the Pittsburgh region he would have 
been soundly trounced. He resumes office 
completely hog-tied, and will be unable to 
reward the brethren with the kind of sport 
they pant for. Pennsylvania will remain 
safely wet; unless all signs fail, indeed, it 
will soon be the wettest State in the whole 
constellation. If this is victory, then it 
would be interesting to hear the Wesleyan 
metaphysicians define defeat. 

Nor is there any solace for them in the 
fact that they retain control of the lame
duck Congress, and will have a paper ma-
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jority in the new one. Many of their kept 
statesmen got through by margins as nar
row as Pinchot's, and all of them are per
fectly competent to notice which way the 
wind is blowing. They will be far less reso
lute in the faith than they used to be, and 
far more accessible to argumentation. 

There was a time when they voted docile! y 
as Wayne B. Wheeler signalled from the 
gallery, but now they will have to be 
shown. Not a few of them, in fact, began 
to hedge before election day, led by the 
beauteous Ma McCormick of Chicago. 
Many more will retreat to cover at the 

first rolkall. The rogues and vagabonds 
who were brought into politics by Prohibi
tion are not in the trade for their health. 
They are an unprincipled band, and they 
will sell out the Anti-Saloon League to the 
wets, once they are sure that the considera~ 

tion is sound, as readily as a Prohibition 
agent takes a bribe from a saloonkeeper. 
Thus the Wesleyans will perish by their 
own petard. They filled Congress with 
serfs, and now the serfs prepare to betray 
them to their foes. 

In their passing there is little cause for 
regret. Despite Dr. Hoover's historic 
encomium, Prohibition was never really 

noble in motive. Its chief propagandists, at 
all stages of the uproar, have been igno
rant, blatant and thoroughly ignoble fel
lows. No man born or reared as what is 

called a gentleman has ever been num
bered among them. In the South they 
emerged unanimously from the poor white 
trash, and in the Middle West they came 
from the bleaker farms, full of grasshop
pers and Reas. There was never any gen
uine altruism in them; what they sought 
was not an improvement in living among 

us, but simply a chance to harass and op
press their betters. They were willing to 
bring in any evil, including even a vast 

increase in drunkenness, in order to get 

the power that they craved. They carried 
on their campaign unfairly, dishonestly 
and brutally. Wherever they alighted they 
radiated a stench, especially the ecclesiastics 
among them. That they are now on the 
run is good news for every American who 

respects himself and his country. It will be 
a better place to live in when Prohibition 
is got rid of and forgotten. The thing is an 
evangel both witless and dishonorable, 
preached by jackals to jackasses. 

~ 
The Boons of Civili'zation 

"What we call prog,ess," said Havelock 
Ellis, "is the exchange of one nuisance for 
another nuisance." The thought is so ob
vious that it must occur now and then even 

to the secretary of the Greater Zenith 
Booster League. There may be persons 
who actually enjoy the sound of the tele
phone bell, but if they exist I can only say 
that I have never met them. It is highly 
probable that the telephone, as it stands 
Loday, represents more sheer brain power 

than any olher human invention. A truly 
immense ingenuity has gone into perfect
ing it, and it is as far beyond its progenitor 
of 1900 as the Europa is beyond Fulton's 
Clermont. But all the while no one has 
ever thought of improving the tone of its 
bell. The sound remains intolerably harsh 
and shrill, even when efforts are made to 

damp it. With very little trouble it might 
be made deep, sonorous and even soothing. 
But the telephone engineers let it remain 
as it was at the start, and millions of people 
suffer under its assault at every hour of 
the day. 

The telephone, I believe, is the greatest 
boon to bores ever invented. It has set their 
ancient art upon a new level of efficiency 
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and enabled them to penetrate the last 
strongholds of privacy. All of the devices 
that have been put into service against 
them have failed. I point, for example, to 
that of having a private telephone number, 
not listed in the book. Obviously, there is 
nothing here to daunt a bore of authentic 
gifts. Obtaining private telephone numbers 
is of the elemental essence of his craft. Such 
things are swapped by bores as auto
matically as New Yorkers swap the ad
dresses of speakeasies. Thus the poor 
victim of their professional passion is be
set quite as much as if he had his telephone 
number limned upon the sky in smoke. 
But meanwhile his friends forget it at 
critical moments and he misses much 
pleasant gossip and many an opportunity 
for vinous relaxation. 

It is not only hard to imagine a world 
without telephones; it becomes downright 
impossible. They have become as necessary 
to the human race, at least in the United 
States, as window glass, newspapers or 
bicarbonate of soda. Every now and then 
one hears of a man who has moved to 
some remote village to get rid of them, and 
there proposes to meditate and invite his 
soul in the manner of the Greek philoso
phers, but almost always it turns out that 
his meditations run in the direction of 
rosicrucianism, the Single Tax, farm relief, 
or some other such insanity. I have myself 
ordered my telephone taken out at least a 
dozen times, but every time I found urgent 
use for it before the man arrived, and so 
had to meet him with excuses and a drink. 
A telephone bigwig tells me that such or
ders come in at the rate of scores a day, 
but that none has ever been executed. I 
now have two telephones in my house, and 
am about to put in a third. In ten years, no 
doubt, there will be one in every room, as 
in hotels. 

Despite all this, I remain opposed to the 
telephone theoretically, and continue to 
damn it. It is a great invention and of vast 
value to the human race, but I believe it 
has done me, personally, almost as much 
harm as good. How often a single call has 
blown up my whole evening's work, and 
so exacerbated my spirit and diminished 
my income! I am old enough to remember 
when telephones were very rare, and ro
mantic enough to believe that I was hap
pier then. But at worst I get more out of 
them than I get out of any of the other 
current wonders: for example, the radio, 
the phonograph, the electric light, the 
movie, and the automobile. I am perhaps 
the first American ever to give up automo
biling, formally and honestly. I sold my 
car so long ago as 1919, and have never 
regretted it. When I must move about in 
a city too large for comfortable walking I 
employ a taxicab, which is cheaper, safer 
and far less trouble than a private car. 
When I travel further I resort to the Pull
man, by long odds the best conveyance yet 
invented by man. The radio, I admit, has 
potentialities, but they will remain in 
abeyance so long as the air is laden and 
debauched by jazz, idiotic harangues by 
frauds who do not know what they are 
talking about, and the horrible garglings 
of ninth-rate singers. As for the phono
graph, I'll begin to believe in it whole
heartedly the moment one of the compa
nies produces a good record of the Brahms 
sextette in B flat, opus 18. I have sea~ched 
all the catalogues for it, but so far in vain. 

Of all the great inventions of modern 
times the one that has given me most com
fort and joy is one that is seldom heard of, 
to wit, the thermostat. I was amazed, some 
time ago, to hear that it was invented at 
least a generation ago. I first heard of it 
during the war, when some kind friend 
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suggested that I throw out the coal furnace 
that was making steam in my house and 
put in a gas furnace. Naturally enough, I 
hesitated, for the human mind is so con• 
stituted. But the day I finally succumbed 
must remain ever memorable in my an• 
nals, for it saw me move at one leap from 
an inferno into a sort of paradise. Everyone 
will recall how bad the coal was in those 
heroic days. The patriotic anthracite men 
loaded their culm-piles on cars, and sold 
them to householders all over the East. 
Not a furnace-man was in practise in my 
neighborhood: all of them were working 
in the shipyards at $15 a day. So I had to 

shovel coal myself, and not only shovel 
coal, but sift ashes. It was a truly dreadful 
experience. Worse, my house was always 
either too hot or too cold. When a few 
pieces of actual coal appeared in the mass 
of slate the temperature leaped up to 85 
degrees, but most of the time it was be
tween 45 and 50. 

The thermostat changed all that, and in 
an instant. I simply set it at 68 degrees, and 
then went on about my business. When• 
ever the temperature in the house went up 
to 70 it automatically turned off the gas 
under the furnace in the cellar, and there 
was an immediate return to 68. And if the 
mercury, keeping on, dropped to 66, then 
the gas went on again, and the tempera
ture was soon 68 once more. It would take 
the limber, vibrant, air-cooled tongue of a 
Rabbi Stephen S. Wise, nay, of a William 
Jennings Bryan, to describe my relief and 
comfort. I began to feel like a man liber
ated from the death-house. I was never too 
hot or too cold. I had no coal to heave, no 
ashes to sift. My house became so clean 
that I could wear a shirt five days. I began 
to feel like work, and rapidly turned out 
a series of imperishable contributions to 
the national letters. My temper improved 

so vastly that my family began to suspect 
senile changes. Moreover, my cellar became 
as clean as the rest of the house, and as 
roomy as a barn. I enlarged my wine-room 
by 1000 cubic metres. I put in a cedar 
closet big enough to hold my immense 
wardrobe. I added a vault for papers, a 
carpenter shop, and a praying chamber. 

For all these boons and usufructs I was 
indebted to the inventor of the thermostat, 
a simple device but incomparable. I'd 
print his name here, but unfortunately I 
forget it. He was one of the great bene
factors of humanity. I wouldn't swap him 
for a dozen Marconis, a regiment of Bells, 
or a whole army corps of Edisons. Edison's 
life-work, like his garrulous and nonsen
sical talk, has been mainly a curse to hu
manity: he has greatly augmented its 
stock of damned nuisances. But the man 
who devised the thermostat, at all events 
in my private opinion, was a hero com
parable to Shakespeare, Michelangelo or 
Beethoven. 

~ 
The L()Uling Hind 
Of the current effort to relieve the bank
rupt farmer by appointing commissions 
and making speeches at least this may be 
said: that it will leave him worse off than 
he was before, and so hasten his final ruin. 
That ruin, I believe, would be a good thing 
for all of us, including even the farmer. 
As things stand, he is trying to perform a 
prodigy fit for Hercules, and with the 
weapons of a midget. Farming, in the 
modern world, takes a great deal more 
skill than he has got, and a great deal 
more intelligence and enterprise, and a 
great deal more capital. He is on all fours 
with a village smith who essayed to make 
steel bridge-girders under his spreading 
chestnut tree. He'll be better off and we'll 
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be better off when the mortgage sharks rid 
him of his farm at last, and he goes to 
work as a wage slave for his betters, i.e., 
for men of normal intelligence. Food will 
be cheaper and more abundant. Wheat will 
sell for fifty cents a bushel and beef for 
twenty cents a pound. As for the farmer 
himself, he will be housed decently and 
eat decently, and after eight hours' work a 
day he will have time and energy left for 
the radio, cross-word puzzles, and dancing 
with arms and legs. 

The notion that farming is carried on 
anywhere in the United States in a truly 
competent and rational manner is a de
lusion. The best farm ever heard of, com
pared to the worst steel plant, presents a 
gross burlesque of every canon of efficient 
operation. If a farmer confined himself 
strictly to the business of raising, say, 
wheat he would have to work only thirty 
days a year. That farmers work harder 
than that now is obvious, but they do so 
only by wasting their time upon trivial and 
highly unprofitable jobs. Consider, for ex
ample, the production of milk and butter 
on the average American farm. It is all 
consumed on the premises, and the com
mon assumption is that it costs the farmer 
nothing. But the truth is that the milk he 
actually uses probably costs him thirty 
cents a quart and the butter a dollar a 
pound. Think of the capital outlay repre
sented by his two miserable cows, and then 
think of the cost of feeding and housing 
them, and the labor cost of caring for 
them! The net product is simply the 
amount of milk and butter that one family 
can consume. What is left over is wasted
or fed to the hogs. It is immensely expen
sive feed for hogs, and it helps to keep up 
the price of pork. 

The self.contained farm had an excuse 
for existence a century ago, or maybe even 

a quarter of a century ago, but today it is 
an anachronism. Good roads spread every
where, and the way is open to specializa
tion in farming. If one farmer in every 
township produced all the milk its people 
needed he could sell it at a profit for no 
more than a fourth of what it costs his 
neighbors now. So with hog meat. So even 
with hay and feed. At least two-thirds of 
the average farmer's time is devoted to 
raising things that cost him three or four 
times as much as they are worth. He is in 
the position of a householder who went 
out with pick and shovel to mine his own 
coal, losing two or three days' remunera
tive work for every ton. He is almost in the 
position of a householder who set up a 
retort in his cellar and essayed to make his 
own gas. He is so stupid that he not only 
expects such childish operations to pay 
their way, but even to yield him a profit. 
He deserves no such profit, whether from 
the poor consumer or from the public till. 
If the typical American farmer got only 
one meal a day and had to go naked he 
would still be grossly overpaid. 

The rational reorganization of farming, 
of course, would leave him with a lot of 
time on his hands. If it takes him only 
thirty days' labor, as his own boss, to raise 
and harvest a crop of wheat, it would prob
ably take him no more than twenty days 
as a trained workman, with a competent 
boss over him. But that is no objection to 

taking his farm from him and making a 
workman of him. The same boss· who 
forced him to produce wheat for fifty cents 
a bushel would find something else for 
him to do, once it was in the elevator, and 
if not on the farm, then in some nearby 
town. 

There is absolutely no reason why 
farmers should snore through the Winter 
in idleness, as most of them do now. The 
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roads that I have mentioned would take 
them to town quickly enough, once they 
were dispossessed of their snoring places 
and prodded into industry. It is as silly for 
farmers to own their farms as it would be 
for sailors to own their ships. Both belong 
to the lowest grade of labor, and are far too 
stupid to be trusted with the care of valu
able property and the production of useful 
goods. 

Getting rid of farmers would not only 
reduce the cost of living by at least a half; 
it would also improve the politics of the 
country, and have a good e/Iect upon re
ligion. As things stand, the farmer is al
ways on the verge of bankruptcy, and so 
he hates everyone who is having a better 
time. Prohibition is almost wholly a 
metaphysic of farmers; so is Methodism. 
Turn the hind into a wage slave, and he 
will respond quickly to the better security. 
The city proletariat, though it is made up 
largely of fugitives from the farms, is de-

void of moral passion. It not only likes to 
have a good time itself; it is willing to see 
its betters have an even better time. I be
lieve that farmers would adopt the same 
philosophy, once they were properly fed 
and insured against the sheriff. A few 
rounds of decent city hooch would cure 
them of Prohibition, and the movies and 
tabloids would soon purge their minds of 
the Wesleyan balderdash. 

Thus I look forward to their ruin with 
agreeable sentiments. It will make living 
cheaper in the United States, and very 
much pleasanter. The country has been 
run from the farms long enough: the busi
ness becomes an indecorum, verging al
most upon the obscene. We'll all be better 
off when the men who raise wheat and 
hogs punch time-clocks, and knock off 
work at 5 P.M., and begin to accumulate 
wardrobes, and go in for betting on the 
races, home brewing, and miniature golf. 

H.L. M. 



FREE BOOKS 

BY MATTHEW PAXTON 

A
FEW municipal tax-supported libra
ries were in existence in the United 
States a hundred years ago and so 

far back as 1848 the General Court of Mas
sachusetts authorized the city of Boston to 
raise $5000 a year for a public library. 
Three years later the power of the city to 
tax its people in order to circulate books 
was extended to the entire State. Yet as 
late as 1876, when more than a hundred li
brarians came together to form the Ameri
can Library Association, only fourteen 
were from free public libraries. 

The idea that government should take 
from property-owners money with which 
to buy books for readers was actively op
posed by more than one enlightened man 
of the past century. Goldwin Smith de
clared that the community did not owe its 
people free books any more than it owed 
them free clothing, and Herbert Spencer 
shared this view. Even as the century drew 
to a close the library system of America 
had not set into its present mold of free 
tax-supported libraries. In 1890 there were 
38o4 libraries in this country. One-fourth 
of them belonged to schools and only an 
eighth of them offered the free distribution 
of books. 

Germany, which made its start toward 
public libraries in the nineties, has devel
oped a system under which the govern
ment directs their organization and 
operation through local inspectors. Had 
some determined reformer worked for 
such a plan our own libraries might be car-
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ried on now with Federal appropriation 
and regulation. Or they might have 
achieved a civic status without municipal 
control as a public charity and received 
their funds from begging campaigns as a 
part of a Community Chest. The push that 
sent them into the arms of city councils 
was given by Andrew Carnegie. 

Carnegie's father belonged to a group of 
damask-weavers in Scotland that pooled 
their books and listened to one read while 
the others worked, the reader receiving the 
same pay as the others. Their collection 
became the first circulating library in Dun
fermline, and it was there that Carnegie 
the son established his first library in 1881. 
His formal schooling ended at thirteen, 
when he became a telegraph messenger in 
Allegheny, Pa. But the great event in his 
education was ahead of him, according to 
his own account. One day he read in the 
Pittsburgh Dispatch that Colonel James 
Anderson of Allegheny had turned his li
brary of 400 volumes into a Library Insti
tute, and that the owner would give them 
out on Saturday afternoons to working 
boys with a trade. 

This chance, Andrew realized, was not 
for him. He was only a messenger, not a 
working boy with a trade. Yet, resolved 
not to be deprived of books, he wrote 
straightway his first communication to the 
press. He pleaded for the right to read 
even though he was only a messenger, and 
his letter was signed A Working Boy 
Without a Trade. His argument was un-
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answerable and he was admitted to the 
colonel's library on equal terms with the 
others. He wrote long afterward: 

Every day of toil, and even long hours 
of night service were lightened by the book 
I carried about with me and read in in
tervals that would be snatched from duty. 
And the whole future was made bright by 
the thought that when Saturday came a 
new volume could be obtained. In this 
way I became familiar with Macaulay's 
essays and his history, and with Bancroft's 
"History of the United States," which I 
studied with more care than any other book 
I had then read. Lamb's essays were my 
special delight, but I had at this time no 
knowledge of the greatest master of all, 
Shakespeare, beyond selected pieces in the 
text-books. To Colonel Anderson I owe a 
taste for literature which I would not ex
change for all the millions that were ever 
amassed by man. 

Carnegie's first gifts to libraries in the 
United States came during the years of his 
great battle with organized labor. While 
his partner sent a regiment of Pinkerton 
detectives to break a strike, he wrote the 
checks which provided reading-rooms for 
the sons of the strikers. 

The first Carnegie library on this con
tinent was opened in Allegheny in 1890, 
a gray granite Romanesque building with 
a memorial to Colonel Anderson in front. 
It contained space for 75,000 books, a con
cert-ball and an art gallery. Under the deed 
of gift the community was required to fur
nish the site and bind itself to an annual 
maintenance charge of 10% of the cost of 
the building. 

The announcement of his offer of sim
ilar libraries to other towns on the same 
terms sent a thrill through the land, but 
towns, it turned out, could levy taxes only 
so far as power was given them to do so 
by the States. In order to enable them to 
accept the Carnegie offer, the States has
tened to pass laws which made municipal 

tax-supported libraries possible. In not a 
single instance did they reserve the right to 
manage the libraries, with the result that 
all the public libraries that have come into 
existence since then are tax-supported and 
under municipal control. 

II 

There are, of course, different types of 
management. In a few States library boards 
are elected by the citizens, but in most of 
them a board of trustees for the library is 
appointed by the mayor or city council. In 
some cities the board of education acts also 
as the library board. Cities which have 
adopted the city manager form often place 
the librarian directly under the city man
ager. In California and Montana county li
brarians are appointed and controlled by 
the county boards. The annual levy for li
braries varies from half a mill in Arkansas 
to five mills in Iowa and Nebraska. 

In St. Paul, Indianapolis and Kansas 
City the libraries are under the boards of 
education. In St. Paul there is also a library 
advisory board with powers of inspection 
and recommendation, consisting of one cit
izen from each of the twelve wards, the su
perintendent of schools, the principals of 
the four high-schools, and one teacher 
elected from the whole body of teachers. 
An objection offered by librarians to school 
board management is that the board mem
bers are engrossed in school affairs and 
take it for granted that the library is all 
right. However, some librarians say that 
more freedom of action and income is pos
sible than under other plans. 

Libraries under city manager govern
ment are found in Sacramento and Stock
ton, while in Duluth, where a commission 
form of government prevails, the library 
is under the supervision of the mayor. 
Boards of trustees are eliminated and the 
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librarian is like one of the heads of depart
ments. One librarian under this plan found 
that better personnel resulted from the ap
pointments of the city manager, while an
other found that the plan interfered with 
library management. 

In most libraries the appointment of the 
librarian is at the pleasure of the board. 
In perhaps a fifth of them the appointment 
is for one year. In two-thirds the staff is 
appointed by the board with the help of 
the librarian. The New Jersey libraries 
are under civil service. But civil service is 
not popular with library managers. The 
examinations are said not to give a fair 
test of an applicant's ability. Papers are 
often graded by persons who are un
familiar with libraries and personality is 
not considered. Some librarians, how
ever, report that civil service tests pro-
vide an effective defense against political 
appointments. 

Library service is fast becoming profes
sionalized. Seven States require applicants 
to show some sort of certificate. In South 
Dakota four kinds of certificates are issued, 
for life, for five years, for three years, and 
for one year. Life certificates there and 
in other States require college training, 
library studies, and executive experience. 
In the larger libraries the salaries of the 
librarians range from $2400 to $10,000, the 
average being $5000. The library worker 
is commonly well treated, working for 
seven or eight hours a day, and getting a 
vacation with part or full expenses for 
library association meetings. 

Most libraries give the privilege of bor
rowing to all residents, and often the area 
of free service extends beyond the city 
limits. In some small towns all those who 
trade in the place may take books from 
the library. The applicant for a card usu
ally gives two references and in half the 
libraries these references are considered 

guarantors, although it is rare that a guar
antor ever pays for a book lost by one he 
has recommended. 

The reading-rooms are all free to the 
public but many have definite restrictions. 
"Free to all clean and orderly persons", 
one library announces. "Use of tobacco, all 
conversation, and conduct not consistent 
with quiet and orderly use of reading
rooms prohibited", is another announce
ment. "No person allowed to use tobacco, 
candy, nuts, lounge or sleep." 

The Brookline, Mass., and Kansas City 
public libraries exclude students who bring 
their own books or other material for 
study. Readers must check their books on 
entering the New Yark Library unless it 
is shown that they are actually needed for 
use with library books. One library has a 
reading-room for men only. 

Home use came into effect before the 
open shelf, but at the present time most 
small libraries are completely open shelf. 
In the larger libraries a third are entirely 
open shelf, a third mainly open shelf, and 
a third mainly closed shelf. Omaha, New 
Orleans and Somerville have open shelf 
libraries. Portland, Ore., has two-thirds of 
its books on open shelves. The Chicago 
Public Library estimates that fifty-one per 
cent of its circulation is from its open shelf 
collection of fifteen thousand volumes. 

The open shelf plan is maintained at 
a cost of thousands of stolen books yearly. 
Great pains are taken in many libraries to 
prevent such thefts. Guards stand at the 
doors of the public libraries in New York, 
Detroit and Cleveland to examine books 
and check brief cases. Rare books in the 
Los Angeles and St. Louis libraries may 
be used only at a special table and under 
supervision. The New York Public Li
brary has prosecuted sixty-five cases of 
theft and has obtained a conviction in 
every case. 
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III 

The Syracuse Public Library in 1925 kept 
the following tabulation of the occupations 
of its borrowers: 

Students in universities and schools 12,109 
Stay at homes (housewives) 5,577 
Teachers 1,804 
Business men 1,514 
Clerks. 1,238 
Stenographers 1,147 
Laborers . 1,091 
Mechanics 799 
Factory workers 592 
Book keepers 51 6 
Salesmen 509 
Engineers 450 
Nurses . 388 
Clergymen 204 
Carpenters 194 
Dressmakers 164 
Lawyers 138 
Physicians 127 
Telephone operators . 

An assistant librarian of the St. Louis 
library kept a record several years ago of 
100 readers of William James, of Carl 
Sandburg, and of Homer, Sophocles and 
Euripides in translation. He found no law
yer in the list, and there were few doctors 
or ministers. The readers of James in
cluded a trunk maker, a machinist, a 
stenographer, a saleswoman, a laundry 
laborer, a common laborer, a maintenance 
man in a soap factory, and a Negro sales
man. The Sandburg readers included 
stenographers, a waitress, a beauty parlor 
manager, a department-store salesman, a 
musician and a painter. The readers of 
the Greek classics were a hairdresser, a 
drug-store clerk, a telephone operator and 
a railroad brakeman's wife. 

Preachers and teachers are the aristo
crats among the public library borrowers. 
They usually are allowed to keep books 
longer than others, and to take home a 
larger number. They also have free access 

to the closed stacks. These aristocrats often 
are given cards of a different color show
ing that they belong to a higher order of 
reader. Portland, Ore. also puts the drum
mer on the preferred list, allowing him to 
keep books for three months. Seattle lends 
books for an indefinite period to sailors 
on cruises. Gary, Ind., does not charge 
fines on overdue books that are held out 
by ministers. 

The Chicago Public Library has five 
different cards-a general card for the 
common borrower, on which five books 
may be taken out; a teacher's card which 
entitles the bearer to cart away fifteen 
books, including five of fiction; a music 
card entitling the borrower to one bound 
volume of music and five pieces of sheet 
music; a rental card limited to two 
volumes from the pay collection; and a 
children's card. But most libraries get 
along with one card for all purposes. 

Many public libraries have pay collec
tions, but as a rule, there are free dupli
cates of the pay books on the public 
shelves. The ratio in St. Louis is three 
pay copies to five free copies. The charge 
usually is five cents a week or two cents 
a day. The rental receipts are added to 
the general library fund. As soon as a 
book pays for itself it is transferred to a 
free shelf. 

Carnegie early abandoned the practise 
of giving large central libraries to the big 
cities, and many of his later gifts were 
branch libraries. The plan of taking the 
books to the people has been extended to 
the point where the majority of the inhab
itants of the cities are now within a short 
distance of a library. In Chicago most 
readers are within half a mile. The maxi
mum distance is two miles in St. Paul, 
but in Washington it is five miles. The 
branch libraries are often preceded by what 
are called deposit stations or traveling 
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libraries, which consist of small collections 
placed for an indefinite period in a store, 
factory, club or school. Brooklyn has 1024 
such traveling libraries. Chicago has thirty
nine branches, four sub~branches and 
eighty-eight deposit stations. Baltimore has 
twenty-five branches but no deposit sta
tions. If a demand for a branch library 
arises in a neighborhood where a deposit 
station has been established, the branch 
follows as soon as funds are available. 
The Bridgeport library has two portable 
branch libraries which can be knocked 
down and set up in two or three days. 
These are used to test the demand for 
books in a certain locality before a per
manent branch library is built. 

No generalizations can be drawn from 
the circulation of the branch libraries con
cerning the reading habits of the different 
classes. What holds true in one city is con
tradicted in another. Berkeley's most suc
cessful branch is in the neighborhood of 
college students and people of leisure. In 
New Haven the least successful branch 
is among the well-to-do. Frequently the 
busiest branches are among industrial 
workers and intelligent foreigners. The 
children of foreigners do not ask for books 
in the mother tongue, though they some
times borrow them for their parents. 

The whole system of book circulation 
is being revolutionized, and the theory of 
free books carried to its extreme limit by 
the book wagon, which has been intro
duced in recent years. The book wagon 
consists of an automobile equipped to 
carry several hundred books. The New 
York Public Library wagon carries 200 

adult and 200 juvenile books to thinly 
settled parts of Staten Island, making 
school stops once a week in the Winter 
and community stops weekly in the Sum
mer. The cost of the car was $850. It is 
manned by a library assistant who drives 

it and a page. In 1925 the total circulation 
from the wagon was 5ogo, at a cost of 
thirty cents a volume. 

The Cleveland book wagon serves out
lying districts. Besides books it carries four 
metal chairs, a small table, two blankets 
to spread on the ground for the children to 
sit on during story hours, and a blue and 
yellow beach umbrella to be used as a sun
shade and to attract attention. During the 
months of July and August it stops weekly 
at three parks and one playground, and 
there are also two sidewalk stops. It visits 
several orphanages, five fresh-air camps 
and four factories at noon or at the closing 
hour. The Dayton book wagon starts out 
with about 6oo volumes and a relay truck 
meets it at remote stations with several 
hundred others. It pays a weekly visit to 
thirty-five stations. The circulation in 1926 
was 85,850 volumes, with 3146 reference 
questions answered. 

IV 

Five American libraries have full-time 
publicity directors. Like their brothers of 
the corporations, they interview city edi
tors, draw reporters into their net, furnish 
printed news, and arrange interviews with 
great men willing to further the cause of 
book circulation. The principal publicity 
effort of many libraries is the annual re
port, but most of the larger ones supple
ment this with regular announcements of 
new books. These are issued from once 
a year to once a week and cost from $30 
to $5000 a year. The announcements of 
some of the larger libraries contain book 
talks. A few have given up the book list, 
and advertise only the books that they 
wish to push. Posters are largely used. The 
Somerville library has placed permanent 
signs in gold and black on street corners 
directing the way to the nearest branch. 
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Knoxville found that its best publicity 
campaign was a Library Week which the 
Chamber of Commerce sponsored. An
other city got best results from a walking 
book. Only the legs of a small boy were 
visible underneath. While the book walked 
the circulation of the library increased 
50% over the corresponding week of the 
previous year. The Stockton, Calif., library 
conducted a telephone campaign for new 
borrowers. Rochester finds the best pub
licity comes from placing branch libraries 
flush with the sidewalks and giving them 
plate-glass fronts. 

In order to stimulate interest in books 
among children some libraries have read
ing contests. In Rochester children have 
been given certificates for reading ten 
books during the Summer from a graded 
list of twenty-five titles. It was found, 
however, that this failed to improve the 
type of reading or to cultivate a love for 
it. As long as certificates were offered the 
books were drawn out rapidly but circula
tion fell off as soon as the contest was over. 

Another ingenious plan to stimulate 
good reading habits in the little ones was 
tl1e ribbon arrangement of books, by 
which a shelf of serious reading was alter
nated with a shelf of breath-taking story 
books. It was thought that the child's eye 
might encounter and his hand take down 
one of the tomes of wise counsel just above 
his favorite Oz book. But the scheme has 
been abandoned in most libraries as with
out effect on the reading habits of children. 

The selection of books for American 
public libraries is ordinarily made by the 
librarian. Where the board of trustees re
tains the privilege of selection it seldom 
does anything more than give formal sanc
tion to the orders of the librarian. In at 
least two-thirds of the larger public libra
ries he (or she) is the final authority. In 
perhaps two-thirds of the smaller libraries 

the boards retain an appearance of author
ity. One librarian says that a book com
mittee has the power of selection but holds 
no regular meetings and delegates its 
authority to him. In another library the 
librarian submits suggestions to the library 
committee which usually approves the en
tire list. 

In one library all new fiction is read by 
the members of the board. In another, 
each member receives a copy of a book 
list and checks the titles he considers worth 
while. In the Seattle library books are dis
cussed at three weekly meetings by the 
librarian and the department heads. The 
Book Review Club of Greater Boston 
holds weekly meetings in the State House 
and offers its findings to libraries. Some 
libraries invite selected borrowers to re
port on books. Birmingham thus calls 
upon business specialists to report on tech
nical business books. 

Financial considerations operate to ex
clude many books. The book fund is never 
large enough to buy all the books de
sired. The choice is, in the main, selective 
rather than exclusive. Certain books are 
excluded because the librarian thinks they 
are not suited to a public library, but the 
primary aim of the public library is to 
serve as many readers as possible. The 
exclusions of the Somerville library may be 
taken as typical. It does not buy "text
books used in schools, colleges or pro
fessional schools; treatises upon highly 
specialized subjects, such as law and medi
cine; controversial and propagandist sec
tarian and partisan books; defamatory 
books of any sort; books that tend to 
offend the moral or religious sense of the 
community or to breed a bitter feeling; 
sectarian periodicals unless given to the 
library". 

Public opinion as reflected in newspaper 
comment has found little fault with the 
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general policy of libraries with respect to 
the exclusion or restriction of books, 
although blue-nosed individuals have criti
cised libraries at various times for circu
lating even "The Vicar of Wakefield". No 
case has come to light where a city govern
ment has exercised or attempted a direct 
censorship of public library books. It is 
not the policy of most libraries generally 
to keep the adult from lewd books. Under 
the name of Erotica libraries classify unex
purgated books and those which in the 
opinion of the librarians should have been 
expurgated. Where these books are locked 
up the chief reason often is to protect them 
from thieves. Experience has shown that 
those who like to read dirty books often 
take them from the shelves without leave 
and do not take the trouble to return them. 

"We have tried both plans," one libra
rian writes. "Formerly we restricted such 
books and they were never read. Since the 
war we have put them on the open shelves 
with the result that many have disappeared 
for a time and some of them permanently". 

The policy of the Chicago Public Li-
brary has been stated as follows: 

In the case of novels written by reputable 
authors, published by respectable publish
er~, often printed serially in reputable mag
~zmes and. sold by established dealers, it 
1s both fuule and unwarranted for a pub
lic library to undertake an ex post facto 
censorship for the use of persons of ma
turity and discretion. The same public 
~pinion. that supports authors a.nd pub.
ltshers m the production of such books 
operates to justify public libraries in mak, 
ing them avail:ible to that part of its public, 
~ssessed of maturity and discretion, that 
wishes to read them. 

As a matter of fact we have come to 
the conclusion that most of the works 
of contemporary fiction which may be 
regarded as fraught with danger or of• 
fense contain within themselves a sufficient 
preventive against their wrongful use to 
make them much safer than they appear 

to be. They do not often tell a good story 
m the elemental sense. There is little to 
attract the youthful and immature mind to 
their perusal unprompted. Their attenuated 
plots depicting the actions and reactions 
of groups of neurotic and unexciting per• 
sonalities afford few thrills comprehensible 

. to any not equipped with a complete psy• 
chology of experiences. In short, these 
books against which we are so sedulously 
seeking to protect a definite portion of our 
readers are for the most part inherently 
fool-proof in style, plot and treatment, and 
may be safely left to themselves with as 
little agitation and advertisement as possi
ble. The average unsophisticated person 
will rarely get farther than page ten. 

This library has only a small assortment 
of segregated books. These comprise the 
handful whose titles have been handed 
down through the generations as classics 
of pruriency which every schoolboy is 
tempted sooner or later to try to secure. 
The segregation is caused not by the char• 
acter of the books, but their spurious ill. 
fame. Their evil repute has served to 

destroy their intrinsic character and has 
rendered them a nuisance among books and 
a vexation to librarians. 

V 

A survey of American public libraries 
made in 1926 under the direction of the 
American Library Association showed 
that in the larger municipal libraries the 
per capita expenditure ranged from $r.51 
for Brookline and $r.33 for Cleveland to 
twenty cents for New Orleans. Per capita 
circulation in San Diego was rn-3 copies 

while in Baltimore it was 1.r. The expendi
ture of tax money a volume was twenty· 

nine cents in Dayton while in San Diego 
it was eight-tenths of a cent. The per
centage of fiction to total circulation in 
Omaha was 78%; in Dayton it was 48%, 
The percentage of population registered 
as borrowers was 43.7% in Berkeley, and 
14.5% in Boston. The circulation per reg
istered borrower was 27.6% in Somerville, 
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while it was only 3.2 % at the Pratt Insti
tute Free Library of Brooklyn. 

The essential difference between the 
municipal library such as Carnegie made 
almost universal and the few public libra
ries that are under private direction is that 
in the Carnegie library emphasis is laid 
on circulation. The other type subordinates 
circulation to special collections for schol
ars. The gift collections that form an irrl
portant part of the privately managed 
public libraries are of great value. But gifts 
made to municipal libraries contain at 

least fifty per cent of worthless or out of 
date material. Some of it is given away to 
smaller libraries or jails. Much of it is 
sold as waste paper. Gifts of money are 
received by public libraries but these do 
not constitute any considerable part of 
their support. 

The total spent by Carnegie and his 
Corporation for libraries in the United 
States and Canada runs to $43,665,000, 
while the total for all countries is $55,655,-
000. There are 432 buildings costing from 
$10,000 to $20,000 each, located in towns 

averaging 7862 in population, serving a 
population of 3,3g6,500. Fifty-two per cent 
of the 1463 buildings cost less than $ro,ooo 
and are located in towns with an average 

population of 3385. 
Taking into consideration the branch 

buildings built by Carnegie it has been 
estimated that 35,000,000 persons had ac

cess to his libraries on the basis of the 
1920 census, while 23,825,500, or 22.5 % of 
the population of the same census had 
access to non-Carnegie libraries. The Car
negie group formed 31 % of the popula
tion. On the basis of these figures it is 
estimated that all the public libraries serve 
52 % of the population. 

Thus it will be seen that through the 
investment of a little more than $40,000,000 

Carnegie stamped on a continent a library 
system. For even where he did not pay for 
the buildings, all of the public libraries 
that came after his first gifts followed his 
plan of city control. Once he wrote: 

I think I am doing a lot for the morality 
of the country through my libraries. You 
know how much of the immorality and 
mischief is because of the idle hours of 
the boys and girls, especially in the rural 
regions, where time hangs heavy on their 
hands. Now they have hundreds of good 
books to read and pleasant reading rooms 
where they can go after school or after 
working hours. 

Sometimes I like to sit here in the quiet 
about this time (five o'clock in the after• 
noon) and picture the thousands of school• 
boys sitting in those reading rooms, reading 
the books I put there. And you know 
sometimes, isn't it strange, I see myself 
a little fellow among them. The thing I 
enjoy the most about my books is that 
they work day and night. There isn't an 
hour of the day all over the world that 
thousands are not reading those books, 
and will always be reading them, and 
sometimes when I feel a little vain I say 
"and I am their teacher." 

There is no way of knowing what would 
have been the result if Carnegie had estab
lished his libraries under private manage
ment and for the benefit primarily of stu
dents instead of making the maximum 
circulation of books his ideal. The Amer
ican people have now accepted that ideal 
as their own. However they differ on other 
questions, they agree that the tax-sup
ported library meets their needs and are 
willing to pay even for book wagons and 
stolen books. Their enthusiasm for the 
Carnegie plan was shown in Cleveland 
when they were asked to vote bonds for 
a $2,000,000 courthouse and for a $2,000,000 
library building. An enormous majority 
voted for the new library, but the court
house bond issue was defeated. 



NOTES ON MARRIAGE 

BY WILLIAM OGBURN 

T
HE subject of marriage and the fam
ily is always a signal for extreme 
statement. That the family is the 

foundation of society is the refrain from 
the pulpit. The radical on the other hand 
asks, "After the family, what?" or if he is 
inclined to dogmatism, as he often is, he 
may state emphatically, "Fifty years from 
now there will be no marriage." The 
liberal, last as is so often the case, follows 
with the query, "Is the family so bad, after 
all?" In the midst of so much conflict of 
opinion a few facts ought to be welcome. 
Facts are rarely developed systematically 
so as to give a well-rounded picture, but 
there are some very interesting data about 
the family on American soil that ought 
to give us something solid to hold on to 
in this whirlwind of prophecy. 

In the first place, contrary to common 
opinion, marriage is increasing, for in 189a 
55-3% of the adult American population 
(over 15 years old) were married and in 
1920 59.9% were married. Each census 
period since 189<> has shown an increase in 
the percentage married. The trend surely 
doesn't point, then, to an abandonment of 
marriage in fifty years. Furthermore, we 
are marrying younger, despite the agitation 
against child marriages, despite the cau
tions of elders whose blood runs cooler, 
and despite the predictions of the anti
birth-controllers. In the tug of war be
tween the biological age for marriage and 
the economic and social age for marriage, 
the natural urges seem to be winning. 
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It is interesting to observe that unmar
ried women just over 30 years old tend to 
report their ages at 30 or younger, a prac
tice not evident among married women 
nor among men. This tendency is not 
noticeable at 25 years, hence we may con
clude that 30 years is still /'age dangereux. 
It is said that the term old maid has be
come obsolete because with the greater 
freedom of women the social conditions 
giving rise to the opprobrium that once 
attached to it have changed. They have 
changed so completely, it is said, that now 
the bachelor girl looks down upon the un
happy lot of her married sister. But the 
statistics I have quoted do not seem to in
dicate any such shift in social values. 

There are several interesting pieces of 
statistical evidence indicating the differ
ences in attitude of the two sexes toward 
marriage. The chances of marriage for 
either sex are dependent upon the supply 
of the other. For instance, in Detroit there 
are 127 males to 100 females and the per
centage of females married is quite large, 
while in Cambridge, Mass., there are only 
88 males to 100 females, and the percentage 
of females married is quite low. Thus. the 
extent to which females are married de
pends on the supply of males. Similarly, 
we should expect in Detroit a small per
centage of men married and in Cambridge 
a large percentage of married men. But 
such is not the case. The percentage of men 
married is very nearly the same in the two 
places. Why should this be? The inference 
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must be that the marrying of men is not 
so dependent on the supply of women as 
the marrying of women is dependent on 
the supply of men. 

This can be seen in another way. As we 
go from cities with 70 men to 100 women 
to cities with 170 men to 100 women, we 
/ind of course smaller percentages of men 
married. The decline is 107,,. And we /ind, 
as we should expect, that the percentages 
of women married increases very greatly. 
The increase is 22 7,, . In other words, when 
the sex ratio is varied, the percentage of 
women married changes more than twice 
as much as does the percentage of men 
married. It would appear that, within 
limits, a certain percentage of men are go
ing to marry anyhow, while whether wo
men marry or not depends on the supply 
of men. Why should women be more than 
twice as dependent on the supply of men 
as men are dependent on the supply of 
women? The probable answers fall along 
two lines. One is that the biological urge is 
more imperative among men. The other is 
that men hold the purse strings. That 
there is something to this economic argu
ment is seen from the statistics of the 
Negro populations in our cities, where the 
Negro women are more economically in
dependent of their husbands than are 
white women. These statistics show not 
quite such a great dilierence of depend
ence of the two sexes upon the supply of 
the other. 

Still another piece of evidence pointing 
in the same direction is the sex ratio that 
assures the largest percentage of married 
persons, both sexes included. One would 
think that this maximum marriage rate 
would occur when there were 100 men 
for 100 women. But this is not the case. 
The largest percentage of married persons 
is found when there are 125 men to 100 

women. It ought to be of considerable in-

terest to women to know how much more 
dependent they are for marriage on men 
than men are on them. 

This discrimination in favor of men is 
further indicated by the number of the 
widowed. Widows are just twice as nu
merous as widowers. This difference could 
not be due to the death-rate, for the death
rates of men are only very slightly larger 
than the death-rates of women. If death
rates were the sole factor in determining 
the number of widowed, then the number 
of widows and widowers shouid be about 
the same. The great excess of widows over 
widowers is really due to the remarriage 
of widowed men. We must infer also that 
the widowed men who remarry tend to 
marry younger single women, for the ex
cess of young married women over young 
married men just about equals the excess 
of older married men over older married 
women. So the facts show that middle
aged widows tend not to remarry, but that 
middle-aged widowers tend to marry 
ycunger single women. 

II 

Most of the current observations on mar
ital trends and the prophecies pertaining 
thereto come from the cities. In the face of 
restaurants, hotels, plenty of recreation fa
cilities, hole-proof sox, and laundries that 
sew on buttons, it is asked why should 
men marry at all, particularly when the 
upkeep of a wife is so costly in a city. But 
such a question hardly applies to the 
farmer, for he needs the labor of his wife, 
although. her services are not so great as 
they used to be when she wove, spun, 
made soap, and brewed home remedies for 
illness. There are several significant differ
ences between city men and country men. 
Of 1000 men over 25 years old in the cities, 
206 will not have married, while of 1000 
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men of the same ages in the country but 
163 will not have married. The group of 
single men in the cities is therefore 25 % 
larger than the same group in the country. 
The city similarly discoUiages the mar
riage of women. Of 1000 women over 25 

years old in cities, there are 156 who have 
not married, but in the country only 93. 
The group of single women in cities is 
therefore two-thirds larger than the group 
in the country. In this comparison the 
country means all communities with less 
than 2500 inhabitants, and the city all com
munities with 2500 or more. If only very 
large cities were compared with farmers 
living in the open country the difference 
would be still greater. 

Even though the city discourages mar
riage it has great attraction for country 
people, so the rural regions are declining 
in population while the cities are gaining 
rapidly. The city is particularly attractive 
to unmarried women. This is shown by 
the fact that while 53% of all men live 
in cities, 56% of all women live there. The 
same percentages of married men and of 
married women live in cities; but this is 
not true of unmarried men and women, 
for, while 54 % of the former live in cities, 
59% of single women live there. Although 
the chances of a young woman marrying 
are less in the city, yet the city attracts her. 
Perhaps it is more hospitable to her than is 
the farm. 

More of the older women are married 
in the rural districts than in the cities. 
Such a condition can hardly be explained 
by death-rates and is probably due to the 
greater economic demand for the mature 
woman on the farm. This possible eco
nomic interpretation of marriage works in 

just the opposite manner among Negro 
women in cities, where there is an extraor

dinarily small number of older married 
women and a very large number of wid-

ows. Yet the Negro woman is as truly an 
economic asset as is the farmer's wife, but 
with this difference: the Negro woman 
gets her pay in money &om soUices out
side the home, while the farmer's wife's 
return comes &om the home itself. The 
one type of remuneration appears to make 
a woman more independent of mar
riage, while the other makes her more de
pendent. 

This economic factor in marriage ap
pears to work out in still another manner 
among the children of immigrants. In 
cities where the sex ratios are the same, the 
foreign-born, the native-born whites of 
native stock and the Negroes are found 
married to about the same extent in most 
of the age groups. But not so with the 
men and women who are born in the 
United States of immigrant parents. There 
are about 5 or 6% less of them married in 
each age group than there are of the native 
white stock or of the immigrants. Why 
this is so is not known, but the most com
mon explanation suggested is that many of 
the children of the foreign-born are pecul
iarly eager to climb a few rungs higher on 
the economic ladder. Hence the males are 
slow to assume the obligations incurred by 
a wife, and the girls often postpone mar
riage in the hope of a better catch. If this 
explanation be true, then economic success 
here acts as a deterrent of marriage. 

III 

But in the case of the business cycle t.he 
economic factor has just the opposite efiect, 
for in times of prosperity there are many 
more marriages (and divorces, too) than 
there are in times of depression. Still an
other economic influence on marriage has 
been recently observed in England. A cen
tury ago, when England was more rural 
than it is now, the months of most mar-
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riages were in the Fall after the harvest, 
but in recent years, since England has be
come a nation of cities, the months of most 
marriages are in late Spring and early 
Summer, before the vacation time, 

I have said that marriages are increasing 
in the United States but that the cities dis
courage marriage somewhat-about IO%, 

I figure. Yet each census shows larger pro
portions of our population living in cities 
and smaller proportions on the farms. If 
the cities are growing more rapidly than 
the farming communities and yet have less 
marriage than the open country, how can 
marriages be increasing in number? The 
answer is that marriages in cities are also 
increasing in number, despite the urban 
home's loss of its economic functions. But 
while more marriages are being formed, 
more marriages are being dissolved, espe
cially in the cities. In 1928 there were 10 

divorces and annulments to every 59 mar
riages. While this does not mean that IO 

out of 59 existing marriages will be broken 
by divorce or annulment, it is probable 
that of the marriages contracted in 1928, 
more than 10 out of 59, perhaps r in 5, 
will be so broken. That divorce is increas
ing is well-known, of course. A very large 
proportion of marriages so end. But it is 
not to be implied that broken homes are 
accumulating at this rate. Rather new 
homes are being formed out of the frag
ments, for a very large percentage of 
divorced persons remarry, perhaps three
quarters or even more. 

There are at any one time, however, a 
great many broken homes. In the great 
metropolitan areas about 1 in every 4 or 
5 homes is broken by death, separation or 
divorce, while on the farms about I in 12 

or 13 is thus broken. We therefore have 

the paradox that while there are more mar
ried persons there are also more marriages 
being broken up-but there are also more 
new homes being reformed out of the 
broken ones. So the net result is an in
crease in the marriage population and a 
decline in the single, even when the age 
factor is held constant. 

There is still, however, a very large per
centage of persons in the population who 
have never married. At the age of 45, I out 
of every IO persons has never married; and 
very few persons marry for the first time 
after 45. It may therefore be said that one 
American in every IO goes through life 
without ever marrying. One wonders if 
such a ratio is dictated by man's biological 
natUie or whether it is a result of social 
customs. It seems to be a product of our 
civilization, for an unmarried middle-aged 
person among primitive people is almost 
unknown. 

Judging from these figures, there has 
probably been less marriage in the past 
than most writers assume, and the trend 
points to more marriage in the future than 
they predict. Before closing, however, it 
might be well to note that the death-rate 
of unmarried men in the various age 
groups is about twice the death-rate of 
married men. The discrepancy is not so 
great among women, partly because for 
them marriage is still a hazardous occupa
tion. It should also be noted that our 
prisons and insane asylums are filled with 
persons drawn much more largely &om 
the unmarried population than from 
among the married. This may be because 
marriage selects the healthy, physically, 
mentally, and socially; and then again it 
may mean that the marital condition is 

favorable to health, honesty, and sanity. 



SCHOOL DAYS IN THE GUMBO 

BY H. H. LEWIS 

AT THE age of six, in the panic year of 
£l. 1907, I started to a one-room coun-

try school down a Missouri creek 
bottom with my brother, who had already 
been going three years .... Through sa
vannahs of weed-choked corn and sloughy 
places abandoned to cockleburrs, which 
soaked us with dew and matted our 
clothes with the burrs. Across fields of 
plowed gumbo .... 

Gumbo is the gluey soil of the black 
bottoms. It is so tenacious when moist 
that we had to struggle geologically with 
all Southeast Missouri, if not the whole 
Mississippi valley, in order to release a 
foot preparatory to taking another step. 
The stuff balled up around our shoes. We 
both carried "mud sticks" to be rammed 
down and held by the upper ends while 
we raked of! the heavy accumulations-
an operation which we repeated every 
dozen steps or so. 

One Winter day my brother had to stay 
home and help our old man spay shoats. 
Returning alone from school, I could not 
find the mud stick where I had left it 
that morning after crossing a field sown 
to wheat. A man, between whose family 
and mine there was a feud-feeling, had 
spitefully taken it. I could find nothing 
else to serve its place. Foolhardily I ven
tured out into the gumbo anyway ..•• 
After a thaw, when it was in the most 
gluey condition. 

I yelled, but it was a long way to a 
house. I prayed. But how could God have 
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done anything sordidly practical for a kid 
down in gumbo? It had balled up so 
thickly around my feet and legs that the 
two conglomerations had joined into one 
mass, holding me immovable. There I 
stood all night. I couldn't fall over. My 
folks were not uneasy, for they thought 
that I had gone home with a schoolmate. 
My brother found me next morning and 
got me loose. He fed me part of his lunch; 
and I went to school with him so that we 
could keep the matter from our pa, who 
would have laughed too much. 

I distinctly remember my first day in 
school. That unspared rod, that hickory, 
a freshly cut one, reposing ominously on 
two nails driven into the plaster wall 
above the master's desk. The evil history 
of its predecessors had already taught us 
beginners what to expect of this one. We 
eyed the scepter of authority till the ten
sion grew unbearable, till a sudden whip
ping would have been a relief. 

The master, about fifty years old, a 
veteran Ichabod in pedagogy, large and 
stoop-shouldered and slovenly, began the 
day without any superfluous get-together 
niceties. I was so scared I couldn't speak 
my name when he asked for it. My 
brother told him. When all the beginners 
were assembled on the recitation-bench at 
tbe front of the room, where my turn 
came to count to twelve, I was again 
speechbound, though some voluble mite 
of a girl had just finished piping off her 
dozen with great pride of accomplish-
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ment. Then we were confronted with the 
alphabet, which the teacher chalked on 
the board. For two reasons I remained 
mute to that-one being that I did not 
already know my abc's. (My parents were 
illiterate.) 

There were about thirty pupils, ranging 
in years from six to twenty-two, attending. 
The older ones came but a month or two 
in mid-Winter, from the end of corn
gathering till the Spring plowing. (The 
full school year was six months.) These 
elders seemed to have gotten there from a 
dutiful I-ought-to-go-to-school attitude, as 
people get to church just to be respectable. 
So, after the frost was on the pumpkin, 
they came and stared dutifully at lessons 
rather than stay at home and stare at the 
female underwear section of the Sears & 
Roebuck catalogue. Here they struggled, 
"great big men" trying to extract the cube 
root of an adverb. 

Ichabod himself, up on his platform, 
under the ominous emblem of his author
ity, would sit "raired back" with his feet 
on the desk, chewing cud after cud of 
"home-made" during "books." His was a 
mouth not well suited to the habit; it 
leaked at the corners; the brown stain 
would drool forth, run down his chin, 
collect there and then drip stringingly on 
his shirtfront. These were but the over
flows occurring between the voluntary ex
pectorations; grander still were the full 
openings of the floodgates. 

He had two ways of spitting con-
. sciously: one, the ejection of a massive 

glob striking the floor with a loud twack; 
the other, an artful spraying from between 
his two upper front teeth. The pupils' 
home life had accustomed them to the 
first, the common, method; but the latter 
performance proved so novel to one new
comer that he let out an astonished giggle. 

"Well, what's so dern funny about 

that?" the performer growled tbreatfully. 
The impudent's grin vanished. 

Setting the example as he did, old Icha
bod could not muster the hypocrisy to 
prevent the boys from chewing the long 
brown. And they spat on the floor as he 
did. Twack. Some of the boys had money 
for Yankee Girl, Golden Rope, Horseshoe, 
but most of them used the raw leaf. 
Twack. So they got me to doing it, too. 
Twack. Before I was ten years of age. 
Twack, twack. The girls didn't chew 
but several used snuff. Sniff ... twack, 
t w a ck ... twacktwack, snifltwack ... 
SPZZZZZ (Ichabod spraying it). 

II 

Discipline was harsh, the punishments 
severe. Our protrusive-cheeked support of 
the teacher's enthusiasm for nicotine was 
not allowed to have any fraternal, amelio
rating effects on the oldtime rigor. He 
was somewhat of a Puritan. A sexy word 
had to be vented furtively on the play
ground, for the girls had a nice way_ of 
hanging around just to hear somethmg 
for carrying off with a squeamish "Oh, 
I'm goina tell teacher!" Any small vio
lation of classroom deportment meant a 
whipping: I toyed with a paper whirligig 
once too often; he caught me gazing out 
of the window again. Disobediences like 
that brought down the hickory when he 
was in the mood. He flogged the lazy and 
he flogged the stupid indiscriminately: me 
for not being able to keep up with my 
arithmetic class. 

He always grinned when he flogged. 
That grin appeared as he reached for the 
scourge and it faded away as slowly as the 
tears and blubberings of the victim. None 
were flogged except in the presence of the 
whole student body. Sometimes he flung 
his pointer at one whose attention was dis-
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tracted from teacher as well as from book. 
Then the abashed returned the pointer 
and received a sharp rap from it. During 
periods when no class was reciting, the 
quiet would be broken by the spear's clat
tering drop, and all eyes would turn to 
note the culprit. Once the thing lodged in 
the hair of a whispering girl, once in the 
gaping mouth of a sleeping boy; and once 
when it was not at hand a cud of tobacco 
was /lung and a fresh chew bitten off. 

As Ichabod did not smoke he allowed 
none of us to do that around school. So it 
was a great relief when four o'clock came; 
it was a grand and glorious feeling to 
shake off the headachy closeness and the 
futility of the room and to get myself be
hind a pipe full of home-made. Ahl to 
stoop down behind some big old sycamore, 
away from the wind, and to light 'er up; 
and to head for home, with the blue smoke 
whipping around, sort of following me, 
and the taste of it in my mouth, and the 
faint warmth of it seeming to warm me as 
I leaned against the cold northwest wind. 
I and my brother and two other homing
companions, none over twelve years of 
age, all smoking cob pipes and leaning 
against the wind! 

It gets down to zero in that part of the 
country, so we needed the warming effects 
of those pipes. Never on the two miles 
between home and school did my brother 
and I have overcoats and overshoes. Chil
blains resulted. We wanted gloves, so Ma 
filled our coat pockets with cotton and 
told us to hold our hands in it. We never 
had raincoats or umbrellas, but always got 
soaked and chilled to the bone. For the 
old man was a farmhand earning a dollar 
a day; and Ma, she was either sick or busy 
washing . all the clothes she could for the 
neighboring kulaks, 

On our way to school we liked to clutch 
a hanging grapevine on the north bank 

of the creek and to swing ourselves across 
as Daniel Boone did when the Indians 
were after him that time. Then we would 
pull up dry cornstalks and vyingly race 
to a marshy spot where welling holes 
abounded. Deep into these holes we 
rammed the stalks and jobbed them up 
and down. Ichabod would toot the conch 
shell and we would have to hurry on
back to school. 

To save my soul from Hell I could not 
pass an eighth-grade examination today. 
In one of the fundamental R's, arithmetic 
-the most important one to Ichabod-I 
was a complete llunkout. I drudged at 
problems till my head roared. And that 
roar is all I can remember of arithmetic 
-except the pertinent whippings. Such 
whippings! He /logged a child who was 
always backsliding into lefthandedness, be
cause that obstinacy was "of the Devil." 
He became vexed at a small girl who 
snillled tears when she was put up to 
cipher on the board; he rapped her on 
the head with the pointer. 

Headlice were rampant among the pu
pils. Ma had to be dousing heads into 
kerosene to kill the crawlers. Then she 
used a fine-toothed comb to remove the 
eggs. 

I had a twin brother and sister at home, 
who were just at the right stage of in
fancy to be picking up things and poking 
them into places. I wore a different pair 
of breeches to school one day. I jerked my 
handkerchief from my hind pocket, and 
out came a spoon also, which fell to an 
abrupt clatter, woke the house, nettled 
Ichabod, and threw me into a /lustered 
dilemma, staring at the incongruous arp 
tide, trying to think what had happened. 

"Huh, where did the tableware come 
from?" roared the teacher, discovering my 
distressed relation to the spoon. 

"Outa my britches." 
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I spoke it with a ludicrous tone of un
certainty. He burst into a laugh and the 
whole room joined in. The laughter would 
ebb down but to rise again. It seemed that 
they were never going to stop. Finally he 
rapped for order; and, with the tears of 
Thoric mirth running streams down his 
face to form confluences with the tobacco 
juice which had leaked out in volume, he 
told me to not let it happen again. 

Then pretty soon on that same day he 
was /logging a kid who had made a be
littling smirk after getting reprimanded. 

III 

Barbaric is the word to describe our con
duct on the playground. We didn't play 
sociably; we fought; the spirit of anarch
ism queered our games. We were similar 
to the young of those poor whites living 
up in the remote hollows of the Appa
lachians, whose only game is to "shoulder 
rocks." Indeed, this part of Missouri was 
originally settled by suchlike from the 
hills of Tennessee; and the dour old an
arch~individualism was in our blood. 

For example, if your marble of baked 
gumbo, without getting shattered itself, 
shattered mine of the same substance, 
though the certain idea of the game was 
to wreak destruction on baked gumbo, 
then I was humiliated, embittered, and 
was likely to seek an excuse to start a 
fight with you. But if your marble ruined 
itself, leaving mine unimpaired, I shouted 

· with malicious joy. Then perhaps you 
called me a dirty name or pushed me 
roughly, saying, "Aw, shut up!" Sooner 
or later we had to fight about that. 

Obviously, our games were few and 
simple. Baseball was too complicated with 
rules and cursed with cooperation. We 
didn't like teamwork. So we played stick
in-the-mud. You /lung the sharpened end 

of a stick of stovewood into the ground as 
hard as you could, so that it would stand 
as firmly as possible. Then I /lung mine 
with a side-blow at an angle to and 
against yours, attempting to knock yours 
out as mine entered the ground. Then you 
pulled up your stick to do as I had done. 
If you knocked mine over, you put a vic
torious nick on your weapon. That was 
stick-in-the-mud. No teamwork required. 
One pitted against one. You could even 
play solo with two cudgels, imagining that 
the one which you hurled with less force 
belonged to the biggest foe in the yard. 

Another game was to hurl balls of 
gumbo at a bull's eye put on the wood
shed. But the best of all, the play most 
suited to and expressive of our individu
ality, was dog: we got down on our 
hands and knees and scampered or 
roamed about, whiffing at trees and 
stumps and raising our legs thereto. 
Sometimes we staged a dog-fight, a bark
ing free-for-all; then, surely then, we 
were realizing our personalities in play. 
At other times when the pack of us were 
doing something else or nothing, you 
might have seen some imitative tinytot off 
yonder in a corner by himself, practicing 
dog, getting expert on that important 
whiff-and-raise-a-leg stunt. Dog was a 
very old play. 

We were sadistic of course, tormentive 
with each other, provoking violence and 
then returning violence. The teacher's in
sane /loggings succeeded in corrupting 
what little sympathy we first had. The 
old motherly advice, "Just don't pay any 
attention to it," yielded no charms in our 
schoolyard; the more one silently suffered 
the better a target one became; so one 
had to taunt and fight back directly or 
shunt one's hatred upon a weaker. Bully
ism resulted and ruled. Some were 
hounded like hares, chased and cornered 
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by a pack of yawping insulters. I was beset 
by a group yelling my nickname: "Tum
blebug, Tumblebug, Tumblebug-Rollcr!" 
The seat of a boy's pants became ripped, 
and for that he was hooted to distraction. 

My folks were Prohibitionists: I kept 
reminding a small slouch that his father 
was a dog-drunkard. 

"Yer ol' man'll die some day, he'll die 
jis' from drinkin' the stuff." The unfortu
nate son cursed me with the motions of 
his lips but never spoke out. A family of 
Hook-and-Eye Dutch, whose religion re
nounced the use of buttons on clothes, 
moved into the district from Pennsylvania 
and sent their redeemed boy to our school. 
He was a big gawky loon nineteen years 
old but with a cowering mien-an ab
surd nonconformist in addition to being a 
stranger. 

From worst bully down to worst bul
lied, we halted the inter-strife at once; we 
stood stark, hospitable as the tree stumps 
around us, and watched the "foreigner" 
come into the yard. For we had already 
heard about him. None of the stumps 
spoke to him as he passed by. Then, as 
he was about to enter the door, a very 
small girl threw a stick at him and 
screamed, "I-Ii, Button!" "Button, Button, 
that's it, Button!" we all exploded. Im
mediately our old feuds were forgotten, 
and we proceeded to make life unliveable 
for the stranger. 

We brought a lot of buttons to school 
and made button-whoopee, dangled 
strings of clinking buttons before his 
eyes; we surrounded him and performed 
a whirling, hooting button-dance as we 
peppered him with loose buttons; we 
slipped buttons into his dinner pail, but
tons between the pages of his books-but
tons, buttons, buttons, into his pockets 
and down inside his shirt collar. He would 
shudder and cast them off as if they were 

potent with the curse of Cain. He never 
spoke nor made a move against us; he 
just stared at us dazedly with big blue 
eyes or slumped to the ground and wept 
like a baby. Ichabod said that we should 
be ashamed of ourselves and he reminded 
Button to pay no attention to us anyway. 

Finally Button got so that he would not 
come out into the yard. That infuriated 
us. So one noon hour when Ichabod went 
off into the woods to gather nuts, we 
dragged poor Button outside. We pinned 
him to the ground. A big boy sat on his 
chest, others on his limbs. I closed my 
fists on his hair and kept him from turn
ing his face aside. Then the fun began. 
The Torquemada on his chest fondled 
buttons of ·all sizes, shapes and hues, and 
held them before the martyr's eyes. 

"Ha, jis' look, a greaaaaat-big-nice
blue-BUTTONI" He collected a two
handful of the abominable articles and 
dribbled them, dotingly with the manner 
of a King dribbling jewels, upon the 
suffering face. 

The pupils gathered close to laugh and 
jeer. We removed some of the holy hooks 
and eyes and sewed some of the vile con
formistic things to the cloth; we cut holes 
in the other side of the coat and buttoned 
it. Then we liberated the "foreigner," 
telling him that he should have his Ma to 
finish the alteration which we had started: 
that no lop-eared, overgrown crybaby of a 
Dutchman from Pennsylvania was going 
to get by with the hook-and-eye stuff at 
our school. He got his books and left im
mediately, never to return. 

No sooner was his form blending with 
the miasma-haze of the gumbo bottoms 
than we were again turning sadistic at~ 
tentions to one another; hardly had But
ton faded out before I was told that my 
mother was trifling or she would patch 
the holes in my stockings. 
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Old Ichabod didn't concern himself so 
much with our deportment on the play
ground. His policy was to take snoozes so 
that he could keep awake to pussyfoot 
through the aisles and rap our noggins 
when we were studying with closed eyes. 
He could enjoy a good fight as well as 
we could. Once we awoke him with our 
clamorous rooting around four fists, and 
he came to the window to look on. One 
of the fighters being my brother, who was 
getting the worst of it, I acted to defend 
him with more than shouts; then Ichabod, 
like some Nero nettled by a breach of 
i;ladiatorial ethics, snorted above the 
clamor: "Here now, you keep out of their 
fight!" But for a boy to get familiar with 
the other sex was another thing. If you 
kissed a saucy girl-always without her 
consent, of course-she told and sat proud 
among her plainer sisters as the lash pro
claimed her wiles. 

The girls! They winked at a feller. The 
big girls winked and talked about it and 
got the little girls to winking, too. She 
would fling you a wink and a grin from 
behind her book, then insult you on the 
playground. They fought among them
selves, too, but not so much as the boys 
did. 

Besides Ichabod, malnutrition was dead
ening some of the minds to knowledge. 
Nor was sheer poverty wholly to blame, 
for the child of a poor German renter was 
likely to bring a wholesomer ration than 
that brought by the child of a Yankee 
kulak. A rickety, bowlegged dunce and 
his spindly sister brought two baked sweet 
potatoes and a quart of black coffee, daily. 
At noon they squatted together forlornly 
and fingered at the cooled-and-cleft lumpi
ness of their spuds and washed the pick
ings down with quaffs from the one coffee 
can-like taking pills. The charm of that 
dainty lumpiness-oh, out there in the 

sunshine and fresh air-deterred them 
from bolting the precious tubers as they 
would have vulgarly bolted cakes, as the 
physiology book was going to warn them 
not to do. But they died before they 
reached that book. 

The fingers of another starved pupil got 
caught in a dinnerpail, not his own, where 
it sat on the lunch-bench at the rear of the 
room. Ichabod thrashed him. Fatherly 
pride wounded by the starved act's unfilial 
reflection on the providing one, the boy 
received another thrashing at home. 

IV 

I was always going hungry, too, short 
on sweets especially. As a consequence I 
began to forage the grounds for bits of 
sweetstuffs which had been dropped or 
discarded by the well-provided-for. Find
ing something, I would crouch beside it 
and pretend to be practicing up on play
ing mumble-peg (flipping a pocketknife 
from the ground so that it would turn 
over in air, light and stand on one or both 
of its opened blades). Then with a furtive 
lookout I would slip the goody into my 
mouth. But, oh hell, I got caught. He 
popped from behind a stump. 

"Heyl Wha' cheou allus goin' aroun' 
playin' a little mum'le-peg at su meny 
difer'nt places fer? Yeou ak plumb crazy. 
Wha'sa matter wi' yeou anyhow? Hey, 
wha' 'sat in yer han'? Yeou been goin' 
aroun' eatin' throwed-aiuay grub!" 

He sneered with an affected loathing 
and ran off crying the news: "Tum'lebug, 
he's been goin' aroun' eatin' tlzrowed-away 
grub!" I wanted to kill that boy. The 
hooting pack collected and I knew that I 
would never hear the last of it. Oh hell, 
oh hell! 

These were dull, void days. Far better 
the life of a tenement-boy, the maze of 
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streets, the eventfulness and the thrills. 
We were starved for excitement. We were 
like sick persons with bed-sores. Or as if 
we had become conscious in the womb 
and were having to wait for years to be 
born into the pageantry of the world. 

But now and then Fate lifted her 
shabby skirt and let us peep out at the 
gipsies going by. Movers, we called them. 
A passage of the mysterious movers was 
quite the most exciting thing that ever 
happened. We swarmed the rail fence and 
hung there with awe-like wonder, behold
ing the gorgeous house-wagons painted 
with pictures of snow peaks and sunny 
falling waters ... the plump horses kept 
fastidiously clean and brushed to shine, 
maybe one yellow as gold, a white one, a 
perfectly-matched team of coal-black 
horses with ribbons around their necks, 
fine horses stepping easy and proud, ... 
harness laden with brass and nickeled ge• 
gaws in profusion, glittering and clinking, 
... the swarthy driver, and the bare• 
footed woman in a big shawl, ... the 
unwashed but well-fed children looking 
from the rear of the wagon, ... the 
smart-faced collie and shepherd dogs trot
ting along, ... the last float of this pag
eant, the fading away of the world 
beyond this gumbo clearing ... and the 
dropping of Fate's skirt. 

Then horseless buggies began to show 
up. Gee, how I liked to smell of their 
smoke! Gee, how I wanted to ride in one 
of those things! After one passed we 
would pretend to have hold of steering
wheels and would go veering ourselves 
about the yard. Some boy said that the 
smoke and noise was just to bamboozle 
people; that there was a nigger under the 
hood, turning a crank. We hotly debated 
the question. 

Niggers. Black niggers. Their children 
were not fit to associate with us refined 

Nordic pupils, so they went to a school of 
their own in the same district. Their 
schoolhouse, built of logs just after the 
Civil War, had no floor. The desks were 
awkward contrivances, the seats were 
blocks sawed from a tree. The privy was 
dilapidated. Their teacher, who earned 
twenty dollars a month, wore a plug hat, 
a faded house-servant's coat, and torn 
overalls. 

This black Ichabod riding on a springy 
mule-pulled cart to and from his school 
and by ours-that hat in great, bobbing 
evidence and his coat tails flopping out 
behind-was fated to cause me a lot of 
trouble. 

I had been under the white Ichabod 
through seven consecutive years but only 
five grades, alas. Then he sold his patch of 
gumbo, moved to town, quit teaching, and 
his position was taken by an elderly spin
ster. She was crabbed and cruel enough, 
yet she didn't have sufficient qualms 
against riding between her school and her 
boarding-place whenever the Dark Op
portunity overtook her walking; she 
hopped right up there on the seat with the 
black Ichabod. Scan'lous! Now, had he 
been just a farm laborer, her riding would 
probably have been all right. But they 
were vocational equals, and of course they 
talked shop. The German parent>--those 
damn Dutch who let niggers eat at the 
same table with them-thought nothing 
about it_; but my parent>--from the penu• 
nous hilltops of Tennessee, poor white 
trash indeed, as if they were members of 
the master class instead of being just de
luded, yet unemancipated also, economic 
equals of the blacks-, my parents drew 
the well-known line. They withdrew their 
refined _offspring from the school and got 
perm1ss1on to send us to another school in 

;~r:edj;:~~'. district. It was a farther drag, 
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When our faces appeared on the strange 
schoolground, we duly encountered a hos
tility something like that in which we had 
taken part against poor Button. Now poor 
us! Using the term about accustoming 
mules to harness and work, they soberly 
announced that they would have to break 
us in. That did not mean verbal torment, 
which they seemed to scorn; it meant 

physical force. First they put me to the 
ground and piled themselves on top, one 
above the other, till I was gasping and 
about to suffocate. Then they bound my 
hands and tied a rope around my waist, 
and two long strings to the ends of a 
stick fastened in my mouth; and I was 
forced to pull a heavy chunk about the 
yard, veering according to the jerks on 
the lines. The ludicrous thing about it all 
was the dearth of laughter on their part; 
they were just .performing their duty, 
breaking me in. 

"Buck a little, kinda rair up," they or
dered realistically. "Naow champ on the 
bits an' make foam. Pawl" 

I had to do it. They were in earnest, My 
brother was getting the same treatment. 
Then they "geared" us together and had 
the team to pull four of them on a sled 
through the mud. "Giddap thar, Mike. 
Pete! Dig daown an' puuuuul. Giddap, 
git, git! Aw, doggone ye, mules, hus'le 
along," the driver coaxed. 

The teacher, a young fellow and not 
such a whipping pedagogue, endurable, 
had a weakness for and affected a "cul
_tural" accent. 

Every Friday afternoon each pupil had 
to say a piece from the front of the room. 
That was a new martyrdom to our kind. 
One timorous chap burst into tears when 
he started reciting but he carried on hero
ically with damp cheeks and agonized 
voice to the bitter end-of a comic jingle. 
The teacher promoted an oratorical match 

between the eighth graders of several 
schools. Our contestant-who certainly 
had the voice; you could hear him for 
miles away calling the hogs-was put 
under heavy practice on a grandiloquent 
spiel about Rome's determination to de
stroy her rival Carthage. "Now put a lot 
of rage in it, and when you come to the 
end stoop low and make that sweeping 
gcstuah with a lot of foace," the teacher 
would remind from the back of the room. 
And we would have to listen again to how 
"Great Rome, like a cloud surcharged 
with electricity, swoops down and 
SWEEPS great Carthage from the face of 
the earth!" 

By the time we two strangers were con
sidered thoroughly domesticated into the 
new crowd, the spinster had been fired for 
continujng her riding on the cart, another 
teacher had her job, and my brother and 
I were sent back to our own school. 

V 

There, for four more years, I remained 
"bad in my books," my limited capacity 
for knowledge showing up ever plainer. 
Perhaps I never would have finished the 
eighth grade had the teacher not slipped 
me some unethical aid at examination
time; because he, having the school for the 
next year, did not want to bother with me 
any more. 

Then I hoped to be done with schooling 
forever. But my old man thought that I 
should take the one-year Vocational Agri
culture Course in the town high-school. 
He said he didn't want to see me grow 
up to be a plumb damn fool like himself. 

"Looky hyar, Pa," I countered, "I'm al
ready growed up, seventeen years ol' an 
ez big ez I'll ever git. Too late naow." 

"Why, Sonny, yeou oughta be able to 
lam whut they got to teach about faarmin'. 
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An' yeou're goina need to know that 
when yeou git to rentin'." 

uAw, Pa, instead o' the rentin', I guess 
I'm cut out to be jis' a han' like yeou." 

But he persisted and I gave in. So, after 
a Summer of hard work on a kulak's 
farm, I mounted my father's buggy-mule 
and headed for that course in farming. 
Sally was string-halted, clumsy in the 
handling of her front feet, liable to fall 
any time and spill her rider. She had been 
grazing on Japan clover and had the long, 
syrupy slobbers in front and the green 
scours behind. 

How I hated to enter that high-school, 
where such a finely dressed throng was 
standing around! Once inside, I found 
other farm stiffs there for the special 
course, and I felt some better. 

But I couldn't learn. I flunked out in 
the written tests. Oh, how I longed to be 
at one with the gumbo, out in the field 
again, behind a strong team of mule~ 
earning seventy-five cents a day in unity 
with the gumbo. The instructor told me 
to quit gazing out of the window. He told 
me to stop fingering my nose. And, on 
that same day when I was mortified by 
attention drawn to the fingering, I became 
the butt of a question which brightly ex
posed the folly of my attending school and 
caused me to make that day the last one 
of my schooldays. 

A fellow student, lolling in a fine auto
mobile at the curb, yelled this at me as I 
was jogging Sally along towards home: 
"Why don't you stand in the stable all 
day and let the ass go to school?" 

~~~I::©Jl@i:D'1cl'l!ltiffl 
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ARKANSAS 

THE progress of civilization in this great 
State, as recorded by a dispatch of ~he As
sociated Negro Press from Blytheville: 

Upon being promised by whites here that 
there would be no attempt made to lynch 
him, officers have returned Charl~s Witt
more, charged with killing. a white m?n, 
to this city for incarceratton and tnal. 
Wittmore was arrested in St. Louis . Efforts 
to prevent him from being extradited were 
made by his attorneys upon the ground 
that he would be lynched. At first the Gov
ernor of Missouri, as well as the State Su
preme Court, refused extradition papers, 
but finally when "sincere promises" were 
made by local whites that they would not 
lynch the defendant, he was turned over 
to the Arkansas officers. 

BROTHER BEN M. BocARD, editor of the 
celebrated Baptist and Commoner of Lit
tle Rock, solves a tough problem in the
ology: 

A skeptic declares that both sides prny 
to God in war and it would be 1mposs1ble 
for God to give both sides what they ~sk 
for. Exactly so. But God never promises 
to answer such prayers. He has only prom
ised to answer the prayers that are offered 
IN HIS NAME, that is, by His authority. 
To act in the name of another means that 
you act by His authority. So when we ask 
God to do something for us IN THE 
NAME OF JESUS it means that we ask 
for that which Jesus Christ has autho!iz_ed 
us to ask. This skeptic only shows his ig
norance of the doctrine of prayer as found 
in the Bible by raising such an objection. 
Ignorance and wickedness are. at the bot
tom of all objections to the Bible. 

Oe1TER DICTA of the same Aristotelian 
mind: 

A man is not a finished scholar until he 
becomes a master of God's Book. The 
greatest statesmen in the world have been 
Bible scholars. Gladstone, the greatest 
statesman in the Nineteenth Century, was a 
devout student of the Bible and wrote a 
book entitled "THE IMPREGNABLE 
ROCK OF HOLY SCRIPTURE." The 
greatest man who has lived in the Twen
tieth Century, Wm. J. Bryan, was saturated 
with the principles of the Bible. The great
est scientist on American soil today, Kelly 
of the Johns Hopkins University, is a de
vout believer in the Bible and opponent of 
evolution and all forms of modernism. The 
books that live are rdigious books, based on 
the Bible, while the other sort come in as a 
breeze and go away as a breath and are 
almost immediately forgotten. 

CALIFORNIA 

THE HoN. HARRY CARR, staff metaphy
sician of the eminent Los Angeles Times, 
puts the philosophy of his town and paper 
into neat words: 

Between the two, the Red soviets, ram
paging around like mad dogs trying to de
stroy the world, are entitled to more respect 
than are these "free-speech" cranks. The 
truth is that the United States is facing a 
crisis much more dangerous than during 
the World War. The Reds are seeking to 
undermine the structure and life of this 
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a~u;n.rfr~t~:~c~~ .. i~~i: 
is one of the times when you are either for 
Uncle Sam or against him. 

ILLINOIS 

How the cops of Chicago divert their 
minds &om their failure to catch assassins, 
as reported by the American Civil Liber
ties Union: 
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Among recent police attacks on Chicago 
Communists, renewed after a lull, the beat
ing-up of a 16-year--Old boy, Julius Hauser, 
has resulted in action for damages by the 
boy's father, assisted by the Chicago Civil 
Liberties Committee. The boy was arrested 
at a Communist meeting, thrown into a po
lice cell, severely beaten about the head and 
face by three policemen, taken to the Juve
nile Detention Home and released the fol
lowing day. In addition to the arrest and 
beating of this boy, the police arrested five 
Communists for posting handbills on tele
phone poles, although this violation of the 
city ordinance is consistently disregarded. 
Five other Communists were arrested when 
they tried to enter an unemployed confer
ence. Two others were arrested and kept 
in jail for some time without even knowing 
on what charges they had been convicted. 
All these cases are being investigated. 

THE alert United Press discovers a martyr 
to the Holy Cause in the rising town of 
Monee: 

Simon Longton, a bartender, died yester
day of blood poisoning which developed 
after the bung popped out of a keg of beer 
and hit him on the nose. 

INDIANA 
SPECIMEN of literary criticism from the 
eminent Elkhart Truth: 

Although he is a false representative of 
the prevalent American attitude and 
thought, it is rumored by way of Stock
holm that Dreiser is being mentioned 
prominently there as the possible winner of 
the Nobel prize in literature, an award 
that is valued in money at $46,350. If I 
had my way about it, I would stop action 
of that sort, for in my humble opinion the 
world would be worse off through the 
encouragement of such a pessimist and 
painter of the drab things in life .... 
About the best thing we can say in his 
praise is that he was born and reared a 
Hoosier. 

IOWA 
CuRJous criminological note in the Sioux 
Center News: 

Last Wednesday night Mrs. Hyink of 
Sioux Center was awakened by a noise in 
the house. She called Mr. Hyink's attention 
to it, but in doing so alarmed the intruder, 
who disappeared into the night. Mr. Hy
ink's pursuit was ddayed because his trou
sers were not in their place. He found 
another pair and then began tracing the 
prowler. A short distance from the house 
he found his trousers, which had been aban
doned by the thief, and a few steps farther 
his key ring and wallet were found. But the 
thief had gone and with him went thirty
five cents. 

Last Friday night Mr. and Mrs. Dick 
Roetman of Hull were awakened by a 
Hash-light playing around in their bedroom. 
The manipulator of the light commanded 
them to lie quietly or suffer the conse
quence. He then inquired of Mr. Roetman 
the whereabouts of the family purse. Roet
man told him. The visitor found it, and 
picking up Mr. Roetman's trousers, disap
peared into the night. Bill Oostenink was 
called. The town was searched. Schemes 
were devised but no stranger was seen, and 
the trousers could not be found. An esti
mate of the loss is $2. 

This thing is becoming a mystery, our 
own little mystery. Wednesday night and 
Friday night, and when again shall we 
meet this man? Burglars loot homes all 
over the country. Usually they go for val
uables. But when a man prowls in the 
night and takes so little with him it ap
pears as if he has some mania. Mr. Roet
man's trousers may be the answer to this 
mystery-if they fit the man we may never 
hear of him again; if not, he may search 
another night. 

If some man looks you over and you 
think he's taking measurements of your 
pants, grab him. 

KENTUCKY 

HANDBILL distributed to the Christians of 
Russellville, that lovely town: 

EVANGELIST J. PERCENTE 
will speak at the 
UNION SERVICES 

Logan Campus 
Sunday, 8:oo o'clock 

Evangelist Percente is ex-lightweight box-
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ing champion of the world; former physical 
director to Theodore Roosevelt; former 
gangster and bootlegger; modern miracle 
of God. 
Everybody Invited to Hear This Unique 

Evangelist 

MARYLAND 

ScIENTIFIC announcement from the grand 
old Hansastadt of Baltimore, seat of the 
Johns Hopkins University: 

Vernon 6740 
The 

MAN FROM ANCIENT EGYPT 
PROF. UNDERWOOD 

SPIRITUAL ADVISOR 

When in Trouble, Advice Given on All 
Consult Mc. Affairs of Life. 

Private Readings Daily from II A. M. to 
9 P. M. 

321 North Paca Street 
Next to Engine House 

MASSACHUSETTS 

T,rn worship of Jahveh in the town of 
Malden, as reported by the Associated 
Press : 

The ushers of the Maplewood Methodist 
Episcopal Church, who scandalized the con
gregation by whistling while taking up the 
collection at the eightieth anniversary serv
ice of the church, were restored to good 
social standing today when the pastor, the 
Rev. Duane B. Aldrich, explained their 
strange behavior. The pastor instructed the 
ushers to whistle every time a dollar bill or 
more was dropped into the plates. They 
whistl~d exactly 105 times. 

MICHIGAN 
SERMON subject of the Right Rev. H. 
_Eugene LeRoy, missionary bishop in the 
Scientific Church of the Deity, at the 
Boyne City tabernacle of that sect: 

Did the first human beings on earth live 
in Michigan and Canada? What are the 
scientific facts about it? 

NEBRASKA 
Tm editor of the Wallace Call spits on 
his hands and cuts loose: 

The bride is a woman of wonderful fas .. 
cination and remarkable attractiveness, for, 
with a manner as enchanting as the wand 
of a siren and a disposition as sweet as the 
odors of flowers, and a spirit as joyous as 
the caroling of birds, and a mind as bril
liant as the glittering tresses that adorn the 
brow of Winter, and with a heart as pure 
as the dewdrops trembling in a coronet 
of violets, she will make the home of her 
husband a paradise of enchantment, where 
the heaven-tuned harp of Hymen shall send 
forth those sweet strains of felicity that 
thrill the sense with the ecstatic pulsing of 
rhythmic rapture. 

NEW JERSEY 

THE Hudson Dispatch of Jersey City gives 
a pleasant free reading-notice to an emi
nent reader: 

The first thing Judge Kinkead looks for 
in the Hudson Dispatch each morning is 
Milton C . Work's auction bridge lesson. 
When he gets that in his head, he has 
something to think about when he goes 
walking. Judge Kinkead is a profound stu
dent, and among his deepest thoughts are 
his auction bridge problems. 

NEW YORK 

FROM a circular letter announcing the 
opening of a new speakeasy in Marvelous 
Manhattan: 

Come to my opening, and behold the lifting 
of the lid from my Pandora-box of sur
prises! The savage uncensored dances of 
the jungles of Africa! The titillating, tio
tinabulating secret excitations of the Congo 
and the Besh-shuddcring, goose-creeping 
delicious horrors of the Grand Guignol I 
Continental bizarrerie as will be cayenne to 
the jaded mental tongue, and pep up 
stomachs leathered on syntheticism and 
minds impotentized by banality. 

In an atmosphere of the piquant and 
beautiful, it will be my aim to bring to
gether the monied and mental, both ~e 
aristocracy of Park avenue and of the m
tellect; to bring back to our time something 
of the camaraderie and joyance of the Ve
netian carnivals, of the Florentian fiestas, 
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days when an opulent and colorful aristoc
racy fraternized with the shining spirits 
that made the world beautiful through 
poetry, philosophy, drama and art! 

My opening will mark a gesture to re
cover-for those qualified to appreciate it 
or to afford it-the spirit of unadulated, 
unsynthetic and pristine joy! 

FROM the great city of Brooklyn: 

MARRIAGE! 

Never too Early Never too Late 
Are you interested in a 
MARRIAGE PROPOSITION? 

Call to see the World Prominent 
MATCHMAKER SPECIALIST 

Mr. RUBIN 
1575 EASTERN PARKWAY, BROOKLYN 

Telephone Haddingway 906<>-9122 
My big acquaintances with all classes of 
respectable business, professional high-class 
working people and nice intelligent girls 
from rich business families, also widows 
and widowers in all ages. Will surely help 
to suit you and solve your problem through 
modern and honest methods. Everything is 
absolutely strictly confidential. 

P.S.-lt is in your own interest not to 
delay as many very good chances are wait
ing for you. 

Tune in please on Radio Station iVSGH 
every Wednesday eve., bet. 7 and 7:30 P .M . 

for a very interesting programme. 

OHIO 

BRIEF in favor of Prohibition by a reader 
of the celebrated Cleveland Plain Dealer: 

Editor Plain Dealer-Sir: In regard to 
Prohibition I have this to say: About fif
teen years ago a young friend came to our 
city to learn to be a barber by attending a 
barber college. I met him on the street 
sometime after and asked him how he was 
getting along. He answered that he would 

like to be a barber, but he could not stand 
to shave men who were drunk and dirty 
and lousy. 

I passed the college shortly afterward and 
saw drunks inside and drunks outside and 
the place looked unsanitary and unclean, 
and I did not blame the young man for 
refusing to tolerate it. 

Go to that barber college today and sec 
a barber shop fit for a king. 

A. J. w ALDRON. 

Lakewood. 

PUBLIC announcement in the Ohio Stat, 
University Monthly, published by the 
Ohio State University Association, official 
organization of the graduates and former 
students. 

TnE BIRTH OF nm MoNTH CLUB 

ITS AUGUST OPUS 

"JACQUELINE EILEEN" 
By EILEEN AND JACK PRICE 

This is the first of this young couple's work 
and is an interesting study of what can be 
done when you really try. Unfortunately it 
was issued privately-there is only one copy 
in existence. We look for this initial ven
ture to startle the world. It may even set 
a precedent. 

Published August 8. Weight 6 lbs., 6 oz. 
Plain linen binding. Our price is the best. 

GRANT HosPITAL CoMPANY, 

Publisher and Delivery Service. 

TENNESSEE 

ART news in the Chattanooga Times: 

Miss Sarah Sue Robinson gave the life of 
Michael Angelo yesterday at the meeting 
of the North Chattanooga Book Club at 
the home of Mrs. J. Frank Boydston. Miss 
Robinson had seen the paintings of Mr. 
Angelo while touring Europe the past 
Summer. 

SHAKESPEARE'S NEW ENGLAND 

BY DANE YORKE 

B
osroN's Tercentenary, with its new 
stress on Pilgrim and Puritan, bas 
once more emphasized a curious 

paradox of New England letters. Which is, 
that though always most reverently wor
shipful of Old England-and, particularly, 
the England of Shakespeare-the Yankee 
literati have still oddly failed to see that 
along with Pilgrim and Puritan there also 
came a strong and persistent Elizabethan 
carry-over into the life of the New World. 
For example, Thomas Morton, "of Clif
ford's Inn, Gent.," with his Merrymount 
company and their famous May-pale frolic 
with the Indian "lasses in beaver coats," 
plainly repeated in New England the 
Elizabethan life revealed by Shakespeare 
in the antics of Falstaff and his crew. Yet 
where Morton has been noticed at all it has 
been as a mere accident, a blue note in 
New England's psalm. But the truth is 
that he really was part of a rich and basic 
chord. Much of New England's life sprang 
directly from the "pagan routs" of Shake
speare's day. 

It could hardly be otherwise. Of the holy 
Mayflower company only one in three 
came from the Leyden flock of saintly 
John Robinson. The remainder (including 
John Alden and Captain Miles Standish, 
whom Morton dubbed Captain Shrimp, 
and of whom Pastor Robinson strongly dis
approved) came from London, where the 
lives of many had touched the glory of 
Armada days and compassed the period of 
Shakespeare's prime. When the Mayflower 

sailed Shakespeare had been dead barely 
four years; Sir Walter Raleigh but two. 
Ben Jonson still lived, and would live for 
seventeen years longer. It is more than a 
matter of mere dates. In William Harri
son's "Descriptions of Britaine and Eng
land," written about 1587 (a full generation 
before the sailing of the Mayflower), there 
may be found many things which have 
been repeatedly painted as peculiar only 
to Pilgrim and Puritan New England. 
Such as this: "Harlots and their mates," 
wrote Harrison, "are punished by carting, 
ducking and the doing of open penance in 
sheets in churches and market-steads." And 
even then the punishment had been found 
ineffective. "For what great smart is it," 
Harrison comments, "merely to be turned 
out of a hot sheet into a cold? Or after a 

little washing in the water to be let loose 
again." 

This groundling life of Shakespeare's 
time lived on in the New World Plymouth. 
An authentic member of the sacred May• 
flower company, John Billington, betrays 
it with his swaggering career ("He lived 
always a knave," records Governor Brad
ford), which lasted for ten long years, or 
until his hanging for murder in 1630. "He 
was one of the profanest among us," says 
Bradford. One of! How very carefully 
New England literature has O\'erlooked 
the fact that any Pilgrim Father was ever 
profane! Or hanged! 

Another Elizabethan spirit was fiery 
John Oldham who, banished for contu-
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macy, came back stubbornly to rail in the 
streets of Plymouth against the magis-
trates. And the punishment he met was 
plainly drawn from the same rich heritage 
of gutty humor. "Seized and comited until 
he was tamer," the irate Oldham was then 
forced by Governor Bradford to run the 
gauntlet of a guard of musketeers, "every 
one ordered to give him a thump on ye 
brich with ye butt end of his musket." An
other contemporary account, describing this 
same punishment in the clearest Eliza
bethan slang as "a bob on the bum," also 
marvellously calls it ua most solemn inven
tion." Fat Jack Falstaff, set upon and cudg
elled by indignant Master Ford in Shake
speare's Windsor, furnished no more sport 
for the groundlings ( and the gentry of 
Elizabeth's court) than did John Oldham, 
spanked like a bad boy through the streets 
of Plymouth. The two "inventions" were 
of a piece. 

The story of Boston is equally full of 
these Elizabethan notes. Almost two gen
erations after the Founding, the diary of 
Judge Samuel Sewall repeatedly protests 
(and with obvious impotence) against the 
old survivals. Once he gives a clear picture 
of Boston's Elizabethans at play: "Jos. May
Lem carries a cock at his back with a Bell 
in 1s hand in the Main street; several follow 
him blindfold and under pretence of strik
ing him or 's cock, with great cartwhips 
strike the passengers and make great dis
turbance." It was simply an interesting re
currence of the old English sport of cock
thrashing. 

But then the old judge himself revealed, 
and more than once, a decided Elizabethan 
strain. There is his frank love for "goode 
Beer and aple pye"; the curious implica
tions of his second nuptial night and the 
stricken bride; while his "awful but pleas
ing treat" in piling and repiling the family 
coffins has been unjustly allowed to ob-

scure his one record of a bath. Runs his 
naive report: "Went with Mr. Brattle and 
swam in the Thames .• , . I went in in my 
Drawers." Shakespeare would have de
lighted in that, and also in the Ancient 
Pistol who lived, a little later, north of 
Boston. It was the latter's custom to go pot
hunting amid the small birds that throng 
the Maine sea-beaches. When his morn
ing's shoot brought him more birds than 
he could conveniently carry he simply took 
off his leather breeches, tied the legs with 
thongs, stored his kill in the bag thus made, 
and so marched homeward through the vil
lage "in his Drawers." Another usolemn 
invention" of Elizabethan New England! 

II 

The clearest picture of Elizabethan life is 
to be found north of Boston. Maine, in 
fact, had a curious correlation with Shake
speare. Its first colonization came in 16o7 
as one result of a voyage of discovery spon
sored by the same Earl of Southampton 
who was Shakespeare's patron, and to 
whom were dedicated his early poems 
When that early colony was paying the 
first recorded tribute to the New England 
climate ("In the space of seven hours they 
had thunder, lightning, rain, frost and 
snow, all in great abundance") Shake
speare was producing "King Lear." His 
"Cymbeline," "The Winter's Tale,'' and 
"The Tempest" were still unwritten. And 
it was in the very year of his death that 
Sir Ferdinando Gorges (who had been 
knighted on the field of battle by Eliza
beth's unlucky favorite, Essex), sent a gen
tleman in his service, Captain Richard 
Vines, to spend a Winter in the New 
World. Vines located at what is now Bid
deford Pool and Saco, and his glowing 
report to Gorges (in 1617) went far toward 
disproving the claims of the survivors of 
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the early colony of 16o7; to wit, that the 
New England climate was necessarily fatal. 

Casual settlement thus much antedated 
Boston, while permanent communities 
sprang up almost contemporaneously with 
that city of the saints. Along that northern 
coast, from Strawberry Bank (now Ports-
mouth), through Agamenticus (York), 
Cape Porpoise, Saco, Black Point (Scar
borough), to Casco (now Portland), there 
was a life that might have stepped direct 
from the pages of Shakespeare. Maine had 
May-poles before even that of Morton's. 

The two sections were in vivid contrast. 
Boston was, in intent, anti-Shakespearean: 
Puritan, narrow and dolorous. Maine, on 
the other hand, was fundamentally Eliza
bethan: Church-of-England, royalist and 
broad-humored. And only the mischance 
of the war between Roundhead and Cava
lier, in which the Praise-God Bareboneses 
triumphed for a time over the Raleighs 
and Ruperts, prevented tl1e successful per
petuation in Maine of a province as dis
tinguished for liberality, tolerance and 
humane living as the better-known Mary
land. 

In that unlucky war the proprietor of 
Maine, Sir Ferdinando Gorges, threw him
self actively into the royalist cause, fought 
by the side of Rupert at Bristol, and was 
engulfed in the royalist ruin that followed. 
His misfortunes, and death, gave the 
scheming Puritans of the Bay their oppor
tunity, and after a long period of turmoil 
and trickery Maine was definitely "en
grasped" through the purchase, by Massa
chusetts, for £ 1250 sterling of the territory 
upon which old Gorges had spent £20,000 
in development. Maine's helpless resent
ment is typified in the sturdy old Eliza
bethan who, in 1651, was haled before the 
judges at Yark for bitterly saying that "he 
hoped to live so long as to wett his bullets 
in the blood of the Saynts" ... of Boston. 

Puritan sympathisers have repeatedly 
condoned the aggressions of Massachusetts 
on the ground that the early population of 
Maine was low and lawless. But the charge 
is untrue. The dilkrence between the two 
sections was not in morals (the court rec
ords of Maine compare very favorably with 
those of Boston and Salem in that respect) 
but rather in kindliness, in tolerance, in 
enjoyment of life-and it was much to the 
advantage of Maine. As to kindliness, 
when Plymouth met its first great crisis of 
famine it was saved by the help of an open
handed outpost of Maine. "I found kind 
entertainment and good respect," wrote 
Winslow, the Pilgrim envoy who had been 
sent for aid, "with a willingness to supply 
our wants." And he added, significantly, 
"They would not take any bills for same, 
but did what they could freely." 

As to tolerance, there was never a single 
instance of religious persecution in Maine 
until Massachusetts "engrasped" the gov
ernment. The spirit of the province is re
vealed by Richard Vines, who had followed 
up that Winter of 1616 by settling down 
(about 1629) as a landed proprietor of 
Saco. In 1640 a Puritan divine, Thomas 
Jenner, came to Saco and reported to Gov
ernor Winthrop of Boston that he found 
the people "ignorant, superstitious and vi
tious"-a charge, incidentally, less fitting 
to Saco than to the godly Salem of the 
witchcraft horror a half-century later. But 
Vines, with whom Jenner had craftily and 
dogmatically disputed, merely wrote to 
Winthrop: "I like Mr. Jenner, his life and 
conversacion, and alsoe his preaching, if he 
would lett the Church of England alone; 
for that doth much trouble me, to heare 
our mother Church questioned for her im
purity upon every occasion, as if Men 
(ministers, I meane) had no other marke 
to aime at," Vines was then Deputy Gov
ernor of Maine, and answerable only to 
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Gorges, but he took no action against Jen
ner, who preached in Saco for six years 
thereafter, with Vines broad-mindedly con
tributing to his support. 

Vines, too, illustrates the more genial 
life. Plymouth and Boston frowned upon 
and bewailed the festivals o{ Old England, 
particularly that of Christmas. But gentle 
Elizabethan that he was, Richard Vines 
took careful thought for his Christmas din
ner. A deed he executed in 1638 stipulated, 
as part of the purchase price, that he should 
be provided each year with "one fatt Ca
pone in the feast of the na,ivity." Four 
years later, in 1642, he sold more land and 
again with thought of his table, for that 
deed required the providing of "one fatt 
gowse (goose J on the 25: h day of Decem., 
yearly." Jenner or no Jenner, Richard 
Vines feasted on Christmas Day. 

Nor was he alone. Over in the neighbor
ing Black Point (now Scarborough) was 
Captain Thomas Cammack, a nephew of 
the Earl of Warwick and an emigrant from 
the same English county in which Shake
speare was born and where he died. Cam
mack owned 1500 acres of land, had built 
himself a comfortable clapboarded house, 
and with his wife Margaret, and "my well
beloved friend," Henry Jocelyn (the lat
ter the son of a knight of Kent), had 
established a bit of Old England in that 
new world. Black Point also celebrated 
Christmas, as is shown by a deed executed 
by Henry Jocelyn as late as 1663 and after 
Massachusetts had directly ordered the 
punishment of "anybody who is found ob
serving, by abstinence from labor, feasting, 
or in any other way, any such day as 
Christmas Day." In that deed Henry, then 
a member of the Maine Province Council, 
provided that he should be rendered yearly 
by the purchasers "one day [ of labor J in 
cutting of wood against ye feast of 
Christmas." 

To that genial home we are indebted for 
the most striking contemporary record of 
Elizabethan New England. John Jocelyn, 
younger brother of Henry, came twice 
from London to visit Black Point; first in 
1638 when he stayed a year, and next in 
1663 when he remained eight years. The 
account which he wrote for the Fellows 
of the Royal Society vividly pictures the 
life he found, and tallies closely with the 
England of Shakespeare. In 1587 old Wil
liam Harrison had written that the gentry 
of England sat very long at table. Simi
larly, Jocelyn records of the Maine plant
ers: "They have a custom of taking To
bacco, sleeping at noon, sitting long at 
meals, sometimes four times a day, and 
now and then drinking a dram of the bot
tle extraordinarily." His testimony that the 
people fed well is amusingly confirmed by 
a Saco inquest of 1658, where the jury 
found "that according to the testimony 
given to us, shee [ the dead woman J was 
accessory to her own death with overmuch 
eating and drinking; we not having any 
witness that shee was forced t..hereunto" 
... a cautious verdict that certainly re
veals a Justice Shallow of Maine. 

Likewise, of the folk of Elizabethan 
England, Harrison had said that they were 
"very friendly at their tables and so merry 
without malice ... that it would do a 
man good to be in company among them." 
And Jocelyn, in prose reminiscent of that 
other Elizabethan, Richard Hakluyt, car
ries on the strain by revealing the fireside 
and table-talk of early Maine. Says he: 
"We had some neighboring Gentlemen in 
our house, who came to welcome me into 
the Countrey; where amongst variety of 
discourse they told me of a young Lyon 
kill 'd . .. by an Indian; of a Sea-Serpent 
or Snake, that lay quailed up like a Cable 
upon a rock at Cape Ann." Then a Mr. 
Mittin told of being in a canoe on Casco 
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Bay and encountering "a Triton or Mere
Man," whose hand, "chopt off with a 
Hatchet [ when it grasped the canoe], was 
in all respects like the hand of a man." 

That story, as the gathering became 
more mellow, was capped by Richard Fox
well, who lived nearby. Foxwell told of a 
coasting voyage he had recently made, 
when, being overtaken by night, he put 
out to sea "a little further ... fearing to 
land upon the barbarous shore." He and 
his men fell asleep on their boat but "about 
midnight they were awakened with a loud 
voice calling 'Foxwell, Foxwell, come 
ashore!' two or three times: upon the 
Sands they saw a great fire, and Men and 
Women hand in hand dancing around it 
in a ring; after an hour or two they van• 
ished, and as soon as the day appeared 
Foxwell puts into a small Cove ... where 
he found the footing of Men, Women and 
Children shod with shoes; and an infinite 
number of brands-ends thrown up by the 
water; but neither Indian nor English 
could he meet with on the shore, nor in the 
woods. These," says Jocelyn, "with many 
other stories they told me." It was all, evi
dently, the beginning folklore of a naive 
and wonderful new country. And it was 
just such stuff (and from just such a 
source) as that from which Shakespeare 
had woven "The Tempest." 

Those stories were told to Jocelyn in 
1639. The year previous he had visited Bos
ton just after the driving out of Anne 
Hutchinson and John Wheelwright. It is 
very illuminating that the one folkta le he 
heard among the "saynts" was that told 
him by "a grave and solemn person [ who J 
described to me the monster that was 
lately born of one Mrs. Dyer, a great Sec
tarie . . .. It was without a head but hav
ing horns and ears like a Beast, scales on 
a rough skin like a fish called a Thornback, 
legs and claws like a Hawk, but in other 

respects as a woman child." The contrast 
between those folktales of Maine and that 
one of Boston is the contrast between 
Elizabethan health and Puritan morbidity. 

Jocelyn (who in his narrative quotes 
from Ben Jonson) was plainly an Eliza
bethan spirit and it is very evident that he 
felt at home in Maine. In Boston it was 
strictly enjoined that "If any be merry let 
him sing psalms." But in Maine Jocelyn 
records that the English had taught the 
Indians how to make kitts ( the small vio
lins used by dancing-masters), and there 
was a noted Indian fiddler "whom the 
Fishermen and Planters, when they had a 
mind to be merry, made use of." And 
he also speaks of being "recreated with 
Musick and a cup of Sack." 

The Pilgrims and Puritans had looked 
askance at Thomas Morton's "vain pleas
ure" in wandering through the woods and 
marshes with a gun over his shoulder. But 
in Maine, where Morton died, there was 
a true English love of sport. Jocelyn de
scribes a fox hunt: "In the depth of Win
ter they lay a sledg-load of Cod's-heads on 
the other side of a paled fence when the 
moon shines, and about nine or ten the 
Foxes come to it .••. They continue 
shooting and killing of Foxes as long 
as the moon shineth; I have known half a 
score kill'd in one night." They hunted 
wolves with dogs: "We had an excellent 
course after a single Wolf upon the hard 
sands by the Sea-side at low water for a 
mile or two." When finally dragged down 
by a mastiff, the wolf was seized by the 
hunters, who "tyed his !eggs and so car
ried him home like a Calf upon a staff be
tween two men." Another wolf, so 
captured, fared differently: "Tying him to 
a stake we ba•ed him with smaller dogs 
and had excellent sport." It was an echoing 
survival of the "merry sport" of the bear
pits in Shakespeare's London. 
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There was, further, an Elizabethan love 
of the marvellous in Nature. Oysters in 
Maine were known to grow nine inches 
long; there were rumors that some had 
been found of eighteen inches. The Indians 
were suspected of secret cannibalism and 
one tribe was fabled to have canine-teeth 
three inches in length. The White Moun
tains of New Hampshire were said to be 
hollow ... "as may be guessed," says 
Jocelyn, "by the resounding of the rain 
upon the level at the top." But with it all 
there was also an Elizabethan eye for 
beauty such as no Puritan ever manifested. 
"Glowworms have here wings," wrote 
Jocelyn. "There are multitudes of them in
somuch that in the dark evenings when 
first I went into the Countrey I thought 
the whole Heavens had been on fire, seeing 
so many sparkles flying in the air." 

The speech of Maine was vivid, and its 
humor had Elizabethan breadth. Jocelyn 
sought knowledge of the Indians and 
learned that "Tame cattle have they none, 
excepting Lice." Their manner of dying 
brought another explanation with an evi
dent side-thrust at the "saynts": ... [The 
Indians] "die patiently, both men and 
women, not knowing of a Hell to scare 
them nor a conscience to terrific them." He 
found a fish called alewife and asked why 
it was so named. The derivation given him 
has never been bettered; it is still in Web
ster. In one swift phrase it flashes the stout 
tavern-mistresses of London's Eastcheap 
before us. "The Alewife," records Jocelyn, 
"is like a Herrin, but has a bigger bellie; 
therefore called an Alewife." 

The Elizabethan color of his pages is 
borne out by the archives of the old Yark 
County Court, which run back to 1636. In 
them are preserved, by direct quotation, 
much of the folk-speech of early Maine. 
Such typical Shakespearean epithets as cod
piece, punk, pedler's trull, home-beaded 

rogue, halfe-penny hoare, mowne-calfe, and 
a pox on 't, are all to be found in cases cov
ering the entire province. Elizabethan char
acters passed stubbornly or penitently be
fore the judges. Nor were they mere 
drunken cronies of Falstaff. In 1654 Mas
sachusetts brought something more than 
moral suasion to bear in securing Maine 
contributions to the support of Harvard 
College. And one stout soul was dragged 
before the court "for denying the college 
to be any ordinance of God." 

In another case a certain Di gory Jeffreys 
appears, who in name, manner and speech 
would have fitted into any Shakespearean 
comedy and set the groundlings roaring. 
He was charged by an incensed Dogberry, 
a "marshall James Wiggins," with defi
antly saying that "he cared not a - for 
authority, Justices or their warrants." 
Somehow that Digory suggests the sturdy 
carter of Queen Elizabeth's day who got 
into trouble for bis disgusted remark: "The 
Queen is but a woman, and so is my wife." 
But whereas Elizabeth tolerantly laughed, 
the justices of York in their greater dig
nity fined poor Digory forty shillings for 
his irreverence-but only two shillings six
pence 0 £or sweareing one oath." 

Thus in gentry and groundlings, in 
speech, manners and customs, Elizabeth's 
England lived on north of Boston. 

III 

The Puritans of Massachusetts Bay bitterly 
hated that vivid life. After the purchase of 
Maine their manner of crushing out the 
Elizabethan characteristics of Church and 
State there has been likened by one writer 
to the savage manner of Rome with de
feated Carthage. 

Troubled at the increasing turmoil, Rich
ard Vines sold his Saco land as early as 
1645 and sailed to the more peaceful Bar-
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badoes. John Jocelyn went back to London 
in 1671, being, as he said, "heartily weary 
and the Government of the Province 
turned topsiturvy ." His brother Henry also 
moved outside the jurisdiction of the Bay, 
seemingly to escape the "saynts." In the 
same way, in Boston itself, the kindly 
nature-loving William Blackstone (whom 
the Puritans had found in possession there) 
felt impelled to leave his beloved rose
bushes and take refuge in hospitable 
Rhode Island. 

But while the "saynts" were so successful 
in discouraging the gentry, the yeomanry 
and groundlings proved more difficult. The 
old court records of Massachusetts, New 
Hampshire and Maine reveal how stub
bornly they stood their ground-stiff
necked custodians of the full English 
heritage. And it is a fair inference that to 
these strong-souled Elizabethan spirits, 
scattered all through New England, was 
due the final defeat of the Puritan theoc
racy, a defeat so complete that a recent his
torian, speaking in the sacred precincts of 
the Massachusetts Historical Society itself, 
could declare with emphasis "that not one 
thing of the civil and religious oligarchy 
which Winthrop and Cotton built up ex
ists today." 

The Elizabethan survivals in New Eng
land are more than mere antiquarian cu
rios. They explain many things, otherwise 
quite puzzling, in the social and literary 
history of the land. The humor of James 

· Russell Lowell, his "Bigelow Papers," and 
his evident delight in harking back to the 
heavy drinking of Cambridge, are far more 
closely linked with the England of Eliza
beth than to either the England of James 
or the Boston of Winthrop. They make 
clear the fondness for Falstaff which led 
Charles Francis Adams, Jr., to begin his 
autobiography with a reference to that fat 
knight. And they illumine Emerson's seem-

ingly strange course in dignifying the 
groundlings of his own Concord. "Fools 
and clowns and sots," he wrote, "make up 
the fringe of every one's tapestry of life and 
give a certain reality to the picture." There 
was that in his blood which made the Fal
staflian elements of New England to draw 
him strongly. As witness his praise of a 
teamster's oath: "How laconic and brisk 
it is by the side of a page of the North 
American Review!" And again: "The lan
guage of the street is always strong .... 
Always this profane swearing and bar
room wit has salt and fire in it." 

Nantucket's proud boast about the na
tivity of Benjamin Franklin ("Ben's keel 
was laid in 'Tucket but the old lady went 
to Boston to launch him") is plainly Eliza
bethan in spirit and plainly of the street. 
But it was one of the Bay State's most il
lustrious sons, that gravely togaed public 
figure, Harrison Grey Otis, who wrote (to 
a widower friend contemplating remar
riage) with such Elizabethan ribaldry as 
this: "Remember Doctor Hunt. He tried 
all the widows in three counties and be
cause he told them his object in a wife 
was principally to keep his back warm, 
they were all 'hands off,' and he was 
obliged, as he said, to sleep with no live 
creature but a bed bug." 

Even the clergy bear witness to the lusty 
strain. There was that famous New Eng
land divine whose profound theological 
works won for him the honorary degrees 
of both Harvard and Dartmouth. He fell 
into the habit of grievously overlong ser
mons, so much so that certain weary ones 
of his flock were driven to approach him 
with this naive offer. If, said they, he would 
curtail his sermons then the flock in grati
tude would give him a barrel of good 
cider-a proposal which the eminent 
theologian promptly accepted. So also 
would have Friar Tuck. 
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The strange Boston mobs of the Revolu
tion, the verbal exuberance of Ethan Allen, 

the daring adventuring and pragmatic 
laissez faire which gave New England her 

great days of sea-power and glory-all were 
Elizabethan in spirit and inheritance. So 

was that strange (by all Puritan traditions) 

figure of Amy Lowell. Once an inter

viewer, striving to express her vigorous 

personality, was inspired to call her Fal

staffian. With her cigar, her great dogs, her 

reputed ability "to tell a story that would 

make a lady's hair stand on end," what a 

contrast (and complement) she was to 

the New England nun-spinsters that Mary 

Wilkins Freeman and Sarah Orne Jewett 
built into a mould of fashion and in the 

full inspiration of the "saynts." Yet Amy 

Lowell and her humbler village compeers 

-to be found all through N ew England

were (and are) as indigenous, as au hen

tically rooted, as the Great Stone Face and 
the Coolidge phiz. 

The Pilgrims and Puritans may have 

been the warp in New England's tapestry, 

but the Elizabethans were the weft. Also, 

to change the figure, her salt. Like that fine 

soul whose portrait lingers from a recent 

book of Maine reminiscence: "The Squire 

was a readet of Greek in the original and 

he spouted Homer to the sea. He drank 

much brandy and rum and died in ad

vanced years and was buried in sea sand." 

Shakespeare would have joyed in him ... 

and been at home in the New England 
that he typified. 

ON WOMEN AS HOUSEKEEPERS 

BY RALPH MILNE FARLEY 

T
HOSE persons whose recollections 
carry back as far as the time of the 
adoption of the Nineteenth Amend

ment can remember the two slogans to the 

tune of which the campaign of votes-for

women was fought: the one, the cry of the 

suffragists, "Are women people?"; and the 

other, the reply of the antis, "Woman's 

place is in the home." 
I am beginning to wonder if either side 

was right. Are women actually people

that is to say, the same sort of people that 

we men are? And is their place really in 

the home? 
The average married woman is quite cer

tain that she could run her husband's busi

ness better than he does, and I am not at 

all sure that she is wrong. But be that as it 

may. What I wish to assert is that the aver

age man would make a much more com

petent housekeeper than his wife. 
Housekeeping on a large scale, indeed, 

is always done by men, even now. Who

ever heard of a woman hotel.manager, or 

a woman chef? Even all of the good mo

distes, couturiers and milliners are of the 

male sex. But when it comes to running 

the ordinary small home, a job that ought 

to take about two hours a day, the women

folk have us poor males perfectly bluffed. 
They maintain their supremacy, not by 

the complicated ritual, the meaningless 

secret codes, and the general hocus-pocus 

that enchants the priests of the law, medi
cine, and the other male professions. No, 

women's ways are much more direct. The 

very simplicity of their nomenclature dis.. 

arms one. But they have such perverse 

ways of doing the easiest-sounding things, 

and they manage to make so difficult every

thing in which they seek male assistance, 

that we misguided men are full of sym

pathy over the way our wives have to slave 

while we enjoy life at the office. 
If a factory or store were run along the 

inefficient lines of the average home, it 

would be bankrupt in a month. But let me 

give a few examples of feminine incapac

ity; listing them under the various traits 

which I believe to be the cause of woman's 

inherent unfitness for housekeeping. 

II 

First, women are unalterably conierva

tive. I remember reading somewhere, in 

the writings of some famous person, an 

account of how he had shown some peas.. 

ant women that the time-honored custom 

of carrying a stone in a sack on one shoul

der, to balance a bag of grain on the other, 

was quite unnecessary. "Just put half the 
grain in each sack," said he, "and your load 
is cut in two." It seemed reasonable; so 

they tried it. But soon they reverted to the 
old method. "This is the regular way to 

carry grain," they explained-and that con

sideration outweighed all others. 
Take the matter of dish-washing, the 

most time.consuming operation of all 
housework. As a boy, I worked on the New 

Hampshire farm of a man who ran his 
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own household. He had a wife, three chil
dren, a nursemaid, and the usual contingent 
of farmhands and boarders: about fifteen 
persons in all. Washing dishes for fifteen 
people is no joke. 

So he rigged up two cubical sinks, about 
a yard each way. In one, he put boiling 
water, with a quarter of a teaspoon of kero
sene to a gallon of water. In the other, he 
put just plain boiling water. The dishes 
were stacked in square wire-netting bas
kets on a long shelf. Above the shelf and 
the two sinks there ran a track like the 
one that carried feed and the manure out 
in the barn. A small rope with pulleys hung 
from this track. After dinner, he just 
hooked on the baskets, one by one, soused 
them up and down in one tank after the 
other, and then set them to drain and dry 
witnout wiping. The entire dish-washing 
was over in less than five minutes. 

In every home in which I have lived 
since those boyhood days I have attempted 
to introduce that labor-saving system, but 
without success. The women wouldn't even 
give it a trial. "The kerosene would make 
the plates taste," said they. The plates 
never tasted on Talbot's farm, bu, a recital 
of that fact made no impression on the 
conservatism of these good ladies. 

My mother-but that story comes under 
another heading. 

My wife, although she wouldn't try the 
kerosene stunt, did install a rotary dish
washer, not because she saw anything 
wrong in the conventional process of wash
ing in the sink, but rather because the 
salesman was a friend of my boss, who had 
sent him to our house. 

The device certainly was a wonder. It 
was every bit as good as Talbot's, except 
that it lacked the unlimited capacity of 
his. But when we moved to a new house, 
it was not reinstalled. "It clutters up the 
sink," was the explanation, as though the 

full capacity of the sink were needed when 
the dishes did not have to be washed there
in. Also, "The kitchen doesn't look like a 
real kitchen with that contraption in it." 

So an hour or two a day is wasted wash
ing dishes in our present establishment. 
The dish-washing machine has been sold 
to a junk-man. 

Secondly, women won't accept improve
ments. This, of course, is a phase of their 
conservatism. Putting dishes into a ma
chine isn't really washing them. It gets 
them clean, yes; cleaner than washing 
would do; but it isn't "washing." Dividing 
the load isn't the regular way to carry 
grain to the mill. 

The average man is an iconoclast. If a 
certain way of doing a thing is the time
tried conventional way, he will wrack his 
brains to try to improve on it. This is the 
spirit which has made America a nation 
of inventors, the center of the material 
progress of the world. How many women 
are among the patentees of the thousand 
or so patents which issue weekly in this 
country? I counted up in the most recent 
issue of the Official Patent Gazette, giving 
the ladies the benefit of the doubt on all 
names which might be either male or fe
male. Out of 916 patentees, only 35, less 
than 4%, were women. 

I came up against this contrast in tem
peraments at a very early age. As a small 
boy I made my own bed daily. The num
ber of times that one has to walk around 
the end of a bed in making it, if laid end 
to end, would-well, it seemed to me that 
this expenditure of time was a great eco
nomic waste. So I sewed a row of metal 
eyelets along the foot of each of my sheets 
and blankets, and hooked them on to 
screw-hooks at the foot of the bed. One 
yank at the head-end of the outfit, and my 
bed was made. Furthermore, my bed
clothes never pulled out at the bottom. 
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Was I allowed to reap the fruits of my 
invention/ Most certainly not! It was ac
cused of being unsanitary. Whereupon I 
pointed out that my sheets got even more 
airing strung out taut from their anchor
age than scrumpled together in a heap the 
way the ladies of the household did it. 
Well, anyhow, they asserted that it was 
not the right way to make a bed. This was 
their real reason. And I had to give in. 

In recent years, I have developed a sim
ple system for washing my few breakfast 
dishes while the family is away for the 
Summer. I keep a large laundry tub, full 
of water, in the middle of the kitchen floor. 
When I am through with a dish, I throw it 
in. When I need a dish, I fish it out and 
wipe it. Once or twice a week I change the 
water. But the ladies of my acquaintance, 
instead of being impressed by my ingenuity 
and originality, are horrified. 

Once I served on a committee for a 
series of dances. In previous years there 
had been complaints about the fruit-punch, 
woman-made out of the best materials. So 
this year I made the punch. To eight gal
lons of water, I added one quart of cheap 
claret, and glucose, citric acid and saccha
rine to taste; also, for the sake of realism, 
one orange, one lemon and one banana, 
all sliced and floating. The whole eight 
gallons cost less than $2. I kept the for
mula to myself, and the punch made a hit. 

As one lady said to me, "It is such a 
relief to get genuine fruit-punch again, 
after that awful chemical substitute which 
last year's committee served us." 

I did not disillusion her. It was mascu
line ingenuity against feminine intuition. 

Some women are as ingenious as men, 
it is true. But the moment the cause for 
the ingenuity passes, they revert to the 
old ways, with much the same calm intel
ligence as is displayed by rescued horses 
rushing back into a burning stable. 

Take, for example, one of my aunts. She 
had planned cornstarch pudding for a cer
tain meal, and found that she was all out 
of cornstarch. There were plenty of other 
desserts in the house, but this particular 
meal called for cornstarch. Just why, I 
know not. But that was an example of her 
feminine persistence. So, in desperation, 
she used laundry starch. She admitted to 
me that it worked even better than corn
starch. All the guests, not knowing that 
she had employed a substitute, praised the 
smoothness of the pudding. But my aunt 
took great pains never to be out of corn
starch again. 

Did you ever see a woman who knew 
how to operate a can-opener? I never did. 
They attack a can with all the abandon 
of a tabby-cat pouncing on a hop-toad, or 
a cow getting over a fence. Frequently 
they cut their fingers. Also the contents 
of the can get hopelessly mangled by being 
extracted through a too small and too 
jagged hole. 

Several varieties of new patent can~ 
openers are now on the market. These will 
open a can more speedily, more neatly, and 
with less danger than the old sort. As they 
are still for sale, someone must buy them. 
Who docs? Probably the bachelors. There 
is not a married household of my acquain
tance which possesses one. 

In fact, I have even known women to 
scorn the simple key that comes with cer
tain brands of coffee and sardines, and try 
to use an ordinary can-opener on them 
instead. To my remonstrances these good 
ladies reply, "But, my dear, these contrap
tions aren't can-openers." 

You see, women won't accept substitutes, 
even though the substitutes constitute an 
improvement. 

Thirdly, women aren't mechanical. Prob
ably this trait contributes to their disincli
nation to adopt the new can-openers. For 
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such contrivances are machinery, and 
women are horribly afraid of machinery. 

When I was in college, every lunchroom 
on Harvard Square had a set of little clock
work timers for boiling eggs. The moment 
that any regular patron entered, Butler 
Walker or Jimmy or Rammy, as the case 
might be, would glance at a chart which 
listed the exact fraction of a second to 
which that patron liked his eggs done. 
Then Butler, or etc., would set a dial, in
sert the egg, and out again would pop the 
egg at just the right instant. 

These gadgets are simple, inexpensive, 
and fool-proof. But can you get a woman 
to use one? Not on your life! For that isn't 
the regular way to cook an egg, my dear; 
and, besides, the gadgets are machinery. 
We have one, but I can't get my wife to 
use it. 

The conventional practice with respect 
to boiling eggs is to put in the requisite 
number at haphazard intervals, open them 
one by one at the table, and let each person 
pick out the one which most nearly ap
proaches his or her idea as to the proper 
degree of coagulation. Like the way they 
used to issue uniforms in the Army, this 
suits the first two or three patrons to a T, 
but it isn't fair at all to the last person 
served. I prefer the gadgets of my old col
lege days. 

A neighbor lady recently furnished a 
· fine example of woman's mechanical inept

itude. Glancing across from my yard, I 
noticed that she would sit motionless for 
some time on a lawn-chair, holding some 
small object in her hands. Then she would 
let go of it, stoop over and pick it up again, 
and repeat the process. 

Much mystified, I ambled over to see 
what it was all about. I found that she had 
a small silver picture-frame, which she was 
holding together. But the silver part was 
slightly sprung, so that when she let go of 

it, it would fly away from the back. She 
kept holding it together for a longer and 
longer period each time, but each time it 
would spring apart as soon as she re
leased it. 

I stood and watched her for quite a 
while, which I suppose was mean of me. 
At last she sighed with exasperation, and 
remarked that I irritated her. Whereupon 
I asked if I might try. I took the frame, 
bent it slightly until it was perfectly flat, 
put it together, and handed it back to her, 
all fixed. I claim no particular credit for 
the performance; any man could have done 
it equally well, and with as little fuss and 
feathers. 

My wife says that the trouble with the 
neighbor woman wasn't lack of mechanical 
ability, but rather the possession of a rare 
degree of persistence. She was determined 
to beat that picture frame in her own way, 
if it took all Summer. 

FourtMy, women won't follow direc
tions. As I started to state, a while back, 
my mother was broadminded enough to 
try the kerosene cure for dirty dishes, al
though she was sure that it would cause the 
dishes to taste of oil. But when I told her 
to put in only one-quarter of a teaspoon 
of kerosene to a gallon of water, she 
snorted, "How perfectly absurd!" and pro
ceeded to put in a cupful. Of course, this 
made the dishes taste frightfully, thus vin
dicating her prophecy. 

I know another woman, whom I once 
induced to try a certain coffee-substitute. 
The directions on the can stated that it 
was not to be brewed like coffee; but that, 
if cooked in a certain specified way, the re
sulting beverage was guaranteed to be in
distinguishable from real coffee. 

"How absurd!" asserted the lady. "If it's 
any good as a coffee substitute it'll have to 
stand or fall by being cooked just like 
coffee." 
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So she brewed it in a coffee-pot in the 
regular way, and the result was awful. 
Which, of course, vindicated her prejudice 
against substitutes. 

Once I got the old lady where I was 
boarding to help me make some candied 
ginger-root, an article of which I am very 
fond, but which was too expensive for my 
then pocket-book. So I was overjoyed to 
find in some woman's magazine-of all 
placesl-a recipe for making this condi
ment out of carrots, powdered ginger and 
sugar. 

The recipe was very explicit in demand
ing that the carrots must be only very 
slightly parboiled. 

"How absurd!" exclaimed my landlady. 
11 That's no kind of way to cook carrots!" 

So the carrots were properly cooked, and 
I got neither buttered carrots nor candied 
ginger-root out of the resulting mess. 

Women, to whom I have told this car
rot-episode, all agree that it proves that I 
ought to have realized that you can't make 
candied ginger-root out of carrots. For that 
would be a substitute, you see; and the 
rules of the game do not permit substitu
tion. 

III 

I have here given the high spots of a 
long life of observing the feminine sex 
wrestling with the difficulties of house
work. And because women are conserva
tive, will not accept improvements, fear 
machinery, are pig-headed, and won't fol
low directions, I am firmly of the convic
tion that, by and large, they will never 
make a success of their calling. 

The average man could accomplish in 
two or three hours the daily housework 
done by the average woman in eight or 

ten; provided, of course, that he were 
given full control and free rein, and per
mitted to reorganize the household-plant 
upon an efficient basis. 

On the other hand, the average woman, 
if permitted to take over her husband's 
business, could undoubtedly cut out a large 
part of the unnecessary conferences, blank 
forms, reports, and carbon copies; and pro
duce more results with less overhead. 

Why not, then, swap places? 
I'll tell you why. just about the time that 

each of them got things going smoothly
the wife making more money, and the hus
band running the home like clockwork on 
two hours a day, and spending the rest of 
his time fishing or playing golf or poker
just about then the wife would catch on, 
conclude that her husband was a lazy 
loafer, and make him come down to the 
office and work under her for his six free 
hours a day. Then what would become of 
his hard-earned independence? 

P. S. I read the foregoing to my wife. 
Her only comment was, "Are you trying to 
be horrid?" 

A few minutes later she flounced back 
into my study with a look of triumph in 
her eye, and bearing a tumbler containing 
the dregs of some switchel which I had 
been drinking. 

"I found this on the newel-post in the 
front hall," said she, "and it has left a white 
ring where you put it down wet. How 
would you prevent that sort of thing hap
pening on your two hours a day?" 

"Very simply," I replied, not in the least 
nonplussed. "I should put deck-varnish on 
the stair-rail." 

Whereupon she floored me with the, to 
her, unanswerable argument, "But deck
varnish isn't the proper finish, my dear, to 
use in houses!" 



Architecture 

THE HORIZONTAL CHALLENGES 
THE VERTICAL 

BY WILLIAM E. WILLNER 

IN THE decade just before the arrival of 
the steel building, Providence saw fit to 

send the sons of many American families 
to study architecture in Paris. At the Ecole 
des Beaux Arts they were introduced to the 
French idea that good architecture could be 
produced by strictly logical methods, that 
Plato's association of the good, the true, and 
the beautiful was a practical recipe for good 
design. The first essential in designing a 
building was to eliminate preconceived no
tions and allow the requirements of the 
programme to dictate the plan. The fa,ade 
should then tell the truth about the plan 
and section, the details should suggest the 
character of occupancy and the special 
methods of construction. 

The whole emphasis of the Beaux Arts 
system was on the study of planning, which 
enabled the student to develop a fine sense 
of proportion without being too much in
fluenced by the personal tastes of his pa
tron . The elevations were usually slighted, 
and any fa,ade would pass muster if it 
resulted logically from the plan. The 
Americans, however, were usually more 
interested in results than in methods. 
Though they marveled at the triumphs of 
abstract design which the patient French 
students produced in their floor plans, they 
gave most of their admiration to the hastily 
drawn fa,ades. They were after the "big 
things" in architecture, the rules which 
would enable them to design handsome 
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buildings with speed and efficiency. The 
philosophy of design enunciated by M. 
Julien Guadet might be all very well, but 
the practical man would realize that all 
plans could be reduced to one of five or six 
approved forms, that all fa,ades should 
consist of one, three, or five motifs, and 
that one part of the fa,ade must always be 
unmistakably more important than all tbe 
rest. 

When the young diplome returned to 
America, he was faced with the new prob
lem of the tall office building. It was a prob
lem unlike any of those which had been so 
neatly solved in the ateliers of Paris, and 
it seemed, for a while, that it could not be 
analyzed in terms of Beaux Arts philoso
phy. Twenty stories, all of the same height 
and importance, could not be truthfully 
expressed if they were to yield a compo
sition of orthodox form. Either the cult of 
truth or the cult of the dominant feature 
had to give way, and it was truth that 
yielded. The practical way to deal with the 
twenty stories was to divide them arbi
trarily into three parts, using the first four 
stories as a base, decorated with a Doric 
order, leaving the next twelve stories as a 
plain shaft, and treating the upper four 
stories as a capital, decorated with a Corin
thian order. For many years this was ac
cepted as the proper way to design an office 
building. Beaux Arts logic went no far
ther, but was content to impose its stand
ardized composition on almost every 
American city and to play the dilettante by 
decorating that single type with every style 
of architecture about which a book had 
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been published. Some of these buildings 
are undoubtedly handsome, but nearly all 
of them must be classified as fakes-easily 
recognized as such by anyone who passes 
through the three-story entrance into a 
lobby barely ten feet high. 

With the advent of zoning laws and set
back upper stories, it was plain that the 
cornice had to go. Thus the three-part com
position was suddenly deprived of its top. 
It was then discovered that the fairly com
mon use of vertical piers between the win
dows was a brilliant expression of the truth 
about steel construction, instead of being, 
as most thoughtful people had supposed, 
an attempt to make the classic pilaster em
brace some thirty stories in a single flight. 
The pilasters were promptly turned into 
buttresses and finished with chamfered tops 
above the highest parapet; and with that 
the vertical was born. 

In the hands of the best architects, the 
set-back stories gave new and interesting 
silhouettes, but the typical fa,ade became a 
glorified fence, with posts about eighteen 
feet apart and two or three hundred feet 
high. The attempt to give a classical form 
to the modern skyscraper had miscarried, 
but one, at least, of the Beaux Arts ideals 
had been realized. Though it was still im
possible to express the small and uniform 
scale of the stories, it was now a simple 
matter to tell the truth about the steel 
construction. 

It may be unfair to describe the new style 
as an accidental development, since it was 
foreshadowed in the work of Louis Sulli
van; but when Sullivan invented tbe verti
cal treatment, some thirty-five years ago, he 
made almost no impression on tbe other 
Beaux Arts men. Followers and imitators 
he had, but they were not often found in 
the group that had learned the easy rules 
of French official art. Sullivan's originality 
could make little headway against the £ash-

ionable formulas of his day, and if his logic 
appears now to have triumphed, it may be 
because the vertical has also become a fash
ionable formula, and not because our de
signers have become more thoughtful. 

The logic of the vertical system depends 
upon the assumption that the steel column 
is more important than any other feature 
of the steel building, and although most 
architects accept this as a true statement of 
the case, there are reasonable grounds for 
holding a different opinion. The late Mr. L. 
S. Buffington is generally ·acknowledged 
as the inventor of steel construction, and in 
his famous application for a patent he de
scribed a system in which the most notable 
feature was this: that the walls of each 
story-height were supported independently 
of the walls below. The whole load was to 
be carried by steel beams at the floor lines, 
and no masonry, not even the covering on 
the columns, was to rest on any masonry 
below it. The walls could be as thin as in 
a one-story building-they might even be 
of glass-and both walls and columns 
could be offset in any direction. There was 
nothing in such a building that was of ne
cessity vertical except perhaps the elevator 
shaft. 

Walls had formerly carried the floor 
beams. Now the floor beams carried tbe 
walls; while the light loads and the brac
ing at each story reduced the size of the 
columns to an unbelievable slenderness. 
The whole desire of tbe builder was to re
duce the width of the supports and to make 
the window areas as large as possible. That 
this desire should eventually be interpreted 
in an architecture which glorifies the col
umn and crowds the windows is one of the 
weirdest contradictions of our time. Light 
walls which need no bracing are plastered 
with vertical buttresses, and the floor beams 
which carry every ounce of the visible brick 
or stone are completely ignored in the fin-
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ished design. In many cases the designer is 
not content to make masonry piers of the 
actual steel columns; more verticals are in
troduced between the columns, adding 
thousands of dollars to the cost of the build
ing and reducing still further the size of the 
windows, It is possible in our time to span 
larger openings-that is, to build wider 
windows-than ever before in the history 
of the world; but no one would ever guess 
the fact from a glance at our office build
ings. 

The great builders of all other ages have 
taken a particular pride in exhibiting the 
new and wonderful inventions in their art. 
When the Romans had learned how to 
build roofs of stone, they gave the human 
spirit a new thrill with the vast spans of 
their arches and vaults. In later times the 
Gothic builders found their joy in a new 
kind of vaulting, inconceivably lofty, and 
supported on the slenderest of stone piers. 
No one questions the soundness of the in
stinct which made those builders empha
size the miraculous features of their monu
ments, the things which men had never 
been able to build before. But if it was a 
sound instinct then, it should still be a 
sound instinct to-day, and it is surely a 
cause for wonder that so little has been 
done with the new forms implicit in steel 
construction. 

They are thrilling forms, fresh and pow
erful, and it happens again and again that 
the parts of a building which have had 
most of the designer's care and attention 
seem pale and lifeless beside some purely 
structural feature which was allowed to 
shift for itself. A striking example is to be 
found in the railway station at Washing
ton, where the magnificent sweep of the 
concourse, long and low, and without any 
decoration, gives an effect which cannot 
even be approached by the waiting-room, 
with its great height and its imitation of 

Roman vaulting. New and wonderful 
achievements in construction will never 
lose their power over the human imagina
tion, whereas the ancient forms, however 
beautiful, call forth an admiration which 
is mainly literary. 

Great height is no novelty in this world, 
and it is hardly the most wonderful feature 
of our steel buildings. What is truly re
markable is the lightness of their construc
tion, the small size of the supports and 
their wide spacing. The typical office build
ing has its columns about eighteen feet 
apart, and in some of the new examples 
this distance is doubled. If the form of the 
structure were frankly expressed, the most 
notable feature in the finished building 
would be the great width of the openings 
in proportion to their height. 

Such an expression is, of course, impos
sible in terms of vertical architecture, and 
quite irreconcilable with classical preceJent. 
But the classical proportion for a door or 
window opening-the height twice the 
width-was dictated in the first place by 
necessity. The width could not be greater 
than a stone lintel would span, and an im
posing effect could be secured only by add
ing to the height. The form, however, once 
established, did not yield to new methods 
of building. It continued to tyrannize over 
succeeding generations until our own day, 
and the schools still teach that the most 
beautiful proportion for an opening is the 
classical proportion. 

Meanwhile, we have developed a system 
of construction in which such a proportion 
is of no significance. We can roof vast open 
floor spaces without high vaults, we can 
build wide openings without arches. While 
we cling to the ancient notion that gran
deur is to be sought only in great height, 
we ignore the obvious fact that a great flat 
span is the grandest form that we can 
build, the one form that could never be 
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realized without steel. While we try to 
express steel construction with vertical 
piers of masonry, we already have the per
fect expression in Brooklyn Bridge, which 
remains, after fifty years, a more inspiring 
sight than any of the tall buildings to which 
it leads. 

The modernist movement seemed for a 
time to promise an artistic exploitation of 
the new forms, but its main effect so far 
has been to flood us with cheap, stereo
typed ornament. Its great apostles have 
been theorists like Le Corbusier, whose 
own gifts do not include a talent for deco
ration, and whose ideas have no connec
tion, except in time, with the facile 
ornamentation of the Paris exposition. The 
new fad in decoration was immediately 
seized upon by the commercial geniuses 
among our architects, but whatever solid 
content there may be in the modern ideas 
of form has not been exemplified in the 
work of great artists. 

It may be that Le Corbusier's own work 
is sterile-theory in itself is always sterile 
-but his ideas ought not to be condemned 
without a trial, especially not by the ex
ponents of a vertical formula which is at 
least equally sterile. The new forms ought 
not to go begging for interpretation while 
our architects seek only a vulgar and fleet-

ing distinction as the creators of the tallest 
buildings in the world. 

That an artist should be held to a strict 
functionalism is an extreme view, but the 
desire for a closer relation between the ar
chitecture and the structure of steel build
ings is not based on any such theory of de
sign. It is based, rather, on a prudent regard 
for the future. It is as nearly predictable as 
anything in the course of human affairs 
that the skyscraper of the new era will have 
no masonry covering. It will be a tower of 
metal and glass, without our present 
clumsy methods of fireproofing; and its 
beautiful forms-for it will be beautiful
will be the forms of its naked structure. 
Unless our present architecture is to go the 
way of Nineveh and Tyre, it must accom
modate itself to this rational ideal, and own 
a somewhat closer relation between beauty 
and truth than is now apparent. 

A system of design which is more than a 
pasteboard mask ought not to contradict 
the general movement of the structure it 
encloses. A composition which is over
whelmingly vertical by daylight ought not 
to become a great pile of illuminated hori
zontals at night. A wall of vertical but
tresses and hidden floor lines is surely not 
the ultimate expression for a tower of 
twelve-foot stories which need no walls. 

Philology 

THE AMERICAN LANGUAGE 
FIGHTS FOR RECOGNI

TION IN MOSCOW 

BY Eu B. JACOBSON 

THE question of foreign languages is 
very closely tied up with the execu

tion of the Soviet Five-year Plan. This 
plan, providing as it does for the speedy 
industrialization of Russia, as well as the 
collectivization of its agriculture on a 

huge scale, has ·made it necessary for the 
Soviet Union to import not only machin
ery but also technical knowledge in the 
form of specialists, books, periodicals and 
magazines. But of what use are these 
things without interpreters, translators, 
guides? To prepare the necessary linguists, 
the entire country has mobilized all re
sources to teach the three modern lan
guages of German, English and French to 
as many people as possible. 
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The Russian Communist party, recog
nizing that the success of the Five-year 
Plan is utterly dependent upon outside 
assistance, passed a resolution early in 
1930 calling upon every member to study 
and master a foreign tongue. The unaffili
ated worker was also urged to apply him
self to the same task. Many have re
sponded to the call. They are flocking in 
hordes after work hours to the number
less evening schools and colleges especially 
instituted for foreign language study. Al
most every workers' club has organized 
foreign language study circles. Every party 
institution, section and nucleus has one or 
more foreign language groups led by ex
perienced teachers. The workers of many 
governmental institutions assemble one 
hour in the morning before work in the 
offices, assiduously endeavoring to un
fathom the lingual, grammatical and 
idiomatic intricacies of either German, 
English or French. Modern language de
partments are being established in all 
schools, including the elementary, as well 
as all colleges and universities. 

Until the revolution the educated classes 
spoke chiefly two foreign languages, 
French and German. French was the lan
guage of diplomacy, society and fashion; 
German was utilized in the more prosaic 
fields of business and commerce. However, 
with the staggering efforts now made at 
industrialization, at attempts, as Stalin put 
it, "to overreach and outstrip all capitalist 
countries," including America, German is 
of first importance, with English running 
a very close second. Since Germany is a 
near neighbor, and since its language has 
always been spoken in Russia, German 
quite naturally holds precedence. Never
theless, information on the latest, most 
far-reaching and most extensive develop
ment in industrial technique can best 
be obtained in American journals and 

periodicals. The machinery most suitable 
for Soviet purposes-harvesters, tractors, 
dredges-is much more economically ob
tained in the United States than Germany. 
An American engineer is often preferred 
to a German, for the former is blessed 
with little or no political sense or preoccu
pation. For the opposite reason, an engi
neer hailing from England is a rara avis 
in the Soviet Union; he is not trusted at 
all. But American engineers are found by 
the hundreds all over the country. It is 
they who have had the most extensive 
experience in dealing with industry and 
farming on a vast nation.wide scale. In 
Nizhni-Novgorod they are constructing a 
Socialist city and an automobile plant. In 
the tractor factory just outside of Stalin
grad over a hundred American specialists 
as well as five hundred American workers 
are employed. On the government farms, 
in steel mills, in textile factories still other 
Americans are to be found. 

Because of Russia's attempts to first 
equal and then surpass America in indus
trial achievements, America is the country 
today in which all Russians are most inter
ested. The greatest American hero in the 
Soviet Union is Henry Ford. Fordization 
is an integral element of any proletarian 
vocabulary. So is "rationalization of pro
duction," which means the same to them 
as Fordization. 

Besides all this, American tourists are 
coming to the Soviet Union in greater 
numbers every year. To make a good im
pression upon these tourists no effort is 
spared, for the Soviet government is em
ploying every means to obtain recognition 
from the United States. 

Knowing the tremendous need for fa
cilitating work with the Americans, I was 
quite willing, upon being requested, to do 
my share in the preparing of interpreters, 
translators, guides and teachers. But once 
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arrived in Moscow, I was dumbfounded 
by the mysterious whisperings and incom
prehensible warnings. 

"You'll have to watch your step," the 
secretary to the Commissar for Education 
told me one day shortly after my arrival. 
"They don't like Americans." 

"You'll find many against you," I was 
informed by the rector of the Second Mos
cow University, where I was to teach. 
"They think American is an inferior 
dialect." 

"Good English," said to me the head of 
the Foreign Department of the University 
before I made my debut, "that is, pure 
English, real English, is spoken only by 
the Britons. Here they teach only the Eng
lish accent." Thus was I, as an American, 
put in my proper place! 

"They," it turned out, hailed from Len
ingrad. Moscow had never been much of 
an educational center before the revolu
tion, and even today the headquarters of 
the "scientific workers," as the professors 
are now popularly called, are located in 
the former czarist capital. In Leningrad 
was the prejudice nurtured against the 
English of the Americans. There endless 
text-books were published, readers, spel
lers, practice books, all of them subjected 
to the system of phonetics as practised in 
Great Britain. Leningrad was called upon 
to provide the English teachers for Mos
cow. Although it is a twelve hours' jour
ney from Leningrad to Moscow, several 
Leningrad teachers during the school term 
1929-30 traveled to Moscow and back sev

. era] times a week to give the Muscovites 
the benefit of their Russianized English 
English accent. The leader of the Lenin
grad cohorts was a professor of old stand
ing, having formerly bestowed his energies 
upon the fragile young ladies of the aris
t°'.'racy. He was fortified by an English 
wife, a professor at a British University. 

The state of a/lairs very soon became 
irritating. Certain students in the class
rooms did not hesitate to stamp the teacher 
as ignorant or unfit whenever he spoke 
American. 

When I pronounced the word clerk to 
rhyme with irk, I was at once interrupted 
and reminded that it should be pro
nounced so as to rhyme with lark, The 
same happened when I pronounced sched
ule instead of shedule, as the British do. 
Again, I was puzzled to find that a radi
cal is_not a revolutionary but a mere spine
less liberal. Labor with a u evinced much 
more d_ignity than without; certainly 
honor d,d. When I spoke of a time-table 
they thought I was referring to hours and 
courses of study instead of railroads. A 
trolley was very inferior to a tram and the 
tt1ireless was much more scientific than 
the radio. Besides, I had the temerity to 
rhyme either with breather. I humiliated 
the English government by spelling it 
with a small g and following it as well as 
the United States with a singular verb. I 
did not say ordin'ry when I meant ordi
nary. Many other such heinous crimes I 
committed by the hundred. 

When I asked which of England's more 
than two hundred dialects "they" favored, 
the students told me only Oxford English 
was used-evidently even Cambridge was 
not good enough! 

Then I learned that several qualified 
American teachers were refused engage
ment even for the elementary groups 
merely because they were not considered 
satisfactory instructors in Oxford pho
netics. When it came to the point that 
Russian teachers who had never left the 
country were considered more fit than 
Americans to teach the English language 
I decided it was high time to take action. 
Accordingly, several other professors and 
I formulated a platform of eight points: 
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I. Oxford English is an aristocratic tongue 
purposely fostered by the highest_ British 
governing and landholding classes in or_der 
to maintain their icy and lofty exclusive
ness. 

2. It is not used by the majority of the 
residents in Great Britain and certainly not 
by its intelligent working class elements. 

3. It is not used by the majority of 
English-speaking peoples the world over. 

4. The aristocracy is introducing all sorts 
of affectations, such as the chopping short 
of syllables and the swallowing of the 
terminations of words, in order to make it 
all the more difficult for anyone else to 
speak the language in their manner. 

5. The American language is more 
dernocnltic, for the employing classes speak 
no differently from their employCs. It is 
more standard due originally to the settle
ment of the West by Easterners, and lately 
due to the radio and talkies. 

6. The American language is more alive 
and picturesque, tending more to simpli
fication both as to spelling and grammar. 

7. Linguist "purity" is a mere fiction for 
language does not grow out of the air, but 
is determined by particular social condi
tions and in a measure is a reflex of these 
conditions. Language purity at best reAects 
a pedantic attitude and at worst an atti
tude either aristocratic or chauvinistic. 

8. Since American engineers are pre
ferred by the Soviet authorities to the Eng
lish, since the latest industrial technique 
finds its highest development in the United 
States, good American English serves 
Soviet purposes best. 

This platform was presented at a meet
ing of teachers, and afterward in several 
classes of the students. The war was on l 
Factions were formed, pro-English and 
pro-American. Although confined to stu
dents and professors, a wide circle was 
drawn into the discussions which raged in 
the classrooms, in the corridors of the uni
versities, and eventually in special meet
ings held on the subject. 

Outside attention was soon attracted to 
the struggle going on in the classrooms 
between pro- and anti-Americans. At a 

national Modern Language Teachers' Con
ference held in Moscow in March 1930, 
the question was discussed by the entire 
English section. A public lecture bearing 
on the same issue drew a very large audi
ence. It was evident that it was not con
sidered a mere technical question. 

Things came to an impasse. Many stu
dents began to raise their voices against 
the phonetics a la Oxford. Their "pure" 
English teachers began to whisper all sorts 
of insinuations against the iooo/0 Ameri
cans. The students in favor of Oxford 
printed items in the wall-newspapers about 
the superiority of phonetics as a means of 
learning English, especially "real" English. 
The students debated, divided themselves 
in groups and finally on their own initia
tive called a meeting of the entire student 
body as well as the faculty. This was after 
the dispute had been on for months. 

The assembly hall was packed, every
one was in great excitement. The students 
were divided, while the majority of the 
faculty was pro-Oxford. (There was, by 
the way, not a single Englishman on the 
staff of the English department! The staff 
consisted of four Americans and about a 
dozen Russians.) The rector of the uni
versity was also present and in his 
speech, although favoring the American 
language (for political reasons), he never
theless struck a compromising note. He 
pleaded for toleration: American had a 
right to recognition and representation as 
well as any other tongue. "Purity," he 
said, "is a matter of custom and interpre
tation." 

When I took the floor, as the only 
faculty member fighting outspckenly for 
the American language, the silence was 
tense. I reiterated our eight-point pro
gramme, dwelling at length upon the aris
tocratic affectation of Oxford, but giving 
the discussion more a political than an 
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academic character. I was cheered and 
hissed simultaneously throughout my 
speech. When I concluded, with the reso
lution that the system of Oxford phonetics 
be dropped, and the phonetic system as 
based on American pronunciation be 
adopted instead, the turbulence was so 
great that the matter of voting and deci
sion was out of the question. 

To date the question is still hanging 
fire. Although the director seized the op
portunity to dismiss the leader of the 
Leningrad Oxfordians, giving as a pretext 
his pedantic adherence to Oxford pho
netics ( a disagreement between the two as 
to internal school politics was the real 

reason), the Oxford school still holds 
sway, despite the fact that the Oxford ac
cent is practised mainly on Americans at 
present working in Russia. The American 
language is still unrecognized in the 
higher educational institutions in Lenin
grad and Moscow. It is still considered an 
impure, a bastard language. 

We, the defeated American professors, 
could not help but reflect a little ironically 
that perhaps there was a certain measure 
of poetic justice in this attitude of the Rus
sians. Wasn't it tit for tat? The Ameri
cans do not recognize the Russian govern
ment-why should the Russians recognize 
the American language? 



THE CHIROPRACTOR 

BY ALBERT LINDSAY O'NEALE 

W
OMEN greatly predominated at the 
Dyke boarding-house. Usually 
there were about twenty of them 

and seldom more than five men. The 
women were teachers, stenographers, secre
taries, semi-deserted wives, and divorcCes. 
Two of the divorcees had returned to the 
maiden title of Miss, and one denied she 
had ever been married. A sturdy little girl 
of four was the only child in the house, 
and no husband was ever anywhere about, 
except the little girl's father, who came to 
the house one night a week, usually Tues
day, to take her to dinner at a hotel and to 
a movie afterwards. The little girl was 
precocious and would tell the boarders 
what her father had said and how he had 
acted the night he quit her mother. 

"I have made up my mind, Louise," she 
quoted her father as saying, as he paced 
the bedroom. "I have made up my mind. 
There is no need for you to cry. I have 
made up my mind." 

Some of the boarders relished this story 
immensely, but they never asked the little 
girl to tell it when her mother was around. 

Each evening after dinner boredom and 
monotony descended upon the boarding
house. Winter evenings around the fire
place were worse than Summer evenings 
rn the cane-bottom chairs on the porch. 
When the telephone rang everybody lis
tened hopefully, and the one who received 
the call responded proudly. Occasionally 
one of the divorcees had a date, but the 
unmarried women very seldom did, and 
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the semi-deserted wives, though they may 
have had chances, were afraid to accept. 

After dinner a group would talk, another 
would sing at the piano, perhaps somebody 
would play the phonograph. Sometimes 
lurid fortunes were told with cards, and 
through them wandered dark handsome 
men; they were invariably about love and 
money, and then more love. On rare occa
sions a woman sat near a lamp and read a 
book or turned the pages of a magazine. 
Usually the afternoon paper had been mis
placed and somebody was al ways hunting 
for it, quarreling a Jin.le. 

By nine o'clock, unless a bridge game at 
ten cents a corner had been started, every
body had yawned several times and slunk 
away to the bedrooms; then was the time 
when underwear and stockings were laun
dered in the bathrooms. As soon as the 
living-room was deserted, Mr. Dyke, his 
pants on over his pajamas, would sneak up 
from h1s smelly bedroom near the kitchen, 
and tum off the lights. The big, gaunt, fire
trap house, with the lights turned out so 
early, had a sad feeling, and the footsteps 
of any lucky person coming in a bit late 
made the stairs creak. 

Turning out lights and saving fuel were 
obsessions with Mr. Dyke, a tall, spare 
man, with a narrow head and a low brow. 
His shoulders were wide and bony, and his 
hands had a powerful grip. His face was 
somber and emaciated; he had a large nose 
and ridge-like cheekbones. He frowned 
easily, and an impediment in his speech 
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gave his tongue a watery cluck when he 
talked. He was a Presbyterian, and he 
could assume to perfection the manner of 
a head greeter at the church door. But 
more often he was silent and unsocial, pre
tending he heard nothing when he heard 
everything. In an argument of any kind, he 
was arrogant and insulting. "I don't care 
what you think," he would declare. "I 
know what I'm talking about." 

A cattle ranch in the rough cedar hills 
was where Mr. Dyke was born and raised. 
Coming to town, he became a barber and 
was soon promoted to chair o. r. Later he 
owned the shop, and was a hard-boiled 
boss barber. But a year and a half ago he 
had a long serious illness, and now he 
never expected to work again, except to 
help his w:fe run the boarding-house. His 
chores were to mend fly-screens, to remove 
jammed keys from keyholes, to adjust win
dows so they would slide up and down, 
and to see that every board bill was paid 
promptly. Because of his ungovernable 
temper, which was said to be owing to his 
ill health, everyone feared him, the board
ers, his wife, even the servants. No boarder 
ever dared make a complaint about a thing. 
Either you accepted what was, or you 
moved. 

The favorite boarder was Dr. Payton. 
Though he might come into the dining
room after others did, he was served first. 
His steak or chop always had a lot of meat 
on the tender side of the bone. He had 
attended Mr. Dyke during his illness, and 
was given the credit for pulling him 
through; if it had not been for Dr. Payton, 
it was said, Mr. Dyke would be in his 
grave. He was one of the few people Mr. 
Dyke displayed a real liking for. 

Mrs. Dyke was fond of Dr. Payton too. 
The main bond between them was to recall 
how sick Mr. Dyke had been, and to com
pliment each other for the part each had 

played in his recovery. Mrs. Dyke would 
say nice things about Dr. Payton as a doc
tor, and he would say nice things about her 
as a wife and nurse. Since the Dykes had 
no children, and had never traveled, or 
done anything special, nor even read a 
book, his illness was the big event of their 
lives, and they were both proud of it. All 
the boarders had heard the dramatic de
tails time and again, and if Mr. Dyke felt 
that you were not convinced that he had 
been the sickest man ever seen on earth, he 
would exclaim, "Ask Dr. Payton! He'll tell 
you how sick I was!" 

Indeed, tl,e whole house felt kindly to
ward the young doctor, a shy, cordial 
blond of slender build. His smile was 
sweet and friendly, and he was always the 
same, pleasant and obliging. The younger 
women felt as if he were a brother; the 
older women as if he were a son. One said 
he was like a nice country boy who had not 
been spoiled by the city. His was the kind 
of personality that everyone wants to shield 
and to protect, and he was the kind of 
doctor with whom women patients feel at 
ease and absolutely safe. He was considered 
an excellent doctor, and when a boarder 
got sick it was an unwritten rule that he 
was the one to be called in. 

There was another doctor in the house, 
Dr. Mitchel, a stout, elderly widower 
whose practice had about deserted him. 
Though he still had his private telephone, 
it rang so seldom that he could not remem
ber the tone of the bell. Much of his time 
and thought were spent in investing his 
money here and then drawing it out and 
investing it there. Except for this cautious
ness about money, he was of a breezy, jo
vial nature, and liked to tease and joke the 
ladies. Many of them he called by their first 
names, and several he patted on the shoul
der. At the piano in the evening he sang 
the loudest, keeping time with a hand that 
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wore a diamond ring. After the singing 
was over he put on his gray felt hat and 
his gray gloves, took his cane, and walked 
about the streets of the neighborhood. A 
red carnation was usually in his buttonhole. 
He would walk for two or three hours at 
a time, and on these nocturnal journeys he 
always avoided company. He walked rap
idly, his face quite serious. His wife had 
been dead a long time, and his only son, 
whom he rarely beard from, lived in a 
distant city. 

For some reason the Dykes did not care 
for Dr. Mitchel, and were sometimes rude 
to him. When a new person came to live in 
the house Mr. Dyke would say: "Now, if 
you have any need of a doctor, you can't do 
any better than to have Dr. Payton. We 
look upon him as the house doctor." 

Both he and his wife were afraid one of 
the boarders might have Dr. Mitchel. 

A new man in the house was an object 
of interest. One night, after everybody was 
seated at dinner, Mrs. Dyke led in a new 
man. 

II 

Faint amusement was on her sharp-cut, 
crafty countenance, for the new man was 
handsome. It was not just an ordinary 
handsomeness either; it was worldly and 
very wise. To look at him there was every 
reason to believe that he was one of the 
dark, good-looking, ambiguous men who 
were forever parading through the fortunes 
told with cards. He might be some forlorn 
woman's devoted lover, arrived upon the 
scene at last, or he might be a seducer, 
fascinating but faithless. Anyhow, he was 
the kind of looking man the weary house
hold was most in need of. A dash of mascu
line red pepper was badly wanted. Dr. 
Mitchel was too elderly; Dr. Payton too 
sunny, safe, and shy. 

As the new man was ushered into the 
dining-room, everyone stopped eating. 
Emma, the Negro maid, about to disap
pear through the swinging door into the 
smoke-stained kitchen, paused and looked, 
her big black waiter held limp at her 
short, dumpy side. A more penetrating and 
impolite hush never fell upon a room, but 
the new man remained as calm and poised 
as an Easter lily in a greenhouse. 

He was about thirty-eight, of excellent 
physique, and well dressed. He had a 
splendid head and forehead, and his dark 
soft hair was parted on the side. His strong, 
jutting nose indicated a good baritone 
voice. His wide handsome face was closely 
shaved and smoothly powdered, and his 
nails were manicured. A blue tie matched 
his blue shirt, and a white handkerchief 
with a refined blue border was tucked into 
his breast pocket. The points of his soft 
collar were dimpled together under the 
firm knot of his tie by a gold clasp. He was 
very erect, chest up, stomach in. His coat 
was double-breasted, with sharp-pointed 
peaked lapels, and it fit him, especially 
about the shoulders and hips, with a trim 
snugness. His leg movement as he walked 
was entirely from the hips; no give in the 
knee at all. He had it down pat; strong 
and graceful. He was quiet, dignified, and 
self-assured, in a way that led you to be
lieve that underneath he was tense and 
alert, like an animal that had just caught a 
whiff of an interesting odor. 

Mrs. Dyke seated him at one of the small 
tables by himself. She helped him pull back 
his chair, and then leaned over him in the 
solicitous manner she had for new board
ers. She asked him what he would have to 
drink, tea, coffee, or milk, and in a firm 
voice that any bishop would have been 
proud of he said, "A glass of milk." She 
then went into the kitchen to sec tbat be 
was properly served. 
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He unfolded his napkin and glanced 
surreptitiously about. Immediately the 
room resumed eating, a rather noisy re
sumption. He took a sip of water, holding 
his very masculine little finger arched away 
from the glass, and looked more boldly 
around, his gaze falling this time on Miss 
Henton, who was the most gorgeous eyeful 
in the house. Presently his dinner was 
brought to him, and he began to eat. 

By the time he finished he was almost 
alone in the dining-room, for he had en
tered late. But the living-room was more 
crowded than it had been in weeks, and 
conversation was on a more animated key. 
There was actually some laughter and 
some calling back and forth, and an air of 
expectancy pervaded all. 

Mr. and Mrs. Dyke were prompt about 
introducing a newcomer, and the new man 
was handed around the living-room and 
urged to feel at home. His name, it ap
peared, was Dr. Woodley. Another doctor. 
Everybody was smiling and heads were 
nodded. One or two of the younger unmar
ried women were in a flutter. One whis
pered to her friend, "I know I look a 
sight!" Mr. Dyke, at his Presbyterian best, 
allowed plenty of light in the room, and 
acted like a real host. When it came time 
for Dr. Woodley to be seated, luck or 
something else put him down on the 
wicker settee beside Miss Henton. The 
others regretted this, thought it unfortun
ate and too bad, for nobody liked her and 
one woman even thought she ought to be 
put out of the house. 

The room was too large and the com
pany too scattered to permit of one big 
circle. So Miss Henton and Dr. Woodley 
talked to each other, and the room watched 
from the corner of its eye. Somebody sug
gested that they have their usual singing, 
but the lady who played the piano shook 
her head so positively that the one who 

had made the suggestion felt she had com
mitted a social error, and nothing else was 
said about it. 

Pretty soon, after about twenty minutes, 
Miss Hemon rose and wandered about the 
room. She pulled back the coffee-colored 
net curtain and looked aimlessly out of the 
window. She said something to Mrs. Clif
ton and smiled, and Mrs. Clifton replied 
with a smile. Each hated the other, and 
everybody knew it. Slowly she began to go 
up-stairs. She seemed tired, all fagged out. 
The higher up the stairs she got, the 
shorter her dress seemed, and the more 
brazen her silk-stockinged legs. One of the 
old maids shook her head. 

After about five minutes Dr. Woodley 
stood up and got his hat. 

"Must you be off so early, doctor?" one 
of the older women called. 

"Yes, I must go now." 
"I suppose you have a call. A doctor's 

time is never his own, I know.11 

He opened the front door. "Good-night." 
"Good-night," the room said. 
"Nice man." 
"Isn't he, though?" 
"Funny how we get so many doctors 

here." 
Presently Miss Henton appeared at the 

top of the stair, hat and coat on. All eyes 
turned toward her. The room bristled. She 
came serenely down the steps, putting her 
glm·es on. She went out the front door. A 
car door slammed, a motor started. You 
could hear the whizzing take-off from the 
curb. 

The living-room was silent; it was like 
the collapse of a pleasant dream. One of 
the old maids, the stout one, shifted her 
heavy hips in her chair, crossed her legs 
emphatically, struck the floor impatiently 
with the ball of her foot, and sucked air 
several time~ through a crevice in her teeth. 

Gradually, one by one, the ladies went 
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to their rooms. At nine-ten Mr. Dyke came 
up and turned off the lights. The house 
was dark and sad, and its joints creaked, as 
those of old frame houses do at night. 

III 

Younger than thirty, Miss Henton was 
tall and rangy. Her body was strong and 
lithe and restless. She dressed extremely, at 
times outrageously. Her head and face 
were large, and she wore a wild bushy 
bob. Her hats were expensive freaks, sev
eral being tied on by wide ribbons under 
her chin; and her rings were set with such 
large stones that they looked like artificial 
knuckles worn for a fight. Sometimes she 
affected a ghostly pallor, again she rouged 
like a prairie sunset. She came originally 
off a plantation near an obscure town in 
Alabama, and some of that crazy Alabama 
moonlight must have got into her. She 
claimed that she had once witnessed the 
lynching and burning of a Negro. Twice 
married, she was twice divorced, and ali~ 
mony was keeping her up now. Once or 
twice a month she stayed out all night
she didn't bother to explain where. The 
Dykes listened to her telephone talks with 
men over the extension 'phone in their 
bedroom, and then reported to their favor
ites in the house what they had heard. 

Dr. Woodley and Miss Henton, it was 
said, did not get in till after twelve o'clock, 
and they woke several people up as they 
stood for quite awhile at her room door 
in the up-stairs hall, saying good-night. 

The next night Dr. Woodley took Mrs. 
Clifton out. Already it was evident that he 
was a fast worker, and disapproval of his 
speed immediately showed itself in certain 
quarters. 

Mrs. Clifton was a semi-deserted wife. 
A year ago her husband's firm had trans
ferred him to a city in an adjoining State. 

He had gone on ahead with the under
standing that she was to follow in a month. 
But he kept writing to her that she had 
better stay where she was awhile longer, 
that he was having to work very hard, 
even at night, and that he feared she would 
be lonely in the strange town. Their separa
tion had now extended itself to a year, 
broken only by a three-day visit from him 
several months ago. 

Mrs. Clifton was worried about her hus
band, and plainly feared the worst. But 
she was trying hard to be brave, cheerful, 
philosophical, and reticent, though every
one knew. One month she did not receive 
her check from her husband till the 
twelfth, and she was nearly distracted. She 
had to stand off the Dykes about her board 
bill, and they spread the news around. In 
May she said she thought she would join 
her husband in July, and when July came 
she was greedily asked on all sides when 
she was leaving, and she had to admit 
there had been another postponement. 

She was red-headed and had a voluptu
ous figure. She wore her hair in close ring
lets all over her head, a really remarkable 
coiffure, and sometimes at breakfast she 
looked like the start of a forest fire. Most 
of the blood in her veins, she claimed, was 
French and Spanish, and she was proud 
of it. The idea you got was that French and 
Spanish blood was warmer and more ar
dent than American blood, and that if she 
ever became the least bit wayward her 
French and Spanish blood would be to 
blame. Miss Thomas, a small, pretty, spite
ful brunette, remarked that if all that for
eign blood was so fine, why had she lost 
her husband? 

For several weeks Mrs. Clinton had not 
been feeling well; she was highly nervous 
and at times morose. She was under Dr. 
Payton's care, and he had her taking a 
tonic and he had her on a diet. 
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Her date with Dr. Woodley was the first 
she had allowed herself to have with a man 
since her husband had been transferred. 
When they were seen to leave the house 
together there was surprise and disap
proval. She was harshly criticised. There 
was also keen excitement, for everyone 
knew of the enmity between her and Miss 
Henton. Miss Thomas remarked that the 
doctor evidently intended to try them all 
out one at a time. 

The third evening he had a date with 
Miss Thomas. Three nights, three different 
dates! The boarding-house felt peculiar 
currents running through it. 

On the fourth day of his residence Dr. 
Woodley did the unheard of. He com
plained to the maid about the way she 
made up his bed; in fact, it quickly devel
oped that the doctor was very particular 
about a number of things, and the maid 
reported this complaint to Mrs. Dyke. 
Mrs. Dyke told Mr. Dyke. Mr. Dyke had 
already begun to watch Dr. Woodley with 
a sullen eye. 

A rasping kind of rivalry and bad feel
ing crept into the house. The two spinsters 
were indignant at the way things were 
going. To them Dr. Woodley was a big 
disappointment; he was nothing but a 
woman chaser. And the way some of the 
women were acting was disgusting. 
Women certainly could make fools of 
themselves. Within thirty-six hours two 
camps had developed, one for Dr. Wood- , 
ley, the other against him. 

Suddenly, like a burst of flame, the 
· whole household began to talk about chiro
practors and chiropractic. Over night it 
became the one subject of discussion. 
Everybody, almost, began to explain it to 
everybody else, and long arguments en
sued. It was talked in the living-room, in 
the dining-room, in the bedrooms, in the 
up-stairs hall, on the front porch, and even 

in the kitchen. Everywhere sprang up this 
chiropractic furor. Some were inclined to 
believe in it, others brushed it aside as 
nonsense. 

One dreamy-minded woman who was 
always about a week late catching on to 
what was happening in the house finally 
asked why everybody was in such a stew 
over chiropractic. She was looked at with 
surprise, was asked where in the world she 
had been for the past several days, and was 
then informed that Dr. Woodley was a 
chiropractor. He had been a professional 
baseball player, a southpaw pitcher, and 
then a realtor. At both, he claimed, he had 
been a success; he had fanned many bat
ters and had sold many lots. Chiropractic 
coming accidentally to his notice, he had 
seen at once what a marvelous gift and 
blessing it was to mankind, and had em
braced it as a practitioner. His going into 
chiropractic, he said, had been like answer
ing a call from above; he could not have 
ignored the summons; he felt it his duty 
to contribute his bit toward relieving pain 
and promoting health, and chiropractic, to 
him, was obviously the most scientific way 
yet discovered to accomplish these things. 

So now he was a chiropractor, of two 
years standing. In a small town not far 
away he had scored a big success, and now 
he had come to a larger field. He had just 
opened an office in the Kline building, 
and was attacking with all guns. It was 
hard to miss his quarter-page advertise
ment in the morning paper. Arrangements 
were about completed for two lectures a 
week over the radio, with a piano and a 
soprano as supporting caste. Courses of 
adjustment were being offered at bargain 
prices: 25 adjustments, $25. He was un
usually successful in the treatment of 
women, 85 % of his patients being of that 
sex. 

The dreamy-minded inquirer was 
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stunned when she heard these things. She 
had thought he was a regular doctor. 

"Well, anyhow, I like him, even if he 
isn't a regular doctor. And he has asked 
me to go out with him tonight and I am 
going." 

The next day she was bubbling over 
with enthusiasm for chiropractic, and was 
able to take part in the discussions of it. 
The thing that impressed her most was 
the wide range of diseases it would cure, 
and the number of patients Dr. Woodley 
had saved after they had been given up as 
hopeless by the medical profession. And 
she could not understand how it had been 
going on for so many years without her 
knowing about it. Of course she had heard 
of chiropractic, but only in a vague, unin. 
terested way. Not until her date last night 
with Dr. Woodley had she ever had it ex
plained and expounded to her in a thor
ough, intelligent manner. But now she 
understood the theory of it and it sounded 
reasonable. It certainly did. Beside, the 
wonderful cures it had made were all the 
evidence and proof any open-minded per
son cared for or needed. aturally the 
medical profession was against it and had 
bribed legislatures to pass laws to hamper 
it and obstruct its progress. It was a shame. 
She was indignant. She wanted something 
done about it. 

One of the old maids answered her. 
"Stuff and nonsense!" she snapped. "Pure 
and simple!" 

IV 

Dr. Woodley was undoubtedly a skillful, 
subtle salesman; he knew how to mix an 
evening's entertainment and a business talk 
into an effective dose. In signing up Miss 
Henton for a course of adjustments, he 
apparently had no difficulty at all; a second 
date with her turned the trick. She planked 

down upon his barrclhead $25 of her ali
mony money, and when the time came for 
her to go for her first treatment she dressed 
herself up as if she were on her way to an 
evening reception, red rose buds and green 
leaves on the knees of her black silk stock
ings, and flaunted out of the house. Every
body knew where she was headed, and 
Mr. and Mrs. Dyke made no effort to con
ceal their displeasure. After that, whenever 
Dr. Woodley was mentioned, Mr. Dyke 
lowered his brow; a storm, it was plain to 
see, was gathering within him. 

Miss Thomas was next. She had slightly 
more resistance than Miss Henton, for it 
took three dates to bring her over, and 
even when she committed herself doubt 
still seemed to lurk in her. 

On hearing of this second conquest, Mr. 
and Mrs. Dyke became openly angry and 
indignant. Mr. Dyke began to swing his 
long, lean, muscular arms in a menacing 
manner, and his face looked more than 
ever like an emaciated mask. 

"If there is really something the matter 
with them and they need a doctor, why 
don't they go to a real doctor! Why don't 
they go to Dr. Payton?" 

The next three nights, straight running, 
Dr. Woodley had dates with Mrs. Clifton, 
and what he was after was so obvious Lo 

everybody, except apparently to Mrs. Clif
ton herself, that hardly a soul remained 
loyal to him. He was discrediting himself 
about as fast as he could, but so intent was 
he that he failed to see what he was doing. 
This blindness was rather strange, for in 
many ways he gave evidence of being a 
very shrewd fellow. 

Poor Mrs. Clifton was in a quandary; 
she didn't know what to do. She was really 
half ill with worry over her husband, and 
was already Dr. Payton's patient; he had 
her taking a tonic and he had her on a 
diet, and under his treatment she had im-
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proved. But Dr. Woodley told her she 
needed no tonic and that the diet she was 
on was the worst possible for her condi
tion. What she needed, he insisted, was 
chiropractic; her case was perfect for it; 
within a week, he claimed, he could make 
her so well that nothing would worry her, 
not even marital troubles. She would be a 
different person, would feel right, and 
would be full of zest and courage. Chiro
practic, he urged, was her panacea. 

Finally the poor woman was persuaded. 
Without saying anything to anybody, 

she went down to Dr. Woodley's office for 
her first adjustment at 1 :30 P. M. It hap
pened to be Friday the thirteenth. After 
the adjustment she planned to go to a 
movie. But the treatment, to her surprise, 
did her up so that she decided she had 
better return to the boarding-house. She 
complained to Dr. Woodley that he had 
hurt her neck and had given her a head
ache, but he assured her that he had pur
posely given her a rather severe treatment, 
because she was in such a bad way. Her 
aches and pains, he said, were trivial and 
would soon pass off. 

Immediately upon entering the board
ing-house, Mrs. Clifton decided she had 
better have it over right away with Mrs. 
Dyke; she preferred the information about 
what she had done to reach the Dykes 
straight from her. 

Mrs. Dyke came from the kitchen where 
she was making the dessert for dinner. 
When she heard what Mrs. Clifton had to 
say she hit the ceiling. . 

"If you are a big enough fool, Mrs. Clif
ton, to want to go to that fake and let him 
beat on your backbone and twist your 
neck, I don't think much of it, but it's none 
of my business and I guess I can't stop 
you. But I can keep you on Dr. Payton's 
diet, and I will! Either you cat Dr. Pay
ton'• diet, or go hungry I And if your neck 

is hurting you and your head is aching, it 
serves you right!" 

Mrs. Dyke then charged hack to the bed
room to report this latest to her husband. 
He was lying on the bed resting, his feet 
over the edge to keep his shoes from soil
ing the counterpane. When he heard the 
news he bounced off the bed as if a load of 
dynamite had exploded under him. With
out even taking time to brush down his 
hair behind, he hurried to the front door 
and took up his vigil. It was then the mid
dle of the afternoon and Dr. Woodley sel
dom got in before 5 :30, but that made no 
difference to Mr. Dyke. He stuck right 
there by the front door, and the longer he 
waited the madder he got. 

"Thief!" he kept muttering to himself. 
uPatient stealer!" 

Groans began to fill the up-stairs hall. 
They became louder and louder, and a lot 
of walking and scurrying about began to 
take place up there. Mr. Dyke heard the 
commotion, and turned his head a couple 
of times toward the stairway, but so intent 
was he about lying in wait for Dr. Wood
ley that he wouldn't leave the front door 
to investigate. 

Pretty soon Mrs. Dyke ran up front from 
the kitchen. Word had just been brought 
to her down the back steps that Mrs. Clif
ton thought her neck was broken. As she 
passed her husband she flung out a few 
words, and he joined her and together they 
raced up. 

Mrs. Clifton's small room was crowded 
with scared-faced boarders endeavoring to 
relieve her suffering. The two old maids 
were in there, and Miss Thomas, and 
three or four others. Mrs. Clifton, uncor
seted, made an amazingly large mound on 
the bed, groaning and carrying on. 

"Oh, my poor head and neck! My poor 
head I It's nearly killing mel I knew at the 
time he had hurt me bad. I knew it! I told 
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him so, but he said it would soon pass off. 
But it's gotten worse. Steadily worse. Oh, 
my poor head! Why did I ever go to him! 
Why must some of us have such a hard 
time in life?" 

Cold cloths were being applied to her 
head, and hot cloths to her neck, and her 
wrists were being rubbed. The room 
reeked with the smell of camphor, witch
hazel, Vick's Vaporub, Mentholatum, and 
Analgesic Balm; each friend had brought 
in her favorite cure-all and applied it to 
the patient. Miss Thomas was especially 
frightened, for she realized what a close 
escape she had made. She had had two 
adjustments, and though Dr. Woodley had 
made her neck sore, he hadn't broken it. 
Seeing Mrs. Clifton writhing on the bed 
made Miss Thomas decide to discontinue 
her course of treatments. 

The Dykes pushed into the room, and 
Mr. Dyke strode to the bedside, where he 
stood looking down with pleasure and 
satisfaction at the suffering woman. Then 
he began to act like a prosecuting attorney. 

"Do you think your neck is broken, Mrs. 
Clifton?" 

"Yes, Mr. Dyke, it's broken. I know it's 
broken. Oh, my poor head! Call a doctor, 
call a doctor right now." 

"Where do you think it is broken?" 
"Oh, I don't know! I don't know! 

Everywhere it feels like. Here and here 
and here. But please call me a doctor. 
Please do! I believe I'm dying!" 

"Do you want Dr. Woodley?" 
"No, no! Get Dr. Payton." 
Mrs. Dyke started from the room to tele

phone Dr. Payton, but her husband 
stopped her. 

"Wait, Cora! Now, Mrs. Clifton, this is 
a serious matter. You can't be switching 
doctors every three minutes. Are you cer• 
tain you want Dr. Payton?" 

"Yes. Only get him here!" 

"Do you promise to take his tonic?" 
"Yes, I promise." 
"And will you stay on his diet?" 
"I'll do anything he says. Only hurry and 

get him here. Oh, my poor head!" 
"All right, Cora, go 'phone him." 
Dr. Payton came right out. An examina

tion showed that her neck was not broken, 
but just almost. He gave her something 
to quiet her, and left. 

V 

Ten minutes later somebody at an up
stairs front window spied Dr. Woodley 
driving up to the curb; the word sped 
through the house. 

With a low incoherent cry, very signifi
cant for him, Mr. Dyke dashed for the 
front door. 

Mrs. Dyke screamed. "Charlie, come 
back here!" Then to herself she moaned, 
"Oh, my God, my God!" She called fran
tically to Emma, the maid. "Get Claude, 
Emma! Quick! Mr. Dyke is going on a 
rampage against that chiropractor I" 

Claude was the big, burly Negro chef; 
he had on his white apron and tall cap. 
He and Emma and Mrs. Dyke tore up to 
the living-room. Mr. Dyke was standing 
beside the door, breathing hard, a scowl 
on his low forehead, his long, lean arms 
swinging restlessly. 

Claude nabbed him from behind, as if 
he had done it before, and held him around 
the waist in the iron vise of his strong 
black arms. Mr. Dyke fought to free 
himself. "Let me go, Claude! Turn loose 
of me! I'll fire you if you don't!" 

"Don't act like this, Charlie," Mrs. Dyke 
pleaded with tears in her eyes. "You can't 
stand to act like this. You know that. 
Please, honey boy, you'll make yourself 
sick. You'll bring on one of your heart 
attacks. Please, Charlie, please." 
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"Let me go, Claude, I tell you! You let 
me go right now!" He bucked and kicked, 
but Claude held him. 

Dr. Woodley entered. Mr. Dyke gave 
way to a terrific outburst. "You almost 
broke Mrs. Clifton's neck!" he yelled. "You 
have almost wrecked this boarding-house! 
Get out! Get out!" 

"Mister," Claude advised, "you sure bet• 
ter do what he says. He ain't very stout, 
but he's strong. I can't hold him much 
longer." 

"Please leave, Dr. Woodley," Mrs. Dyke 
begged. "You have disrupted everything 
since you have been here. We have always 
been like one big family until you arrived. 
Please go. You simply must. This scene is 
sure to make Mr. Dyke ill. Oh, I'm nearly 
distracted! I'm nearly crazy!" 

Miss Thomas went up to him. "I don't 

want any more adjustments. I want my 
money back." 

"I can't do that, Miss Thomas, I can't do 
that." Dr. Woodley passed her and started 
up the stairs. They were lined with women 
in kimonos, brought there by the pande
monium down below. At his approach 
they fled. 

In the upper hall, as he passed Mrs. Clif
ton's open door, he paused and looked in. 
She happened to turn on her side and see 
him. 

"Go 'way," she said weakly, lifting her 
hand in feeble protest. "Go 'way. I never 
want to sec you again." 

Dr. Woodley went to his room and 
packed. In a few minutes he had checked 
out. But the memory of him, and of the 
riot he had caused, lingered long after
ward. 



FAITH CURES FOR UNEMPLOYMENT 

BY ABRAHAM EPSTEIN 

IT WAS a shrewd English industrialist 
who, upon his return from a visit to 
the United States about a year ago, 

observed that the main difference between 
American and British men of his order 
was that while the latter were always de
crying their government and complaining 
about the state of business, the Americans 
merely doubled their exports of buncombe 
when times were bad. Great quantities of 
this commodity have always been con
sumed internally in the United States, but 
since foreign countries, in retaliation 
against the Grundy tariff, have reduced 
their importations of it, the domestic con
sumption has multiplied a hundred-fold. 
Producing hokum, indeed, is today the 
only really prosperous industry in America. 

Never has our national capacity for swal
lowing it been more strikingly revealed 
than since President Hoover, one bright 
morning, discovered that there were 3,500,-
000 unemployed in the United States,
apparent!y a million more than the night 
before. For nearly two years all our elder 
statesmen had held fast to the belief that 
the sure way to cure the unemployment 
disease was to deny its existence. Despite 
constantly mounting returns since early in 
1929, the administration refused to ac
knowledge that the problem was serious 
until a few weeks before election. It re
mained unperturbed, indeed, even when 
the business activity index, in September, 
reached a new low point "in the pro
visional figure of 78.3, which was 3.3 points 
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below the 81.6 which marked the low point 
in March, 1921, of the great depression of 
that year." The national medical board, 
composed of Secretaries Davis, Lamont and 
Mellon, kept up a stream of encouraging 
bed-side bulletins, all to the effect that re
covery was just around the corner. 

When it finally dawned on official Wash
ington that the return of prosperity had 
been somewhat delayed and was not likely 
to come before Tuesday, ovember 4, an 
urgent call was made for a Moses,-to wit, 
for Col. Arthur H. Woods, who in the 
1921 crisis had displayed his genius as a 
restorer-to hurry to the rescue. Col. 
Woods responded without delay but, be
ing tongue-tied like his biblical predecessor, 
he called in his smooth-tongued brother 
Aaron,-Mr. Edward Bernays, high priest 
of publicity directors-to speak for him. 
With the arrival of the two eminent vir
tuosi at the capital, the flourishing Ameri
can hokum industry began a boom. As a 
result of their performance, in fact, half 
of the American people were kept so busy 
ingesting optimism that the problem of 
the unemployed practically solved itself,
in the newspapers at least. At once the 
great automobile industry of Detroit began 
to reemploy a few thousand of its nearly 
100,000 idle men; cw York, by gigantic 
efforts, found jobs for about 5,000; half a 
dozen home-owners in Kalamazoo inaugu
rated a roof-mending drive; and the farm
ers of Kansas emploved three or four 
painters to spruce up their barns. 
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About three weeks before election the 
American press, which, outside its finan
cial pages, had always minimized the de
pression, blared forth with front-page 
appeals to the entire country,-men, 
women and children,-to arm itself against 
the great and sudden national enemy. 
Above all, the people were called upon to 
organize themselves into boards, councils 
and committees. The result was a luxuri
ant growth of Confidence Week commit
tees, Pep committees, Buy More clubs, Bet
ter and Bigger Bread-line associations, and 
Give More, Spend a Dollar a Week More, 
Spend Five Dollars a Week More, Start 
Your Factory Going, Improve the National 
Frame of Mind, Give a Job, Eat Steak In
stead of Eggs for Breakfast, Keep Money 
in Circulation, and Ride in Taxis Instead 
of Walking organizations. One new com
mittee a day, urged Washington, and pros
perity would be bound to return. 

Hundreds of statesmen and industrial 
leaders rushed to the press with statements 
brimming over with free advice to buy 
more, just as before the stock crash they 
had counselled us not to sell America short. 
The mathematically-inclined Edward E. 
Shumaker, president of the R.CA.-Victor 
Company, computed that 

if every industry in the United States that 
is now closed down or working part time 
would resume normal operation, we would 
almost immediately have prosperity, despite 
the fact that this depression is world-wide. 
If every wage-earner in the United States 
would buy now to the extent of an addi
tional fifteen cents a day, it would release 
enough capital to employ a million unem
ployed at $5 a day. It would mean $2,190,-
000,000 back in circulation each year. The 
difference between pro~perity and hard 
times in the country, after all, is only the 
additional expenditure of $1 a week per 
capita. 

Mr. Shumaker's calculations led him to 
conclude that "a steady job is the best rea-

son for not fearing tho future that anyone 
can have." And the chain newspaper 
owner, Paul Block, printed his words of 
wisdom as a leading editorial on the front 
pages of his publications. Even Senator
elect Dwight W. Morrow cautioned us 
that "this propaganda of hoarding money 
must cease." 

Indeed, the response to Washington's 
appeal was so excellent that it soon became 
necessary to establish special super-com
mittees to bring order into the chaos of the 
innumerable committees. According to the 
New York Times, the New York Central 
Committee was appointed for the purpose 
of coordinating the "efforts and pro
gramme" of 

thirty-four private relief agencies; the De
partment of Public Welfare [ which, by the 
way, subsequently declined to be cOOrdt
nated on the ground, in the ,,vords of Mayor 
James J. \Valker, that "we cannot wait for 
conferences when people are hungry and in 
danger of being dispossessed''.]; the Boa_rd 
of Child Welfare; fourteen private agencies 
providing lodgings and care for the home
less, as well as the Municipal Lodgtng
Housc; thirty-two non-profit-making em
ployment agencies and the Municipal and 
State employment bureaux; various emer
gency organizations, incl~ding the Eme:
gency Employment Committee, the Mayors 
Emergency Committee, the Sal\·ation Army, 
and other organizations conducting bread
lines; newspapers engaged in relie~ w_o~k; 
associations of churches, ministers, 10d1v1d
ual churches, lodges, civic bodies, lunch~on 
clubs, settlements, the Lower East Side 
Community Council, and others. 

In some places demands were made for 
the organization of additional coordinatin~ 
committees to cOOrdinate the cOOrdinating 
committees. Indeed, if membership in all 
such clubs and committees had been on ,1 

salary basis, and limited to the unem
ployed instead of to the already over
worked, the problem would have been 
solved automatically. 
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II 

Ridiculous as this behavior may seem, 
it was but a natural result of the infantile 
social outlook prevailing in the United 
States, and the national weakness for 
highly-flavored economic theories-<,spe
cially theories hot from the oven. During 
the prosperous days we developed a New 
Economic Theory of optimism, and gave 
it our entire trust. It was only a few years 
ago that a Harvard professor discovered 
this theory. It was based primarily on the 
ancient doctrine of a Chosen People, to 
which the Jews have laid claim unsuccess
fully for over three thousand years. The 
Almighty, in His infinite wisdom, it ap
peared, had placed a protecting hand over 
the United States, so that no possible evil 
could befall us. The country, we were told, 
was immune from the social and economic 
ills which plagued the unregenerate na
tions. All disease germs, of course, whether 
physiological or economic, were every
where the same. But while abroad the most 
elaborate medical care and sanitation had 
to be resorted to, we were solemnly as
sured that a few doses of pap would suffice 
to allay every sort of economic fever in 
America. 

It was the contention of these Pollyanna 
economists that though we were an indus
trial country like the nations of Western 
Europe, and though our workers were 
confronted with the same hazards result
ing from modern production,-uncmploy
ment, accidents, invalidity, old age depend
ency, widowhood, and orphanage,-there 
was, nevertheless, no need in the United 
States for facing these problems. All the 
economic mctaphysicians were sure that, 
because of our "sturdy individualism," a 
more refined texture underlay our indus
trial society, and that no evil could really 
trouble the American people. 

A beautiful structure in the air was thus 
erected on a base of nonsense. The rock 
upon which the New Economic Theory 
was raised was the statistical average, by 
means of which more crimes have been 
committed than by the whole corps of 
Chicago gunmen. By adding all the in
comes in the United States and dividing 
by the population, each and every family 
in the land was "statistized" into an "aver• 
age" income of at least $3,000 in 1928. This 
method of calculation gave Henry Ford 
and me the same incomes-but naturally I 
could not collect quite as much as he did. 
The millions of workers whose annual 
wages never amounted to $1,500 were per• 
suaded that, in reality, their family in
comes,-if their wives and babies were 
taken into consideration,-were, statisti
cally speaking, many times that amount, 
and tbat there was no limit to tbeir further 
earnings. 

The presumably high American wage
rate was the most important pillar of this 
castle in Spain. No consideration, of course, 
was given to high rents and food bills, to 
high medical costs, to long periods of un
employment, to se:..sonal occupations, and 
to the constantly rising standard of living. 
The high wage-theory was talked and 
bragged about despite the fact that even in 
the best wage-paying State, New York, in 
the heyday of prosperity, the average 
weekly earnings of factory workcrs,-<1 
legitimate statistical unit,-whcn they 
worked, never exceeded $29.99 during any 
one year! 

Our bankers, meanwhile, saw their safes 
grow bigger and bulkier. It was compara
tively simple to add the workers' small sav
ings to the business men's large time 
deposits, divide the total, and draw the 
conclusion that there was a "savings" de
posit of more than $200 for each of us, 
and that in the fifteen-year period ending 
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in 1927 our per capita "savings" deposits 
had uebled while the number of depositors 
had quadrupled. The fact that the so
called savings increases during this period 
amounted to over 400% in tbe national 
banks, to over 300% in trust companies, to 
3;0% in State banks, and to only slightly 
over 100% in the mutual savings banks,
thc real depositories of the working masses, 
-was conveniently overlooked. And so 
was the fact that the dollar dropped 50% 
in purchasing power between 1912 and 
1927. A theory that "workers' capitalism" 
was impending was propounded in the 
face of the fact that from 19u to 1924 
actual average savings rose by but 27% 
for the entire nation and by but 20% for 
thrifty New England. 

So enrapturing did the American scene 
appear that Lewis E. Pierson, chairman of 
the board of the American Exchange
Irving Trust Company, declared in an in
tervi:w in iW28 that 

the people of America have more money 
than they know what to do with. . . . 

early everybody in America has more 
money than he needs to live . ... There 
are more millionaires than ever before, but 
there are ftver beggars . ... It did come 
suddenly. dozen years ago we were com-

::~ti::~~aly r~:~~ 1is~:;s:n~~1d:~Z: 
Today, in America, poverty in the true 
sense is practically unknown . ... Every• 
body has money. It is the commonest thing 
there is. You have it; your neighbors have 
it-more money than you ever had before. 

"This condition," continued Mr. Pier-
son, "has arisen because of Lhe discovery 
of an economic secret that by increased pro
duction at lower unit-cost the manufac
turer is enabled to increase wages and 
widen his market for commodities, thus 
accomplishing 'the seeming paradox of lift
ing himself by his own bootstraps."' 

When, at about the same time, it was 

discovered that scattered groups of wage
earners were being persuaded or cajoled 
into buying stock in the corporations by 
which they were employed, the cabalists 
quickly concluded that, regardless of the 
growing centralization of wealth and the 
frequent mergers, it would be a matter of 
only a few years before the American 
workers would own our industries. This, 
they proclaimed, constituted an "unprec
edented economic revolution." It fol
lowed from this that we could never have 
capitalistic control in this country, since 
"we were really on the road toward true 
Socialism." 

As a matter of fact, only one in every 
twenty-five indusuial wage-earners, includ
ing managers and executives, was buying 
corporation stock, and the total value of 
the purchases of such persons reached no 
more than 1 % of the stock outstanding. 
But since these wage-earners, during fifty
odd years of industrialism, had thus ac
quired 1 %, it was easy to forecast that 
in a few years more they would secure 
control of the remaining 99%,. Meanwhile, 
the New Economic Paradise was to be 
helped in, the wizards told us, through 
the instrumentality of the growing labor 
banks. Unfortunately, most of these banks 
have since gone into bankruptcy or shut 
up shop. 

Before that fatal Thursday in October, 
1929, we were assured that every Ameri
can man, woman and child was wallow
ing in such wealth that all were gambling 
on the Stock Exchange. However, shortly 
after the crash, Dr. Julius Klein, Assistant 
Secretary of Commerce, declared that "no 
one knows the number of persons engaged 
in this speculative activity, but even if we 
accepted the apparently liberal estimate of 
some non.official observers who place the 
speculative accounts at about a million, 
these would still involve less than 4% of 
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all the families in the entire nation. Or, if 
we put it on the basis of individuals, the 
ratio would be less than 1 % of the total 
papulation." The nation as a w~,ole, h~

1 consoled us complacently, was as sound 
as ever. 

In an article in THE AMERICAN MERCURY, 

for September last, I showed how flimsy 
was the claim made a year or so ago re
garding the extent of life insurance in the 
United States. Men of vision boasted and 
raved about the 95,000,000 insurance poli
cies in force in this country and Canada. 
They forgot to add that 72,000,000 of these 
policies were in industrial insurance, with 
an average face value of $197.50,-or less 
than half the average cost of the funeral 
which such a policy is supposed to cover,
while even the ordinary life policy, on the 
average, was for only about $2,500. 

III 

Is it any wonder that a nation fed assidu
ously for almost a decade on such rubbish 
should continue to believe in it despite the 
shrieking facts which belie it? Our attiwde 
has changed only in this respect: A lmle 
over a year ago we were merely senti
mental; today we are hysterical. Not many 
of the bewildering number of proposals 
and remedies announced of!icially or un
officially since unemployment was tardily 
admitted to be a problem have been more 
than ludicrous. Essentially they all fall into 
three categories: (1) the half-witted; (2) 
the socially dangerous; and (3) the half
baked. 

1. In the first group may be included: 
confidence buttons and weeks; bigger and 
better bread-lines, with special lines for 
women and children; "Buy now," whether 
you need it or not; "Spend five dollars a 
week more," whether you have it or not; 
"Spruce up, clean up and wash up," or, 

"Let us all take in one another's wash"; 
"Let all the unemployed sell apples, and 
all the employed eat them"; "What the 
country needs is a spending spree"; "Start 
your factory going," whether you have or
ders or not; "Give a job till June"; "Get 
the football teams to play post-season 
games"; "Improve the traffic signs"; and 
"Let's have two post-offices" where we 
now have one-an adaptation of the earlier 
-and still-born-two- and three-ear family 
plan. 

2. To the second category belong many 
of the latest programmes for providing re
lief for the destitute. There seems to be a 
concerted drive to place upon the poorest 
among the employed the burden of their 
unemployed brethren. They are asked to 
stagger their employment or to share their 
jobs and their salaries with the idle. Cer
tain other helpless classes of employes are 
entreated and cajoled to contribute a por
tion of their earnings. With the little they 
have left they are urged to go on a spend
ing spree. 

A committee organized in New York, 
and composed of twenty-four members, of 
whom sixteen are bankers, two brokers, 
and four bank directors, devised the plan 
of sending 10,000 of New York's hundreds 
of thousands of unemployed into the parks 
at $3 a day for five days a week, later 
changed to three days a week at $5 a day. 
This apparently humane scheme is obvi
ously fraught with the greatest social dan
ger. If 10,000 men are put to work at $15 
a week, while millions of the workers 
now employed have their working week 
reduced to three or four days at the regu
lar daily rates, what will happen to our 
boasted high wages? What will become of 
our high standard of living? Where is our 
increased purchasing power to come from? 
And what assurance is there that the mil
lions of workers, once reduced to a stand-
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ard of $12 or $15 a week, will ever be able 
to fight their way back to their former 
standard? 

Is it not strange that the first public sug
gestion of the necessity for a reduced 
standard of living came at the last con
vention of the American Bankers' Associa
tion? President Hoover himself was forced 
to digress from his prepared speech before 
that convention to scold the bankers for 
their open heresy. True, their brethren in 
New York City have promised to raise 

150,000 weekly to provide work in the 
parks for 10,000. But what about the bulk 
of the unemployed who cannot be crowded 
into the parks? 

With the best and most ingenious minds 
of the nation struggling heroically with 
this monster of unemployment, the simple 
fact that in 1928 only $50,000,000,000 of the 
national income of '9<>,000,000,000 went for 
wages and salaries has been curiously over
looked. Since the lowly wage-earners are 
now called upon, in the name of mercy, to 
assist the involuntarily idle, should not 
something be done about the $40,000,000,-
000 received by non-wage earners? But so 
far as I know, no suggestion has come 
from our official saviors for the use, 
through taxation, of a portion of this non
wage earning income for a nation.wide 
programme of unemployment relief, which 
might conceivably increase purchasing 
power effectively and help restore normal 
conditions. When unemployment became 
serious in Canada, a recent special session 
of Parliament appropriated $20,000,000 for 
a relief programme. But the first step 
taken by Congress in the present emer
gency was to grant a generous relief con
tribution,-in the form of an income tax 
reduction of $16o,ooo,ooo. To whom? To 
the unemployed, or the destitute? Not at 
all. To the richest of our people, who had 
no need of any such benefit. 

Some cautious souls, indeed, seem to be 
desperately afraid lest a really fundamental 
relief programme win favor. For example, 
the learned Elder Will H. Hays, of Holly
wood, warns against hasty action, since 
"prosperity with a record of no doles, with
out pauperization and without onerous 
taxation" [ the italics are mine] "is bound 
to return." And the philanthropically-in
clined Walter S. Gifford, president of the 
American Telephone & Telegraph Com
pany, does not want us ever to think in 
terms of relief legislation. According to 
the New York Times, he was lately urg
ing assistance for "the needy in what he 
said was the best way, a 'typical American 
way,' for individuals and groups to come 
forward of their own initiative and help 
through the medium of welfare agencies 
with their trained and experienced per
sonnel." 

Similarly, the prophetic Roger W. Bab
son reveals his regard for social stability 
by advising us to organize instruction 
classes for the unemployed. "Such classes," 
he says, "would take up the slack,'' and 
serve "to keep up the morale of men and 
women to whom the dreary repetition of 
daily trudging sidewalks looking for jobs, 
when there are no jobs, is a tragic reality." 

The venerable Martin W. Littleton was 
even more candid. After the New York 
State Chamber of Commerce had been 
assured by its president, during its annual 
after-dinner speechmaking period, that 
"Federal, State and municipal efforts to 
relieve unemployment are producing re
sults," he attacked Senator William E. 
Borah for his recent statement that "no 
dollar in the Treasury is sacred as long as 
a single hungry man walks the streets un
employed." Mr. Littleton warned the busi
ness men that "no dollar in the Treasury 
is sacred as long as public men entrusted 
with its keeping enterta.in those views." 
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Growing effusive, he went on: "It is not 
the function of government to set itself as 
a judge as to when men are hungry and 
when they should be paid." He cautioned 
against humanitarian zeal permitting the 
government to expand and take over the 
rights and duties of individuals. 

cently: "Never, so long as Summer gives 
way to Winter and depression follows 
feverish prosperity, will every laborer be 
able to work every week every year." 

The individual employer is just as much 
a victim of this anarchy as the individual 
workman. No special incentive is neces. 
sary to prod a manufacturer into keeping 
his factory going day and night. He would 
gladly do so if he could. But if orders do 
not come in, no amount of moral suasion 
will make him open his gates. To anyone 
who has the slightest knowledge of the 
chaos essentially inherent in modern indus
try, the notion of stabilization as a means 
to prevent unemployment is naive. 

3. Among the other solemnly offered 
"solutions" are the half-baked suggestions 
that the "stabilization of industry," the 
"scheduling of production," and public 
works will "abolish" the unemployment 
problem. 

The shortcomings of all these proposals 
are obvious enough. For nearly fifteen 
years certain companies have been cited as 
having "stabilized" employment. But an 
examination of their stabilization pro
grammes shows not only that the claims 
of their achievements are greatly exag
gerated, but that practically all of them 
represent small industries of types which 
lend themselves to the relative regulariza
tion of work. Since we are much given to 
ablutions, a certain soap company can read
ily effect greater production stability than 
can, let us say, a ladies' tailoring establish
ment, ruled by fashions dictated from 
Paris, which vanish almost as quickly as 
they appear. 

So long as tomatoes and peaches and 
pumpkins insist on growing at special sea
sons of the year, the canning industry can 
never be stabilized, all our great economic 
experts to the contrary notwithstanding. 
So long as the Republicans will increase 
the tariff, and the Democrats pretend to 
reduce it, American manufacturers will 
adjust their productive capacities accord
ingly. Likewise, the automobile industry, 
which provides bread, and sometimes also 
oleomargarine, to about 4,000,000 people, 
cannot be stabilized and regulated under 
our present competitive production meth
ods. As the New York Times said re-

While public works may temporarily 
help somewhat to alleviate the evil, the 
plan is, at best, only a minor form of re
lief and not a preventive. Public works' 
programmes are, in their nature, strictly 
limited by public demand and taxation. 
Certainly it would not be profitable to put 
unemployed teachers, clerks, plumbers, 
and printers on the roads with pick and 
shovel. 

Is there, then, no solution? No and yes. 
There is, of course, no way of 11abolishing" 
unemployment. It is as inherent in our 
social and economic system as the ma
chines and over-stocked shelves which are 
at the bottom of the trouble. Promises to 
wipe it out will prove no more fruitful 
than Mr. Hoover's pledge, two years ago, 
to "abolish" poverty. So long as we follow 
a laissez-faire system of production with 
no central planning; so long as we permit 
and encourage every manufacturer to un
dersell every other one; so long as we con
stantly introduce new and more efficient 
machinery; and so long as most of our 
industrial wage--earners receive a wage 
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bearing no relation to their productivity, 
we shall have unemployment. 

Under present conditions, the problem, 
instead of lessening, will grow more in
tense as the years go by. But while we 
cannot "abolish" unemploy~ent, ,:e can, 
at least, alleviate some of its evils and 
ameliorate the destitution and tragedy fol
lowing in its train. Before we can do th_1s, 
however, we must stop talking about Its 
"abolition." Propaganda by a nauonal _re
search organization to the effect that while, 
in Great Britain, "unemployment has b~
come a continuous feature of eco~o_m1c 
life, ... in this country such cond1uons 
arise only from time to time," will not be 

hez~~~icans must quit fooling themselves 
into believing that somehow this disaster 
has sprung upon us overmght, like a flood, 
and that we may appeal to the Red Cross 
to rescue the refugees. Like sensible peo
ple we must face the problem realistically 
and stop behaving in a way which serves 
as the most eloquent proof of our _S1m1an 
ancestry. Ever since the beginning of 
American industry we have had unemplot 
ment. We shall continue to suffer from It 
as long as the present industrial system 
prevails. . 

According to the Twelfth Cen~us in 
1900, 5,277,472 out of 23,753,836 gainfully 
occupied male Americans ten years of age 
and over, or 227'0, were without work for 
a certain period during the year; and 1,-
241 ,492 wage-earning females out of a 
total of 5,319,397, or 23·3% were u~~
ployed for some time during the year. us 
6,468,1)64 persons out of a total _of 29p~-
233 were unemployed for certain pen s 
during the year. The same census revealed 
that more than 2,550,000 of these men and 
women were out of work for from four 
to six months, and approximately 736,ooo 
for from seven to twelve months. A year 

later, in 1901, 49.8%, or about half of the 
25 ,440 heads of families invesugated by the 
Bureau of Labor, were idle for some penod 
during the year. And in 1910 the Nm: 
York State Commission on Employers 
Liability and Unemployment, after study
ing the extent of enforced idleness in the 
State of New York, concluded: 

While there is little accurate information 
available as to the exact number of unem
ployed at any one time, there is enough to 
show that about 407o of our wage-earners 
suffer some unemployment every year, that 
on the average they lose ten weeks each, 
and that the loss in wages amounts to 20% 
of what the earnings would be, were em
ployment steady throughout the year. 
In 1918, the Helen S. Trounstine Foun

dation prepared a careful study of unem
ployment fluctuations. This survey covered 
the period from 1902 to 1917. Summanzmg 
his findings, its investigator concluded: 

The number of unemployed ~n_cities o~ the 
United States (entirely omitting agncul
tural labor, for which no rdiable data are 
now available) has fluctuated between I,-
000 ooo and 6,000,000 . ... The average 
nu~ber of unemployed has been 2,500,~ 
workers, or nearly 10% of the acuve 
supply. 
In a report issued in 1922, the National 

Industrial Conference Board estimated the 
normal number of unemployed among the 
12,Boo,000 workers in America~ manufac
turing and mechanical industnes at about 
1,Soo,000, or approximately 14'.7o. The aver
age number of days lost by each mdustnal 
wage-earner was about forty-tw~ a ~ear, 
representing 14'.7o of his workmg time. 
After a comprehensive study of mdustnal 
employment in 1922, Dr. Ernest S. Brad
ford said: 

Industrial wage-earners in those States for 
which data are available lose about 10% 
of their working time through unemploy
ment mainly from lack of work and exclu-
6ive ~f idleness due to sickness and labor 
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disputes. On this basis, an .iverage of at 
least 1,500,000 industrial wage-earners in 
the United States arc constantly unem
ployed, taking poor and prosperous years 
together . ... From such data as arc avail
able, it appears that partial unemployment, 
due to parMime operation of plants, shut
downs, time lost on account of waiting, 
and related causes, is responsible for a loss 
of about ro7c, more of the working time of 
industrial wage-earners. 

According to the President's Committee 
on Recent Economic Changes, the num
ber of unemployed in 1920,-a year of the 
greatest employment in time of peace,
was 1,4or,ooo. In the "normal" year of 
1923, there were 1,532,000, while in the 
"prosperous" years of 1925 and 1927 the 
idle numbered 1,775,000 and 2,055,000, re
spectively. At the present time the esti
mates range from 3,500,000 to 10,000,000, 
depending upon the estimator's politics. 

Once we look at the question realisti
cally, we can discover certain more or less 
promising methods of alleviation. We can 
certainly abolish bread-lines, as every other 
nation has done. We must discard the 
magic and misleading incantation: "We do 
not want the European dole system." The 
inference here has not a word of truth in 
it. We are today the only industrial nation 
really on the dole. Our entire present 
scheme of relief is based on the most de
grading form of charity. There are no 
bread-lines in the whole of Europe, for all 
its relative poverty. Well may we ponder 
the courageous words of Father John A. 
Ryan: 

When I think of what has been happening 
since unemployment began, and when I sec 
the futility of the leaders, I wish we might 
double the number of Communists in this 
country, to put the fear, if not of God, then 
the fear of something else, into the hearts 
of our leaders,-not only our industrialists, 
but our politicians and statesmen. I don't 
care how far you go in the list of politicians 
and sbtcsmcn, either. 

To alleviate unemployment we must first 
have real leadership and a new outlook. 
It must be based upon reality, not upon 
Pollyanna propaganda, "faith" or "confi
dence." No competent and permanent 
solution can be effected unless it embodies 
the following: 

I. A real knowledge of the number of 
the unemployed and of the length of their 
unemployment. It does not at all befit our 
present administration to become hysterical 
now when only a few months ago it re
fused to approve proper appropriations for 
Senator Wagner's bill, which would at 
least have given us the exact number of 
the unemployed, without which nothing 
constructive can possibly be done. 

2. Unemployment exchanges, so that the 
job and the unemployed worker may be 
brought together. 

3. Stabilization of those industries which 
can possibly be stabilized. 

4. As much public work as is needed, 
so that some workers may find employ
ment in this work. 

5. Adequate old-age pensions, so as to 
remove the veteran workers from the 
bread-lines and from overcrowding the un
employment bureaus. They should be re
warded for the services which they have 
given us,-a debt we owe to them and 
which we alone of all industrial nations 
have as yet refused to acknowledge. The 
aged workers constitute a very large pro
poruon of the present unemployed. It is 
estimated that about 750,000 persons would 
be immediately eliminated from industry 
by a pension beginning at the age of sixty
five, and that thereafter at least 150,000 
persons could leave industry annually. 

6. The raising of the working age of 
c_hildien so as to eliminate their competi
t10n from the labor market, provide their 
fathers with jobs, and help them to be
come better citizens and give them a better 
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start in life. There are still about 1,000,000 
children between the ages of ten and six
teen employed in the United States. 

7. We can introduce the forty-eight hour 
week in American industry. While it is 
now the fashion to talk of the five-day 
week and the six-hour day, it is worth re
membering that the great masses of 
workers in the United States still work 
more than eight hours a day, and that 
many still work ten and twelve hours a 
day for seven days in the week. 

8. Wages should be raised so as to give 
the workers a greater amount of purchas
ing power aod make it possible for them to 
consume more of the goods they produce. 

9. Let us inaugurate a nation- and State
wide housing programme. While thou
sands of apartments arc vacant in most of 
our cities, millions of workers are still 
living in slums. A subsidized housing pro
gramme for working-class families would 
help us back to prosperity. 

10. Last, but not least, we must inaugu
rate a national system of unemployment 
insurance which would provide adequate 
funds to take care of the inevitably unem
ployed. The adoption of such a plan would 
wipe out the bread-lines overnight and re
store self-confidence and respect to millions 
who are now dependent upon "scientific" 
charity and apple sales. 

One fundamental principle must under
lie the entire programme. It is neither fair 
nor possible to place the burden of unem
ployment entirely upon those who can 
least afford to bear it. The social and eco
nomic load must be distributed in the 
widest possible number and must be 
shared by those classes which can best af
ford to bear it. Charity appeals, even if 
promoted by high-paid publicity agents, 
will not meet the problem. For every rich 
person who is a generous giver there arc 
scores who never contribute a penny. 
The wealthy are the first to tighten their 
purses when depression sets in. The chair
man of the Newark Community Chest 
drive, which failed by $200,000 of its goal, 
recently declared that "factory employes, 
office workers and retail store clerks have 
oversubscribed the quotas assigned them. 
Only in the ranks of the well-to-do is there 
a deficit." Mr. Frank P. Walsh accused 
many New York employers of quietly lay
ing off hundreds of workers "while donat
ing comparatively modest sums with a 
fanfare of publicity." 

There is only one way to make wealth do 
its duty-by a properly graded income tax. 
The present tax is a farce, for it presses 
heaviest upon the poor. It is high time for 
adequate tax legislation. Blah, bluff and 
buncombe will not meet the problem. 



A KNIGHT ERRANT IN MAINE 
BY ERIC SONNICHSEN 

FRANKIE BuRNs runs a gym in Boston. 
He has a few fighters from whom he 
takes a small percentage. I live a few 

blocks from his gym. Frankie is my man
ager, and an old-time fighter. In the days 
when he could make 135 at the ringside 
he was pretty generally feared. He'd have 
a hard time making 16o now. 

Jack Collins and I were in his 2 x 4 office 
above the gym, and he was giving me a 
little advice. "Go up to that there place in 
Maine, Eddie. I can get you a job with 
them people I know. Nice outside work
chop a little wood, mow the lawns, a handy 
man-easy. I could get Jack a job too if he 
wants to go." He paused, looking at the 
grey ash on his cigar. "Then y' can make a 
little dough on the side fightin'. All the 
fighters up in them wilds is lumberjacks 
an' fight on the side. They're easy." 

Frankie looked up at me. His cauli
Bowered left ear sticks out from his head. 
He could see indecision written over my 
face. 

'Tl! go up with you, Ed," put in Jack. 
"There y' are, Eddie. What y' need is a 

rest. Y' been fightin' too reg'lar lately an' 
you ain't hardly in no shape to fight in the 
city during the hot Summer. It's the air up 
there that'll do y' the mos' good. You can 
both take your outfits up an' train, an' Jack 
can work in your corner." 

Jack, a few years back, was one of the 
best amateur welterweights in New Eng
land. In his first pro fight he was knocked 
cold in the second round, and he quit. 
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"Well, what's holdin' y' back?" went on 
Frankie. "Y' got a job an' a chanst to make 
a little easy dough." His eyes closed half
way as he looked up at me. "C'mon, kid, 
what's the mattal Why don't y' wanna 
go?" 

"Hell, Frank, I'm broke," I laughed, 
quietly. 

Frank's eyes opened wide. "So that's it, 
huh? Wha've y' did with the seventy-five 
bucks y' got las' week for the Miller fight?" 

"Well, after I paid back what I owed I 
was broke," I answered apologetically. 

Frank shifted his weight in the chair to 
get to his side pocket. He pulled out a roll 
of bills and counted out five tens. Jack 
winked across to me. 

"Here's fifty for the two of ya." Frank 
handed me the bills. "Now, go up there for 
two months. An' I'll write Danny Smith 
up in Bridgton that you're comin' up. He 
promotes these one-horse fights up there. 
He'll get y' fights. An' another thing. Don't 
come back broke. That'll be the last for 
some time." He nodded toward the bills in 
my hand. 

"Thanks, Frankie," I knocked his head 
playfully with my knuckles. 

"G'wan beat it before I get up an' knock 
you two harn-an'-eggers down the stairs!" 

Four days later Jack and I left Boston 
for Maine. 

We had a letter from Frank to a Dr. 
Cooley, who was to give us work. 

Bridgton turned out to be a very small 
town. A few dance-halls and several mo-
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tion-picture houses were scattered about. 
The Summer camps nearby made it a thriv
ing place in the Summer. 

The Cooleys welcomed us. They were 
hospitable people. Jack and I were given a 
room together. 

We walked about the town. There were 
cards in the store-windows announcing 
some fights for the following night, Fri
day, at the town hall. We decided to go. 

Friday we both worked in the woods 
chopping wood for Dr. Cooley. We 
worked with our shirts off. The sun felt 
good on our city bleached bodies, staining 
us a bright red. 

II 

In the evening we strolled to the town 
hall. It was about seven o'clock. The fights 
started at eight. 

I asked for Danny Smith. Someone sent 
for him. He came in a few minutes, a tall 
slim fellow of the lady-killer type. 

"Are you the two fellows that wanted to 
see me?" he asked. 

"Yeah," I answered. "I'm Eddie Sullivan 
and this is Jack Collins. Didn't Frankie 
Burns write you about us? 11 

"He sure did," Dan replied. "How 
would you like to go on tonight? I need 
another fighter." 

111 ain't in shape," I answered. 'Tll go on 
in next week's bill though." 

"I'd like to have you go on tonight," 
said Dan. 

"We want to see your show tonight," I 
said. "We'll be back in an hour." 

At eight o'clock about a hundred people 
were seated around the ring. We paid 
seventy-five cents admission and took seats 
four rows from the ring. Twenty minutes 
later Dan and another fellow came down 
the aisle looking over the crowd. He found 
me easily. 

"Eddie, Bobby Grant didn't show up. 
Will you take his place? There's a boy 
here your weight." 

Jack and I followed them to a rear room. 
"Who's the fellow?" I asked. 
"Frank Mason. Here he is," someone 

answered. 
He was a big fellow-half a head taller 

than myself and built in proportion. 
"How much do you weigh?" I asked 

him. 
"One fifty-five." 
He looked one-sixty. I was sure he lied. 

I weighed one-fifty myself. 
"What do you think, Jack?" 
"We need the dough, Ed. I guess the kid 

can hit, that's all." 
It was to be four rounds. I borrowed 

some old tights and shoes and began to 
undress. 

Jack went outside to watch the prelims. 
He came back in a few minutes, laughing. 

"Jesus, Ed, y' oughta see 'em. They stand 
there an' see which guy can take the most 
on the chin." 

We both laughed. 
"All right, Ed, if I say you're from New 

York?" Dan asked. 
"What's the matter with Boston?" I 

replied. 
"It'll sound better with the crowd," he 

answered. "They think you're a big-time 
guy if you're from New York." 

"Go ahead." I shrugged my shoulders. 
"Are you from New York?" asked 

Mason, coming near. 
"Sure," I replied. 
"Then I ain't gonna fight him," Mason 

said to Dan. "He's had too much experi
ence." 

Between the three of us we finally per
suaded Mason to fight. I was to go easy 
with him. I wasn't at all sure but he'd 
have to go easy with me. He looked pretty 
husky, standing there. 
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We were in the ring. Jack was in my 
corner. The gloves were put on. The 
referee, a farmer, called us to the center. 

"Feel 'im out, Ed. I think he can hit," 
Jack cautioned. 

Someone blew a police whistle. The fight 
was on. 

Mason came out in an awkward crouch. 
I danced about, undecided. 

I feinted with my left. He raised his 
arms. I connected with a right to the ribs. 
Mason rushed me, swinging his right. I 
ducked and he almost fell over me. The 
bell rang. 

"He's easy, Ed. Use the left. He can't do 
a thing," Jack said in the corner. I felt 
good-breathing easy. 

The second round was on. Left hooks to 
the stomach and left jabs had Mason tired 
and bleeding gobs of blood from his nose. 
Both of us were covered with it. 

In the third round I hit him with a left 
hook. He fell-more tired than hurt. He 
was up at nine. I feinted and worked into 
a clinch. "Sorry I hit you hard," I whis
pered. 

He mumbled something. His lips were 
puffed and bleeding. He was the kind that 
bleeds easily. 

Everyone was yelling for a knockout, 
but Jack told me to take it easy. Mason 
was apt to fall at any moment from sheer 
exhaustion. 

We clinched most of the fourth round. I 
missed some hard rights to the chin. Soon 
the bell rang. 

No decisions are given in Maine. We left 
the ring for the dressing-room. 

Jack helped me wash the blood from my 
body at a faucet. 

"Frank was right," laughed Jack. 
I was dressing. Dan came over. "How 

much do I owe you, Eddie?" he asked. 
"Much as I can get," I replied. 
He gave me ten dollars. 

III 

Every morning Jack and I would get up 
early and run. We'd run three or four 
miles. Back at the house we would lie 
down to let the sweat come out, and then 
rub down with some liniment. 

Jack found an old meal sack. We filled 
it, half sand and half sawdust, and hung it 
under a tree. In the late afternoons we 
would have our workout. Someone was 
always watching us. We would box three 
rounds together, shadowbox, skip rope, and 
hit our sand bag a round apiece, and then 
go for a shower. 

One evening Dan drove around and 
watched us work out. 

Afterward he showed us some cards. I 
was billed to figbt Young Myers six rounds 
in the main bout. 

"He's a Jew from Rhode Island," Dan 
said. "Y' won't have any trouble with him. 
He's slower and can't hit as hard as you." 

"How much do I get?" I asked. 
"Fifteen dollars if a good crowd's there." 
I shook my head. "That's no money," I 

said. 
"They're only two-minute rounds," said 

Dan. 
"Need da dough," said Jack. 
"All right," I grumbled. 
Friday night Jack and I walked to the 

town hall. Jack carried my outfit in a small 
handbag. Many men called to us, smiling. 

Dan took Myers and myself to his house 
to weigh in. 

Myers was tall and slim. He had a big 
nose. 

We weighed with our clothes on. I was 
158, Myers 151. Myers began to squawk. 

"Aw right then," I said. "If I'm too 
heavy we can take it easy. Make it look 
good." 

"I'm not used to fighting that way. I 
like 'em on the square," Myers answered. 
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"Oh, aren't you?" I sneered. Jack snick
ered. 

We walhd back to the town hall. "I'll 
make a monkey outa that guy," I said to 
Jack. 

"Take it easy with him," said Dan while 
I was undressing. "We gotta make it look 
good." 

41See how the Jew acts," I answered. 
The prelims were over. Jack and I started 

for the ring. There were nearly two hun
dred people there. 

"I oughta get fifteen bucks," I said to 
Jack in my corner. "There's a pretty good 
crowd here." 

"Fergit da dough," laughed Jack. 
"You're gonna fight in a few minutes." 

Myers was in his corner. He had brought 
a good crowd of rooters. Some fellow sit
ting behind me yelled, "Knock him out, 
Myers! All he's got is a sunburn." 

"Coupla more weeks in the sun an' 
they'll be sayin' you're a shine," said Jack. 

Three girls near Myers's corner were 
calling to him. One looked at me. I 
winked. She turned away. 

The referee called us to the center. 
Myers was taller but slimmer than I. 

"I don't think he's much," Jack whis
pered from outside the ropes. "Jab his head 
off." 

The first and second rounds Myers 
would rush me against the ropes. Then 
he'd rough me along the ropes. The ropes 
had no flannel wrapped around them. 
They burned my back, leaving red, raw 
splotches. 

In the third round Myers, swinging 
hard, hit me on the chin. I clinched, look
ing toward Jack in the corner. He signaled 
me to start fighting. 

Myers wasn't in good shape. By the end 
of the fourth round his nose was bleeding 
and his ribs red from my right-hand 
punches. 

"Make him eat his words," said Jack. 
I felt fine, taking deep breaths. 
During the fifth I was all over Myers. 

He was tired-clinching all the time. In 
one clinch in his corner my head was 
under his arm. I looked at the girls who 
were begging Myers to kill me. I grinned, 
winking at them. They looked insulted. 

Near the end of the fifth I was driving 
Myers across the ring, hitting him at will. 
He fell against the ropes. We cl inched. 

"Take it easy, will ya, Ed?" he gasped. 
"Sure," I answered, hitting him with a 

right to the stomach. He doubled up. 
"I got him beggin' for mercy," I panted 

to Jack in the corner. 
"That's the stuff. Don't try to knock him 

out. Hurts more this way," said Jack. 
"How y' feel?" 

uFine." 
The bell rang. Myers barely left his cor

ner. I smacked him around easily. The 
crowd yelled for a knockout. 

Myers was covering up, protecting his 
stomach. He'd come out of his crouch to 
swing a wild right in my direction. 

Near the end of the round I looked at 
Jack while in a clinch. He slapped his hand 
against his chin. 

We broke. Myers, covering up, protect
ing his stomach. I hit him on the chin, 
dazing him. Up came his hands. I hit him 
in the stomach. He fell forward into my 
arms. The bell rang while I stood there 
holding him up, my hands under his arm
pits. I pushed him backward into his chair. 

IV 

Jack and I wanted a car. We had about 
ten dollars of Frank's money left. With 
the money I had got fighting we had 
thirty-five dollars. 

We did not want to pay more than 
thirty for a car. 
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Just as we were casting about for a way 
to get more money Dan drove up one 
evening. 

"How'd you fellows like to make ten or 
fifteen dollars apiece?" he greeted us. 

"Sure," I answered. 
"Dain' what?" asked Jack. 
"There's a fellow running some fights 

over near Long Lake. He just called up 
and asked me if I knew a couple good 
fighters that would go six rounds. I told 
him I did. We have to be there by eight 
o'clock." 

It was seven o'clock. Jack and I ran in 
the house to get our outfits, then jumped 
into Dan's car. 

"You'll hafta win this fight," Jack said. 
"Keep that record of yours clean." 

The place was a dance pavilion. A ring 
was pitched in the center. At least three 
hundred people were in the place. Many 
Summer people were there, lounging 
about in white flannels. 

Our fight was next. Dan was in my cor
ner; a fellow volunteered for Jack. 

Jack was announced as coming from 
Portland. 

The bell rang and Jack and I turned 
toward each other. We were both in good 
shape from our daily workouts. We were 
able to go at top speed. 

In the second round I went down for 
the count of six. I didn't have to fake 
much. Jack can hit. 

I knocked Jack down twice in the fifth 
and once in the sixth. I won the fight in 
everyone's opinion. 

We were paid twenty dollars apiece. Dan 
got ten. 

Two days later we bought a car. 
That Friday Dan did not have any 

fights. 
Tuesday afternoon I met him on the 

street. "Ed, would yuh like to fight in 
Portland tonight?" he asked. 

"Sure," I answered. "What's in it?" 
"Y' won't get so much the first time. But 

if y' put up a good fight y' get more next 
time." 

''I'll be around the house. You can get 
me there if you need me." I walked away. 

At six o'clock Dan drove up in his car. 
"He says he wants you," he called. 

"Jack and I'll be out in a minute," I 
answered. 

"Jack won't be able to come." 
"Why won't he?" I came near the car. 
"I can't get passes for two handlers. He 

told me only one handler." 
"Do you mind, not bein' able to go?" I 

asked Jack, who was coming toward us. 
"Naw, that's all right, Ed," Jack an

swered. "If he can't get me in, he can't, 
that's all." 

I got my outfit and sat down in the car 
beside Dan. Jack saw us off. 

"Knock the guy out early," Jack yelled 
above the motor's noise, "an' get home 
early." I waved my hand in farewell. 

It was thirty-five miles to Portland. We 
arrived there shortly after seven. The fights 
were at the Exposition building. 

The Exposition building was a large 
brick affair, somewhat like an armory. Dan 
and I came through the entrance. Fans 
were already buying tickets-two windows 
with long lines of patient men. 

Dan stopped to get the passes. I waited 
for him with my handbag in my hands. 
Fans looked at me as though I were a 
prize animal. 

We went to the room where the prelimi
nary fighters dressed. The smell of lini
ment bit deep into my lungs. Fighters 
lounged about, dressed and undressed. 

"Find out who I'm fighting!" I told Dan. 
Dan left the room while I stripped, lay

ing my clothes over the back of a chair. 
He was back in a few minutes with a 

short, heavy-set fellow-the match maker. 
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"Johnny, this is Eddie Sullivan," said 
Dan. I rose. "Glad to met you." 

"There's the boy you're fightin', Young 
Marcoux." He nodded toward several fel
lows sitting on the opposite side. 

"Did he mean that guy in the black 
tights?" I asked Dan, indicating the fel
low with my eyes. 

"I think he did," Dan answered. "Is it 
all right with you?" 

"Yeah, sure. That guy's been takin' 
plenty, though." The fellow's nose was 
flattened, his left ear lumpy and bulbous. 

I weighed in at 147. Several others 
weighed in . As we stepped from the scales 
a doctor put his stethoscope against our 
chests. Then we passed on. 

It was eight o'clock. The dressing-room 
door opened; the noise of the crowd rushed 
in upon us. 

The first prelim was on. Fifteen minutes 
after they left the two fellows came back. 
They both bore marks of a bruising fight. 
It must have gone the limit. 

Dan came over. "You're not fightin' that 
guy. Somebody else." 

"Aw right," I answered. 
A young fellow came near. "Say, Mack, 

lend me your cup. I'm fightin' the next 
fight." 

"Sure thing." I handed him my alumi
num cup from the chair beside me. "Best 
o' luck, kid!" He slipped it on, put his 
tights over it and left the room hurriedly. 

Dan began bandaging my hands-slop
pily. I missed Jack. Jack could bandage 
hands. 

The 'door opened. Several men came in. 
"Christ, dat was easy!" The fighter began 
pulling off his bandages. 

The kid came in. He walked over to me, 
still in a daze. A mouse was rising under 
one eye, a trickle of blood ran from one 
nostril. 

uGee, I was knocked out." He said it as 

if it were something he had believed im
possible. 

"That's all right." I clapped him on the 
shoulder. "The best of 'em get it some
time." 

Dan pulled his tights down and slipped 
my cup off. We sat the kid down in a 
chair. A minute later I left the room. 

There was a good crowd-about five 
thousand. 

The fellow I was to fight was in his 
corner. I jumped in the ring. I was ner
vous. Dan fussed around me asking foolish 
questions. It got on my nerves. 

Dan looked at the fighter in the other 
corner. "I know that guy, Ed. He fought 
for me once." He leaned over me. "He's 
yeller, Ed. Keep after him. He's yeller." 

"Aw right," I answered, snappishly. 
The referee bellowed our names and 

weights. Young Marcoux was 145. I was 
147. 

We were called to the center. I wanted 
to get Marcoux's goat. I started to grin as 
the referee spoke to us. Marcoux looked 
down, surly. 

Back in the corners we scraped shoes in 
the rosin. 

Dan yelled from outside the ropes. "He's 
yeller, Ed. Keep after him. He's yeller." I 
missed Jack and the feeling of confidence 
he gave me. 

The bell rang. All the lights went out 
but the ones over the ring. Marcoux came 
out fast. 

He was a slapper. He hit with the palm 
of his glove, a fast blow that sounded loud. 
The crowd roared, thinking I was being 
hit hard. 

I kept grinning. Marcoux couldn't hurt 
me. In a clinch I winked broadly to Dan. 
The bell rang. 

In the corner Dan began, "Keep after 
him, Ed. Hit him a couple times an' he'll 
fold up." 
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"For Christ's sake," I snapped, "you to!' 
me that a dozen times. Gimme some 
water." 

Marcoux was getting discouraged. He 
didn't swing so often. When he missed a 
punch I could hear the breath whistle 
through his mouth. 

But I didn't seem able to hit him. He 
was pretty fast. 

I knew I was behind. If Marcoux kept 
~n~e fight at his present speed he might 

"Hit him in the belly, Ed. He can't take 
it there," Dan said between rounds. 

The bell rang for the third round. I 
rushed out faster than before. I caught 
Marcoux with a pretty right to the chin. 
He stepped back. I pushed him to the 
ropes, both hands working to his stomach. 
A man can do nothing more than clinch 
or cover up when his back is to the ropes. 
They hinder his fighting. 

When the referee separated us I would 
rush him again, pounding him. 

Marcoux', seconds were yelling wildly 
for him to keep away from the ropes. The 
crowd was cheering for me. Fight crowds 
always cheer a man who has been beaten 
the first few rounds, and then comes back 
and beats his man later in the fight. 

We were in the center of the ring, spar
ring for an opening. Marcoux had slowed 
up. I was hitting him often, almost at will. 
I started a left hook-fast-to the chin. He 
didn't duck. He staggered away. I caught 
him quickly with a right, flush on the chin. 

He flopped to the canvas near his corner. 
The crowd was yelling madly. I could 
plainly hear Marcoux', seconds exhorting 
him to take a nine count. 

When he stood up I rushed him wildly. 
He stuck out his left hand. It landed 
square in my face. I was off balance. My 
legs folded under me and I sat down. 
Marcoux was surprised. So was I. Before 

the referee could begin a count I was up. 
Twice more Marcoux took counts-one 
for six, the other for nine. 

"Try an' knock 'im out. He's yeller," 
Dan said between rounds. 

The last round I chased Marcoux 
around. When I hit him in the stomach I 
could hear the breath whistle through his 
teeth. I hit him another left hook and he 
was down for a short count. Near the end 
of the round he went down again, more 
tired than hurt. 

Back in the dressing-room Dan was 
jubilant. "It means we fight here again," 
he cried. He took my gloves off, untied 
my shoe laces. He was happy. 

Dan kept my gloves. After all the fights 
were over he presented them at the win
dow. He was given ten dollars. 

I was standing near, watching Dan. As 
he turned away to come to me, Johnny, 
the match maker, called him. Dan nodded 
his head, agreeing with what Johnny was 
saying. 

"What'd Johnny say?" I asked Dan. 
"Wants y' to fight next week for eight

een bucks." 
"That won't be so bad," I replied. 
Dan handed me ten dollars. I gave him 

back four to help pay for the gasoline. We 
left the place and got into the car. In two 
hours we were in Bridgton. 

V 

In the evenings Jack and I would take a 
short drive in the car. There were two 
girls staying at the house next to us. We 
would often take them to a movie or a 
dance at a nearby pavilion. The car seemed 
to have an abnormal appetite for gasoline. 
Jack and I were always broke. 

Our first month's wages, twenty-five dol
lars apiece, we had already spent. 

We had gone to a dance. The Summer 
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people wore white flannels. Jack thought 
they looked nice. So did I. Two pairs of 
flannel trousers cost twenty-four dollars. 
I was anxious for Tuesday night's fight. 

The next few days we trained strenu
ously. I was in great shape and full of pep. 
There was a snap to my punches which 
even Jack commented on. 

From the papers we learned that I was 
to fight one Rocky Stone. He was tough 
and a hard puncher. 

Monday evening, the night before my 
fight, I was sitting on the porch reading. 
Jack was in the backyard, tinkering with 
the car. 

He came to the porch and called, 
"C'mon, Ed. The girls want to go for a 
ride." 

40 You know I'm fightin' tomorrow, don't 
you?" 

"C'mon! We'll be back early." 
We stopped twice to have ice-cream. We 

went to a dance. It was two-thirty when 
we got home. 

The following afternoon I took a nap for 
an hour. Jack woke me at four o'clock. 
After we ate we sat around, waiting. 

I was determined to have Jack in my 
corner if I had to pay for his admission. 

Dan drove up at six. Jack put my outfit 
in the back and squeezed in the front with 
Dan and myself. 

People were already milling about the 
entrance when we drove up. A Negro, a 
world's champion at his weight, was fight
ing tonight. 

Jack waited outside while Dan and I 
went in. I looked around for Johnny. I 
found him watching the ticket-sellers. 

"Johnny, can I get a pass for my han
dler?" 

"Sure." Johnny reached over and handed 
one to me. 

Jack was waiting outside. In a few min
utes we were in the dressing~room. 

"I'll bandage your hands later," Jack 
said. "We got plenty time." He and Dan 
went out. 

Other fighters came in. It was nearly 
eight o'clock. Outside the crowd was get
ting impatient. 

I finished dressing and sat down in a 
chair with a towel over my bare shoulders. 
I felt tired. My eyes closed. The chatter of 
the men in the room seemed miles away. 

Several men were talking a few feet 
from me. 

11Yeah,'1 one said. "He's fightin' this 
Eddie Sullivan tonight." 

My eyes opened. I sat still, eyeing the 
group-interestedly. 

"Sullivan put up a good fight las' week," 
another said. 

"Hell, he's only a dancing master," the 
first speaker answered. "Rocky'll hit him 
plenty." 

I looked at the young fellow hurriedly 
undressing. He looked tough. 

Jack came in the door. "There's a good 
crowd out there, Ed." 

I looked at the men and grinned. They 
looked surprised. 

We weighed in. Rocky weighed 150, I 
was 149. As I stepped from the scales 
Rocky grabbed my hand. "Glad to meet 
you." He spoke with a French accent. We 
shook hands, each eyeing the other. I liked 
Rocky. He seemed like a good sport. 

The first prelim was over. Jack bandaged 
my hands. I shadow-boxed a few minutes. 

The door opened. A fellow yelled, "Sulli
van an' Stone." He had two pairs of gloves. 
He gave a pair to Jack. 

Jack put them on me. He cut the loose 
ends. Then he broke the gloves-pushing 
the padding back from my knuckles. 

Stone was in the ring. I hurried down 
the aisle, Jack and Dan behind me. 

I sat down in my corner. Jack held the 
water-bottle while I rinsed my mouth. 
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We could hear people in the ringside 
seats talking. 

"This Sullivan is pretty good, ain't he?" 
a fellow said. 

"Yeah, so's Stone. He'll take all Sullivan 
can give. An' he's got one sweet punch," 
his neighbor answered. 

"Box this guy, Ed." Jack leaned over me. 
"He's slow from what I hear, so jab 'im 
an' keep away from his right." 

The referee motioned us to the center. 
As he began his usual talk about breaking 
clean I started grinning at Stone. He 
grinned back. 

We were back in our corners. "Jab an' 
step away," cautioned Jack from outside 
the ropes. The bell rang. 

I came out easily. Stone came out danc
ing. I was surprised. 

Stone wouldn't lead. I would step close 
to him and jump back quickly. I ducked 
and feinted toward him but he danced 
around me. We stepped around each other 
for almost half a minute. 

I saw that it was up to me to lead. I 
feinted a left jab then swung a hook to the 
jaw, coming close. Rocky clubbed his right 
to the back of my head. It hurt. I held on 
for a few seconds as he flailed about with 
both hands. 

We both started to slug. I made Rocky 
back up. Suddenly an awkward right hand 
swing caught me on the chin. As I back
pedaled away Rocky threw punches at my 
face, my body. 

In my corner Jack gave me a sniff of 
ammonia. It cleared my head. He held my 
tights away from my body. I took deep 
breaths of the hot, smoky air. 

"Lissen," said Jack. "Jab this guy. Keep 
jabbin' 'im." 

All through the second and third rounds 
I jabbed at Rocky's face. He couldn't keep 
away. A stream of blood ran from his nose. 
He wiped it hurriedly with his soggy glove 

as though it were a sign of weakness for a 
man to bleed. 

One of his wild rights had closed my 
left eye. My lips were puffed and bleeding. 

The fourth round was furious. I slugged 
with Rocky. We were both tired. When I 
took a deep breath the smoke burned my 
lungs. The bell rang. Rocky and I were 
standing in the center of the ring, flat
footed, throwing punches that could not 
have done harm to a child. 

In the dressing room Jack sponged me 
off. "Ed, you fought like a bum tonight. 
Sluggin' with that guy!" We both laughed. 

Rocky came over, a bottle of rubdown 
in his hand. "That were some fight, Eddie." 
He held out his hand. 

I grabbed his hand. "Yeah, we certainly 
tried to kill each other." 

We finished dressing. Jack kept the 
gloves. We watched the Negro champion 
annihilate his white opponent-playing 
with him, and finally knocking him cold 
in the fourth round. 

Dan went to the window with Jack and 
received eighteen dollars in exchange for 
the gloves. I gave Dan four dollars. 

VI 

There was a fair in Harrison, eight miles 
from Bridgton. Dan was running some 
fights there. I was matched to fight a fellow 
from New Hampshire. It was to be six 
rounds. I was to get thirty dollars. 

The fight was three o'clock in the after
noon. Our car got us there by two. 

By two forty-five there were about 
twenty people, willing to pay the dollar 
admission, inside. A few of the preliminary 
fighters hung around. 

Dan was fussing near, tightening the 
ring ropes, looking at the few people. 

He came over to me. "Doesn't look like 
there'll be much of a crowd," I said. 
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"Ed, I don't think your man is gonna 
show up. I'm sendin' for Bobby Grant. 
He's runnin' the athaletic arena down the 
street," Dan answered. 

"I've heard a lot about him," I said. 
Fifteen minutes later, as I was standing 

near the door, through it came a man. I 
knew he was Bobby Grant. 

He was of average height, heavier set 
than myself. One ear was crumpled beyond 
recognition; the other, well on the way. 
His eyebrows were scarred and misshapen; 
his nose was twisted. His blue suit seemed 
small for him; his biceps strained the 
sleeves. 

He looked inside at the small crowd, 
then began talking with Dan. I looked 
away. 

"You're Sullivan, ain't you?" 
I turned. "I am." 
'Tm Bobby Grant." He held out his 

hand. 
"Sullivan," Grant continued, "what do 

y' think of movin' our fight down to my 
tent? We can charge the same admission 
an' you'll get twenty-five percent of the 
money." 

"I guess that's best," I replied. 
Grant made the announcement to the 

people inside. 
His tent was set in a field. Other tents 

were clustered around. It was a small fair 
-Ferris wheels, games of chance, roulette 
wheels. 

Jack and I went inside the tent. In the 
middle a piece of canvas had been 
stretched. Four posts held down the cor
ners. One strand of rope separated the ring 
from the people. 

The ground under the canvas was 
bumpy. 

"Christ," I whispered to Jack, "I won't 
be able to step aroun' that guy in this 
place." 

"This is no place to fight," said Jack. 

Two corners of the tent were partitioned 
off with canvas. Grant told me to undress 
in the farther corner. He began to strip in 
the other. 

Jack was wrapping bandages on my 
hand. We were sitting on the ground talk
ing low. 

A shrill horn sounded outside the tent. 
Then a barker talked, advertising the fight. 

"Eddie, Bobby wants to see you." 
Jack and I came from behind the canvas. 

"What does he want?" I inquired. 
"Wants you to get up on the platform." 
We went outside. Grant and the barker 

stood on the platform. I climbed up beside 
Grant. The barker gave a five-minute spiel 
about us. People filed slowly into the tent. 

Grant called me behind his piece of 
canvas. He' was sitting on the ground, lac
ing his shoes. I leaned over him. He spoke 
low. 

"Ed, I fixed it up so the rounds will be 
only a minute an' a half." I nodded my 
head. "There's only a small crowd an' we'd 
be crazy to fight our heads off." 

I smiled, "Sure, that's right." 
"Well, here's to one Irishman from an

other." We shook hands. 
There were forty-odd people crowded 

in the tent. It was hot. 
Grant was in his corner. I went to mine. 

Jack stood outside, leaning over, talking 
to me. 

The referee was a young fellow. He had 
fought in some of the preliminary fights in 
Bridgton. 

The bell rang. Grant and I came toward 
each other. Grant fought with his head 
lowered. My jabs hit him on the fore
head. He would lunge toward me. I took 
his punches going away from him or on 
my arms. 

During the first and second rounds 
Grant did not hit me. I would jab and 
dance away. 



II4 THE AMERICAN MERCURY 

"Keep it up," said Jack. "Jab 'im." The 
bell rang for the third. The crowd was 
yelling. It was a fast fight. 

Grant had straightened up. His jaw was 
open. I rushed him, letting my right go. 
Grant caught me as I came in. His glove 
seemed to whistle through the air. A left 
hook to my stomach. 

The breath left my body. I doubled over. 
My legs were numb. A giddy feeling came 
over me. I looked from between my gloves 
at Grant. 

The people were yelling, "Knock 'im 
out, Bobby, knock 'im out!" 

One voice I heard above the others. "Hey 
there, Ref, tie Grant's glove." It was Jack. 

The referee rushed over to Grant. He 
looked at Grant's gloves. "They're aw 
right," he yelled. 

"Tuck the laces in," answered Jack. 
I straightened up. I tried to force air into 

my body. Jack and I exchanged winks. 
Grant rushed toward me. I clinched, 

wrestling with him. The referee broke us. 
A right staggered me. The bell rang. 

"You saved me, Jack." Jack didn't an
swer. He splashed water on my head, my 
neck. I took deep breaths of air. 

"Feelin' better?" asked Jack. 
"I'm all right now," I answered. 
"Play the ropes, Ed, for the rest of the 

fight." 
The bell rang. Grant rushed me. I 

backed away till I felt the rope on my back. 
As Grant came toward me, I jabbed him, 
grabbing the rope with my right hand. 

Then I pulled myself around completely. 
Grant missed me by several feet. The 
crowd laughed, telling him to step on it. 

I continued to do it. Several times I 
fooled him-lashing out with several 
punches. 

Grant would stop and say to me, "C'mon 
an' fight." I grinned back at him. 

"Keep it up, Ed," Jack said to me. 
I did. In the sixth round I slugged a 

little with Grant. The bell rang. I turned 
toward Jack, heaving a sigh of relief. 

"I'm glad that's over," I said to Jack. 
"Lucky y' were in good shape or y' 

couldn't 'ave lasted," answered Jack. 

VII 

We had been in Maine seven weeks. We 
decided to leave. 

The car was sold for junk. It brought 
eight dollars. A bill of twelve dollars was 
paid at the service station. Good-byes were 
said to our friends. 

Jack and I were sitting in the dining-car 
of the train eating supper. 

"Jack, how much money have you?" 
Jack pulled out his wallet. "Not quite 

ten bucks." 
I shook my head slowly. "And I have 

about fifteen." 
"That's what we come up with," Jack 

said. 
I said nothing. 
"Wonder what Frankie'll say--coming 

back broke," said Jack. 

ELIZABETH SPRAGUE COOLIDGE: 
A RECORD 

BY ALFRED V. FRANKENSTEIN 

AMONG the several important distinctions 
fl. between music and literature or 
painting is the fact that music reaches its 
audience through the collaboration of two 
line arts, the line art of the composer and 
the fine art of the performer. As one stud
ies the record of Elizabeth Sprague Cool
idge during the twelve years of her public 
patronage of music one begins to feel that 
a third art may also enter into this collabe>
ration-the line art of paying the bill. 

Mrs. Coolidge's contribution to the mu
sical life of the present day differs con
spicuously from the contributions of other 
patrons of the art. In general, it may be 
said that most of the money paid out by 
wealthy people for the support of music 
goes toward defraying the expenses of 
performances, particularly of performances 
of the lavish and grandiose order. It is in 
connection with symphony orchestras and 
opera companies, with the prima donnas 
of the baton and the scena ed aria, that 
one usually associates the names of 
wealthy patrons. 

Mrs. Coolidge, on the other hand, has 
devoted her efforts almost entirely to the 
support of chamber music. Her musical 
benefactions outside that field ( such as her 
establishment of a pension fund for the 
Chicago Symphony Orchestra and her 
contribution to the construction of the 
music building of Yale University) have 
only rarely gone to the direct subsidy of 

performance. But the chamber music per
formances she has sponsored have been 
given on an extraordinarily wide scale, 
both in quantity and in geographical dis
tribution. A patron who pays for series of 
concerts for which no admission is 
charged in half a dozen different cities in 
the course of a single season, and may 
herself attend none of them, is a patron 
indeed. 

And yet the most important of Mrs. 
Coolidge's contributions, the one that sets 
her most apart from other patrons, is the 
fact that she has entered directly into the 
musically creative life of her time, has 
had an influence in directing the stream 
of contemporary musical composition, and 
has brought significant works into being. 

The history of her work in chamber 
music may be briefly told. Members of the 
Sprague family of Chicago can command 
both of the advantages of wealth men
tioned by R. L. Stevenson-the private 
yacht and the private string quartette. 
Whether or not Mrs. Coolidge has cruised 
the seven seas in her own yacht I do not 
know. I am inclined to doubt that she has. 
But from the concerts of her private 
quartette has grown an important force in 
contemporary music. 

The first public festival of chamber 
music which she sponsored was given on 
her estate on South Mountain, outside 
Pittsfield, Mass., in 1918. Series of concerts 
known as the Berkshire Festivals were 
given here annually to invited audiences 
until 1924. (The festival audiences arc 
always invited. The concerts of the other 
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series Mrs. Coolidge has given have been 
open to the general public, always without 
charge.) The festival programmes then, 
as well as latc:r, were made up of modern 
compcsitions, many played for the first 
time, and classics of chamber music. In 
connection with all but one of the festivals 
prizes were given for new chamber works, 
the form and instrumentation of which 
were stipulated. These competitions were 
open to compcsers of all nationalities. The 
jury of award, selected by Mrs. Coolidge, 
varied from year to year. In addition to 
the prize winning works new composi
tions commissioned by her, paid for by a 
direct grant of money before a note had 
been written, were also performed. 

The performers at the Berkshire Festi
vals included Mrs. Coolidge's own quar
tettes, the first known as the Berkshire and 
the second known as the South Mountain, 
the Elshuco Trio (an organization whose 
name is derived from Mrs. Coolidge's by 
a process known only to the originator) 
and American and foreign artists. Some 
of these latter were brought over from 
Europe especially for the festivals. Mrs. 
Coolidge herself occasionally played the 
piano in ensembles. 

By 1924 the Berkshire Festivals had at
tracted sufficient attention to justify Mrs. 
Coolidge in feeling that they were of 
greater importance than any ordinary 
private series. Consequently she moved 
them to Washington, built a chamber 
music hall adjoining the Library of Con
gress, and endowed the Elizabeth Sprague 
Coolidge Foundation, which is adminis
tered by the Music Division of the library. 
The Coolidge Foundation, with which she 
is no longer officially connected, gives fes
tivals in the library every eighteen months, 
sponsors international prize competitions, 
gives occasional concerts at the library and 

elsewhere ( such as the two long series 
given by the Gordon Quartette in Chicago 
in 1927 and 1928), and most recently has 
gone into publishing, with the issuance of 
Charles Martin Loefiler's setting of "The 
Canticle of the Sun," a work which owes 
its existence to a Coolidge Foundation 
commission. 

The establishment of the foundation 
took the burden of administration out of 
Mrs. Coolidge's hands, but she is not 
happy when she is not stirring the 
chamber music pct. Consequently she has 
continued festivals, prize competitions, 
concerts and commissions on her own. 
She returned to Pittsfield for one of the 
recent personal festivals, went to Cali
fornia for others, •and gave the most recent 
one in Chicago last October. She has spon
sored concerts other than festivals in a 
dozen cities of Europe and a dozen cities 
of the United States. (The point dividing 
a concert series from a festival is a rather 
fine one. So far as Mrs. Coolidge is con
cerned, a festival appears to be a series of 
five concerts given in not more than five 
days.) 

This, in brief and generalized outline, is 
the story. Now let us fill in some essential 
details. Below are lists, as complete as the 
careful files of the Library of Congress 
and Mrs. Coolidge's long memory permit, 
of the works that have been commissioned 
by her and by the foundation, and of the 
works which have won prizes. A list is 
also given of interpretive artists introduced 
to American audiences by both agencies. 
It will be understood that the terms 
quartette, trio, and quintette refer to the 
usual combinations of string instruments 
or of strings and piano. 

COOLIDGE COMMISSIONS 
Paul Hindemith-Konzertmusik for piano, 

brass and harps. 

MUSIC 

Eugene Goossens-String sextette. 
Conrad Beck-Concerto for string quar~ 

tette and orchestra. 
Maurice Ravel-"Chansons Madecasses" 

for voice and small orchestra. 
Gabrid Piern6--Trio for flute, 'cello and 

Afr~a:ro. Bliss-Quintette for oboe and 

Ot:~;~;;·Respighi-"Trittico Botticelliano" 
for small orchestra. 

Arnold Schonberg-Third quartette. 

~~:~~ai1:hf:~~~1a!;~:·se Nocturne" for 
small orchestra. 

Carlos Salzedo-"Pentacle" for two harps. 
Albert Roussel-Trio for Aute, 'cello and 

ci~:1~~-Martin Locffier-Partita for violin 

Re~~cfa~~rke-Rhapsody for 'cello and 

Le~ia~:~verby-Trio for flute, viola and 
piano. 

FOUNDATION COMMISSIONS 

Charles Martin Loeffier-"Canticle of the 
Sun," for voice and ~mall orchestra. 

Henry F. Gilbert-Suite for small or-

Fr~~::'.~t Stock-Rhapsodic fantasia for 
small orchestra. 

Howard Hanson-Quartette. ,.. ,, 
Igor Stravinsky-"Apollon Musagetes 

(ballet). 

COOLIDGE PRIZES 

:~::: r:~=~szBr:~~~u~::n:iola and 

19
;::

0
~. Francesco Malipiero-"Rispctti e 

Strombotti" for quartette. 
1921 : H. Waldo Warner-Trio. 
1922: Leo Weiner-Quartette. 
19~!~:':~~;~~:~i," f~;g::i~:-:;~ in~}~~ 
19:~n~ario Pilati-Sonata for flute and 

piano. 

COOLIDGE FOUNDATION PRIZES 

1926: Albert Huybrechts-Sonata for vio
lin and piano. 

1929: Josef Hiittel-''Divertissement Gro,, 
tesque" for five winds. . . 

(The prize offered by the Foundation Ill 
1928 was not awarded because the judges 
felt that no work worth it had been sub
mitted.) 

INTERPRETERS INTRODUCED BY 
MRS. COOLIDGE 

The London String Quartette. 
The Wendling Quartette. 
Harold Samuel. 
The Roth Quartette. 
Lionel Tertis. 
Emma Liibbecke-Job. 
The Brosa Quartette. 
Harriet Cohen. 

INTERPRETERS INTRODUCED BY 
COOLIDGE FOUNDATION 

The English Singers. 
The Rose Quartette. 
The Pro Arte Quartette. 

The significance of these several listings 
is not instantly apparent. In d1scusslllg 
them I am forced to depart from my 
original intention of composing an objec
tive record, to deal in immeasurables, and 
to discuss matters about which opinions 
may differ. . . 

There is, of course, the basic quesuon. 
Is it worth while I There are those for 
whom all modern compositions bear the 
same title as that suite of Satie-"Pieces 
Causing One to Flee." There is always a 
great knitting and raising of eyebrows at 
Coolidge festivals. More than once have I 
heard the whispered word, meschugge. 
One of my supplementary amusements at 
the festivals is the comparison of the loud 
praise tendered Mrs. Coolidge_ with the ex
pressed opinions of the praisers on the 
new works for the presentation of which 
the festivals are given. Often the opinion 
is not delivered in Mrs. Coolidge's hearing. 

But there is no possible basis for argu
ment with minds as tightly shut against 
their time as the minds of too many musi-
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cians. If modern music means nothing 
Mrs. Coolidge's money is being wasted. 
If, as some of us believe, such men as 
Bloch and Schonberg and Malipiero are 
among the most significant figures in the 
history of their art, her patronage is as 
important as that of Prince Rasoumowsky 
or the Archduke Rudolf, if not more im
portant. For these men who assisted Bee
thoven made no change in the impetus 
and direction of his work, whereas Mrs. 
Coolidge's assistance has been a factor in 
new developments in music. 

She never plays safe. Her audiences are 
not beguiled with sweet froth. Conse
quently the festivals have come to serve 
as a sort of musical weathervane. They 
show us how the wind is set in contemro
rary music, as well as any single set of 
concerts can do so. At Washington in 
1928 one heard one classical or nco-classi
cal composition after the other, until one 
was tempted to rent silk knee breeches 
and a powdered wig in order to be appro
priately dressed. At Chicago in 1930 all 
but two or three of the twelve new works 
presented contained passages or entire 
movements of a vigorous dissonant coun
terpoint, suggesting a generalized fusion 
of the more or less reaet1onary tendency 
toward classicism with the tendency, 
which has continued progressively across 
the centuries, toward extension of the con
cepts of harmony and tone color. 

The debt of modern composers to Mrs. 
Coolidge is here indicated in so inadequate 
a form as to be misleading, as such cold 
tabulations often are. In most cases com
missions given by her have no strings tied 
to them. The composer is free to write 
what he pleases, provided the result comes 
under the elastic category of chamber 
music. Occasionally, however, a Coolidge 
commission stipulates the form or the in-

strumentation of the work to be composed. 
In some cases this stipulation has had un
usually fortunate results. The Bliss oboe 
quintette is a case in point. Mrs. Coolidge 
commissioned a work for oboe and strings 
from the English composer because she 
wanted something for the oboeist Leon 
Goossens to play, and the work is likely 
to assay higher than anything else Bliss 
has done so far. 

In the last fifteen years a decided change 
has come over musical composition, a 
swerving of direction from large orchestral 
expression to the smaller forms of the 
chamber ensemble. Many factors would 
have to be brought in to account for this 
in full. Some of these factors would be 
purely mechanical, some would have to do 
with a change in the general resthetic point 
of view of our time. One of them, I am 
firmly convinced, would be the patronage 
of Elizabeth Sprague Coolidge. 

The number of compositions dedicated 
to Mrs. Coolidge is almost beyond com
putation. In many cases this dedication 
means nothing more than that the com
poser hoped that dedication would mean 
performance. In other cases it has in
finitely greater significance. Malipiero had 
written little or nothing in the way of 
chamber music before winning the Berk
shire prize in 1920. Since then he has 
written many chamber compositions, most 
of them dedicated to Mrs. Coolidge. It is 
therefore quite possible that such remark
able and important works as the "Stornelli 
e Ballate" and "Sonata a Tre" of G. Fran
cesco Malipiero owe the fact o{ their pres
ent form to Mrs. Coolidge. The case of 
Bloch is similar. Most of his chamber 
works have been written since the Berk
shire prize was awarded him in 1919; 
many of these have been given their first 
performance at Coolidge festivals. (That 
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Berkshire prize, by the way, was perhaps 
the first important sign of recognition that 
Bloch won in America.) And the influ
ence of Elizabeth Coolidge is similarly 
seen when one consults the lists of chamber 
works written by other composers of to
day. She has not only helped to present 
examples of the most important phase of 
contemporary music; she has helped in 
no small way to make chamber music su
preme in the efforts of contemporary com
posers. 

PHONOGRAPH RECORDS 
"SIEGFRIED." --Voice & Orchestra 
By Richard Wagner. Victor 
$15. Album of 10 12-in. records Camden 
"A FAUST OVERTURE." Orchestra 
Ibid. Brunswick 
$3. 2 12-in. records Neu, York 
"LOHENGRIN" (Prelude to Act I) . 

Orchestra 
Ibid. Brunswick 
$1.50 i,-in. record.. New York 
"DER FLIEGENDE HOLLANDER" (Sen-
ta's Ballad). Voice & Orchestra 
Ibid. Victor 
$1.50 10-in. record Camden 

The 11Siegfried" album is not, of course, 
a complete recording of the music drama. 
It makes, however, a most agreeable com
pilation. Three orchestras ( and four con
ductors) contribute their abilities: Albert 
Coates and his London Symphony, who arc 
most prominent; Karl Alwin and mem
bers of the Vienna State Orchestra; and 
Leo Blech and the orchestra of the Berlin 
State Opera. The singers are Lauritz 
Melchior and Albert Reiss, tenors; N. 
Gri.inbaum, soprano; Emil Schipper, bari
tone; R. Boeckclmann, bass-baritone; Ru
dolph Laubenthal, tenor; Frida Leider, 
soprano. Prof. Robert Heger conducts the 
London band in some of the selections. A 
conden~ed "Siegfried," then-a sort of 
\Vagnerian °gems of the opera." The 
uFaust" overture is played by the Berlin 
State Opera band under Oscar Fried; the 
fourth face of this release is devoted to 
Liszt's orchestration of Schubert's "Hun-

garian March" in C minor, played by the 
Berliners under Alois Melichar. The same 
band, under Max von Schillings, docs the 
prelude to "Lohengrin." The soprano of 
the familiar ballad is Elisabeth Rethberg. 
The "Siegfried" anthology is, on the whole, 
a satisfactory performance. At times the 
orchestra overpowers the voices-a phe
nomenon not unfamiliar in stage produc
tions of Wagner and somehow inherent in 
the very conception of the Master; the 
woodland scene-a triumph of genius over 
absurdity-comes off well, and especially 
effective is the episode of the sword-forging, 
which brims with youth and energy. The 
"Faust" overture is an inferior, or cer
tainly a lesser, composition. It has interest
ing themes, but they get nowhere. How 
vastly superior to these wanderings is the 
"Faust" symphony of Papa-in-law Liszt! 
The "Lohengrin" performance misses 
somehow the ethereality of the now hack
neyed music, though it is done under Von 
Schillings' practised baton. As for La 
Rethberg, it is always a pleasure to hear 
her sing. 

SYMPHONY No. 1, in B flat Major. 
The Chicago Symphony Orchestra 

By Robert Schumann. Victor 
$8. Album of 4 12-in. records Camden 
SYMPHONY No. 6, in B Minor. 

The Boston Symphony Orchestra 
By P. I. Tschaikowsky. Victor 
$10. Album of 5 12-in. records Camden 

The last face of the Schumann album is 
devoted to Glazounov's "Pas d'Action" 
(Op. 52, No. 5), an exhibition of correct 
emotion in ballet form. This is, like so 
much of Glazounov, the visage of beauty 
rather than the soul. Schumann's sym
phony, a joyous outburst of gushing mel
ody that is forever sweet without turning 
diabetic, wears its age well. It is almost 
ninety years old, yet its fanfares still herald 
an enduring masterpiece that is simply 
aglitter, in its vernal enthusiasm, with fe
licitous touches. Stock misses the impetu
osity of the opening, but before long the 
music sweeps him on; the larghetto is done 
with understanding delicacy. A welcome 
addition, this, to the symphonic catalogue. 
... The same may be said for the Rus-
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sian's "Pathetic" symphony, with its cloudburst . of tears, idle tears. What keeps Tscha,kowsky popular is his geyser of selfp1ty; \~hat keeps_ him musically alive, however, is. a techm~al skill that, for all his 
u?~lush_mg morbidness and equally uninhibited )OY, may still command admiration. ~he third movement, despite the contcnt10n of the _album-pamphlet that the march th~~es are mnately banal, is admirably conceived and as admirably developed It stands forth alike from the compo~r's 

work and fr?m modern symphonic writin Far fro~ ~mg banal {it is essentially si!~ pl~, which is another thing altogether) it fairly synthesizes good Peter Ilyich ' 
Koltsevitzky, when he does TschaikO\~sk; we., d~s a marvellous job. There is here a kinship of temperaments. Though he has made a most satisfactory recording of the famous Sixth, it is not up to the many actual performances that these ears have h_eard under his baton. The mounting ex~1tement of the march movement, fine as it 

:v~~k~~t ~s~~r:~a~(:iat:u~~t;!ssK~:-blurs the Tschaikowskian depths. ' ' 

SHEET MUSIC 

"SAHARAN SILHOUETTES" p-By Lily Strickland. Oliver D:,:;: $1.25. 9¼ x 12¼; 21 pp. Boston 
. Four silhouettes comprise the unpretenttous and not t~ effective collection. They ~re presen.ted with suggestions for dance 

~.~~:r:,~.t~;;;:~ithn<b:~~e ~.a!;l;~~ th order, 
Carav~n" and "Desert Moon." The a~~~: read l1~e the wordy, uninspired comments of radio an.nounccrs-"caravans on the 

::;~~II~ . f~:~e~~;::k~:anm:~, x:v~:~ 
known . .. . The magic of the desert has 
prO?u,~ed an infi":ite. variety of phantasmagon~ . The music itself dies down to a species of undistinguished drum-beating What the composer really had to say-no; much-she says m her programme notes. 

SELECTIONS FROM "GIRL CRAZY ,. 
By George & Ira Gershtuin. Voice & :;;,;,: 
30 cents 91/a x 12; 5 and 7 pp. New York 

f Se~en songs are available from the score oh t~s re~ent Broadway hit, and even in \ e sunplified form that is imperative for t e~urposcs of popular consumption it is to see? that the Gershwin brothers, for from ha..vrng ~hot their bolt, a.re as felicitous 
~ 0~:~r •!_f 3;;r ;~;~~~.ti~~d "~~~~~cc~~~ 
Y~\!1e I belong to the class of hit that is 
Th:s fea:; rs f~:;:~ab,~ t~ t;eut~:-~n~~~~: strategy ~f baseball; when it works it comes off beautifully, and when it doesn't it is a :f ;?ns:z:!~io~~~~~~tst~:w,:~~~~ ;:;re is :~~ of _"Could You Use Mel" The rhyili: h g IS rhythm, and "Embraceable You" . as swrng and charm. "Bidin' My Time" 

!~hreall~,,3 bproduction number, admirably "B:;;~lot f~r a~:.~cf;le;~r:u:n~·~~;f~~t~ 
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~enttonal function as harmonic suppon· he i~se:rts, almost furtively, little inner m'e10-d1es. ln the refrai!1 of uBoyl \Vhat Love Has Do!1e. to Me!' he may be discovered ~ccompl1shrng ~II these feats. The best icce 
;elWaeh ~,r~uct10.n, however, is "Sampand 
an~~h~rusin f:~~t t?t =~:c~~~:: ;
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w~lrng '.'blues" with an eight-bar refrai~ an a s1xt.een-bar commentary from the c~o}i°s. This broad entrance of the chorus wit a. return into C major from the i ~t maJor of the refrain, chanting the openmg melody a fifth higher, creates on the 
~:~eo~;em:~i~~l c=:td~ac~~ti~s;~rents 

Cops and Their Ways 
THE THIRD DEGREE, by Emanuel H. Lavine. $2. 81/a x 51/s; 248 pp. New York: The Vanguard Press. 
MR. L, vim is a police reporter of long 
practise in New York. In a way his book 
proves it, for it is written in slipshod and 
often irritating journalese, but in another 
way it conceals the fact, for he deals with 
the police in a frank and objective manner 
that is very rare among men of his craft. 
Most of them, after a year or two at head
quarters, become so coppish themselves 
that they are quite unable to discuss the 
constabulary art and mystery with any 
show of sense. They fade into what Mr. 
Lavine himself calls police bufls; that is, 
police enthusiasts, police fans. A headquar
ters detective, though he may present to 
the judicious eye only the spectacle of an 
ill-natured and somewhat thievish jackass, 
becomes a hero to them, and they regard 
an inspector with his gold badge in the 
w,stful, abject fashion proper to the con
templation of the Holy Saints. Every 
American newspaper of any size has such 
a police reporter on its staff; there must be 
at least a thousand in the whole country. 
But they never write anything about cops 
that is either true or interesting, and so 
the literature of the subject is a blank. 

Mr. Lavine's book is scarcely to be called 
literature; nevertheless, it makes a begin
ning. His discussion of the contents o( the 
average policeman's mind is searching, ac
curate, and withal humane. He does not 
ask men of a useful but still very humble 
profession to be philosophers, but on the 
other hand he does not exaggerate such 

modest mental gifts as they really have. 
He sees them as fellows who, in Lhe main, 
are as honest as the next man, but labor 
under a stupidity which makes them close 
to helpless before rogues in general and 
wholly helpless before rogues of their own 
corps. The tone of the craft, unfortunately, 
is set by the last-named. they perform 
the outrages that have come, in the United 
States, to be associated with the name of 
policeman, and they are safe behind the 
fact that the average cop would rather 
conceal and protect them than run any 
risk of besmirching the force in general. 
Thus it is hard for reformers to get evi
dence against police grafters, and it is al
most unheard of for other cops to expose 
them. 

As his title indicates, Mr. Lavine devotes 
a large part of his book to describing the 
so<alled third degree. His accounts of it 
have the gaudy picturesqueness of good 
war correspondence. Blood not only flows 
in streams; it spouts and gurgles. He tells 
of criminals so badly beaten by police-sta
tion Torquemadas that they went mas/,,,g
gah, and Sing Sing had to yield them to 
Matteawan. But he manages to get 
through his account without any show of 
moral indignation. It is very uncommon, 
he says, for an innocent man to be thus ill 
used. The cops seldom get out their rub
ber-hose shillelahs and lengths of automo
bile tire save when they have a clearly 
guilty man before them, and are trying to 
force something out of him-say the 
names of his accomplices-that will aid 
them in their art. Mr. Lavine believes that 
few professional criminals are able to with-
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Sland a really brisk third degree. They 
may hold out long enough to be somewhat 
severely_ mauled, but by the time the ceil
mg begms to show bloodstains and their 
bones begin to crack they are eager to be
tray their friends and get to hospital. 
Many a tune such a session in camera has 
yielded enough evidence to fill the death
house. _Thus, while the third degree is 
clearly il!egal, it is justified by the national 
pragmatism, for it undoubtedly works 

Mr. Lavine says that the curse of th~ 
mps, speaking professionally, is the sensi
tiveness of the district attorney's office to 
pohucal and other pressure. Every day ?'ey see perfectly good cases go to pieces 
Jn the courtroom. As a result their most 
ard_uou_s labors, sometimes at the risk of 
their lives, go for naught, and they are 
naturally upset and full of woe. Not in
frequently they beat up a prisoner because 
they fear that he will be able to escape any 
other punishment. They know that he is 
guilty, but they also know that he has a 
sharp l_awyer,. so they fan him while they 
have him. This fanning-or massaging as 
?'ey call it-is greatly dreaded by crim
mals. Says Mr. Lavine: 

:,vould be regarded as a very short term of 
rmpnson':'ent, but they keep him jumping 
while he 1s behind the bars by cowhiding 
him at regular intervals. In consequence, 
there are very few gunmen in England 
In the United States any such programm~ 
would bring loud protests from so-called 
humanitarians. But there is really no rea
son why wh_ipping should be inhumane. 
In England Hs aim is not to butcher the 
culpnt but simply to hurt him-above all 
to invade and m~ke a mock of his profe, : 
s10nal d1gn1ty. It IS hard for him, when he 
gets out, to posture as a hero, for all his 
associates know that he has been flogged ~:i~/ schoolboy, and they can imagine his 

Strong-arm men, gorillas and tough gang
sters who cheefully commit dastardly and 
~urderous assaults are usually not afraid 

the 
3

po~~e i:r:es~iffe;e~t8~ffa7;~s;~!"!a!! 
gangster who would kick a stranger in the 
a.6?omen or us~ a b.Iackjack on a passing 
c1~1zen. for refusing him the price of a drink 
will either whimper or scream with fear 
when the workout begins. 

There is here a hint for lawmakers. Let 
them . restore the bastinado, as has been 
done rn England, and they will not have 
to resort to Baumes laws and other such 
ext~avagant and desperate devices, most of 
which do not work. The English, when 
they take a tough boy in an assault with 
firearms, give him what, in America, 

Mr. Lavine's book deserves hard study 
by the ladies and gentleman who now 
appear before the country as penologists 
and are full of plans to put down crimd 
by metaphysical devices. He is not much 
of. a philosopher, but he knows his facts. 
His p1cture of_ the police is the most accu
rate and 1llummating ever got upon paper. 

Mr. Hoover Under the Muckrake 
THE GR~AT MISTAKE, by John Knox. 

$3. 9 x 5¾; 176 pp. Washington: Th, National Foundation Pre.ss. 

~HE subject here is the Hon. Herbert 
oover, LL.D., thirty-first President of the 

Untted States, and the author, whoever he 
may be, takes a very unfavorable view of 
him. In fact, he hints more than once that 
the hon. gentleman ought to be im
peach_ed, and in support of that suggestion 
he_ brmgs forward a great deal of curious 
ev1denc'.'> most of it having to do with the 
Hoovenan activities, in the days before the 
war, as a promoter of mine stocks. I have 
read this evidence attentively, and I con
fess _frankly that I did so in some hope of 
findmg It convincing, but at the end I am 
forced to say that it leaves me full of 
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doubt. That the mine stock business is not 
very savory is known to everyone, but that 
Dr. Hoover contributed anything to it that 
could be rationally described as villainy is 
simply not proved. On the contrary, the 
very testimony adduced by this Mr. Knox 
shows that the Wonder Boy, as mine pro
moters ran in London thirty years ago, 
was a relatively conscientious and respect
able one, and that he kept himself very 
far from even the shadow of felony. 

The chief charge leveled at him has to 
do with the affairs of the Chinese Engi
neering & Mining Company, Ltd., aired in 
court in London in 1905. Four years be
fore this, in 1gcn, Dr. Hoover was in 
China as the representative of the English 
firm of Bewick, Moreing & Company, and 
as such came into contact with a Chinese 
magnifico named Chang Yen Mao, direc
tor-general, by appointment of the old 
Empress Dowager, of all the mines owned 
by the Chinese government in the prov
inces of Chih-li and Jehol. China was in 
turmoil at the time, and Chang conceived 
the idea that it would be prudent to trans
fer some of the mines to a British com
pany, and so make sure of protection for 
them in case of foreign intervention. 
Through a German named Oetting he ap
proached Dr. Hoover and without much 
difficulty an arrangement was made. By its 
terms Bewick, Moreing & Company were 
to organize the Chinese Engineering & 
Mining Company and take over its man
agement and financing, and Chang was to 
transfer to it certain valuable mines. At 
the same time a supplemental memoran
dum was signed. By it Chang was to be 
retained as director of these mines, and a 
Chinese board was to be set up to assist in 
the management, though without any very 
definite duties or rights. 

When the Empress Dowager heard of 
this contract she decided that it ran too 

much in favor of the purchasers, and so 
she ordered Chang to get out of it and 
recover the mines, on penalty of having 
his head chopped off. This sent him rush
ing to England, and there, in 1905, he 
sued Bewick, Moreing & Company in the 
High Court of Justice before Mr. Justice 
Joyce. His main allegation was that Be
wick, Moreing & Company had failed to 
carry out the supplemental memorandum 
-that they had deposed him as director 
and given no heed to the Chinese board. 
He also made certain allegations about the 
financing, to the general effect that Be
wick, Moreing & Company were getting 
too much profit out of it. The case was 
heard at length, and Mr. Justice Joyce gave 
judgment in favor of Chang. He decided 
that the memorandum was an essential 
part of the agreement of sale, and that it 
would have to be carried out. But he added 
that Chang, so far, had lost nothing sub
stantial, and so refused to give him any 
damages. The costs of the case-a some
what lengthy and expensive one, with such 
bigwigs as Rufus Isaacs, now Lord Read
ing, at the trial table-were charged to 
Bewick, Moreing & Company. 

I can find nothing in the testimony that 
is discreditable to Dr. Hoover, taking all 
the circumstances into consideration. Nat
urally enough, he made every effort, as the 
representative of Bewick, Moreing & Com
pany, to drive the best bargain possible, 
but there is no evidence that he resorted 
to questionable devices to that end. The 
man in front of him, Chang, was admit
tedly a slippery fellow, whose eagerness to 
safeguard the interests of the Chinese gov
ernment was considerably diluted by an 
enlightened regard for his own. Bewick 
and Moreing, having had long experience 
with Chinese officials, were disposed to 
treat him rough, but Dr. Hoover, it ap
pears, inclined toward a milder course. 
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chances. When money rolled in they gob
bled it merrily; when a keg of red ink was 
broached they had to grin and bear it. Dr. 
Hoover gave most of his companies high
sounding and fantastic names-the Inter
Siberian Syndicate, the Natomas Land & 

Dredging Trust, the Kyshtim Corpora
tion, the Lake View and Oroya Explora
tion, Ltd., and so on. Obviously, these 
names, in themselves, were fair notice to 
investors that he was not offering govern
ment bonds. 

For one thing-and it is an essential thing 
-he strongly favored executing the mem
orandum to the letter, which would have 
given Chang substantially everything he 
asked for. Bewick and Moreing were 
against this-at all events, until the last 
days of the trial, when they made a change 
of front. Mr. Justice Joyce denounced that 
change of front as proof of their bad in
tentions, but certainly it was no indication 
of bad intentions on the part of Dr. 
Hoover; on the contrary, it showed that 
he had been right and fair all along. Nor 
is any importance to be attached to certain 
harsh words that the learned justice loosed 
from the bench on the subject of mine 
stock promoters in general, for the case 
had aroused much interest in China, and 
the British government was openly eager 
to have it end in the odor of virtue, that 
the Chinese might be willing to sell other 
mines to British promoters in future. Mr. 
Justice Joyce simply dealt a friendly lick 
to that end. 

Mr. Knox proceeds from Hoover the 
promoter to Hoover the uplifter, and is 
soon on firmer ground. He makes rather 
too little, it seems to me, of the Belgian 
relief enterprise-a highly dubious busi
ness at best. It was humanitarian only by a 
sort of afterthought; its main object was 
to serve as an agent of British propaganda 
in the war. Whether Hoover knew this 
object from the start or was hoodwinked 
by his English friends I don't know, but 
certainly he turned out, whether willingly 
or not, to be the most effective propa
gandist that they had, not even excepting 
Lord Bryce. Even here, however, the de
ception was preciously thin. Every Ameri
can of any sense knew by the end of 1914 
that Belgian relief was no more than a 
device to harass and defame the Germans. 
Its chief shouters on this side of the water, 
like its heroes at the front, were all no
torious Anglomaniacs. Such devices must 
be accepted as legitimate in war, but it is 
certainly odd to find a man so useful to 
the English being elevated afterward to 
the chief place in the country that they 
dislike above all others, and upon which, 
when the time comes, they will undoubt
edly try to wreck the moral indignation 
that but lately bathed Germany. Dr. 
Hoover is the first President since Wash
ington who has actually worked for the 
English. It is something to think about. 

Thus it seems to me that Dr. Hoover 
came out of the business without any ap
preciable smirch. As a mine stock pro
moter, of course, he could not afford to be 
too squeamish, especially when dealing 
with Chinamen, but he surely did nothing 
worthy of serious reprehension. Nor is 
there anything discreditable in the other 
transactions that Mr. Knox sets forth, 
quoting from the Mining Annual. In those 
days, as in these, Dr. Hoover had a high 
veneration for money, and so he tried to 
get as much of it as he could. His com
mon method was to find bankrupt mines 
in remote parts of the world, organize 
companies to rehabilitate them, float the 
stock in London, and then try to make 
them pay. Sometimes he succeeded but 
more often he failed. There was, however, 
no deception. The people who bought the 
stock knew that they were taking long 
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Mr. Knox shows that the hon. gentle
man was a qualified voter in Kensington 
from 19rr to 1915, and that he once wrote 
"London, Eng." after his name on the 
guest-register of a New York club. But 
these facts are trivial. Any man who pays 
taxes is registered as a voter in England, 
and Dr. Hoover's home was actually in 
London in 1917, though he retained his 
American citizenship. Nor is there any
thing apposite in the proof that, when h_e 
was Food Administrator in 1918, he di
verted sugar from the United States to the 
Allies. That was simply the pleasant fash
ion of the time. A pathological yearning 
to Serve Humanity was on the American 
people, and they welcomed any chance to 
make sacrifices. Everyone knew that Dr. 
Hoover was doing precisely what he is 
now accused of doing. The verb to hoov
erize was invented to indicate one of the 
necessary consequences of his activity, and 
most Americans regarded it proudly. If, 
in fact, he· had kept the sugar in America 
all the pro-Ally extremists, and especially 
all the Anglomaniacs, would have de
nounced him as a scoundrel, and he would 
never have got into Harding's Cabinet, or 
been launched upon his long struggle for 
the Presidency. It is silly to upbraid him 
now for what, when it was done, was re
garded officially and popularly as the high
est sort of virtue. 

Thus Mr. Knox's main counts turn out, 
on examination, to be very feeble. He 
proves that Dr. Hoover was once a pro
moter of somewhat dubious mine stock
but th.e fact has always been known, and 
is, in any case, irrelevant. He proves that 
Hoover once served the English earnestly 
and even voluptuously-but so did Wilson 
and Roosevelt. He proves that Hoover 
was stingy with sugar during the war
but that is exactly what he was appomted 
to be. Such allegations, it seems to me, are 

puerile and without effect. The true ob
jection to Dr. Hoover does not lie in what 
he was or did on some half-forgotten yes
terday; it lies in what he has said and 
done since he got within reach of the 
White House. I believe that most intelli
gent Americans regard him as a great 
failure as President, and that large num
bers of them are in serious doubt about 
his dignity and integrity as a man. There 
are, indeed, obvious defects in his charac
ter, as his public acts reveal them. Some of 
them are common to all politicians, but he 
shows them in an exaggerated form. 

One is a woeful lack of what, for want 
of a better term, may be called a sense of 
honor. There would seem to be very few 
things that he is resolutely and implacably 
determined not to do, given a plausible 
temptation to the doing. His whole course 
with respect to Prohibition, for example, 
has been that of a shallow opportunist, 
either without convictions altogether or 
willing to sacrifice them to the first ad
vantage. So in his dealings with concrete 
men: he seems to see no distinction what
ever between good ones and bad ones, 
provided only they can serve his ambition. 
He got into office by the aid of the worst 
gang of political rogues and vagabonds 
ever assembled, and on an issue that a 
more sensitive man would have shrunk 
from turning to profit. But Dr. Hoover's 
protests against the ~urrilitie~ and im
becilities of the campaign remamed feeble 
and academic; he never took any forth
right step against them. Nor has he shown 
any greater delicacy of feeEng since his 
election. His appointments, m the mam, 
have been atrocious, and he is still sur
rounded by men who prove that he is yet 
able to endure stenches as callously as he 
did while he sat in Harding's Cabinet. 

It is hard to respect such a man, what
ever his talent may be. There is something 
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plainly inferior about him. He is not, in 
any rational sense, a leader, but simply a 
go-getter. Here, I think, is sufficient rea
son for the low esteem in which he is so 
plainly held. What he was up to back in 
1901 is beside the point; most of his chief 
enemies, I daresay, were up to something 
quite as bad, if not worse. His estate and 
dignity as President are to be determined 
by his acts as President. It seems to me 
that they exhibit him as a lamentably 
pliant and devious fellow, with little sense 
of his grave responsibility and not too 
much self-respect. 

The Old Religion vs. the New 
GOD WITHOUT THUNDER: An Un

orthodox Defense of Orthodoxy, by John 
Crowe Ransom. $3.50. 8½ x 5½; 334 PP· 
New York: Harcourt, Brace & Company. 

MR. RANSOM, who confesses without any 
apparent shame that he is the son of one 
theologian and the grandson of another, 
is very serious in this book, and full of 
metaphysics; nevertheless, he might have 
chosen as its motto the immortal lines of 
Frank M. Stanton: 

It doesn't matter what they preach, 
Of high or low degree; 

The old Hell of the Bible 
Is Hell enough for me. 

'Twas preached by Paul and Peter; 
They spread it wide and free; 

'Twas Hell for old John Bunyan 
And it's Hell enough for me. 

His main thesis is a perfectly sound one, 
and he maintains it with great plausibility. 
It is, in brief, that the current effort to 
reconcile science and religion, chiefly car
ried on by such romantic physicists as Dr. 
R. A. Millikan and Dr. Michael Pupin, 
can only result in reducing religion to the 
shabby level of Rotarianism. Either Chris
tianity is true or it is not true. Either there 

is a God or there is not. If the latter alter
natives are embraced, then it is idle to talk 
of religion at all. But if the former are 
accepted, then human experience offers 
overwhelming support for believing that 
the God of Thunder of the Old Testa
ment is nearer the true God than any of 
the pallid made-in-Greece Gods that in
fest the New Testament or any of the 
feeble abstractions invented by scientists 
eager to retain their respectability without 
actually getting on their knees. It seems to 
me that this is quite obvious. In so far as 
we human beings really apprehend a God 
in our daily lives, He is plainly the rough 
and illogical old savage of what the higher 
critics call the Yahwistic document-that 
is, the Yahweh of the Pentateuch. This 
God has His mild and even amiable mo
ments, but He is generally harsh and for
bidding. He is the God of politics and par
turition, of woe and lamentation, of regret 
and remorse. 

Mr. Ransom admits that He may be a 
myth, but contends that such myths have 
a deep reality, even surpassing the reality 
of objective fact. They fill the great gaps 
that science cannot bridge. Science, in the 
last analysis, deals only with small things, 
seizing upon them at a certain point in 
space and time. It can describe a microbe 
very acceptably (though surely not com
pletely), but it is helpless in the presence 
of the Matterhorn, and absurd in that of 
the whole universe. The human mind, 
confronting its definitions, is always un
easily conscious that something more is 
to be said-that a vast congeries of causes 
and elements lies outside its reach. As
tronomy, when it charts the movements of 
the stars, simply begs the question. Why? 
how? when? where?-these problems re
main. A myth, says Mr. Ransom, is simply 
an effort to answer them in common hu
man terms-a device to bring them out of 
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the region of the unknowable. It may be 
untrue in every detail susceptible to scien
tific examination, and yet it may have a 
sort of truth as a whole. Of such sort is 
the myth of Yahweh, the two-fisted, roar
ing, irrational God of the Old Testament. 
He is, as an objective fact, preposterous, 
and yet He accounts quite plausibly for 
the universe as man beholds it, for if such 
a Creature actually existed that universe 
might be substantially as it is. 

Mr. Ransom interprets the story of the 
Garden of Eden as a myth designed to set 
forth the essential vanity of man's yearn• 
ing to know God. Satan is the eternal 
scientist, bold, contumacious, bumptious 
and vain, and yet doomed to essential 
failure in the long run. Jesus he sees as a 
Greek philosopher elevated, by the stupid
ity of the early Christian Fathers, to un
convincing Godhood. The whole tendency 
of New Testament Christianity has been 
to get rid of the God made manifest in 
the universe, and substitute an unsatisfy
ing abstraction. Like science, it fails to 
deal plausibly with the problem of evil. 
The God of infinite love, in the presence 
of the most ordinary human af!liction, be
comes a mere puzzle, and hence ridicu
lous. Mr. Ransom believes that there is a 
better answer to the eternal riddle in the 
Yahweh of the Pentateuch, with His vio
lent likes and dislikes, His arbitrary 
cruelties and His sudden and incompre
hensible mercies. He may not be a very 
savory character, but He at least accounts 
for the world that men must live in. 

Mr. Ransom confesses, at the end, that 
he has no counsel for the concrete Chris
tian. He hesitates to recommend a rush 
into the Orthodox Greek Church, and he 
hesitates equally to advise Christians to 
becomes Jews. The Jews, in fact, have got 
almost as far away from "the ancient God 
of Israel" as the goyim. Nor is there any-

thing inviting to the true customer of old 
Yahweh in Catholicism, or in its Anglican 
outhouse, or in the dreadful sects which 
flow from Calvin and Wesley. So Mr. 
Ransom leaves the matter unsettled. The 
one thing he is sure of is that the Godless 
pseudo-religion· of Millikan, Pu pin and 
company is a vile counterfeit, smelling of 
celluloid. All he offers in the way of de
finite advice is this: 

With whatever religious institution a mod
ern man may be connected, let him try to 
turn it back toward orthodoxy. 

Let him insist on a virile and concrete 
God and accept no principle as a substi
tute. 

Let him restore to God the thunder. 
Let him resist the usurpation of the God

head by the soft modern version of the 
Christ, and try to keep the Christ for what 
He professed to he: the Demigod who 
came to do honor to the God. 

The book is overladen with purely 
metaphysical speculation, nearly all of it 
obscure and most of it unnecessary. The 
essential parts of it, given sufficient skill, 
might have been put into a tenth of the 
space. Nor is the style as graceful as it 
might be. Mr. Ransom practises as a poet, 
and poets, when they essay prose, com
monly write it very well, but he seems 
to be an exception to the rule, probably 
because of his theological heritage. Now 
and then he falls into sheer absurdity, as 
when, for example, he protests that "it is 
very common to exempt literature from 
responsibility to the canons of naturalism 
while holding religion strictly up to the 
mark". The answer here is so simple that 
any schoolboy may be trusted to think 
of it. It is that literature, when it is 
imaginative, does not pretend to record a 
series of objective facts, but revealed re
ligion always does. As poetry the Old 
Testament is quite beyond challenge, but 
as a record of fact it is preposterous. 
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poet, novelist and essayist. Among his 
books are "Blood of the Prophet,," "Spoon 
River Ant I, o logy," "Mitch Miller," 
"Domesday Book," "The New Spoon 
River," "Lee, A Dramatic Poem," "Kit 
O'Brien," and "T/,e Fate of tl,e fury." 

WILLIAM F. OcnuRN, PH.D. (Columbia), 
i, profeffor of ,ociology at the University 
of Chicago. He i, the author of "Progress 
and Uniformity in Child Labor Legi,/a
tion," "The Social Sciences," and "Ameri-
can Marriage and Family Relationships." , 

ALBERT LINDSAY O 'NEALE, JR., was born 
in Dallas, Texas, where he now lives. 

MATTHEW PAXTON i, the mbject of an 
Editorial Note in this issue. 

ERIC SoNNICtlSEN i, also the ,ubject of 
an Editorial Note in this issue. 

WtLLIAM E. WILLNER i, a New York 
architect. 

DANE YORKE is a retired busineu man, 
now living in Maine. He i, writing a book 
on New England. 

THE Alv'u...JCAN MERCURY 

To clear all barriers for the 
human voice 

An Advertisement of the American Telephone and Telegraph Company 

BELL TELEPHONE LABORATORJES, Incorpo
rated, is the scene of a progressive conquest 
of natural forces that aims to let you speak 
clearly, quickly and cheaply to any one, 
anywhere in the land and even to distant 
countries. l\1ore than 5cxx, scientists and 
assistants are busy there and elsewhere in 
the Bell System studying the problems of 
sound transmission . Its work is the growing 
foundation of the telephone art; and it has, 
besides, helped to make possible the radio, 
sound pictures and special apparatus for 
the medical profession. 

Among its achievements are the under
ground cables which make city telephone 
service possible, better and faster 
long distance service, service to 
ships at sea, and to millions of tele-
phones beyond the seas. The steady 

1,1 

~= 

scientific progress of the Bell Laboratories 
shows in the ever-increasing quality and 
scope of your telephone service. I ts new de
velopments in every type of equipment 
clarify and speed up your telephone talks 
and give you more and better service at 
low rates. Every advance it makes is avail
able throughout the Bell System. 

The Bell System is an American insti-

~~~~0e~s~J~e~I~!esmb;fo:~a;o~~hc;.x'b:~~~; 
of its technical achievements and the co.. 
ordinated efforts of more than 400,cxx, 
trained workers. It accepts its responsi
bility to further the development and wel-

fare of the nation by furnishing 
the public the best of telephone 
service at the least cost consistent 
with financial.safety. 
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ER1c SoNNrc11sE~, author of 11A Knight 
Errant in Maine" in this issue, was born in 
New York City on September 3, 1909. He 

is a pugilist, but 
he can not only 
read, but also write, 
and he does the 
latter with high 
skill. He sends in 
the following auto
biographical notes: 

At school I was 
more pugnacious 
than. studious. The 
result of schoolboy 
battles was to be-

Eric Sonnichsen lieve myself a fu-
ture world's cham

pion. Still, I believe I was intended to try 
my hand at writing. When in the eighth 
grade, and but twelve years of age, I re
member writing a story, more than five 
thousand words in length, of a Mexican 
revolution which I started and ended sat
isfactorily. I wrote other stories, but in the 
middle of my second year of high-school I 
left. I Aunked all my subjects, save English 
and history. But I was fourteen then, and 
was sure I was to be a champion fighter. 

For two years I worked on farms: haying 
and tending chickens and playing the man 
of all work. Four months after my sixteenth 
birthday I left home with about fifty dol
lars and the intention of fighting my way 
to a world's championship. The next year 
and a half I was in with the boxing crowd 
at the Hudson Guild Settlement House in 
West Twenty-seventh street. They were all 
Irish. My first amateur fight] fought under 
the name of Eddie Sullivan. l liked it for 
a fighting name and kept it. To this day, 
when I go to that part of town, ] am called 
Sully or Eddie by my friends. 
xvjij 

During the Winter of 1926-27 I was in 
the first Golden Gloves contest run by the 
New York Daily News. I fought in the 
13;-pound class. I reached the semi-finals 
before I was beaten. The next Summer I 
went to sea. I celebrated my eighteenth 
birthday in the Caribbean. J remember 1t 
well. I learned to steer that day. I had coaxe<l 
the quartermaster on my watch to teach 
me. The mate didn't mind. The grand 
feeling it gave me to think that the vessel 
was under my control was overpowering. 
But the skipper noticed the snakelike wake 
of the ship and cursed me from the bridge. 

The next year I spent on the \Vest Coast. 
I never stayed on a ship long. I believe six 
weeks was the longest time. Drinking more 
than was good for me. Was "on the beach" 
in 'Frisco innumerable times, and in Seat
tle also. r n the Spring of 1928 I left the 
Marine Hospital in 'Frisco. I was there 
six days with a wrenched back. I still had 
ten dollars from my last ship. It was May 
and I wanted to get back to the East Coast, 
so I took the sure way and beat my way 
cross-country by freight and passenger 
trains. I made the trip in tweh-e days and 
believe I could have done it in nine, but 
was delayed three days in Nebraska, where 
I jumped the wrong train) which took me 
down toward Kansas City. I lost nine 
pounds during that trip. 

That Winter I worked at the Hudson 
Guild Settlement as a gym instructor, teach
ing the boys boxing, basketball, etc. \\tent 
to Stuyvesant High-school in the mornings 
and worked in the afternoons. In the Sum• 
mer of 1929 I got a job as counsellor at a 
boys' camp in Maine for two months. Two 
days after coming to New York City from 
Maine, I was on a ship going to Texas. 
My hunger for the sea somewhat appeased 
after that trip, I settled down ashore to 
work and study. January, 1930, found me 
in Washington) D. C. I started boxing 

Continued on page xx 

THE AMERICAN MERCURY 

From the {o/lution of the .Amtrfran Car and FoundrJ CompanJ, maltr1 of fint motor yatlzt,. 

xix 



THE AMERICAN MERCURY 

WHEN Wlt~UR COMES! 

WEST INDIES ... rHr •osr-HOLIDAYs cau,s, 
CARINTHIA • 16 DAYS• $207.50 UP 

!"0~:!'-~u~~~!~:vKr:;,~~~.w~:io~7'~:::::,s1N:!,~~~ 
THE MID-WINTER CRUISE 

CALEDONIA·18 DAYS ·JAN. 24TOFEB. 11 •$197.50 UP 
Down lo Bermuda, Port•au-Prince, Kingston, Colon, 
Havana and N.usau. 

THE CRUISE TO NEW PORTS 
CALEDONIA · 18 DAYS · FEB. 14 TO MAR. 4 ·$197.50 UP 

::~~~•." .•c~i!~:•oK~;;;;~,o p:~~::~ip,•i:;_~reJ::~~:: 
3 other cruises, varying in duration from 12 to 15 days, 
From N, Y. March 13, April 1, April 16. From Boston 
on preceding day. Rates: $111 up, with shore ex
cursions $126 up, according to steamer and cruise. 

EGYPT and the MEDITERRANEAN 
The Maurefania's Annual Mediterranean Cru ise, from 

New York FNbE~f RE'o'J('EDiRgATts:Southampfon. 

~ii1~;.~:h~1ia~1::, sCf~~~~.*tt J.at:
9l~h.~~t:if:: 

Alu:and,ia $32S up. N. Y. to N. Y. $640 up. S•cond 
Cabin passage at low rates. 

HAVANA SERVICE 

Ihh0:;::::o:~a:::1n:::c:;:_~n:~:mb:~ ~~i~~=x~:!i":0% 
Hovono Service, sail every Wednesday and S6turday 
• , , N~w York to Havana . . , First Class: $90 up, 
Round trip $140 up. Two special 9 Day Cruises to 
NauauandHavana,Jan. f0andMarch 11 ... $140up. 

l•o•1aE.,.nt ... 1hel'•mou1 Mauret•nloaSa11t;10Na••- · •• ""·1 1! 

Carry yo~·• funds In Cun•rd Tr•veller'1 Cheque1 

,~::1 :;::.·;;·~'~"'.:!~:::~·~:: ;:~~ 

CUNARD 

~~~~~ 
editorial NOTES 
Conlinued from page xviii 

there. I won the 147·pound championship 
of the District. The A. A. U. there sent 
four of their champions to Boston . I was 
one of the four. I won two fights but was 
beaten in my third, which \vas a ;emi.final 
bout-one fight from the championship. 

I ha\'e gi\'e~ up the idea of being a 
world's champion, and now fight only for 
enjoyment. Last May I left \Vashington for 

7ew York City .• \ week later I was on a 
ship running to Texas and Venezuela. I 
left the ship .in the middle of August. I 
am now back 10. Tew York . 

MArr1rnw P,xTo,, who contributes "Free 
Books" to this issue. was born in Indepcncl. 
ence, Mo., which years ago was the gate• 

way of the West. "The James boys," he 
says, 

ceased to ~errorize the vicinity shortly be· 
fore my birth, aware perhaps that I was 
soon to a rri\'c . My father once set out with 
a posse to capture them, but it returnee'.. r 
empty.handed. I le did, howe\'er, on an• 
other occasion, run some robbers into a 
loft, and they say he shouted down, "Send 
another bra\'e man up." .My father was one 
of those fine gentlemen of the small to,\·ns. 
His father had been killed leading the 
Stonewall Bngade into action, and al• 
though he achie\'ed success the romance 
of my grandfather's life was the chief 
thing in my father's career. He could 
never get far away from its memory. 

I attende.d the I ndepend~nce High-school, 
t~e Virginia Military Institute, the Uni\'er• 
s1ty of ~iss?uri, Chicago University, Cor
nell Um\'ers1ty and the Kansas City School 
of Law. I would trade my six years or so 
of higher education for the same time under 
Miss ?i.-fatilda Brown, teacher of English 
at the Independence High-school. I have 
been a bank clerk, a lumber yard laborer, 
!11anager of two collection agencies, lawyer 
m two places, claim agent, candidate for a 
Ph.D.,_ tally clerk, common laborer, factory 
hand m a rubber company, pri\'ate, cor-

Continued on page xxii 
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"MY N EXT IM IT A-A-ASH U N 11 

SHALL we allow this saucy vandal, "Canned 
Music in Theatres," to assail the Living Art of 
Music? Shall a mechanical Robot replace the 
beauty of True Music as created and interpreted 
by the living artist? 

Millions of members of The Music Defense 
League are answering "No! " 

If you, too, would join ~•c=~o~IA~ 
in protecting musical 14408,oadway,N,wYo,k,N. Y. 

Cu 1 tu re i n Am e r i C a ?.f;g5J~v-~~t:!!t~;~1~~~~lii;t:I~ 
from machine-made 
debasement, sign the 
coupon TO-DAY! 

THE A MERICAN FEDERATION OF MUSICIANS 
( Compriaine 140,000 professional muaician• in the United Statea and Canada) 

JOSEPH N. WEBER, Pn,ident, 144 Broadway, New York, N. Y, 
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i~!~i~1 
WINl'ER =· OP'" in , .. ru,,:::,\".T,": 

Cataloi dncribiNt all ENS JANUARY 15th 
SS-A. CARN~;;r~es ~m Ilic Staetar:, 

LL, New York 

Among the conte_n_ 
MERCURY for Febr~s of T11E A>1ER1c.,-.; 

mg: ary will be the fol-

::Hard Winter" b 
HThe Case For Y/•c~ Conroy . .. ~;:,et p:{k{J:/ ore1gn Missions," by 

,,:'ard_ Sapir. orld Language," 
Lydia Pinkham " by Ed-

,lf'cashburn. ' by Robert Coll, 

arecr of a p b. }U 

Douglas, u he Scr\'ant," by W . • 1. S. 

THE AMERICAN MERCURY 

E:strn fn•t 
•;xcra Hno 
Extra fare 

~ 
,,, . , 

so uTH _._ - ,.,, ..... , ... ,,,. 

Golden AFRICA i~f 
Days- • fastest and mast e . 

··-· ,:'.'.arry Nights! Soo>hom Colifom;o. ,do"•· rro;, 
• • only two nights Ch ' 
Angeles - only th ,~ago to Los 
New York. ree nights from 

• • a Phoenix Pullman . 
oted on the Chief each w,11 be oper-

Soturdoy durin J Tuesday and 
• g onuory and February. 

fro: C~~ Santo Fe roils "oil the way" 
,cago. You leov 

Fe and arrive on the Soen~n ;:~ Santo 

,c~/1 ;,;
1 0
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DEVELOP 
YOUR LATENT 

CREATIVE ABILITIES 
The Ro1icrucian, are a non-1ectarlan, non-

~ii~;t}l:{!~l~~i~~~lf~~~1i\f iii~ 
apirlna: as well as cnentially useful. 

INTERESTI NG BOOK FREE 
To the sincere atudent of natural lawa, an inter-

ft~;~~~;~f.~r~~tl{t1g}f•i~~~~}if 
ROSIC RUC IAN BROTHERHOOD 

(AKORC) 
San Jo111 Ca.lif. U.S.A. (Perpetuating the Orlrtna.l Rosicrucian Fl'llternlty) 

~UR8P~ 
ALL EXPENSES $ 3 7 O sEA A N D LAND 

I FIVE COUNTRIES I Become •cQuainted w ith our amazing tr<!ivc l vo,luu. We 
speci.ilizclncconomic111I EuropcanToursforthcintcllec• 
tual elite. CUNARD Supremacy! 14,CXX) satisfied guests. 

STUDENTS TRAVEL CLUB 
551 Fifth AH., N. Y. Writ• for Boolilet A 

REAL HARRIS TWEED 
~t:.~~~P~~'t~ 1~ufi\~~t. °Y,~d~U~et:~= J~~:r 

NEWALL , 141 Storn oway, Scotland 

Bind your copies 
of 

TI1E AMERICAN MEROIRY 

xxiv 

Each volume of four copies may be 
permanently bound in beautiful fig. 
ured Batik boards with buckram back 
and corners. 
The cost of the binding is .$2.n, 
covering merely the cost of materials 
and labor. 

Send )'Ollr copiet and check Jo 

Binding Dept. 
THE AMERICAN MERCURY 

730 Fi/th Avenue New York City 

( heck .(_j{! of NEW BOOKS 
Continued from front advertising section, 

page xiv 

FICTION 
CAKES A;,..,10 ALE, or, The Skeleton in the Cup
hourd. 
By IV. Somer.tel Jfttuglwm. 

Doubleday, Doran & Company 
7½ x 5; 308 pp. Garden City, L.I. 

The characters in this book, forgetting the literary 
allusiom and malice, are brilliantly drawn. Mr. 
Maugham's story-told in the first person by a suc
cessful novclht to a successful colleague-is ncj!• 
ligible: it relates, retrospectively. his meeting in his 
youth with Edward Drifficld, deceased. a ,·enerablc 
and celebrated British no,·clist, and his wife Rosie, 
a former barmaid. with whom he (the f"arr:nor) has 
had a brief lo,·c-affair. Herc is his portrait of Drifficld, 
'the 1,::rand old man of En~dish letters": "He was 
,mailer than 1 remembered and very thin, his head 
was barely covered with fine ~il\'err hair, he was 
:lean-sha,en. and h'sk·n WJ a1rt tra1paren1. 
Hi~ blue eyes were pale and the rims of his eyclich 
red. He looked an old, old man. hanging on to mor
tality bya thread; he wore \'cry white false teeth and 
they made his smile seem forced and stiff .... He 
was dressed in a new, well-cut suit of blue .serge and 
his low collar, two or three sizes too large for him, 
showed a wrinkled. scra,'!'gy neck." And here i~ the 
second Mrs. Drifficld, a nurse who marries Drif
field after Ro~ie runs away from him with Lord 
George Kemp, the ,·illage coal merchant: "Mr~. 
Driffield, like the wi\"e~ nf most men of letters, wa~ 
a great talker and she did not let the conversation 
at her end of the table flag: so that, howc,·cr much 
we might ha\·c wanted to hear what her husband 
was saying at the other, we had no opportunity." A 
\'Cry amu~ing story. 

A SHORT HISTORY OF JULIA. 
By Isa Glenn. Alfred A. Knopf 
S:2.50 7 1/2 x 5; 318 pp. Netv York 

Miss Glenn here presents a searching portrait of a 
decadent Southern gentlewoman. Julia de Graffcnried 
loses her IO\·er to her sister Marietta in her youth, 
:ind to Marietta's daughter C:ircy in her middle a~c. 
Neither one is as charmin~ as she is, nor as intc:1\i• 
gent. but she completely lacks the courage of her 
emotiom. Rather than appear to be what her cirde 
regards as unlJ.drlike she will endure boredom with 
her mother's old cronies, and wor~. an unutterable 
lonelines~. The closest she ever comes to compan ion• 
ship is with her old M:immy Patty. and after Patty's 
death with her daughter Cynthia. Rut they arc black 
andthebarricrofraccdetcrsher.Shccndsherdays 
facing a blank wall of fut ilitr. An cxccltent job. 

THE AMERICAN MERCURY 

A sailing every Wednesday midnight 
from New York for Cherbourg, 
Southampton, Hamburg. Also sailings 
by the luxurious RESOLUTE and 
RELIANCE, and a popular "Cabin" 
service to Ireland, France, Germany 
by the MILWAUKEE, ST. LOlllS 
,ad CLEVELAND. 

cA wee1' a/ Jold Comfort 
en, route lo JEIJROPJE 

Just 7 days across-a voyage sbort enough to meet the 
modern desire for speed, yet long enough to afford real 
rest and recreation-on the "Famous Four" sistersbips 

HAMBURG DEUTSCHLAND 
NEW YORK , ALBERT BALLIN 

Comfort and enjoyment are 
greatly enhanced by the ships' 
remarkable steadiness and ab
sence of vibration. Unique sta
bilizing devices reduce rolling 
to five-sixteenths of normal. 

H~HWJH.G• 
~JEH.IC1'l'T LI1'TJE 
39 BROADWAY - - • NEW YORK 

; ~ 
... ,.. ' i• ~ ~~ 

N°a~;::lci~i:~: :~r1;err;~,5:;~::~~~ Hot~ 

.Aifibassador Situated in its own 27 acre park, pro
viding a continuous program of outdoor 
and indoor diversion. 

Cocoanut Grove for dancing parties, 
riding, hunting, and all s~rts, 35 smart 
shops. Guests have priv1le~e of cham
pionship 18-hole Rancho Golf Club. 

" MOST ATTRACTIVE RATE_S 
Outside rooms with bath 

as low as $5 per day 

BEN. L. FRA!-.K, AJg, 

ATLANTIC CITY . 

Special Winter Rates 
Rooms with B ath 

SINGLE 
$5 PER DAY ...__, $30 WEEKLY 

OOUBLE 
$8 PER DAY ...__, $48 \VEEI<L Y 

European Plan 
SEA WATER BATHS AND POOL 
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BY THE AUTHOR OF "THE MAGIC MOUNTAIN" 

************************************************* 

MARIO 
AND THE MAGICIAN 

BY THOMAS MANN 
Translated from the German by H. T. Lowe-Porter 

The appearance of o new 

book by Thomas Mann has 
become an event of inter

national importance since 
the phenomenal success of 
his powerful novel, The 
Magic Mountain. This new 
novel hos proved no ex
ception, already the critics 
have awarded it high 
praise. Placed as it is in on 
Italian resort town, it gives 
the author the opportunity 

to describe the scenes he 
loves so well. A hypnotist, 
posing as a juggler, at the 
beginning of his act singles 
out Mario as a likely sub
ject, and so ploys with his 
thoughts and desires that 
Mario's innermost self is 
revealed. As a retaliation 
for his suffering in thus 
exposing himself, Mario 
murders his inquisitor, in a 
scene of unusual strength. 

Thomas Monn was born in lUbeclc 
in 1875. His mother wos South 
American of Germon Creole de
scent, ond presumably if is from 
herfhotheinheriled his fondness 
forth• lofin countries which hos 
now centered on ltoly. Atth■ ag• 
ofninefHn he mo..,edtoMunich, 
where he now 1;..,.,, ond entered 

on 'nsuronce off/•· Dur'ng the 
losttwenty-li,...porshehosused 
hisfimeuclu1ive/yforwrifing. A 
litlleoverayeoragohew010word
•d th• Nobel Prize forLferofure. 

No novel could better i 1-
lustrate this author's re
markable ability to create 
a desired atmosphere aQ,_d 
develop suspense. Here 
the contrast between the 
gay holiday background 
and the intense personol 
drama is handled in a 
masterly fashion. The 
reader, as the story pro
gresses, becomes more and 
more closely identified as 
a member of the swaying 
and gasping audience. 
Each new revelation brings 
with it o feeling of mingled 
despair and amusement 
such as could only be felt 
by actually standing in a 
crowd and listening to one 
of its members lay bare his 
soul, one moment wishing 
he could be stopped and 
the next unwillingly fasci
nated by some new secret. 

SOUND IN CLOTH, PICTORIAL JACKET IN BLACK AND WHITE 

s¾'•,. 71{W, aopp., s1.so 

OTHER BO O KS BY TH O MAS MANN 

ROYAL HIGHNESS, $2.50 

IUDDENBROOKS, $ 2.15 

DEATH IN V ENICE 
And other stories, $2.50 

CHILDREN AND FOOLS, $2,50 

EARLY SORROW, $1.50 

THREE ESSAYS, $3.00 

A MAN AND HIS DOG, $2.50 

DEA.TH IN VENICE, $2,00 

THE MAGIC MOUNTAIN 

J 'l'Olume edition, $3.50 

2 volume edition, $6.00 

*********************g···. ********************* 
At the Better - , Bookshops 

ALFRED• A• KNOPF , • • 730 FIFTH AVE• N •Y• 
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EVEN FINER THAN "SOUTHERN CHARM" 
************************************************* 

A SHORT HISTORY 
OF JULIA 
BY ISA GLENN 

Ellen Glasgow says
"The strongest as well as 
the best of Miss Glenn's 
novels ... The character 
is complete and perfect. 
Every Southern woman 
would know herforo sister. 
The scene also, is worked 
with beauty and truth." 

"No one hos captured 
more successfully the 
pathos and the irony of 
the passing of the old 
South ... or better under
stood the conflict in a finely 
orgonizednaturewhentro
dition and reality ore at 
wor."-The New York Times 

"This story of a Southern 
town is of extraordinary 
skill, great wit, and a cut
ting irony •.. The book is 
distinguished for its charm 
. .. Very decidedly this is 
one of the most able of the 
autumn novels."-TheBook
of-the-Month Club News 

fsa Glenn was born in Atlanta, 
Georgia. Her father, ot one time 
MoyoroFlh• city,was one of the 
dole's most prominenl attorneys. 
When she was in her IHns sh• 
went to Paris and worked with her 
cou,in,Whi,tler,inhi•tludio. She 
married th• lale 8ri9odie,..Gen
eral S. J. Bayard Schindel, who was 
for many year, tlotioned in the 
Philippines. She now live, in New 
York ond devotes hene/F entirely 
to writin9. This is her fifth novel. 

Carl Van Vechten soys -
''Miss Glenn's most disting
uished piece of writing ... 
by the time you hove fin
ished reading the book 
you know the whole to'Yn, 
block and white ... Def
initely establishes her as 
one of the most illustrioUs 
novelists of our time." 

"Julio's enchanted castle 
was a drowsy, decorous 
little town in Georgia .. . 
Miss Glenn has revealed .. . 
the dreams of the enchant
ed girl, pricked with sharp 
terrors when she stirs and 
touches the thorns." 

-Isobel Paterson 

"A masterpiece of charac
terization .•• The picture 
of the South that hos not 
changed since the Civil 
War, that denies while ar
gu ing about its 'cullud' 
problems, is unforgettable:' 
-The Philadelphia Record 

BOUND IN CLOTH, WITH COLORED PICTORIAL JACKET, 
5¼n X 73/4ff, Jl8pp., $2.50 

O THER NOV ELS BY / SA G LENN · $2.50 each 
HEAT 

LITTLE PITCHERS 
TRANSPORT 

SOUTHERN CHARM 

At the Better , Booksl,ops 
*********************;a···. ********************* 
~~!i~ED •A• KNOPF :o • 730 FIFTH AVE• N •Y• 
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A NEW NOVEL BY THE AUTHOR OF "THE THREE BLACK PENNYS" 
************************************************* 

THE 
LIMESTONE TREE 
BY JOSEPH HERGESHEIMER 

The story of Gabriel Sosh 
with his family and descen
dants through more than 
a hundred years presents 
0 particularly vivid picture 
of Kentucky. It is the scene 
of the accumulation of a 
wholly American tradition 
of responsibility and cour
age and honor. The pat
tern of successive lives and 
deaths is brilliant with pas
sion and murder, war more 
peaceful, often, than the 
private bitterness of ap
parent peace. The poverty 
of pioneer days changes 
to the wealth of a great 
bluegrass estate, but the 
spirit remains the some, 
even during the Civil War 
when the men ofthefomily 
divide, some fighting for 
the North and some for 
the Confederate States. 

Joseph Hergesheimer wo_, born in 
1880 of o Pennsyfvonio Dutch 

f lt~::5~}!ll~f f.iEil 
on his return he9aveuppa1nl1ng 
toturnto/iteroture.fourteenyeou 
Icier he published his first novel, 
The Lay Anthony, and since thot 
time he has been reachin9 an 
ever ·ncreas'ng aud"encew"lh h's 
nove/s,.e;kelchesond,hortdories. 

This novel is presented in 
three attractive editions: 
Printed by the Plimpton 
Press in Monotype Fournier 
on Warren's antique toned 
wove paper, bound in 
apple-green balloon cloth, 
stomped in ink, 5¼n x 7;,n, 
386 pp. $2.50 
Also 225 copies on Borzoi 
all-rag paper, bound in 
blue imported English buck• 
ram, stamped in silver,with 
silver top. Each signed by 
the author, 6" x 9¼", 
boxed, $10.00 
And 75 copies on imported 
Shidzuoko Japan vellum, 
bound in green hand 
stained flexible animal 
parchment, stomped in sil
ver, with silver top. Each 
signed by the author, 
boxed, $25.00 

O THER BO OKS BY JOS EPH HERGESHEIMER 
TH E LAY ANTH ONY, $ 2 .50 

THE THREE BLACK PENNYS 
$2.50 

Illus. byDovid Hendricbon, $5.00 

LINDA CONDON, $ 2.00 

JAVA HEAD, $2.50 

THE HAPPY EN D, $ 2 .50 

MOUNTA IN BLOOD, $2.50 

SAN CRISTOBAL DE LA 
HABANA, 11/ustroted, $ 2.50 

THE BRIGHT SHAWL, $ 2 .00 

CYTHEREA, $2.50 

TH£ DARK FLEECE, $ 1.50 

TUBAL CAIN, $ 1.50 

WILD ORANGES, $1 .50 

BALISAND, $ 2.50 

FROM AN OLD HOUSE 
Illustrated, $ 5.00 

TAMPICO, $ 2.50 

QUIET CITIES, $ 2.50 

SWORDS AND ROSES, $ 3.50 

TH E PARTY DRESS, $ 2.50 
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THE AMERICAN MERCURY 

BY AMERICA'S FOREMOST DRAMATIC CRITIC 

************************************************* 

TESTAMENT OF A CRITIC 
BY GEORGE JEAN NATHAN 

This is a bible of Mr. 

Nathan's fundamental crit

ical faiths and doctrines, 

and hisfirstbooktobepub
lished since 1928. While 

dealing in part with the 
drama, it also sets forth 

his views on literary criti

cism, critics of the arts in 

general, the relation of art 

to life, and certain of those 

generically personal traits 
that inevitably color criti

cism in many directions. 

The book itself is divided 
in turn into four books: the 

first dealing with the au

thor's creed of life and liv
ing; the second with critics 

and criticism; the third with 

dramatists and litterateurs; 

the fourth with the phenom

ena of the modern theatre. 

BOUND IN 

The author's independ
ence, vitality, sound infor
mation and clear-sighted
ness hove been endorsed 
by such men as Arthur 
Symons, Frank Harris, Sin
clair lewis,Arthur Bingham 
Walkley, E. V. Lucas, St.John 
Ervine, William Archer, 
Jomes Gibbons Huneker, 
Friedrich Brie, Carl Von 
Doren, Gordon Craig, J. B. 
Priestley, Walther Fischer, 
Joseph Wood Krutch, E.W. 
Howe, Jose A. Bolseiro, 
Alfred Kerr and Ernest 
Boyd. Proclaimed by the 
leading European critics 
"the greatest critical voice 
in the fl;ld of international 
drama, Mr. Nathan offers 
this book as a summing up 
of the critical tenets he 
has evolved in the period of 
the lost twenty-flve years. 

BLACK VELLUM FINISH CLOTH 

5¼"x7¾",270pp.,$2.50 

OTHER BOOKS BY GEORGE JEAN NATHAN 

LAND OF THE PILGRIMS' PRIDE, $ 2.50 THE CRITIC AND THE DRAMA, $ 1.75 

THE NEW AMERICAN CREDO, $2.50 COMEDIANS ALL, $ 2.00 

THE HOUSE OF SATAN, $2.50 MATERIA CRITICA, $2.50 

TH:H:~RLD IN FALSE FACE, $ 1.00 ART OF THE NIGHT, $ 2•50 
OPULAR THEATRE, $1.00 MONKS ARE MONKS, $2.50 

THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF AN ATTITUDE, $2.50 
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THE AMERICAN MERCURY 

CONCERNING THE MOST DISCUSSED BOOK OF THE CENTURY 

************************************************* 

JAMES JOYCE'S ULYSSES 
BY STUART GILBERT 

"Guide and commentary 
to what is certainly the 

most original if also the 
most obscure and inac

cessible book of the pres
ent century .... Even the 

reader who cannot borrow 

or purloin a copy will be 

able to appreciate it here 
in far more than outline 

~~~ag:::.~_:uch of its sig-

The Manchester Guardian 

"It treats Ulysses with prop

er respect and at the same 

time gives so full an ac
count of that great work 

that those who have not 
read the original can get 

some idea of its structure 
and meaning." -Richard 

Aldington in The Referee 

"It is the book which peo
ple who are seriously inter

ested in Joyce as a literary 

phenomenon and portent, 

but who know him only 

by such staggering frag
ments as Anna Livia Plura

. belle and extracts and gos

sip, have wished for." 

-The Evening Standard 

Even ifitwerepouib/e fobringo 

copy of Joyce's Ulysses info lhe 

United Stoles, readers of the ori· 

gino/ would nol wanl to miss lhis 

frne critical evaluation, n,mmory 

ond commentary. As it is, with the 

originalbarred,Mr.Gilberf'sbook 

istheonlyaccessib/eforminwhich 

this remarfmble work may be found. 

With ilsnumerousquotafionsond 

itsconlinuousexposilionofth• 

developmenlofthecompletework, 

it manages to convey much of its 

cdua/contentsbesidesupfoining 

manyobscurepauogesand c/ori· 

fying Joy:e's frequent symbolism. 

* * * 
S¾"xBY!J",416pp. 

$5.00 

BOUND IN CLOTH, WITH JACKET 

"The need for some sort of 

authoritative exposition 

hos become pressing. This 

need is met by Mr.Gilbert's 

study •... He is on admir~ 

able expositor and his 
book, by removing from 

Ulysses the hindrances of 

o bscurity, has made a true 

and comprehensive value• 

tion of this work possible." 
-The Times Literary Sup

plement 

"This book in which Mr. 

Joyce's method, style, and 
aesthetic ore so patiently 
and carefully discussed 

must do much to give his 
work a more sympathetic 

attention than it has hither
to received."- The Nation 

and Athenaeum 

"What better tribute con 

one pay to this book than 

to soy that, read by itself, 
it makes an interesting con
secutive whole and yet con

tinually incites the reader 
to return to Ulysses and 
re-discover for himself the 
parallel passages." 

-Time and Tide 
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THREE NEW BORZOI BOOKS OF VARIED INTEREST 
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EAST OF THE HUDSON 
BY J. BROOKS ATKINSON 

few inhabitants of New York City know both its crowded thoroughfares and fess freq_~ented environs as intimately as J. Brooks Atkinson. In this sequence of fom1lior essays, portly autobiographical, partly by way of comment and reflection the well.known dramatic critic of The New York Times has written delightful!; o~out Greenwich Village, the Battery, the docks and the theatre as well as his wintry days up the Hudson, visits to long Beach and walks in Central Pork Although ~.r. Atkinson makes no attempt to develop a concrete philosophy of pe~sono~ living, the essay pattern of this book suggests a definite point of view which w,11 not escope the thoughtful reoder. 5¼" x 7¾", 217pp., $2.50 

* * * 
LETTERS OF HANS YOH BULOW 

EDITED BY RICHARD COUNT DU MOULIN ECKART 
Translated from the German by Hannah Waller 

The translation edited, with an Introduction and Notes, by Scott Goddard 

~;"~svs~~i:~~~wt~~::~v~~:h~io~en~~{ : 01~~f;gw~i~~h~f t~~ ~~~et~it h~w;~: 
himself of no mean stature. This volume of letters to Richard and Cosimo Wagner !o his da_ughter ~aniela and others, is the first frorr, his maturity to be translated 1~to E~gllsh and _ 1s extremely ~oluable for the further light it throws on Wagner• Liszt c1rcle_s. Besides the details of concert-touring, composing, editing and apart fro~ the 1mp~rtont data on musical history, these letters ore in themselves 0 ~elightful series, for van BUiow was a witty, cultivated man and a rare artistic intellect. 6! ,'' x 9¾", 448pp., $5.00 

* * * 
MAD HEROES 

BY JOSEPH TENENBAUM, M. D. 
For s~eer dramatic power, these recollections of the war are unsurpassed Sometimes tragic, sometimes lightened by a meloncholy humor, Dr. Tenenboum'~ sketches o r? a_lwoys chor_ged with on intensity and strength that grips the reader. As ° Capto_m _in the Medical Corps of the Austrian Army, his contact with soldiers 
~::e ~ ~:~.1ntimote, more revealing than any ordino:lii..'?t~c_;~!,, ~0;6~:,0$~.~lb 
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HIS FIRST NOVEL SINCE "LADY CHATTERLEY'S LOVER" ************************************************* 

THE VIRGIN 
AND THE GIPSY 

BY D. H. LAWRENCE 
Frank Swinnerton soys
"Pure gold .... I cannot 
imagine any reader pos
sessed of any taste foiling 
to be altogether enchanted 
by the book or foiling to 
regard it as o masterpiece." 

"Here he hos token his 
types ond made of them, 
with brief, incisive lines, 
realized characterizations. 
The grandmother, the rec
tor with a worm for a soul, 
the neurotic spinster aunt, 
the elder sisters, the ab
stra:ted dreaming Yvette, 
the elegant little Jewess 
with her reproachful eyes, 
the blond young mojorwho 
does the house work so 
deftly,these

1

~mergeclearly 
and surely. 
-The N. Y. Herold Tribune 

O.H.l.awrenc•wa1barnin1885in 
Eastwood, Nottingham, England, 
wherehi1fotherwo1acool miner. 
At twenty, ofter having won o 
leocher·1 1cholar1hip, he went lo 
l.or,don to teach. A yeor later he 
begonwriling. In 1914hemorried 
Freidovon Richtofen. Until hi,un· 
limelydeoth on Morch 3rd, 1930, 
hehoddiYidedhi1timewhilepoinf· 
ingondwrilingbetwHn hiironch 
in NewMuiconeorToo1ondlfoly. 

Arnold Bennett soys-
"lt is o dazzling, first-rote 
affair. What style!. ... What 
strokes of characteriza
tion!.. .. Whot sheer power! 
And whot breodth ! Law
rence is as easily and per
fectly at home in on English 
rectory as a gipsy encamp
ment. Short the book is; but 
it hbs in it fundamental stuff 
for a novel three times its 
length. This is Q work to 
keep and to read thrice." 

"There is a clean human 
strength in it done in terms 
of fine and instinctive hu
man emotion .... A real 
addition to the roster of 
Lawrence novels; a worthy 
book in every possible 
way." 
-The Philadelp hia Reco rd 

SOUND IN CLOTH, WITH TWO COLOR JACKET 
51 ," x 73, \ 176pp., $2.50 

OTHER BOOKS BY D. H. LAWRENCE 
PANSIES, $ 2.50 DAVID, $2.00 ST. MAWR, $2.00 

PORNOGRAPHY AND OBSCENITY, $1 .00 
MORNINGS IN M EXICO, $2.50 

THE WOMAN WHO RODE AWAY, $2.50 
THE PLUMED SERPENT, $ 3.00 
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COMPANIONSHIP 
To THE cosy intimacy of the firelight hour, Camel adds 
a perfect companionship. It is the smoke one might 

dream of, fragrant and mellow, mild and altogether 
delightful. 

The mildness of Camel is a natural mildness, fron1 
the blending of choicest sun-ripened tobaccos-never 

over-treated, never flat or insipid. 

CAMELS 
MILD-Not fiat 
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The North-west 
T erritory and 

W estern R eserve 
BY JAMES \. <iAU F.L. 

Ad.Ir,- 1 kf,1rr the E.FisttJr«ai S,;,ie(J '1f G, " u l lutlr, Oil11>, 
SL°jlanlxr 16. 1~73. 

From the historian's standpoint, OU"" country 1s peculiarly
and exceptionally fortunate. The ori~m of nearly a.l g:reat 
nation~ ancient and modern, is shrouded in fable or tndition· 
ary le~end. The story of the founding of kome by the wo1 
nursed brothers, Romulus and Remus, has long bt·en classed 
among the myths of history; and the more modern story of 

!~:~1f1~t 1:;~n~~~;,~a ~:~:i~~idi~e o~a~~~i: ~~1nE:~~~~db~
5 t~:~:~~ 

Jts foundation was laid long before Caul had written records. 
llut the settlement, civilization, and polilical institutions of our 
country can be traced from their first hour by the clear light 
of history, It is true that over this continent hangs an impene• 
trable ndl of tradition, mystery, and !'.iilcnce. llut it is the tradi• 
tion of races fast passing away; the tn)'stery of a still earlier 
race, which flourished and perished long before its discovery 
by the Europeans. The story of the :.\found-builders can neYer 
be told. The fate of the Indian trillcs will soon be a half
forg-otten tale. But the hiswry of European ci\·ilization and 
institutions on this continent can be traced with precision and 
fullness, unless we become forgt:tful of the past, and neglect to 
save and perpetuate its precious memorials. 

In discussing the scope of historical study in reference to 
our country, I will call attention to a few general facts concern
ing its discovery and settlement. 

F,-,...r/.-The Romantic Period of Discovery on this Con
tinent. 

There can scarcely be found in the realms of romance any
thing more fascinating than the records of discovery and ad-



venture during the two centuries that followed the landing of 
Columbus on the soil of the New _World. The greed for gold; 
the passion for. ~dventure;. t~e spirit of chivalry; the enthusi
a-,m and fanaticism of rehg10n,- all conspired to throw into 
. \merica the ha:diest and most daring spirits of Europe, and 
made the vast wilderness of the New \Vorld the theatre of the 
mo~t stir.ring achievements that history has recorded. 

E:1.rly rn the sixteenth century, Spain, turning from the con
quest of Granada and her triumph over the l\Ioors, followed 
her golden dreams of the Xe\\/ \\1orld with the same spirit that 
in an earlier _day animated her Crusaders. In 1528 Ponce de 
Leo? _began his ~earch for the fountain of perpetual youth, the 
tradition _of which ~e had learned among the natives of the 
\Vest Indies. _ ~e d1?covered the low•lying coasts of Florida, 
and explored its 1ntenor. 1nstead of the fountain of youth he 
found his grave among its everglades. ' 

A few years later De Soto, who had accompanied Pizarro in 
th~ co~quest of Pt::ru, landed in Florida with a gallant array of 
knights and ~obles, and commenced his explorations through 
the western wilderness. In I j•P he reached the banks of the 
:\fississippi Ri,.:er, and, crossing it, pushed his discoveries west
ward over the gre~t plains; but, finding neilher the gold nor 
the South Sea of his dreams, he returned to be buried in the 
waters of the great ri,·er he had disco\'ered. 
. While England ,~·as more leisurely exploring the bays and 

nvers of t~e Atlant17 coast, and searching for gold and peltry, 
~he chevalter.s and p_nests of France were chasing their dreams 
rn the Nor,h, search1_ng for a passage to China, and the realms of 
F~r Cathay, and telltng the mystery of the Cross to the Indian 
tnbes .of the far \\'~st. Coasting northward, her bold naviga
tors .d1sc0\:ered th~ mouth of the St. Lawrence; and in 1525 
Cartier sailed up its b:oad currt!nt to the rocky heights of 
Quebec, and to the rapids abO\·e :Montreal, which were after
wards named La Chine, in derision of the belief that the ad
\'enturers were about to find China. 

In 1609_ Champlain pushed abo\'e the rapids, and discovered 
the beauufol lake that bears his name. 1n 1615 Priest La 
Caron pushed northward and westward through the wilderness 
and discovered Lake Huron. ' 

In 1635 the Jesuit missionaries founded the Mission St. 
\lary. 1n 1654 another priest had entered the wilderness of 
Northern New York, and found the .salt springs of Onondaga. 
1n 1659-16?0 French traders and priests passed the winter rm 
Lake Supenor, and established missions along its shores 

Among the earlier discoverers, no name shines out with more 
b:illiancy than that of the Chevalier La Salle, The story of 
his explorat10ns can scarcely be equalled in romantic interest 
by any of the sti~rin~ tales of the Crusaders. Born of a proud 
and wealthy family rn the north of France, he was destined for 
the service of the Church and of the Jesuit Order. But his rest
less spirit, fired with the love of adventure, broke away from 
the ecclesiastical restraints to confront the dangers of the New 
World, and to extend the empire of Louis XIV. From the best 
evidence accessible, it appears that he was the first white man 
t~at s3:w the Ohio River. At twenty-six years of age, we find 
him with a small party, near the western extremity of Lake 
Ontari?, boldly entering the domain of the dreaded Iroquois, 
travelling southward and westward through the wintry wilder
ness until he reached a branch of the Ohio, probably the 
Alleghany. He followed it to the main stream, and descended 
that, until in the winter of 1669 and 1670 he reached the Falls 
of the Ohio, near the present site of Louisville. His com
panions refusing to go further, he returned to Quebec, and pre
pared for still greater undertakings. 

I_n t~e mea!'l time the Jesuit missionaries had been pushing 
their d1scovenes on the Northern Lake. In 167 3 Joliet and 
Marque~te started froi:n Green Bay, dragging their canoes up 
the . rapid~ of Fox River; crossed Lake Winnebago; found 
Indian guides to conduct them to the waters of the Wisconsin ; 
descended that stream to the westward, and on the 16th 
of June reached the Mississippi near the spot where now 
stands the city of Prairie du Chien. To•morrow will be the 
two hundredth anniversary of that discovery. One hundred 
and thirty•two years before that time De Soto had seen the 
~ame riv~r. more than a thousand miles below; but during that ~::~:;ti It 1s not known that any white man had looked upon its 

. Turnin~ southward, these brave priests descended the great 
nver, amid the awful solitudes. The stories of demons and 
m.onster~ of the wilderness which abounded among the Indian 
tnbes did not deter them from pushing their discoveries. 
They continued their journey southward to the mouth of the 
Arkansas River,. telli~g as best they could the story of the 
Cross to the wild tnbes along the shores. Returning from 
the Kaskaskias and travelling thence to Lake Michigan, they 
reached Green Bay at the end of September, 1673, having on 
their jo~rney paddled their canoes more than twenty-five hun
dred miles. Marquette remained to establish missions among 



the Indians, and to die, three years later, on the western shore 
of Lake Michigan, while Joliet returned to Quebec to report his 
discoveries. 

In the mean time Count Frontenac, a noble of France, had 
been made Governor of Canada, and found in La Salle a fit 
counsellor and assistant in his vast schemes of discovery. La 
Salle was sent to France, to enlist the Court and the Ministers 
of Louis; and in 1677-1678 returned to Canada, with fall 
power under Frontenac to carry forward his grand enterprises. 
He had developed three great purposes: first, to realize the 
old plan of Champlain, the finding of a pathway to China 
across the American Continent; second, to occupy and de
velop the regions of the Northern Lakes; and, third, to de
scend the Mississippi and establish a fortified post at its 
mouth, thus securing an outlet for the trade of the interior and 
checking the progress of Spain on the Gulf of Mexico. 

In pursuance of this plan, we find La Salle and his compan
ions, in January, 1679, dragging thei.r cannon and ~aterials for 
ship-building around the Falls of Niagara, and laying the keel 
of a vessel two leagues abo\·e the cataract, at the mouth of 
Cayuga Creek. She was a schooner of forty-five tons' burden, 
and was named "The Griffin." On the 7th of August, 1679, 
with an armament of fi\·e cannon, and a ere\\' and company of 
thirty-four men, she started on her voyage up Lake Erie, the 
first sail ever spread o,·er the waters of our lake. On the 
fourth day she entered Detroit Rh·er; and, after encountering 
a terrible storm on Lake Huron, passed the straits and reached 
Green Bay early in September. A few weeks later she started 
back for Niagara, laden with furs, and was never heard from. 

\Vhile awaiting the supplies which "The Griffin" was ex
pected to bring, La Salle explored Lake Michigan to its south
ern extremity, ascended the St. Joseph, crossed the portage to 
the Kankakee, descended the Illinois, and, landing at an Ind
ian village on the site of the present village of Utica, Ill., cele
brated mass on New Year's Day, 1680. Before the winter was 
ended he became certain that "The Griffin" was lost. But, 
undaunted by his disasters, on the 3d of 11arch, with five com
pamons, he began the incredible feat of making the journey to 
Quebec on foot, in the dead of winter. This he accomplished. 
He reorganized his expedition, conquered every difficulty, and 
on the 21st of December, 168r 1 with a party of fifty-four French
men and friendly Indians, set out for the present site of Chi
cago, and by way of the Illinois River reached the Mississippi 
Feb. 6, 1682. He descended its stream, and on the qth of 

April, 1682, standing on the shores of the Gulf of Mexico, 
solemnly proclaimed to his companions and to the wilderness 
that, in the name of Louis the Great, he took possession of the 
Great Valley watered by the Mississippi River. He set up a 
column, and inscribed upon it the arms of France, and named 
the country Louisiana. Upon this act rested the claim of 
France to the vast region stretching from the Alleghany to the 
Rocky Mountains, from the Rio Grande and the Gull to the 
farthest springs of the Missouri. 

I will not follow further the career of the great explorers. 
Enough has been said to exhibit the spirit and character of 
their work. I would I were able to inspire the young men of 
this country with a desire to read the history of these stirring 
days of discovery that opened up to Europe the mysteries of 
this New World. 

As Irving has well said of their work: "It was poetry put intP 
action; it was the knight-errantry of the Old \Vorld carried into 
the depths of the American wilderness. The personal advent
ures; the feats of individual prowess; the picturesque descrip
tions of steel-clad cavaliers, with lance and helm and prancin~ 
steed, glittering through the wilderness of Florida, Georgi::i., 
Alabama, and the prairies of the Far \Vest,- would seem to us 
mere fictions of romance, did they not come to us in the matter
of-fact narratives of those who were eye-witnesses, and who re
corded minute memoranda of every incident.JI 

Second.-The Struggle for National Dominion. 
I next invite your attention to the less stirring but not less 

important struggle for the possession of the New \Vorld, which 
succeeded the period of discovery. 

At the beginning of the eighteenth century North America 
was claimed mainly by three great powers. Spain held posses
sion of Mexico, and a belt reaching eastward to the Atlantic, 
and northward to the southern line of Georgia, except a portion 
near the mouth of the Mississippi held by the French. Eng
land held from the Spanish line on the south to "the North
ern Lakes and the St. Lawrence, and westward to the Alle
ghanies. France held all north of the lakes and west of the 
Alleghanies, and southward to the possessions of Spain. Some 
of the boundary lines were but vaguely defined, others were 
disputed i but the general outlines were as stated. 

Besides the struggle for national possession, the religious ele
ment entered largely into the contest. It was a struggle be
tween the Catholic and Protestant faiths. The Protestant col
onies of England were enveloped on three sides by the vigor-



ous and perfectly organized Catholic powers of France and 
Spain. 

Indeed, at an early date, by the Bull of Pope Alexander VI. 
al~ America had been giYen l? the Spaniards. llut France, 
with a zeal equal to that of Spam, had entered the list to con
test for the prize. So far as the religious struggle was con
cerned, the efforts of France and Spai11 were resisted only by 
the Protestants of the Atlantic coast. 

The main chain of the Alleghanies was supposed to be im
passable unti~ . '7 r 41 "'.hen Governor Spottswood, of Virginia, 
led an exped1t1on to discover a pass to the great valley beyond. 
~e. found one_ somewhere near the western boundary of Vir
gm1a and by 1t descended to the Ohio. On his return he 
established the "Transmontane Order," or "Knights of the 
~o~den Horse-shoe." On the sandy plains of Eastern Vir
g1~1a horse-shoes were rarely used, but, in climbing the moun
tain~, he ha~ found t~em necessary, and, on creating his com
panions knights of this new Order, he ga\'e to each a golden 
horse-shoe, inscribed with the motto,-

"Sic jurat transcmdL·re monies." 

He represented to the _British Ministry the great importance 

rir1s~:~~10
cft :e~i:1~:;~~,
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the French the undisputed pos..,ession of that rich region. 
The progress of England had been slower, but more certain 

than that of her great rival. While the 1',rcnch were estab
lishing trading-posts at points widely remote from each other, 
along the lakes and the Missis:-.ippi, and in the wilderness of 
Ohio,. lndian_a, and Illinois, the English were slowly but firmly 
plantmg their settlements on the Atlantic slope, and preparing 
to contest for the rich prize of the- Great \\'est. They pos
sess~d one great_advan~age O\·er their J:rcnch rl\·als, They had 
cultivated the friendship of the Iroquois Confederacy, the most 
powerful combination of Indian tribes known to the New 
\Vorld. That Confederacy held possession of tht! southern 
s?ores of Lakes Ontario and Erie; and their hostility to the 
1-rench had confined the settlements of that people mainly to 
the northern shores. 

During the first half of the eighteenth century many treaties 
were made by the English with these confederated tribes, and 
some valuable grants of land were obtained on the eastern 
slope of the ~Ussissippi Valley. 

About the middle of that century the British Government 
bega~ to recognize th~ wisdom of Governor Spottswood, and 
perce1\'ed that an empire was soon to be saved or lost. 

In 174,8 a company was organized by Thomas Lee and 

~r;:eo~io a~~m~~!;,?i~:d ~~~~~~-~at~-t'ro;:te;ra~~e ot~:e~ha~~ 
mt!l!on acres of land m the valley of the Ohio. In 1751 a 
.Bnu-.h tradt~g-post w~s established on the Big :\tiami; but 
ti:' ~he following year 1t was destroyed by the French. Many 
s!1mlar efforts of. the English colonists were resistt!d by the 
J, rcnch; and dunng the year~ t 7 51 2-3 it became manifest 
that a great struggle was imminent between the French and the 
English for the possession of the \Vest. The British ~(inisters 
~vere too much a~sorbed in intrigues at home to appreciate the 
importance of this contest; and thev did but little more than 
to pcr~it the colonies to protect their rights in the \'alley of 
the Ohio. 
. In ',?5.3 the Ohio Company had opened a road, by 11 \Yill's 

( r<:_ek, mto the western \'alley, and were preparing to locate 
their colony. At the same ttme the French had sent a force to 
oc ·upy and hold the line of the Ohio. As the Ohio O,mpany 
was Jnder the e:-.pecial protection of Yir;;inia, the Governor 
of that colony dt:1ermined to send a messenger to the com
mander of the French foret·s, and demand the reason for in
vadin~ the B.ritish dominions. For this purpose he selected 

~::?:~::a:~;n~:t'r~~~n \~f17i~~·~~s~~1~;,ar~:.~ i~e
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tl~~h°r;,i~~~ s~~ 
November, for the waters of the Ohio and the lakes. After 
a journey of nine days through sleet and snow, he reached the 
Ohio .at th.e junction of the Alleghany ancl the ::\(onongahela; 
and l11s quick eye seemed to foresee the destiny of the place. 
u I spent some time," said he, "in \'iewing the rivers. The 
land in the fork has the absolute command of both." On this 
s~ot Fort Pitt was afterwards built, and still later the city of 
Pittsburg. 

.\'I Bancroft has said, "After creating in imagination a for
tre~-; and city, his party swam across the Alleghany, wrapped 
their blankets around them for the night on the north-west 
bank." l~roceeding down the Ohio to Logstown, he held a. 
council wtth th~ Shawnees and the llt!lawa~es, who promised 

~~/~~~~e p~~~e=~~do:0 t~~e S~:e~:~io;;st~1 arte~{~:~;!ea:Jei~~~ 
Le Bceuf (1he latter fifteen miles from Lake Erie), and warned 
the commanders that the rights of Virginia must not be in-



vaded. He received for his answer that the French would 
seize every Englishman in the Ohio Valley. 

Returning to Virginia in January, 1754, he reported to the 
G~vernor, an.cl i~med~ate. prep_arations were made by the col
onists to mamtam their nghts rn the \Vest, and resist the incur
sions of the French. In this movement originated the first 
military union among the English colonists. 

_Although peac_e existed between France and England, for
midable preparat10ns were made by the latter to repel encroach
ments on the frontier, from Ohio to the Gulf of St. Lawrence. 
Braddock was sent to ~~erica, ~nd in 1755, at Alexandria, Va., 
he planned four expeditions agamst the :French. 

It is not necessary to speak in detail of the war that followed. 
After Braddock's defeat near the forks of the Ohio which 
occurred on the 9th of July, 1755, England herself took ac
tive measures for prosecuting the war. 

On the 25th of November, 17581 Forbes captured Fort 
J?uQuesne, which thus pass~d !nto the possession of the Eng
lish, and was named Fort Pitt, 10 honor of the great :Minister. 

In 17 59 quebec was captured by General Wolfe; and the 
same year Niagara fell mto the hands of the English. 

In 1760 a°: English force, under Major Rogers, moved west
ward from N 1agara, to occupy the French posts on the Upper 
Lakes. They coasted along the south shore of Erie the first 
English-speaking people that sailed its waters. Near lhe mouth 
of t~e Grand_ River they met in council the chiefs of the great 
warn~r Pontiac. A few weeks later they took possession of 
Detroit. "Thus," says 1-fr. Bancroft, "was Michigan won by 
Great Britain, though not for itself. There were those who 
foresaw that the acquisition of Canada was the prelude of 
American Independence." 

L_:ite in December ~ogers returned to the J\faumee ; and, 
setting out from the p~nnt where Sandusky City now stands, 
crossed the Huron River to the northern branch of \Vhite 
Woman's River, and passing thence by the English village of 
Beaverstown, and_ up the Ohio, reached Fort Put on the 23d 
of January, 1761 1 Just a month after he left Detroit. 

Und~r th~ leadership of Pitt, England was finally trium
phant m this great str~ggle; and by the Treaty of Paris, of 
Feb. 10, 1_76.3, .sh~ a~qu1red Canada and all the territory east 
o_f the M1ss1s~1pp1 River, and southward to the Spanish Ter
~tory, excepting New Orleans and the island on which it is 
situated. 

During the twelve years which followed the Treaty of Paris 
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the English colomsts were pushing their settlement's into the 
newly acquired territory i but they encountered the opposition 
of the Six Nations and their allies, who made fruitless efforts 
to capture the British posts~- Detroit, Niagara, and Fort Pitt. 

At length, in 1768, Sir \V1lliam Johnson concluded a treaty 
at Fort Stanwix with these tribes, by which all the lands south 

· of the Ohio and the Alleghany were sold to the British the Ind• 
ians to remain in undisturbed possession of the terri;ory north 
and west of those rh•ers. New companies were organized to 
occupy the territory thus obtained. 

"Among the foremost speculators in Western lands at that 
time," says the author of "Annals of the West/' 11 was George 
\yashington<' In 1769 he was one of the signers of a peti
t10n to the king for a grant of two and a half millions acres in 
the \Vest. In 1770 he crossed the mountains and descended 
the Ohio to the mouth of the Great Kanawha, to locate the ten 
thousand acres to which he was entitled for services in the 
French \Var. 

Yirginians planted settlements in Kentucky; and pioneers 
from all the colonies began to occupy the frontiers, from the 
Alleghany to the Tennessee. 

Third.-The War of the Revolution, and its Relations to the 
West. 

How came the Thirteen Colonies to possess the Valley of 
the Mississippi? The object of their struggle was indepen
dence, and yet by the Treaty of Peace in 1783 not only was 
the independence of the Thirteen Colonies conceded, but 
there was granted to the new Republic a western territory, 
bounded by the Northern Lakes, the :Mississippi, and the 
French and Spanish possessions. 

How did these hills and valleys become a p:ut of the United 
States? It is true that by virtue of royal cnaners several of 
the colonies set up claims extending to the" South Sea." The 
knowledge which the English possessed of the geography of this 
country, at that time, is illustrated by the fact that Captain 
John 8mith was commissioned to sail up the Chickahominy, 
and find a passage to China! But the claims of the colonies 
were too vague to be of any consequence in determining the 
boundaries of the two governments. Virginia had indeed ex
tended her settlements into the region south of the Ohio River, 
and during the Revolution had ann~x~d that country to the Old 
Dominion, calling it the County of Kentucky. But previous to 
the Revolution the colonies had 1ake:n no such action in refer· 
ence to the territory north-west of the Ohio. 



The cession of that great Territory, under the treaty of 1783, 
was due mainly to the foresight, the courage, and the endurance 
of one man, who never received from his country any adequate 
recognition for his great service. That man was George 
Rogers Clark ; and it is worth your while to consider the work 
he accomplished. Born in Virginia, he was in early life a sur
veyor, and afterward served in Lord Dunmore's War. In 1776 
he settled in Kentucky, and was, in fact, the founder of that 
commonwealth. As the war of the Revolution progressed, he 
saw that the pioneers west of the Alleghanies were threatened 
by two formidable dangers: first, by the Indians, many of whom 
had joined the standard of Great Britain i and, second, by the 
success of the war itself. For, should the colonies obtain their 
independence while the British held possession of the Missis
sippi Valley, the Alleghanies would be the western boundary of 
the new Republic, and the pioneers of the West would remain 
subject to Great Britain. 

Inspired by these views, he made two journeys to Virginia to 
represent the case to the authorities of that colony. Failing 
to impress the House of Burgesses with the importance of 
warding off these dangers, he appealed to the Governor, Patrick 
Henry, and received from him authority to enlist seven compa
nies to go to Kentucky subject to his orders, and serve for 
three months after their arrival in the \Vest. This was a public 
commission. 

Another document, bearing date Williamsburg, Jan. 2, 1778, 
was a secret commission, which authorized him, in the namt: 
of Virginia, to capture the military posts held by the British 
in the North-west. Armed with this authority, he proceeded 
to Pittsburg, where he obtained ammunition, and floated iL 
down the river to Kentucky, succeeded in enlisting seven 
companies of pioneers, and in the month of June, 1778, com
menced his march through the untrodden wilderness to the 
region of the Illinois. With a daring that is scarcely equalled 
in the annals of war, he captured the garrisons of Kaskaskia, 
St. Yincent, and Cahokia, and sent his prisoners to the Gov
ernor of Virginia, and by his energy and skill won over the 
French inhabitants of that region to the American cause. 

In October, 1778, the House of Burgesses passed an act 
declaring that "all the citizt:ns of the Commonwealth of Vir
ginia, who are already settled there, or shall hereafter be 
settled on the west side of the Ohio, shall be included in the 
District of Kentucky, which shall be called Illinois County." 
In other words, George Rogers Clark conquered the Territory 

of the North-west in the name of Virginia, and the flag of the 
Republic covered it at the close of the war. 

In negotiating the Treaty of Peace at Paris, in 1783, the 
British commissioners insisted on the Ohio River as the north
western boundary of the United States ;,and it was found that 
the only tenable ground on which the American commissioners 
relied, to sustain our claim to the Lakes and the Mississippi as 
the boundary, was the fact that George Rogers Clark had con
quered the country, and Virginia was in undisputed possession 
of it at the cessation of hostilities. 

In his "Notes on the Early Settlement of the North-west 
Territory," Judge Burnet says, "That fact [the capture of the 
British posts] was confirmed and admitted, and· wa-; the chief 
ground on which the British commissioners reluctantly aban
doned their claim." 

It is a stain upon the honor of our country that such a man 
- the leader of pioneers who made the first lodgment on the 
site now occupied by Louisville, who was in fact the founder 
of the State of Kentucky, and who by his personal foresight 
and energy gave nine great States to the Republic-was 
allowed to sink under a load of debt incurred for the honor 
and glory of his country. 

In 1799 Judge Burnet rode some ten or twelve miles from 
Louisville into the country to visit this veteran hero. He says 
he was induced to make this visit by the veneration he enter
tained for Clark's military talents and services. 

"He had," says Burnet, "lhe appearance of a man born to 
command, and fitted by nature for his destiny. There was a 
gravity and solemnity in his demeanor resembling that which 
so eminently distinguished the venerated Father of his Country. 
A person familiar with the lives and character of the military 
veterans of Rome, in the days of her greatest power, might 
readily have selected this remarkable man as a specimen of the 
model he had formed of them in his own mind i but he was 
rapidly falling a victim to his extreme sensibility, and to the 
ingratitude of his native State, under whose banner he had 
fought bravely and with great success. 

"The time will certainly come when the enlightened and 
magnanimous citizens of Louisville will remember the debt of 
gratitude they owe the memory of that distinguished man. He 
was the leader of the pioneers who made the first lodgment on 
the site now covered by their rich and splendid city. He was 
its protector du ring the years of its infancy, and in the period 
of its greatest danger. Yet the traveller, who had read of hrs 



achievements, admired his character, and visited the theatre of 
his brilliant deeds, discovers nothing indicating the place where 
his remains are deposited, and where he can go and pay a trib
ute of respect to the memory of the departed and gallant hero." 

This eulogy of Judge Burnet is fully warranted by the facts 
of history. There is preser\'ed in the War Department at 
\\'ashington a portrait of Clark, which gives unmistakable evi
dence of a character of rare grasp and power. No one can 
look upon that remarkable face without knowing that the origi
nal was a man of unusual force. 

Fourth.-Organization and Settlement of the North-west 
Territory. 

Soon after the close of the Revolution our Western country 
was divided into three territories,- the Territory of the Mis
sissippi, the Territory south of the Ohio, and the Territory 
north-west of the Ohio. For the purpJses of this address I 
shall consider only the organization and seulement of the 
latter. 

It would be difficult to find any country so covered with con
flicting claims of title as the territory of the North-west. Sev
eral States, still asserting the validity of their royal charters, set 
up claims more or less definite to portions of this Territory. 
First,-by royal charter of 1662i confirming a council charter 
of 163oi Connecticut claimed a strip of land bounded on the 
east by the Narragansett River, north by Massachusettsi south 
by Long Island Sound, and extending westward between the 
parallels of 41 degrees and 42 degrees 2 minutes north latitude, 
to the mythical 1

• South Sea.'1 Second,-New York, by her 
charter of 1614, claimed a territory marked by definite bound-

~~~~,~~~ t~~;o~:a~l;et:~~.~it:!;s P~~1~'.
1

~ n c~;i:,c~~~~s~~~~~ei~ 
claimed a territory overlapping part of the territory of both 
these colonies. Fourth,- the charter of Massachusetts also con
flicted with some of the claims above mentioned. Fifth,- Vir
ginia claimed the whole of the North-west Territory by right of 
conquest, and in 1779, by an act of her Legi~lature, annexed 
it as a county. Sixth,- several grants had been made of spe
cial tracts to incorporated companies by the different States. 
And, finally, the whole Territory of the North-west was claimed 
by the ] ndians as their own. 

The claims of New York, Massachusetts, and part of the 
claim of Pennsylvania had been settled before the war by royal 
commissioners: the others were still unadjusted. It became 
evident that no satisfactory settlement could be made except 
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by Congress. That body urged the several States to make 
a cession of the lands they claimed, and thus enable the Gen
eral Government to open the North-west for settlement. 

On the 1st of March, 1784, Thomas Jefferson, Samuel Hardy, 
Arthur Lee, and James Monroe, delegates in Congress, executed 
a deed of cession in the name of Virginia, by which they trans
ferred to the United States the title of Virginia to the North
west Territory, but reserving to that State one hundred and 
fifty thousand acres of land which Virginia had promised to 
George Rogers Clark, and to the officers and soldiers who with 
him captured the British posts in the West. Also, another 
tract of land between the Scioto and Little l\1iami, to enable 
Virginia to pay her promised bounties to her officers and 
soldiers of the Revolutionary army. 

On the 27th of October, 1784, a treaty was made at 
Fort Stanwix (now Rome, N.Y.) with the Six Nations, by 
which these tribes ceded to the U mted States their vague 
claims to the lands north and west of the Ohio. On the 31st of 
January, 1785, a treaty was made at Fort McIntosh (now the 
town of Beaver, Pa.) with the four \Vestern tribesi the Wyan
dottes, the Delawares, the Chippewas, and the Tawas, by which 
all their lands in the North-west Territory were ceded to the 
United States, except that portion bounded by a Jine from the 
mouth of the Cuyahoga up that river to the portage between 
the Cuyahoga and Tuscarawas, thence down that branch 
to the mouth of Sandy, thence westwardly to the portage of 
the Big Miami, which runs into the Ohio, thence along the 
portage to the Great Miami or :Maumee, and down the south
east side of the river to its mouth, thence along the shore of 
Lake Erie to the mouth of the Cuyahoga. The territory thus 
described was to be forever the exclusive possession of these 
Indians. 

In 1788 a settlement was made at Marietta, and soon after 
other settlements were begun. But the Indians were dissatis
fit::d, and, by the intrigues of their late allies, the British, a sav
age and bloody war ensued, which delayed for several years the 
settlement of the State. The campaign of General Harmar in 
1790 was only a partial success. In the following ye~u a more 
formidable force was placed under the command of General 
St. Clair, who suffered a disastrous and overwhelming defeat on 
the 4th of November of that year, near the head-waters of the 
Wabash. 

It was evident that nothing but a war so decisive as to break 
the power of tht: Vv'estern tribes could make the st:ttlement of 
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Ohio possible. There are but few things in the career of 
George Washington that so strikingly illustrate his sagacity 
and prudence as the policy he pursued in reference to this sub
ject. He made preparations for organizing an army of five 
thousand men, appointed General Wayne to the command of 
a special force, and early in 1 792 drafted detailed instructions 
for giving it special discipline to fit it for Indian warfare. 
During that and the following year he exhausted every means 
to secure the peace of the West by treaties with the tribes. 

But agents of England and Spain were busy in intrigues with 
the Indians in hopes of recovering a portion of the great empire 
they had lost by the treaty of 1783. So far were the efforts of 
England carried that a British force was sent to the rapids of 
the Maumee, where they built a fort, q.nd inspired the Indians 
with the hope that the' British would join them in fighting the 
forces of the United States. 

All efforts to make a peaceable settlement on any other 
basis than the abandonment on the part of the United States 
of all territory north of the Ohio having failed, General \1/ayne 
proceeded with that wonderful vigor which had made him 
famous on so many fields of the Revolution, and on the 20th 
of August, 1794, defeated the Indians and their allies on the 
banks of the Maumee, and completely broke the power of their 
confederation. 

On the 3d of August, 1795 1 General Wayne concluded at 
Greenville a treaty of lasting peace with these tribes and thus 
opened the State to settlement. In this treaty there was re
served to the Indians the same territory west of the Cuyahoga 
as described in the treaty of Fort Mcfntosh of 1785. 

Fijth.-Settlement of the Western Reserve. 
I have now noticed briefly the adjustment of the several 

claims to the North-western Territory, excepting that of Con
necticut. It has already been seen that Connecticut claimed 
a strip west\\·ard from the Narragansett River to the Mis
sissippi, between the parallels of 4r degrees and 42 degrees 
2 minutes; but that portion of her claim which crossed the 
territory of New York and Pennsylvania had been extinguished 
by adjustment. Her claim to the territory west of Pennsyl
vania was unsettled until Sept. 141 1786, when she ceded it all 
to the United States, except that portion lying between the 
parallels above named and a line one hundred and twenty miles 
west of the western line of Pennsylvania and parallel with h. 
This tract of country was about the size of the present State, 
and was called" New Connecticut." 
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In May, 1792, the Legislature of Connecticut granted to 
those of her cnizens whose property had been burned or ot~er
wise spoliated by the British during the war of the Revolution 
half a million of acres from the west end of the reserve. These 
were called "The Fire Lands." 

On the 5th of September, I 7951 Connecticut executed a deed 
to John Caldwell, Jonathan Brace, and John Mo_rg_an, trustees 
for the Connecticut Land Company, for three mtlhon acres of 
the reserve lying \\est of Pennsylvania for $1,200,000, o: at t?e 
rate of 40 cents per acre. The State gave only a qu1t-cla1m 
<leed, transferring only such title as she possessed, an~ le~ving 
all the remaining Indian titles to the reserve, to be extmgu1shed 
by the purchasers themselves. With the exception of a few 
hundred acres previously sold in the neighborhood of the Salt 
Spring tract on the Mahoning, a1l titles to lands on the reserve 
east of "The Fire Lands" rest on this quit-claim deed of Con
necticut to the three trustees, who were all living as late as 
1836, and joined in making deeds to the lands on the ~eserve. 

On the same day that the trust deed was made articles of 
association were signed by the proprietors, providing for the 
government of the company. The management. of its affa~rs 
was intrusted to seven dire<;:tors. They determmed to extm~ 
guish the Indian title, and survey their land int? townships 
five miles square. Moses Cleaveland, one of the directors, was 
made General Agent; Augustus Porter, Principal Surveyor; 
and Seth Pease, Astronomer and Surveyor. To the~e were 
added four assistant surveyors, a commissary, a physician and 
thirty-seven other employees. This party assembled at Sche1;
ectady, N.Y., in the spring of 1796, and prepared for their 
expedition. . 

It is interesting to follow them on their way to the Re
serve. They ascended the Mohawk River in ba~eaux, passing 
throuo-h Little Falls, and from the present city of Rome 
took (heir boats and stores across into Wood Creek. Passing 
down the stream, they crossed the Oneida Lake, tbence d~wn 
the Oswego to Lake Ontario, coasting along the lake to Niag
ara. After encountering innumerable hardships, the party 
reached Buffalo on the 17th of June, where they met "Red 
Jacket," and the principal chiefs of the Six !'lations, and. on 
the 23d of that month completed a contract with t~ose chiefs, 
by which they purchased all the rights of those Indians to the 
lands on the Reserve, for five hundred pounds, New York cur
rency, to be paid in goods to the Wester_n Indians, and two 
beef cattle and one·hundred gallons of whiskey to the Eastern 
Indians, besides gifts and provisions to all of them. 
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Setting out from Buffalo on the 27th of June, they coasted 
along the shore of the lake, some of the party in boats and 
others marching along the banks. 

In the journal of Seth Pease, published in Whittlesey's 
History of Cleveland, I find the following: -

" Monday, July 4, 1796.- We that came by land arrived at 
the confines of New Connecticut, and gave three cheers pre
cisely at 5 o'clock P.M. \Ve then proceeded to Conneaut, at 
five hours thirty minutes, our boats got on an hour after; we 
pitched our tents on the east side." 

In the journal of General Cleaveland is the following entry: 
"On this Creek (' Conneaugh '), in New Connecticut Land, 

July 4, 1796, under General 1-foses Cleaveland, the surveyors 
and men sent by the Connecticut Land Company to survey and 
settle the Connecticut Reserve, were the first English people 
who took possession of it . 

. . . "\Ve gave three cheers and christened the place Fort 
Independence; and, after many difficulties, perplexities and 
hardships were surmounted, and we were on the good and prom
ised land, felt that a just tribute of respect to the day ought to 
be paid. There were in al~ including wom~n and children, fifty 
in number. The men, under Captain Tinker, ranged them
selves on the beach and fired a Federal salute of fifteen rounds, 
and then the sixteenth in honor of New Connecticut. Drank 
several toasts .... Closed with three cheers. Drank several 
pails of grog. Supped and retired in good order.'1 

Three days afterward General Cleaveland held a council with 
Paqua, Chief of the l\Iassasagas, who~e village was at Conneaut 
Creek. The friendship of these Indians was purchased by a 
few trinkets and twenty-five dollars' worth of whiskey. 

A cabin was erected on the bank of Conneaut Creek; and, 
in honor of the commissary of the expedition, was called "Stow 
Castle." At this time the white inhabitants west of the Genesee 
River and along the coasts of the lakes were as follows: the 
garrison at Niagara, two families at Lewistown, one at Buffalo, 
one at Cleveland, and one at Sandusky. There were no other 
families east of Detroit; and, with the exception of a few ad
venturers at the Salt Springs of the Mahoning, the interior of 
New Connecticut was an unbroken wilderness. 

The work of surveying was commenced at once. One party 
went southward on the Pennsylvania line to find the 41st par
allel, and began the survey; another, under General Cleave
land, coasted along the lake to the mouth of the Cuyahoga, 
which they reached on the 22d of July," and there laid the 

foundation of the chief city of the Reserve. A large portion of 
the survey was made during that season, and the work was 
completed in the following year. 

By the close of the year 1800 there were thirty-two settle
ments on the Reserve, though as yet no organization cf govern
ment had been established. But the pioneers were a people 
who had been trained in the principles and practices of civil 
order j and these were transplanted to their new home. In 
New Connecticut there was but little of that lawlessness which 
so often characterizes the people of a new country. In many 
instances, a township organization was completed and their 
minister chosen before the pioneers left home. Thus they 
planted the institutions and opinions of Old Connecticut in their 
new wilderness homes. 

There are town,;;hips on this '\Vestern Reserve which are more 
thoroughly New England in character and spirit than most of 
the towns of the New England of to-day. Cut off as they 
were from the metropolitan life that had gradually been mould
ing and changing the spirit of New England, they presen·ed 
here in the wilderness the characteristics of New England, as 
it was when they left it at the beginning of the century. This 
has given to the people of the \Vestern Reserve those strongly 
marked qualities which ha\'e always distinguished them. 

For a long time it was difficult to ascertain the political and 
legal status of the settlers on the Reser\'e. The State of Con
necticut did not assume jurisdiction over its people, because 
that State had parted with her claim to the soil. 

By a proclamation of Governor St. Clair, in 1788, \Vashing
ton County had been organized, having its limits extended 
westward to the Scioto and northward to the mouth of the 
Cuyahoga, with ).[arietta as the county seat. These limits i~
cluded a portion of the Western Reserve. But the Connecti
cut settlers did not consider this a practical government, and 
most of them doubted its legality. 

By the end of the century seven counties, \Vashington, 
Hamilton, Ross, \Vayne, Adams, Jefferson, and Knox, had 

~;e~ecr::~~~;s b~! ~~;eR:~:~te~ ~~em~~i:~!at~rahc:~ca~e~C:v~; 
pointed for that portion of the country, no civil process was 
established and no mode existed of making legal conveyances. 

But in t
1

he year 1800 the State of Connecticut, by act of 
her Legislature, transferred to the National Government ~~1 
her claim to civil jurisdiction. Congress assumed the pohtl
cal control, and the President conveyed by patent the fee of 
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the soil to the Government of the State for the use of the 
grantees and the _parties _claiming under them. \\'hereupon, 
in pursuance of this authonty, on the 22d of Septe~b~r, 1800, 
Go\'ernor St. Clair issued a proclamation esL~hhshmg t_he 
county of Trumbull, to include within its boundaries t_he "Fire 
Lands" and adjacent islands, and ordered an elecuon to be 
held at \Varren, its county seat, on the second Tuesday_ of 
October. At that eleclion forty-two votes were cast, of which 
General Edward Paine received thirty-eight, and was thus 
elected a member of the Territorial Legislature. All the early 
deeds on the Reserve are preserved in the records of Trumbull 
County. 

A treaty was held at Fort Industry on th_e 4th of Ju!y, 1805, 
between the Commissioners of the Connecttcut Land Company 
and the Indians, by which all the ]ands in the Reserve west of 
the Cuyahoga, belonging to the Indians, were ceded to the Con
necticut Company. 

Geauga was the second <:ounty of the Resen•e. It was cre
ated by an act of the Legislature, Dec. 31, 1805; and by a 
subsequent act its boundaries were made to include the pres
ent territory of Cuyahoga County as far west as the Fourteenth 
Range. 

Portage County was established on the 10th of February, 
1807; and on the 16th of June, 1810, the act establishing Cuy
ahoga County went into operation. By that act all of Geauga 
west of the N"inth Range was made a part of Cuyahoga County, 

Ashtabula County was established on the 22d of January, 
1811. 

A considerable number of Indians remained on the \Vestern 
Reserve until the breaking out of the \Var of 1812. Most of 
the Canadian tribes took up arms against the United States 
in that struggle, and a portion of the Indians of the \Vestern 
Reserve joined their Canadian breth.ren. At the close o! that 
war occasional bands of these Indians returned to their old 
haunts on the Cuyahoga and the Mahoning; but the inhabi
tants of the Reserve soon made them understand that t_hey 
were unwelcome visitors after the part they had taken against 
us. Thus the \Var of 1812 substantially cleared the Reserve of 
its Indian inhabitants. 

In this brief survey I have attempted to indica~e the ge_n
eral character of the leading events- connected with the dis
covery and settlement of our country. I cannot, on t_his 
occasion, further pursue the history of the sett1ement and build
ing up of the counties and townships of the \Vestern Reserve. 

I ha\·e already noticed the peculiar character of the people who 
converted this wilderness into the land of happy homes which 
we now behold on every hand. But I desire to call the atten
l,on of the young men and women who hear me to the duty 
they owe to themseh·es and their ancestors to study carefully 
2nd reverently the history of the ~reat work which has been 
accomplished in this New Connecticut. 

l'he pioneers who first broke ground here accomplished a 
work unlike that which will fall to the lot of any succeeding 
generation. The hardships they endured, the obsracles they 
encountered, the life they led, the peculiar qualities they 
needed in their undertakings, and the traits of charac1er devel
oped by their works stand alone in our history. The genera• 
tion that knew these first pioneers is fast passing away. But 
there are sitting: in this audience to-day a few men and women 
whose memories date back to the early settlement. Here sits 
., gentleman near me who is older than the \\'estern Reserve. 
He remembers a time when the axe of the Connecticut pioneer 
had never awakened the echoes of the wilderness here. How 
strange and wonderful a transformation has taken place since 
he was a child! It is our sacred duty to rescue from oblivion 
the stirring recollections of such men, and preserve them as 
memorials of the past, as lessons for our own inspiration and 
the instruction of those who shall come after us. 

The materials for a history of this Reserve are rich and abun
dant. Its pioneers were not ignorant and thoughtless ad\·ent• 
urers, but men of established character, whose opinions on ci\'il 
and religious libeny had grown with their growlh and become 
the settled convictions of their maturer years. HOlh here and 
ir Connecticut the family records, journals, and letters, which 
arc preser\'ed in hundreds of families, if brought out and ar
"a..1ged in order, would throw a flood of light on e\·ery page of 
ou history. E\·en the brief notice which informed 1he citizens 
of this county that a meeting was to be held here to day to 
organize a Pioneer Society has called this great audience to
~ether, and they ha\'e brought with them many rich historical 
memorials. They have brought old colonial commissions 
;fren to early Connecticut soldiers of the Rt:\·olution, who be
came pioneers of the Reserve and \\ hose children are here 
to-day. They ha\'e brought church and other records which 
rlate back to the beg-inning of tht"'-e settlements. They have 
shown us implements of industry which 1he pioneers brought in 
with them, many of which have been supersedt!d by the superior 
mecilanical contrivances of our time. Some of these impJ.e. 



ments are symbols of the spirit and character of the pioneers ot 
the Reserve. Here is a broad-axe brought from Connecticut 
by John Ford, father of the late go,•emor of Ohio; and we are 
told that the first work done with this axe by that sturdy old 
pioneer, after he had finished a few cabins for the families that 
came with him 1 was to hew out the timbers for an academy, the 
Burton Academy, to which so many of our older men owe the 
foundation of their education, and from which sprang the ,Yest
ern Reserve College. 

These pioneers knew well that the three great forces which 
constitute the strength and glory of a free government are the 
familr, the school, and the church. These three they planted 
here, .... nd they nourished and cherished them with an energ:y 
and devotion scarcely equalled in any other quarter of the 
world. On this height were planted in the wilderness the sym
bols of thi-; trinity of powers; and here. let us hope1 m:iy be 
maintained forever the ancient faith of our fatners m the c;anr 
tity of the home. the intelligence of the school, and the faitbfuJ. 
ness of the church. \\'here these three cnmbine in prosperous 
union, the safety and prosperity of the nation are assured. ThP 
~lory of our country can never be dimme1l while these three 
lights are kept shini 1g with an undimmed 11strc 

The l>est single work on the Xorth-west Tcrritr>ry s Hinsdale's T,v (, 
,Vortlr e.l S,.;c the histories of Ohio and lndi,ma in th(", ".\mencan Com-

~i~~~£l:::i~~~~:~~:e~~::1~~l{?!r}:t?~~-:~~:~ ~~t~~3j:.! i;g~;~>l~,:J;d~);,] 
Zl:tj.{£1::;i'~{.!!:'.!tEJ),~7l·' ~~,,~\:'t~~:~~.~~~" '~~\!m:~· 
Whittlest)''i F.,1r~1· JI, l,•ry of Clr..dan I ,is a scholarly and th, rough w?rk, 
covrring 1n great part the general early history of the Re erve. f.ile \\ e t 

:::c:e::1:~n~r·1!0:~~alht!~i:t~f\h~lcR:~~~~c~3! G::::!~h~~1rfi~a~r. ~d~~~~-
g1\!en in the pre~nt leatle_t, was ori~nally published in this scncs. See e 
liTCS of Garfield, Benjamin F. Wade, and Jl)!hua R. Gidding for the. oobJe 
p.1n uken by the Western Reserve in the anti.-1la\·ery conflict. 
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IN obectie,ce t vour wBJ, I rife-, vocr u1mh1 or 
•he hc.pe or exc ut :i~ a part of thf' f);}em of Ful:lic m 
wh · ch ) ot: ha, e been plea fed to 1d pt, rn nemo v 
de • of t e moft iJlufirious and moft bi-ln,e c fo1 1 

country has ever ,r duced; and "h ch, while t anfmlt!. c, 

poflerity } ur fen c of the awful evert, f h- } rep1 font yot. ~ 
knowledge r.f the confummate exec cnce ~au to co j' II~ 
hc.-nc ur. 

lh:t"pcr.1te, ndced, 1s my attemrt un earth to meet cpr , ... 
fpondently this difpenfation of Ilca,·er., for, w 1ilf' with pious 
refign:1tion we fuhmit to the will of au , 11 gracious l'mv1dence, 
we can never ceafe lamenting, in our finite view of Onmirotcnt 
\\'ifdom, the heart-rending privation for which our nati(Jn weeps. 
\\"hen the civili1ed world {hakes to its centre i when c\'ery mo• 
mcnt gi\'eS hinh to flrange and moml'ntous changes; when our 
peaceful quarter of the globe, exempt is it h.1ppily has be n 
from any thare in the flaughter of the human race, n,a) yet be 
com clled to abandon her pacific policy. rnd ti '"'ifk the doleful 
1 1fu:ilties of \V",lr: what limit is there o ·he extent of our lofs, 
X,Jne within thG reach of m~~ words to exprefs; none whil h 
your feelings ,,ill not difa,·ow. 

T~e founder of our federate republic-our bul~~rk in war, 
our guide in pe:u·e, is no more 1 0 that this were I-tut qucr.ion• 
.1b1c' I lore, the comforter of the l\re het:, \\Oulc po1.r into 
our agomz.~1;.. hearts its balmy de,,. Hut,alas 1hcrc :s :10 hope 



for us; our \\ a01initon is remoYed fo~eyer I PoffefTi~g. the 
Houtefl frame and purefl: mind, he had palled nearly to his hxt) 
eig:hth year, in the enjoyment ~f high he~lth 1 when, !1ah1tuated 
by his care of us to neglect h1mfelf, a l11ght cold, d1freg irded, 
became inco1wenient on Fridav, opprefTive on ~aturday, and, 
ddyin<Y e\'ery medical interpofiiion, before the morning of Sun· 
day p;t an end to the befl of men. An end, did f fay? His 
fame furd\'es ! bounded only by the limits of _the earth, and I!) 
the extent of the human mind. He furviYes 111 our hearts- 111 

the g-rowincr knowledge of our children - in the affection of the 
good throughout the \:arid. .:\nd ~vl~en our monuments lhal.l be 
done away; when nations now.exillmg.fhall be no more;_\\hen 
even our young and far-fpreadrng empire fh~II have pe_n01ed; 
flill will our \\'alhington's glory unfaded fh1n~, and. die ~10t, 
until lo\'e of virtue ceafe on earth, or earth 11felf hnks uno 
chaos! 

1 low, my fellow-citizens, Oiall 1 fin~le to y<~ur ~r.11eful _hearts 
his pre-eminent worth? \\'here fhall I be~rn, 111 opcnmg 1.0 
your dew a charac"ter througl~ou~ fuhlime? !:>~all I fpea~ of lus 
warlike achievements, all fpnng111g from obedience to lw, coun
try's will, all directed 10 his countty's good? 

\\'ill you go wit!~ me to the bank: of .the \lo~?ngahela, to 
fee your youthful\\ alhington fupportmg, m th_e d1lmal .ho~1r of 
Indian viClory, the ill-fated Braddock, and fanng, by his JU<~g, 
ment and In· his valour, the remains of a defeated army, p1el1ed 
by the conql1ering fa\·age foe? or when, opp_reffed A'.nerica nobl) 
refol\·ing to rifk her all in defence of her \'1olated nghts, he was 
elevated by the unanimous voice of Congrefs to the command 
of her armies? \\'ill you follow him to the high grou_nds of 
Boflon, where, to an undifciplined, coura~eous and virtuous 
yeomanry, his prefence gave the flability of fyfiem, and infufed 
the invincibility of love of country? Or !hall I carry \'OU to 
the painful fcenes of Long-Illand, York-Ifland. and Ncw-Jtrfey, 
when, combating fuperior and gallant armies, aided by powerful 
fleets and led by chiefs high in the roll of fame, he flood the 
bulw;rk of our fafety, undifmayed by difaller, unchanged by 
change of fonune? Or will you view him in the precarious 
fields of Trenton, where deep gloom, unnerving e\·ery arm, 
rei~ned triumphant through our thinned, worn d?wn, unaided 
ranks-himfelf unmoved? Dreadful was the night. It was 
about this time of winter. The fl:orm raged . The Delawart!, 
rolling furioufly with floatin~ ice 1 forbade the approach of ma1_1. 
\\'atllington, felf-colleded, newed the tremendous fcene. His 

countrv called. Unappalled by furrounding dangers, he palTed 
to the ~hofblt! fhorc; he fought; he conqutred. The morn in~ fun 
cheered the ,\merican world. Our counlrv ro(e on the e\·ent; 
and her daun1lef"i Chief, purfuing his blo;v, completed in the 
lawns of Princeton what his vafl foul Jud conceived on the 
lhores of Delaware. 

l'hence to the flrong grounds of :\[orriflown he led his fmall 
but ~allant band; and through an eventful winter, by the hi;..:-h 
efforts of his ~enius, whofe matchlefs force was mea(urable 01~ly 
by the g:rowth of difficulties, he held in cht::ck formidable hoflt!e 
leg-ions, con_ducl:ed by a chief experienced in tl~e art of war, an<l 
famed for his valour on the e\'er memorable heights of Abraham, 
where fell \\'olfc, Montcalm, and lince, our much lamented 

~;rn~gr~1~~~~~ ~! ~~:e~~~n::l;: t~~:ta, I ~u~h~~tf1~rrt::
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animated bv his refitUefs example, rallied around our country's 
llandard, ,,rid continued to follow her belo\'ed Chief through the 
various and trying fcenes to which the dellinies of our Union 
led. 

\\'ho is there that has forgotten the vales of Brandywine, 
the fields of Germantown, or the plains of ~[onmouth? E\'ery 
where prefent, wants of e\'ery kind obflruding, -~rnmerous and 
valiant armies encountering, himfelf a hofl1 he alluaged our fuf
ferings, limited our privations, and upheld our tottering republic. 
Shall I difplay to you the fpread of the fire of his foul, by re
hcarling the praifes of the hero of Saratoga, a~1d his much loved 
compeer of the Carolinas? No: our \Valhmgton wears not 
borrowed glory. To Gates, to Greene, he gave wilhout referve 
the applaufe due to their eminent merit; and long may the 
chiefs of Saraloga and of Eutaws receive the grateful refped 
of a grateful people. 

1\'[oving in his own orbit, he imparted heat and light to his 
mofl diflant fatcllites; and combining the phyfical and moral 
force of all within his fphere, with irrefifiible weight he took his 
courfe, commiferating folly, difdaining vice, difmaying treafon, 
and invigorating defpondency; until the aufpicious hour arrive~, 
when, united with the intrepid forces of a potent and magna111-
mous ally, he brought to !ubmifTion the fince conqueror of 
India; thus finilhing his long career of military glory with a 
luflre correfponding to his great name, and, in this his Jail ac1 
of war, atlixing the feal of fate to our nation's birth. 

To the horrid din of battle fweet peace fucceeded; and our 
vinuous Chief, mindful only of the common good, in a moment 



tempting perfonal aggrandizement, hu(hed the difcontents of 
growing (edition, and, furrendering his power into the hands 
from which he had received it, converted his [word into a 
ploughOrnre; teaching an admiring world, that to be truly great 
you muft be truly good. 

Were I to flop here, tbe would be incomplete, and 
the ta:fk irnpofed unfini01ed. as was our Wafhington in 
war, and as much as did that greatnefs contribute to produce 
the American republic, it is not in war alone his pre-eminence 
fi.ands confpicuous. His various talents, combining all the 
capacities of a fiatefman with thofe of a foldier, fitted him alike 
to guide the councils and the armies of our nation. Scarcely 
had he refted from bis martial toils, while his invaluable parental 
advice was fi.ill founding in our ears, when he, who had been 
our 01ield ~nd our fword, was called forth to act a lefs fplendid, 
but more important part. 

Poffeffing a clear and penetrating mind, a flrong and found 
judgment1 calmnefs and temper for deliberation, with invincible 
firrnnefs and perfeverance in refolutions maturely formed i draw
ing information from all i acting from himfelf, with incorruptible 
integrity and unvarying patrioti(m; his own fuperiority and the 
public confidence alike marked him as the man defigned by 
He.aven to lea? in the great political as well as military events 
winch have d1fiingui01ed the era of his life. 

The finger .of an ~ver-ruling Providence, pointing at Wafh
ington, was neither mdlaken nor unobferved, when, to realize 
the va.fl. hopes to which our revolution had given birth, a change 
of poht1cal fyftem became indifpenfable. 

How novel, how grand the fpectacle ! Independent States 
fl~etcbed over an immenfe territory, and known only by common 
d1ffi.c~lty, clinging to their union as the rock of their fafety; . 
dec1dmg, by frank comparifon o( their relative condition, to rear 
on that rock, under the guidance of reafon, a common govern
m.ent, th.rough who.re commanding protection, liberty and order, 
with their Jon~ tra1~ of bleffings, fhould be fafe to themfelves, 
and th.e fore mhentance of their pofterity. 

This arduous tafk devolved on citizens (elected by the 
people, from knowledge of their wifdom and confidence in 
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how faithful were the labours of himfelf and his compatriots, the 

work of their hands, and our union, ftrength and profperity, the 
fruits of that work, beft atteft. 

But to have effentially aided in prefenting to his country 
this confurnmation of her hopes, neither fatisfiecl the claims of 
his fellow-citizens ·on his talents, nor thofe duties which the 
poffeffion of thofe talents irnpofed. Heaven had not infufed 
into his mind fuch an uncommon fhare of its ethereal fpirit to 
remain unemployed, nor beftowed on him his genius unaccom
panied with the correfponding duty of devoting it to the com
mon good. To have framed a Conflitution, was fhewing only, 
without realizing, the general happinefs. This great work re
mained to be done; and America, /leadfaft in her preference, 
with one voice furnmoned her beloved Wathington, unpractifed 
as he was in the duties of civil adminiftration, to execute this 
!aft act in the completion of the national felicity. Obedient to 
her call, he affumed the high office with that felf-diftruft pecul
iar to his innate modefiy, the conftant attendant of pre-eminent 
virtue. What was the burO: of joy through our anxious land on 
this exhilarating event, is known to us all. The aged, the 
young, the brave, the fair, rivalled each other in demonftrations 
of their gratitude; and this high-wrought, delightful fcene was 
heightened in its effect1 by the fingular contefr between the 
zeal of the beftowers and the avoidance of the receiver of 
the honours beftowed. 

Commencing his adminifhation, what heart is not charmed 
with the recollection of the pure and wife principles announced 
by himfelf, as the bafis of his political life? He berl: under
ilood the indiffoluble union between virtue and happinefs, be
tween duty and advantage, between the genuine maxims of an 
honeO: and magnanimous policy, and the folid rewards of pub
lic profperity and individual felicity . Watching with an equal 

• and comprehenfive eye over this great affem~lage of communi
ties and interefts, he laid the foundations of our national policy 
in the unerring, immutable principles of morality, bafed on 
religion, exemplifying the pre-eminence of a free government 
by all the attributes which win the affections of its citizens, or 
command the refpect of the world. 

"Ofortnnatosnimium, fuafibonanorint!" 

Leading through the complicated difficulties produced by 
previous obligations and conflicting interefts, feconded by fuc
ceeding Houfes of Congrefs, enlightened and patriotic, he fur-



mi unte1 a:: original obilruction, and brightened •he path of 
ou nat or I felicitv. 

1'1:le prefiden•i;I term expirin~, his 'clititude to exchange 
ex,, , uion for humility returned ,\ 1th 1 force mere.lied \l' 1 J: 

incrcafe of age; and he had prepared his Farewell Add refs t, 
his countrymen, proclaiming his intention, when the united. 
inteq Jlition of all around him, enforced by the eYe_nt£ul prof• 
pt.'l •s of the epoch, produced a further facrifice of inclination 
to duty. The election of Preliclent followed; and Washin~ton, 
hy the unanimous Yote of the nation, was called to refume the 
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citizen combining- an affemblage of talents forbidding rivalry, 
and llifling e,·en envy itfelf? Such a nation oug-ht to be happy; 
fuch a Chief mufl be for e,·er re, ered. 

War, long menaced by the Indian tribes, now broke out 
and thf" terrible contlitt, delu~ing Europe with blood, began to 
fhed its baneful influence oYer our happy land. To the firfl, 
0111-llretching his invincible arm, under the orders of the gallant 
\\ ayne, the American eagle foared triumphant through di(} ult 
for tls. Peace followed ,·idon· rnd t':le meliontion of the con
dit1on 0£ the em:my foltm\ed peace Godlike \' rtue ! w,-..:ch 
uplifts e,·en the iul>dued fa\"age. 

l'o he fecond he oppofed himielf. Xew and delicate w1s 
the conjuncture, and great was the !lake. Soon did his penc
tr.1ting mind <lifcern and feize the ouly courfc, continuing- to us 
all thf' felicity enjoyed. He iffu<"d his procbmation of neutral
ity. This index to his whole fubfequent conduct was fannioned 
by tht.· approbation of both l locles of Con~rel!';, and b~ the 
approvin~ ,·oice of the people. 

T o this fuhlirne pol icy he inviolably adhered, u n mo\"ed liy 
forl·ign intrulion, unlhaken by domcflic turbuknce. 

\f:l.intaining- his pacific fyllem ,t the expenfe of no duty. 
Amern:1, faithful to herfelf, and unflained in hl•r honour, con• 
tinued to enjo_\' the delights of peace, while a1TiiCtcc1 .Europe 
mour 1s in e,·er} quarter under the accumu'.t· d miferies ,f an 
unex 1111pled war; miferies in which our happ) country mutl 
have !hared, had not our pre-eminent \\'all1ington been as firm 
in council as he w.1s braYe in the field . 

Pur(uing flcadfaflly his courl""e, he held f fc the pLblic h:1ppi• 
nefs, prc\"cn; ing foreign war, and que n~ , 1tcrnal difcord, · 
the re,olring- period of a third election a proachcd. v.hcn he 
executed lu-; interrupted, hut inexting:ui liable defire of returning 
to the humble walks of private life. 

The promulg-:Hion of his fixed rcfolution flopped the anxious 
wlfhes of an affectionate people from adding a third una111mous 
tellimonial of their unab;ttcd confidence in the man fo long 
enthroned in their hearts. \\'hen before was atlt:Etion like this 
e:xh bited on earth? Turn o,·er the records of ancient Greece; 
re\·iew the annals of mighty Rome~ examine the volumes of 
modern Europe-you fcarch in ,·ain . .-\merica and her \\'afh. 
ington only afford the dignified exemplification. 

The illullrious pcrfonage called hy the national voice in 
luccelfion to the arduous office of g;uidin~ a free people, had new 
difficulti~·s to encounter. The amicable effort of fettling our 
difficulties with France, hegun by \\'alhington, and purfued by 
his fucccffor in virtue as in nation, proving aborti\"c, .-\merica 
took meafures of felf-clefence . Xo l"ooner was the public mind 
roufet.l hy a prufped of danger, than e\t~ry eye was turned to 
the frit:n<l of :11!, though fecluded from public \'icw, and grey 

, in public fen·ice. J'hf" virtuous \"eteran, followin~ his ploug-h, 
~ recehed the unexpccte,l fummons with mingled emoti,,ns of 

indi~nation at the unmerited ill treatment of his country, and 
of a determination once more to rifk his all in her ddeni.:e. 

l'he annunciation of thefe feelings in his 1ffeding letter to 
the Prdl<lcnl, acceping- the command of the army, cone udes 
his official conduct. 

Hrll in wnr, firll in pence. and fir!l in the hearts of his 
countrymen, he w.1s fecond 10 none in the humble and endear
ing fcenes of pri vate life . Pious, jull, humane, te mperate and 
tincere; uniform, di~nified and commanding, his example was 
as edifying to all around him, as were the effecls of that example 
lall1ng. 

To his equals he was condefcending, to his inferiors kind, 
and to the dear object of his affections exemplarily tender. 
Corrett throughout, \·ice thuddered in his prefcnce, and \·irtue 
always felt his follerin~ hand . The purity of his prh·ate char
.1Cter ~a\"e efful~t:nce to his public \"irtues. 

llis Ian fcene comported with the whole tenor of his life. 
.\ lthou.~h in extreme pain, not a tigh. not a groan efcaped him_; 
and wtth unrlillurbe<l ferenit\' he cloied his well-fpent life. 
Such was 1he man .\ merica has lofll Such was the man for 
whom our n·ttion mourns l 



Methinks I fee his auguft image, and hear, falling from his 
,•cncrable lips, thefe deep finking words: 

11 Cease, Sons of America, lamenting our feparation. Go on, 
and confirm by your wifdom the fruits of our joint councils, 
joint efforts, and common dangers. Reverence religion; diffufe 
knowledge throughout your land; patronize the arts. and 
fciences; let liberty and order be infeparable compamons; 
control party fpirit, the bane of free government; obferve good 
faith to, and cultivate peace with all nations; !hut up every 
a,·enue to foreign influence i contract rather than extend 
national connexion; rely on yourfelves only : be American in 
thought and deed. Thus will you give immortality to that 
union, which was the confiant object of my terrefirial la.hours: 
thus will you preferve undifiurbed to the lateft poflenty the 
felicity of a people to me moft dear i and thus will you ~upply 
(if my happinefs is now aught to you) the only vacancy 111 the 
round of pure blifs high Heaven bcftows.'' 

So i,;hort was \Vashington's illne,;s that, at the seat of government, the 
intelligence of his death preceded that of his indisposition. It was first 
communicattd hy a pa<.senger in the stage to an acquaintance whom he met 
in the street, and the report quickly reached the house of representatives 
which wa..,; then in session. The mmost dismay and affliction was displayed 
for a few minutes; arter which a member stated in his place the melancholy 
information which had been received. This information he said was not 

certain, hut there was too much reason to believe it true. 
"After recei,·ing intelligence," he added, "of a national calamity so 

heavy and attlicting, the house of representatives can he but ill fitted for 
public business." lie therefore moved an adjournment. Both houses 
adjourncduntilthenextday. 

On the succeeding day, as soon as the orders were read, the same 
member addressed the chair in the following terms: 

"The melancholy event which was yesterday announced with doubt, 
has been rendered but too certain. Our \\"ashington is no more! the hero, 
the patriot, and the sage of America-the man on whom, in times of clan
ger, evi:ry eye wa., turned, and all hopes were placed -lives now only in hb 
o,, n great actions, and in the hearts of an affectionate and afflicted pe(Jple. 

"If, sir, it had even not been usual openly to testify respt.-ct for the 
memory of those whom heaven has selected as its instruments for dispensing 
~ood to man, yet, such has been the uncommon worth, and such the ex 
traordi11ary incidents which have marked the life of him whose lo,.;s we all 
deplore, that the whole ,\merican nation, impelled by the same feelings, 

,,ould call, with IU;: ,oic...:, for a public manife:-tation of that sorrow which 
i:-. so dee1J and so universal. 

";\f ,re than any other individual, and as much as to one mc1ividual 
was possible, has he c 1111 bute<l to found 1hb our \\idc sureadin empire, 
an· to gi\'e to the western \\Orld independence and freedom. 

" I la,in~ effo..:ted the great object for \\·hich he was placed at the head 
of our armies, we ha\·e seen him convert 1he sword into the plough,hare, 
and <.ink the soldier into the citizen 

"\\'hen the debility of our £ederal sp•tem had hecome manifest, and 
the bond-; which connected thi .. vast continent were dissolving, we have seen 

him the chkf of those patriots who formed for us a constitution, which, by 
lHeserving the union, will, I trust, substantiate and perpetuate those bless• 
ings which our rcvc1]ution had prnmbed to bestow. 

" I 11 ohedie11ce to the general voice of his country calling him to pre 
!iidc over a greaL people, we have seen him once more quit the rctirt·ment 
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'lnd contrihute, more than any other could contribute, to the estahlishmc11t 
or that -;ystem of p,,licy, which will, I trust, yet pre:-.erve our peace, our 
honour, nd onr independence. 

"I lavmg hccn twice unanimously chosen the chief mag:i .. trate of a free 
people, \\e have :-.een him, at a time when hi..; re-election with unhcr:-.al 
suffrage could not he doubted, afford to the world a rare inslance of mod
erat1011, by withdra\\ing from his high station to the peaceful walks of 
private life. 

'' llowe,cr the publit confidence may change, and the public affections 
tluctuate with rc-spect to others, with respect to him, they have, in \\ar and 
in peace, in public am\ in private life, been as steady as his own firm mind, 
and a:-. constant as his own exalted drtues. 

"I.ct us then, \lr. Speaker, pay the last tribute of respect and affection 
to·our departed friend. l.t'l the grand council of the nation display those 
scutimc1lls which the nation feels. For this purpose I hold in my hand 
~0111c resolutions which I take the liberty of offering to the house.'' 

rh~ rc.-;olutions,' after a preamble stating the death of General Wash
in1,ton, were in the following terms· 

" Resoh eel, that this house will wait on the President in condolence of 
thismournfulennt. 

"Re:.oh-cd, that thf..: s1,e.1.ker's chair he shrouded with black, and that 
the nemhers 111J otficers of the house wear black during lhe se sion. 

1Th r luiQ I we 'llffpattd bJGeneral l.tt,,.h h ppenlng not to beinll,jSp ce 
when l1en1 la, h1 v ntel "a!lreceh·ed and fir.;t nentiQ cdi, theho..se, laced them 

•h h n o h m :nbet w o o\·ed them. 
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.. J{c olv~, that a ommittee, m con1unction \\ith nnc from th senar .... 
be 11.ppomte<l 10 ons1der on the m,,st au1tahlc m;,anncr of paym~ honour to 
the memoh d the man, 61"!'-t in •·a.r, first ,n pe c , and Iii st n the 1carts of 
his fc1l01, ciuzcns." 1 

l111mcdi,1td~ aflc, the pa,~agc of these rc~olution!'I, a written mcs:-;ati: 

wa lt:lehed frnm the Prc,-idcnt, acc.:omp:uwinJ,! a letter fn,m :\11· J.,-,tr, 

whkh he saitl, "\1ill inform you that it had pleaSt·d Ih,i11c l'rovid('nce lo 
remove frort1 this iife our t::h·cllent fellov.-citU.cn, George \\' u,.hi11g11 n, hv 
the purit)· ot hi~ lift:, and a long ,t:ries o{ aen·ke:; to his. counlrl, rcndne:I 
ilhati iou through the w1•rld. It remains for an afrcnionate , ml ~rateiul 
pcopll', in whos<.: heart:; he can never c\i,._, to pav suit,d1lc honour to hi:-1 
mt:mory." 

ro the ..,peaker and members of the hou"e of representatives who 
waite I on him in pm uance of the resolution wluch had l,e~n tm·nti,}ned, he 
ex pre. cd the i.amc fleer-felt and affccti,matc respect u fc,r the mo-.t II 1s
triou aud lx·Jo,·ed personage ..\mcrica hat! en~r Hoduced." 

!"he t:natl', on thi. melancholy occa-.inn, addre:i cd to the !'resident the 
follm\ill(;:lcttcr. 

"The senate of the L nit"d State~ respectfully t:lke leave, si1, to txpre!l<i 
to ,·ou the•r dPep rrgrl't for 1e los.i thdr c :)Untry sustai11i in the kath o( 
{1eneral <,eorgc \\"ashi11gton. 

"This e,ent, so dnstuissing to all JUT feUow•citi.zen , mu-.t peculiarly 
'leavy l• you \\ho have long heen associatccl \,ith him in ,/~ • .Ir -,fp1lr1oltJm. 

l'crmit LS, sir, tn mingle our tears "ith yours. Ou thi'I occa-.ion it is manly 
to ,,cep. To Jo-.e t.uch a man, at such a cri-.is, i-.i n,, couunon ca\amitr to 
the world. Our countr\" mourn-. a f.tther. The .\lmighty disp1Jl-;er of hu 
1•1an e, cuts hai taken frmn u-. our grc;1teq bcnctactor and nnament It 

liecomcs 1s to trnhmit with renrencc, to I lim who • makl·th darkness 'u" 
pavilion. 

'' With pat1i11tic pride we review the lite of our \Va-.hin).:ton, and c·,,m 
pate him with tho,;e of other countries who han,: hecn preeminent in fame. 

;~~c~e:,',~ a::~:~o~;;:: 1:;';::;;a~eu~'.~:~nfi;11:1:\~1t::~;~e:1~~\n !:~:a::;~l~,~7.d ~t;11; 
destroyer:-t natic•n t~ abashed at the majesty o1 iu , rtues It re
p.rove I 1e intcmp,·r,rnce their ambilion, and darkcucd the splend1 ur of 
v1cto1y. The scene Ii clo. ed-and 1,e are no loni.::er an.~iou'I Jest mi-.fortune 

~::·::\::''.:~.i~:.7. ;~·:.~~.~::::;:,::~;~~1.~::::~~,~~~:~·,::~~:·.:7:E:~~~ 

of h~\Cn, 1,e <lei:mrttd wuhout exhibiting th w(:aknes. humanit'-
rnal!uammou'I n death. the darkne-.-. :if he tra,·e could not o"8cure h s 

brghtness. 
"S111 h wa" t,1e 111.111 whom we deplore. Th-nk" to <iod, 11 glory s 

011summate<l. \\'a-.hington yet live,; on earth in his '-potl~~ example -

his-..piritisinhcaven. 

·• l.t:t hi11 countn-men t-om,ecrate the memmy nf the herr c gen(,'.ll, the 
patriotic statcsm.111, and the viriuous sa~e; let 1hcm tcad1 t 1eir children 
11t',·t:r to fo1get that the fruit'i of his Jabour-. aml hi-. example ar~ lk11r 

11,her·u,,r." 

ro this address the l'rc-.ident returned the followin~ answ('r: "-I re 
ccive, with the 1110,;t re!IJ1Cl·tful and affectionate sentiments, in this imprcs 
sive add1es-., the ohliging cxprc!-sions of your regret for the I, ss our country 
h;" SlL"ltained in the death of her mo,;t cstL-emed, be!o,·ed, and admired 
citizen. 

('\·en·:, 
1;:l:lh: i11111~:;~\~~': I~~~ ~(:"5~l~1:~:~:~~h::: s::~~~:l~lti~;

1;h:~l.~ ;:~,;1:c\:·:~~i1;? 
in -..ome of th cenes of hi-, ilcepe-..t clbtrcss and most trying JX'lplexitie-. 
I ha'"e ;ilso attended him in his highest ele\·ation and most pro-.perous 
elicity, Ylith uniform aclmiratinn of hi-. \\isdom, moderatic,n, .an<1 con'-tanq. 

" .\ mong all our original ;1-.sociates in that mt•moral,le l,ax11r "I 1l11J "',,. 
lmtnl n 177,1. which first expre-.-.ed the So\'ereisn wir •>fa Free . ·ation 
in .\merka, he wa-. the mly one remaining in the general gm·ernme11t, 
.-\ It hough with a con!-ititution more enfeehled than his, at an age when he 
thought it ncce~sary to prq,arc for retiremeot, I feel my-..elf alont.", hc-reaved 
of my a-.t hrnther; yet I derive a -..trong consoJ.,tion from the unanimou-.; 

disp0f>itio11 wh1t.:h appears in all age-. and cla,. .. es to min~le their i.orrows with 
mine on this common calamit\' to the world. 

"The lite of our \\"ao;hington cannot suffer h\· a compari-.on with thoSf' 

of other countries whn have hecn most celtbrated and e~altcd hy fame. 
Thcattrihutcs and decorations of rn.1•11/(1•coutd only have ..,en·l·cl lo eclip ... e 
the majesty nf those drtues which made him, from being a mode"t oli':4'11, a 
more rt-i.plcude11t luminary. \1isfonune, had he lived, conic\ hereafter have 

ullied hi.'I glory onh· "ith th e i.uperficial mincls whn, belienn~ that char• 
acte1s an~ i\lti()fui are marked by ... ucces-.. alon<', rarely dei-ene to enj11y it. 
,V,z!, r coulc\ never bla'-t hi honour, and Fm•y made hm, a smgu1.u excc1>
tinn to her uuiversal rule. For himself he had lived long enough to life aud 

to glory-for hi!S fellm,,ritiu·ns, if their pravers could have IJt>en nn~wered, 
1e would h.1,e. been immo1t.ll for me, his departure isat a 1110"-t mi fortunate 
noment. Tru ting, howevc-r. m the \\ i<.•! and righteous dominion f Provi• 
lence m • the pa ... sions of me 1, ;md the re.,.ults of t leir coum ils and action~ 
is wt:11 a~ \'Cr their li\e'-, nothing rem. in" tor me but J,u,,,IJ/r rt11){11,1ho11. 

'lli,i example i-. now cc,mplete; and it will teach \\i-.cl11m and ,·irtue 



to ma;"strates, citilen..;, and men, not :mlv in the pre en! age, hut n future 
generation'-, as long as our hbtory :,,h:..11 be react. If a Traj n fuund Plim 
a ;\larcus Aurelius can never want biographers, eulog:istc;, or hio:;.torians." 

The joint committee which hart been appointed to devis1 the 1111"' le hy 
which tin nal:on i-huuld expn·ss its ·eelings on this mdancholv oeca. ion, 
ported the following resolutions: 

"That a m:trhle monument he ereded hy the t.:nited St.1.tes at the city 
of \\'"t!-hington, and that the family of General Washington be requested to 
pt:rniit his body to be deposited under it; and that the monunwnt be ,,o 
designed a,. to commemorate the great e\·cnts of his military anJ political 
life ... 

"That there be a funeral proce:--sion from congress hall to the German 
I.uther:tn church, in memory of General Washington, on Thursday, the :!6th 
instant, and that an oration he prepared at the request of coug1css, to be 
delivered hefore hoth hou:-e-; on that day; and that the president of the sen
ate, and speaker of the house of rcpre-.entatives, be desired to request one 
of the members of congress to prep::i.re ,md dc]i\"cr the same. 

"That it be recommended to the people 01 the Pnited State:,; to \\ear 
crape on the left arm as a mourning for thirty dars, 

"That the Presidt·nt of the L""nited States he reqm·sted to d;rcct a copy 
of these solutions to be tra11smitted to ,rrs. \\'ashi11gton, a ... -.ui ng her of the 
profound respect congress will ever hear to her pcrion nnd characti i-1 o{ 1hdr 
condokn<"c on th1,; late 'lffecting dispensation of Providence, and entre:ltin1~ 
her assent to the interment of the remains o (~cneral \\"ashington in the 
manner expressed in the first resolution. 

"That the President he requested to issue hi,; prodamation, notifying o 
the people throughout the United States the recommendation contained in 
the third resolution." 

wou;~;h;~:i:c:~l\11:::1:d::::s:~e:~:i:/:t:::"' c~;~~:~mi~~1:l~~rr:~~. tl~~1:: :::~:~~ 
nation appeared in mourning. 
and the eloquent oratton, which was delivered on the occa.,;iou 
Lee, was heard with profound attention and with deep intere:-L 

Throughout the United States similar marks o( afl\it:tion were cxhih
ited. In every part of the continent funeral orations were delivered, and 
the hest talent,; of the nation were devoted to an expre:--:-ion of the nation'.,; 
grief.-ilf.lrsh,lll's Life of JVr.ukiuglon. 


