
NOTE TO USERS: 

THE PROCESS OF CREATING THIS PDF ALTERED THE ORIGINAL PAGINATION OF 

THE INTERVIEW TRANSCRIPT. CONSEQUENTLY, THE PAGE NUMBERS LISTED IN 

THE TABLE OF CONTENTS AND INDEX GIVE AN APPROXIMATE INDICATION OF 

WHERE THE INFORMATION CAN BE FOUND BUT ARE NOT STRICTLY ACCURATE. 





SO BRIEF THE T IME 

BY 

HENRY JAMES FORMAN 

Completed under the auspices 
of the 

Oral History Project 

University of California 
Loa Angelas 

1961 

Copyright <c> 
the Regents of the Un ivers i t y of California' 



This manuscript la hereby Mdt available for yMHrtii 
purposes only. A H literary right* in the wuausoript, 
Including the right to publication, ir« reserved to tho 
University Library ot the Oniveraity of California at 
Los Angeles* Bo port of tho nanusoript nay bo quoted 
for publication without the written permission of the 
University Librarian of the University of California 
at Los Angeles* 



TABLE OF CONTENTS 

Horatio Alger Pattern 1 
A Charmed Circle 19 
How Roosevelt Made Peace 38 
I Become an Editor . . 56 
A Dream Come True 71 
"President-Making" 93 
Journey Into Solitude 108 
Hear Esperanto 123 
An English Country House 132 
A House In Washington Square 14-2 
Turning Point 168 
Honeymoon In Normandy 178 
The Eye of the Hurricane 205 
Tokyo-Peking 238 
Switzerland, The Switchboard 262 
God Bless Connecticut 286 
Sicily, Playground of the Gods 311 
London Revisited 337 
Works and Days 364 
Harvard at the Turn of the Century 382 
New Directions 4-06 
Bookmanship 419 
The Riviera and Zen 4-36 
"The Tragic Mischief" 4-53 
"Truth Is One" 4-67 



A NOTE ON PA GE NUMBER 46: 

Due to a typographical error, two consecutive pages were given page number 
46. The page numbers have now been designated as page 46 and 46a. 



Introduction 

P-xvK 
Henry James Forman moved from Wlnterhaven, Florida, 

to Lob Angelas, California in 195^* It was a happy move 

for the U C L A Office of Oral History sines it placed within 

reach of our tape recorder a gold mine of literary and 

historical recollections) Mr. Forman1s memoirs of a long 

and distinguished life. 

Speaking as he does with a "Harvard accent," one 

would never guess that he was born in Ozarist Russia, but 

he wasJ Nor would one believe the date, February 17, 1879, 

for Mr. Forman is an anCimated conversationalist, an active 

and creating "senior citizen." When engaged in conversation, 

Mr. Forman effortlessly displays hiB many talents and achieve-

ments* he is a multl-linguistj a gifted writer] a talented 

editor, and a wonderful story-teller. And, fortunately, he 

is blessed with the best of all gifts, a superb memory. 

In 1903, Mr. Forman took his B. A. from Harvard (thus 

the "accent"). At a subsequent date he studied at the 

£oole des Hautes Etudes Sociales In Paris. For two years, 

beginning soon after his Harvard graduation, he served his 

newspaper apprenticeship on the New York Sun* catching as 

a prime assignment the job of special correspondent attached 

to President Theodore Roosevelt during the Russo-Japanese 

Peaoe Conference in 1905* 

In succeeding years he moved from the reporting into 
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the editorial field. His first appointment was as literary 

editor of Appleton's Magazine in 1905. This was followed 

by a brief tenure as political editor for the Literary 

Digest* In 1906, he was appointed associate editor and 

general manager for the North Araerioan Review, and served 

in that capacity until 1910* Subsequent editorial appoint-

ments included a year's position on the editorial staff of 

Collier's Weekly. 1913-1934, and the position of manag**aa& 

editor, 191ij.-19l8, 

In 1910, his first book effort as an independent author 

appeared, _In the Footprints of Heine. But this was only 

the first of many more to come* An examination of his 

writings (a list is appended to this volume) reflects the 

variety of both his talent and interest: travel accounts, 

sociological studies, psychological murder mysteries, pro-

found treatments of the world's religions. 

Allan Nevins, an old New York friend, once remarked, 
nHr* Forman is an artist." The memoir which follows reflects 

that statement. It is a memoir fashioned with care and 

carefully edited. The interviews were conducted and reoorded 

by Doyce B. Nunis over a four month's period, 1959-1960. 

The preliminary draft of the text was edited by Mr. Nunis 

and Mrs. Elizabeth I. Dixon. However, the final copy and 

structure were given to the manuscript solely by Mr. Forman. 

The finished product is his exclusively. It is an auto-

biography of a sensitive and perceptive hitman being. 



HORATIO ALGER PATTERN 

The arrival of young men, and young women, boo, 
in New York to seek their fortune, the Dick Whittington 
"business, has been told and written over and over, in 
every conceivable form. But Just as there are nine and 
forty ways of composing tribal lays, and every blessed 
one of them is right, so every such adventure has at 
least a trace of interest, if only because each and every 
one of us is a distinct and different individuality. 

During my last years of college I became 
acquainted with Pitts Sanborn, who was later to become one 
of the best known among New York's music critics. He had 
been graduated some two or three years before me, had 
already been teaching in a private school, and made up 
his mind that he did not wish to continue teaching. He 
wanted to write stories in the manner of Henry James. 
That is why he returned to Cambridge. 

For no known reason we took to each other and 
during long walks to Spy Pond and long bull sessions in 
my room in Stoughton Hall, we discussed everything, but 
principally our future and a possible assault on New York. 
He suggested that after my graduation we go to New York 
together. That was all very well, but even in New York 
one had to have somewhere to land. I proposed that he go 
first and find a furnished room for us. 
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But he had a better plan. The so called college 
Settlement House, modeled upon Jane Addam's Hull House of 
Chicago, was a feature of welfare work at that time. 
Young men and women fresh from college came and dwelt 
there in a kind of urbane monastic!sm and supposedly 
brought culture to the underprivileged. Pitts knew of an 
uptown settlement house close to the East River where, 
should we care to come, we would be welcome. He was 
already in correspondence with the director. A large room 
with two couches was waiting for us. Board was supplied 
to the "workers." The work of the workers consisted 
chiefly in desultory evening classes, young people's clubs, 
and generally mingling with the youthful frequenters. For 
board and room Pitts and I were each to pay the nominal 
sum of six dollars a week. It sounded Utopian. 

A week after my graduation—a week spent at 
Provincetown chiefly on a fishing boat—Pitts Sanborn and 
I came to New York to do good in a settlement house. I 
fear we were but indifferent do-gooders. We ourselves 
needed some good done to us. We needed someone to give us 
or to help us get Jobs. That was after all what we had 
come to Hew York for. Many of those office boys, shipping 
clerks and elevator lads I was supposed to enlighten were 
better off than I was. They had Jobs with pay. What 
had I? A Bachelor of Arts degree from Harvard College, a 
few debts and nothing more. Yet everyone in New York 
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seemed to "be busy. It was the most cheerfully busy place 
I had ever been in. Somehow the headlong flight that 
possesses everyone today in the streets of New York was 
not yet visible—at least not to my eyes. Automotive 
travel, stop lights, gas fumes, the diabolic tangle of 
traffic, was still in the future. The strained faces 
were rarer and fewer. The shining carriages and other 
vehicles had a graceful air about them. Shining and high 
stepping horses, shining rubber tired phaetons and traps, 
beautiful, or at least richly gowned women with parasols— 
this was life I No mists of memory obscure that picture. 
Like the horses and the carriages, it still is shining 
in the vista of the past, sunlit, almost halcyon. Death 
eynA the raven, in the words of T. S. Eliot, had not yet 
come to drift above us perpetually. It seemed a world of 
hope and joy and security. 

I had no fear of it. What was there to fear? 
Once the entering wedge of a job and a livelihood were 
found, the rest would inevitably follow. The old drive, 
that had carried me through those arduous years of labor 
and study, that in fact had brought me here to view this 
scene, reasserted itself. I knew I should soon be part 
of all this as I had become part of the past. 

In my pocket I had perhaps a dozen letters of 
introduction given me by Melville E. Stone, Manager of the 
Associated Press. Someone had sent me a letter to him and 
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I had gone to see him immediately after my arrival. He 
was a wiry, quiveringly busy man. He explained quickly 
that the Associated Press was no place for me. Compared 
with me, all employed there were experts. I was nothing, 
a fledgling, a cub. I must seek work elsewhere, where I 
could learn the rudiments of journalism. He pressed a 
button, dictated a letter to a stenographer, told her to 
write the same letter to every city or managing editor of 
every newspaper in town, with the exception of the Sun. 
The Sun had a feud with the Associated Press and managed 
without its services. 

With dry-mouthed excitement I began to visit 
newspaper offices. 

Up stairways, up in elevators, from one office 
to another I made my way, chiefly in the Park Row region, 
seeking to impress busy youngish men, who had no time to 
talk to me, to whom I was one of the occupational nuisances, 
a green applicant for a job. My Harvard degree, cum laude, 
which I had fought and struggled and toiled for as though 
it were the Golden Fleece, was about as useful to me as— 
the Golden Fleece. 

One man, the City Editor of that highly repu-
table newspaper, the Commercial Advertiser, had a new 
black darby resting on the crest of his roll-top desk, 
behind which he sat absorbed in a piece of copy. Never-
theless he let me come in to see him. I myself felt shy 
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about accepting his courtesy when I noted the furrow 
between his eyes and his tense absorption. As with 
tremulous hands, I handed hirn the Melville E. Stone letter, 
I had the bad luck clumsily to knock his beautiful black 
derby off its perch to the floor. A fearful oath had risen 
to his lips, but he bit it off at an early stage as he 
saw my anguished embarrassment and heard my stammering 
excuses. His eyes flashed an anger so incandescent it ail 
but burnt me. 

"Ho—nothing here," he muttered with surprising 
control, and I knew with certainty I should never work on 
the Commercial Advertiser. He was a gentleman, but at 
the moment a far too angry one even to ask me to leave an 
address. 

It did not matter. All I wanted was to get out 
of that office. Others, many others, had asked me to 
leave my address, or in some cases merely shoved a pad of 
scratch paper toward me, without actually repeating the 
unnecessary formula. "Leave your address," "Put down 
your address,"—it seemed like some heart-breaking hoax. 
What was the use of it? They did not want me. They had 
nothing to offer, and if they had they would not offer it 
to me. In two days I exhausted my stock of Stone letters. 
They had brought me nothing, but at least they were a 
kind of dubious passport to the desks of the men addressed. 
Henceforth I was on my own. At the time of this sombre 
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reflection I happened to pass the building of the New 
York Sun, then at Frankfort and Nassau Streets. I had 
no letter to the Sun. But what difference did that make? 
I might as well cover the ground, letter or no letter. 
With a heavy heart I climbed the narrow wooden stairs 
leading from the ground floor to the editorial rooms of 
the paper Dana had made famous, but which I had never 
read. 

The Sun office in those days was not merely 
shabby, but so cramped were the quarters the entire City 
Room lay open to the view of the visitor when he entered 
the door. The office boy at the door coulu not say the 
City Editor was out: you could see him sitting there at 
his battered desk near the window looking out on Nassau 
Street and City Hall Park. I demanded to see the City 
Editor. I fully expected to have a pad of paper shoved at 
me by the boy with the muttered warning that no jobs were 
available. Instead, however, a series of miracles began 
to happen. The boy asked for my name. He took it to the 
City Editor. The City Editor ordered that I be shown in. 
And all in a moment I was standing at his desk and ivas 
looking at the broad, long lipped, smooth shaven face of 0 
George Gallon. He was smiling. 

"vJhat can I do for you, nr. Eorman?" he inquired 
quizically. I told him I wanted a job. 

"And why should we give you a job?" he grinned. 
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"For many excellent reasons," I replied, catching 
something of his spirit. He motioned me to sit down. 
This was the fii'st time any City Editor ever even hinted 
at such a thing. With excitement and delight 1' began to 
tell him the little that made up my story. In the outside 
world, when you think back on the courses in literature or 
composition in which you labored so earnestly, they somehow 
turn pallid and papery and your mind automatically gropes 
for something more practical and realistic in your experi-
ence. I brushed quickly and lightly over the courses. 
But when I told him that I had earned a considerable part 
of my college expenses by writing for the Boston 
Transcript, and that I had sold a story to the Youth's 
Companion, he was really listening. I tried desperately 
to think of other reasons why he should give me a job. 
There were a great many, I was certain, but at that moment 
I couldn't for the life of me recall them. So I played my 
last card. 

"I would rather work for the Sun than for any 
newspaper in America." 

That was largely txlue, for though I had never 
read it, the riomin& Sun had the reputation for being the 
best written newspaper in the United States. Anyway, 
that hit George rlallon hard. The Sun offices were shabby. 
The presses were old. The printing was poor. Being 
outside the Associated frees, it had to gather its own 
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news all over the world and that cost a great deal of 
money. The salaries it paid were low. Nevertheless, the 
spirit of its editors and staff were such, that it was, 
and continued to he until its death, the best written 
newspaper in New York. George Ilallon visibly glowed at 
the implied compliment when I told him I would rather work 
for the Sun than any other paper. Was he about to offer 
me a job? A thrill of expectancy passed through me. 

"I'll tell you what, Mr. Forman," he said. 
"Give me your address and telephone number. There might 
be something a little later." 

That was all. After all my thrilling and fond 
hopes, it was only another pad with my address. 

As I descended those dark and rickety stairs 
my spirits sank low, very loiv. A minute later, however, 
in the glaring sunlight of City Hall Park, they rose again 
with a bound. The editor had asked for my telephone number. 
No one else had done that. Also, he had said there might 
be something later. Whipped by a wild hope, I took the 
elevated back to the Settlement House. I must tell Pitts 
Sanborn of this first glimmer of an uncertain dawn. 

Pitts heard the news somewhat droopingly. He 
had more faith in me than I had in myself. He felt certain 
I should soon be at work. His own search had thus far 
been fruitless. 

The City Editor of the Sun, needless to say, did 
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not telephone the next day or the next. Within three days 
I had resumed the search as before. The magazine offices 
were soon exhausted. They wanted no untrained collegians. 
They wanted, when they needed help at all, someone with 
successful newspaper experience, someone who already spoke 
their language, who knew the difference between a galley 
and a gallery. 

The few dollars in my pocket were dwindling. 
Board and lodging even at six dollars a week can deplete 
a sum like twenty-five or thirty dollars very quickly. 
Besides, there was laundry and carfare. President Eliot 
in giving me my degree had said that I was now free of 
the society of educated men. But thus far those educated 
men who edited and made the newspapers and magazines of 
the nation had excluded me as though I were a pariah and 
untouchable. Perhaps there were others less exclusive? 
I began the rounds of a new category—the libraries of 
New York. I was an experienced librarian, with technical 
knowledge of cataloging and classification, and I could 
read a fair number of languages. The city libraries were 
understaffed, as nearly all libraries always are, but they 
had no money for additional help. I finally found my way 
to the library of Columbia University. 

Its librarian, Dr. Canfield, was a gracious, 
gray-haired gentleman, whose smile and every gesture 
showed that he belonged to the American aristocracy of 
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scholars. It is the only aristocracy we have and It is 
well worth having. 

Yes, Dr. Ganfield had a job for me in the 
library. But it would not begin until term time, late in 
September. This was July. A pang of anxiety shot through 
me as to what I could use for money during the next two 
or three months. But I felt at home in the library atmos-
phere and I liked Dr. Canfield, I accepted the job—my 
first in the post-graduate world. 

When I told Pitts Sanborn my news he frowned. 
"I knew you would get a job," he said ruefully. "But I 
seem just as far from one as ever." "Man," I reassured 
him, "we'll soon have so many jobs we shan't know what to 
do with them. This is only a beginning." A few days 
later I was called to the Settlement House telephone. At 
the other end was George MaiIon, City Editor of the Sun. 
What he said was characteristic of the Sun's way: 

"If you can come down here, Mr. Porman, you will 
hear something to your advantage." 

"When shall I come?" I caught at his words with 
throbbing ear drums. The answer was: 

"The best time is now." 
Within one hour from that colloquy I was a 

reporter on the Sun. However green I was, however 
inexperienced, however mere a cub, yet I was enrolled in 
a body which in newspaper work corresponded to a crack 
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regiment, or to any elite organization you can think of. 
I was to "cover" the Federal courts from tomorrow on. 

I covered them for eighteen months—until I 
thought I was permanently shelved in that peculiarly ugly 
old Federal Building of gray stone that must have been 
some architect's nightmare. It housed not only the 
District and Circuit Courts, but also the United States 
Marshal's Office, the Secret Service and the Hew York 
Post Office. For news from all and any of these I was 
responsible. 

I had entered upon what in America is deemed to 
be the highroad to literature—newspaper work. 

Some years later when I came to know William 
Dean Lowells, he told me that he thought journalism a 
vicious preparation for literature. That would have made 
little difference to me even if I had known it. The 
fifteen-dollar weekly pay envelope I received defrayed my 
room and board and everything else indispensable. I must 
cling to that pay envelope for dear life. 

I knew absolutely nothing of courts or even legal 
processes. The very terminology of this Cltta dolente 
was frightening. Caveats, subpoenae duces tecum, praecipe, 
all those terms—how could one be expected to write about 
them when they had no meaning for one? My first impulse 
when a bill of complaint was filed with the Clerk of the 
Court, was to sit down and copy its twenty or thirty pages 
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of legal verbiage in a suit that was probably worth to the 
Sun no more than one or two sticks of type, a couple of 
paragraphs. 

But scattered among the human race is a blessed 
category known as the old hack. There in the Clerk's 
office at an ancient table, shabby with well-worn green 
baize, sat a character whose name was Jack. He was thin 
and he was gaunt and eternally drowsy. He had been an 
actor, a theatrical advance agent and many other things 
besides. Now, for another lifetime, he was a reporter. 
When I entered that office on my first day, Jack was 
drowsing in a Federal chair at the shabby table. He roused 
long enough to put out a flabby, coldly dry hand, nod and 
murmur: 

"Hello, Bill. I cover this place for the City 
News Association. Anything you want to know lemme know. 
Sit down Bill. Make yourself at home. No news today, so 
far." His eyelids drooped and closed. His head sank 
slowly to his breast, he was asleep again. 

But I always think of him with gratitude. He 
taught me the rudiments of my work. During his somnolent 
hours in those first days I fluttered about the somber 
tesselated corridors in search of news—in case something 
should escape me. Jack never moved. But when he realized 
my anxiety, he fixed me with his drowsy eyes and said: 

"Bill, don't worry. If there is news it will 
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come to us. The clerks of these offices come in and tell 
you. Yep, Bill, if there's news it comes looking for you. 
All those s.o.b. 's want publicity—see what I mean?" 

I saw. He was quite correct. Besides, he knew 
all the legal gibberish. He knew the value of a story. 
He knew what was worth a paragraph for him and half a 
column for me. And he never worried. Blessed old hack— 
he taught me much. 

But there was the job Or. Canfield held open for 
me in the library. What did I do? I did what anybody else 
would have done in the circumstances. I wrote him a 
polite letter about my 3un job and let Pitts Sanborn take 
it to him. Pitts offered his own services and the kindly 
old scholar accepted him. Pitts worked there for some 
time until he finally landed as an assistant to a musical 
critic on a newspaper. When Pitts died, prematurely, he 
waa music critic of the New York World Telegram. 

The newspaper world, particularly the life of a 
reporter, has been written about and described in many 
ways—romantically and realistically, glamorously and 
sordidly, sentimentally, cynically, grotesquely. To me 
it has always seemed the life of illusion par excellence, 
an escapist world, the Maya world of Eastern philosophy, 
that seems overwhelmingly real, but in reality is nothing 
but emptiness, full of sound and fury signifying nothing. 
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The work and experience of a newspaperman is supposed to 
he a general apprenticeship to life. Certainly it enables 
one to observe many facets of life. But so swift and 
slashing is the contact in which one is brought with those 
diverse slices, there is hardly time to observe them and 
no time at all to reflect upon them. I may be, like 
Ulysses, part of all I have seen, but if in the drive of 
events I have no time to reflect on it, my part is slender 
indeed. But the only value in being a reporter is after 
you have ceased to be one. Then, if you have not been 
one too long and grown too case hardened, you may be able 
to make some useful reflections about your experience. 
Otherwise it is just a farrago of events, a phantasmagoria, 
a sort of dance of death. Thieves, robberies, policemen, 
prostitutes, gamblers, defaulters, murderers—who wants 
to dwell on tliem? Yet the good are seldom news and goodness 
is seldom dramatic. They do figure in newspapers to an 
extent, but they seldom make headlines. It is no wonder 
that reporters grow first cynical, then sentimental, and 
then, often, sodden. Life in the sense of the daily round, 
particularly, the sordid daily round, is something only 
the saint or the sinner can remain immersed in. For the 
rest of us it is lethal. 

Not that I didn't enjoy it. I all but exulted 
in it. I had come a stranger to New York. It gave me the 
freedom of the city. My police card was a passport and a 
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license. It was tetter than a scroll presented by the 
mayor or Grover Whalen. Policemen, detectives, bailiffs, 
marshals, court attendants, firemen, regarded me as sib 
and comrade. For a youth coming fresh from the schools to 
walk with authority into a police station, to pass police 
lines at scenes of disaster, to demand information and to 
get it, to mingle with riff-raff and greatness, spelled 
power. It was intoxicating. 

I plunged into this phantasmal state headlong. 
All day I was in the Federal Building. At six o'clock 
I returned to the office with copy already written or to 
be written. An evening assignment was given me, which 
might be anything—a dinner, a disaster, a meeting, a 
ball, or a crime. Even a theater. By eleven o'clock, or 
later, I was back in the office xvriting. I was free to 
go home anytime from twelve midnight until whatever hour 
in the morning. Tlore than once I didn't go to bed at all. 
There were no unions then, no newspaper guilds, no hours 
for newspaper men. Bo long as one kept on one's feet, one 
worked. Lower East Side, upper East Side; lower West Side, 
upper West Sidej police stations, ship news, harbor police, 
BellevlfcSw Hospital, the morgue, the Tenderloin, all the 
quarters where life was seamy and at times tragic. A 
murder was reported on a tramp steamer somewhere in the 
wilderness of the Brooklyn docks. 

"Go see what it is," said Selah II. Clark, the 
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night City Editor. "And better pick up a policeman and 
take hira with you." 

Ironist I A policeman knows better than to spend 
his time in the dark jungle of the Brooklyn docks and 
freighters. I went alone. I was afraid. I hated my 
fear, but I went. No harm Game to me, but perhaps my 
hair is whiter today partly because of that assignment. 
80 it was day in, day out, night after night, week after 
week; salary fifteen dollars. 

The Slocum disaster: a boat carrying five hundred 
picnickers had capsized in the East River. Hundreds were 
drowned. Mostly women and children. "Nr. .FormanI " called 
George Mallon. "Cover the morgue until you are relieved." 
I covered the morgue. It was tragic; it was gruesome. 
Hundreds of bodies in rows, awaiting identification by 
heartbroken relatives. Flesh and blood could hardly stand 
it. But one stood it. That was the assignment. There 
was only one unforgivable sin—to fall down on an assign-
ment. One did not fall down. 

There was, of course, a lighter side. The 
lighter side was warmly and extensively cultivated by the 
Sun. If you could write something amusing you were patted 
on the head. If you could be really humorous, you were 
the darling of the gods. 

A woman, a dressmaker, had smuggled some lace 
coming in from Europe. The customs inspector nabbed her. 
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It was five o'clock when she was brought in to be 
arraigned before the United States Commissioner, who 
was also the clerk of the Circuit Court, in whose office 
Jack and I had our green baize table. It seemed to go 
hard with that elderly dressmaker. Her prospects appeared 
gloomy. Where was she to get bail at thab hour? A 
deputy marshal was waiting to take her to Ludlow Street 
jail. She asked to be allowed to telephone her shop. The 
forewoman wa3 still there. She came down in less than 
half an hour. She was astonishingly pretty and even 
charming. 

The climate of the gloomy office changed. The 
girl was telephoning for a bondsman. He could raise bail 
in an hour. "Very well," said the Commissioner, gruffly. 
"I'll stop at the jail on my way home and accept bail there." 

"No you won't!" cried the Marshal, who was an 
East Side German ward politician, with as much flair for 
publicity as anybody. "I'll hold the prisoner here until 
the bondsman comes." 

The pretty forewoman smiled her gratitude to all 
of us. We all felt better men than an hour ago. 

The next morning the headline in the Sun was, 
"Beauty Warms Chill Hearts." The half-column or so gave 
a fairly amusing account of the pretty girl's humanizing 
touch on those hardbitten characters. Everyone in the 
office was talking about it, the City Editor called me 
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over* "Hri Forman," he said, "did you write that story?" 
I nodded. "It's stories like that that advance people 
in this office. Keep your eyes open for others." 

And yet there I was, tucked away in that 
Bastille, the Federal Building—months and months and 
months—eighteen of them. Will I ever get out? I 
understood what moves prisoners to cry out and rattle 
their bars. 

Then one morning in June as I came into the 
office on my way to the Bastille, George Hallon said: 

"Ilr. Forman, President Roosevelt is arriving at 
Oyster Bay tomorrow for the summer. We want you to cover 
him for the present. You'll he able to get a room at the 
hotel there. We'll pay your expenses. Better be there 
first thing in the morning." 

That was all—but it was enough. I was trans-
formed, translated, I was a special correspondent. I 
would 3end my news by telegraph—and live on an expense 
account! The Bastille—it was suddenly a dream structure, 
thin and shadov/y, something from a distant, hazy past. 



A CHARMED CIRCLE 

Theodore Roosevelt was the great American legend 
of that time. In America we always need at least one 
legendary figure for the imagination to fasten on and to 
cling to. The period immediately before the Spanish War 
had been a dry era so far as notable heroic figures were 
concerned. Then came Theodore Roosevelt, charging up 
San Juan Hill with his Rough Riders and once again America 
had its legend. The nation adopted him and Teddy Roosevelt 
was everybody's hero. The shot that had killed President 
McKinley in Buffalo made Roosevelt not only the hero 
but the President of the United States. And now I of all 
people—it seemed breathlessly incredible—was assigned 
by a great newspaper, which was in reality an association 
of newspapers, to cover the President for them. The 
President was the most spectacular figure of the age, the 
nation's hero, Teddy. 

I called on the President's secretary, William 
Loeb, Jr., who had established an office in a business 
building in the town of Oyster Bay and informed him who 
I was. He was polite but clearly not impressed, neither 
was I. That office did not seem to iae to possess enough 
dignity, color or glamour for the nation's business or the 
nation's hero. It was just a small town office and might 
suitably have housed the town tax collector. I was glad 
the President was not there, I was burning with eagerness 
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to meet him, but not in that setting. was markedly-
democratic and American but on the score of the popular 
hero I was, so to speak, more royalist than the king. 
Besides, this hero was, after all, the President. I was 
both anxious to meet him and slightly nervous about 
meeting him. Finally, the meeting came about, of all 
places, on a ferryboat. Only a few days after the 
Roosevelt family's arrival at Sagamore Hill, the President 
was obliged to travel somewhere to deliver an address. 
In order to avoid the traffic congestion, security measures 
and general dislocation that his crossing of the Island 
of Manhattan must entail, William Loeb had arranged that 
a ferryboat should meet the train from Oyster Bay at Long 
Island City (there was no tunnel then) and take the 
presidential party around the Battery into the North 
River and to the Jersey side, where the special train was 
waiting. The ride on the ferryboat took some time, 
something like an hour. For the mercurial Roosevelt that 
was a long time. Aside from the President's secretary, 
there were some Secret Service men, one or two official 
persons and three correspondents representing the press 
associations and the press of the world. By good luck, 
that I only then became aware of, I represented a press 
association, for the Sun being at odds with the Associated 
Press, not only had its own service, but shared that 
service with a number of other newspapers scattered over 
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the United States. The result was that I was one of the 
three press association correspondents who traveled with 
the President, and here I was on the old ferryboat with 
the hero only a few feet away starting off on a journey 
with him and feeling like a combination of the Count of 
Monte Cristo and Richard Harding Davis. 

As our ferryboat passed Brooklyn Bridge William 
Loeb came over to where we correspondents were sitting and 
said, "Mr. Forman, I want to speak to you." I arose 
startled. "The President wants to see you," he murmured, 
"If you will come with me I will introduce you." A 
moment later my hand was being grasped in the warmest 
handshake in America, the famous grin and the famous 
teeth were flashing, and the word "Delighted" was actually 
spaced and uttered as the cartoonists had it. Before I 
had time to make any reply there came the quick and 
incisive query. "Am I speaking to a fellow Harvard man?" 
as though he had just noted the brand on my forehead. I 
stammered an affirmative. He had, of course, informed 
himself about me before I was presented to him, but as an 
adroit politician he easily made me feel that he saw the 
stigmata of John Harvard upon me and before I knew it he 
seemed to have lifted me to another plane of existence. 

"Don't you think," he demanded with that 
irresistable flash of white teeth, "Don't you think I 
have a great Cabinet?" Who could deny it? A great 
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Cabinet he certainly had with John Hay in the senior post. 
But even if it had not been so, his Cabinet assuredly 
had a great President. His buoyancy, his great hearty 
laughter, and his radiant physical health, seemed to 
emanate and encircle all about him in an aura of electric 
vitality, and the more he emanated the more he seemed to 
have, until it penetrated every nerve and cell of those 
near him. 

I suddenly felt myself stronger, more alive 
than I had ever been before, and when the brief interview 
was over I felt I was no longer the same person. It was 
as if I had taken a heavy draught that now made all things 
possible. Elmer Payne of the Associated Press and Bob 
Hazard of the Scripps Papers made some seemingly cynical 
remarks when I returned to them. I scarcely realized 
what they were saying. I was in a new, a vitally irrides-
cent world. "You can't help liking the President," added 
the kindly Elmer Payne, who shrewdly noted the spell I 
was under. Liking? He was uttering nonsense. What had 
liking to do with adoration? Prom that day until the end 
of his life, even when I had occasion to be critical of 
him, I always experienced a special delight in being near 
him or talking with him. The Buddhists say that joy is a 
special wisdom. In the same manner, vitality is a special 
kind of genius, and that genius Theodore Roosevelt possessed 
to a degree I have never encountered elsewhere. He seemed 
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to be great because he was more alive than other people, 
lie was greatly alive. 

Our routine was fixed by the President's 
secretary. Minor news was given out at the office at 
Oyster Bay and, according to the various needs of our 
newspapers^ we telegraphed it at greater or lesser lengths 
to our home offices. Three times a week we three press 
association correspondents hired a vehicle we called a 
deep seagoing hack at the livery stable and drove up, 
generally in the evening, to Sagamore Hill. The President 
gave out cigars, even lighted them for us, and we chatted 
or asked him questions our editors wanted answered. 
Individual newspapers like the New York Times., the New 
York Herald, the World and the /userican also maintained 
correspondents at Oyster Bay, but not with the same 
unbreakable regularity as the press associations. We 
three could not leave Oyster Bay unless we went with the 
President. He could not be left uncovered. We and the 
Secret Service operators were never very far from him. 
That suited me admirably. 

The Octagon Hotel had decent rooms and excellent 
food and the paper paid for them. My fifteen dollars a 
week began to stretch and breathe. Except for the rent 
of my New York room, which I still kept, I had little 
expenditure, so that even the Sun salary sufficed me. 

Much of our day was spent in swimming and the 
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endless conversation of newspaper men. Axel Warn, a 
gentle and experienced man who spoke with a strong 
Swedish accent, entertained us with tales of seafaring. 
A man named Carter, who had been editor of the Paris 
Herald, was rich in stories of Parisian flavor and the 
life of his employer, Jame3 Gordon Bennett, who edited 
the Herald from the Riviera Villa that was his home. Our 
life was delightful, but it had something of the unreality 
of a palace guard. We gave each other titles to increase 
the illusion. Warn was called the Baron, a title which 
clung to him for the rest of his life through all his 
thirty odd years of covering Albany for the Hew York Times. 
Carter was the Duke, and we also had an Earl. I was 
called the Count. Around the table at the Octagon or at 
the bath house, where we swam, this little Burke's 
peerage was seldom dispersed. We knew we were feeding on 
honeydew and we wished to lose not a moment of it. 

Sometimes as we walked or drove about the out-
skirts of Oyster Bay we would see the President with some 
of his children riding three or four abreast. At the 
center of the group was the President, the Rough Rider, 
the plainsman, more at home in the saddle than any 
President we ever had. His children seemed to adore him 
and hung upon every word he uttered. They, of course, 
did not need a Secret Service escort. When they came 
down to the village, occasionally a aiaverick or merely 
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visiting newspaper man, incult and ignorant of the strict 
etiquette of us regulars, would try to engage the children 
in conversation and pump them for material. But those 
children were well schooled. Little '̂ uentin, who lost 
his life as a flyer in World War I, was only eight years 
old when some reporter cornered him and began to ask 
questions about his father. "I sometimes see him," 
answered the small boy, "but I don't know anything about 
his private life." 

Now and then, when we went up to Sagamore Hill 
in the evening we wduld see Mrs. Roosevelt, whom her husband 
described as the wisest woman he had ever known, a gracious 
presence sitting under a lamp and reading to her younger 
children, Archie and ^uentin. She could well have been 
painted as the ideal of American motherhood. The family 
life, what glimpses we had of it, seemed so joyous and 
happy it gave us a lift merely to see it. Once we went 
on a trip which included Chautauqua and the coal mining 
regions of Pennsylvania, where the -^resident was scheduled 
to make addresses. Perhaps that was an old story to 
Elmer Payne and Bob Hazard, who covered the White House in 
Washington. Both were older men and married, auifl they 
probably preferred to be stationary, but not so I. The 
special train, the security measures, the entourage of 
guards, the scrupulous provisions of the railway companies, 
all were to me novel, exciting and thrilling. We, too, 
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were merely entourage, but vicariously we partook of the 
glory and the delight. On that occasion the President 
brought with him his son, Kerrnit, and his cousin, I think 
it was Hall Roosevelt, Mrs. Eleanor Roosevelt's brother, 
boys of about the same age. We were in motion again. 

The chief reason, it is said, why the British 
royal family is beloved by the British public is that the 
family is symbolic of all families and the tie that binds 
them together into the British commonwealth. In a way 
that is true of any nation and commonwealth, including 
our own. The consequence is that when we have a truly 
fine and representative family in the White House our 
conscious and certainly our unconscious affection inevi-
tably goes out to its members. Theodore Roosevelt's was 
such a family. He, himself, had captured the public 
imagination with his vitality, his love of the outdoors, 
his plainscraft, his woodcraft and his touch of heroism. 
His wife, a gracious and cultivated lady in the best 
tradition, quietly devoted herself to the care of her 
sizeable and varied family, two girls and four boys. What 
could be more ideal? The glamorous Alice, Princess Alice 
as some newspapers called her, who later married Nicholas 
Longworth; and the sweet and charming younger Ethel, who 
could hardly pass a small child without bending over to 
pet it; the lively older boys, Theodore, Jr., and Kermit, 
and rnischievious iirchle and delightful youngest Quentin, 
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who knew nothing of the private life of his father—a 
family we like to think typical of America. After the 
elderly and childless KcKinley couple, this was the 
family that had succeeded to the White House. Ho wonder 
a wave of affection from all the nation swept toward them 
and engulfed them. In the 1904 election, Theodore 
Roosevelt had been elected in his own right, and when I 
came to know him he was at the height of his popularity. 

In Chautauqua his address was delivered before 
a State Teachers' Convention. The lady chosen to speak 
the little address of welcome with flushed cheeks informed 
him that he was beloved not only by the American people, 
but "by the whole round world." And she was probably 
right. 

It was a great life, a golden age, and world 
wars and atom bombs were still undreamed of. We were in 
motion again. Politicians, senators, notables came aboard 
the train at some of the stops. These must be taken note 
of. Another excuse for dashing into the President's 
car. Crowds at the stations cheered and demanded the 
President. He was a skilled and experienced rear platform 
speaker. With a few phrases hurled over the platform 
railings such as that "rich and poor were the same to 
the law," "that the same quality made a good president 
that made a good neighbor," and various things of that 
sort. Pie won the crowds like the popular hero he was, and 
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if he espied a GAR uniform (there were still a few Civil 
War veterans in those days) he would add the appeal, 
"Isn't that so, comrade?" as though he and that old 
veteran had fought at Gettysburg together, or marched 
with Sherman to the sea. The only politician to equal 
him was his young cousin, Franklin, at that time still a 
law student. Charm is a family asset of the Roosevelts, 
but none of them possessed the electric field of vitality 
that was Theodore's peculiar portion. I have seen him slap 
a politician, a political enemy, on the knee and with a 
flash of teeth exclaim, "Do you know, I hate you!" And 
the other glowed with pleasure at this mark of intimacy. 
Roosevelt had many intimate enemies and no one knew it 
better than he. Tom Piatt, the state Republican boss, 
hated him, and by making him McKinley's vice-president he 
thought he had shelved the Rough Rider for good and all. 
But fate and McKinley's assassin took a hand and Roosevelt 
was President. J. P. Morgan hated Roosevelt because he 
interfered with unbridled moneymaking, yet Morgan came to 
Sagamore Hill, much as a certain German king once went to 
Canossa, only instead of coming barefoot, Morgan came on 
a yacht. And because Morgan hated him, my newspaper, the 
Sun, hated him. Morgan was said to have the Sun in his 
pocket. The editorials steadily and constantly attacked 
Roosevelt, but never did I receive one veiled hint even 
that I must color my news dispatches against him. If 
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anything colored ray news dispatches, it was ray own admi-
ration for Roosevelt. 

V/ilkes-Barre, Pennsylvania, whither we came 
from Chautauqua, was an apt; illustration of that. 
Roosevelt was to address the coal miners. The preparations 
had been duly made. In a large parklike square a wooden 
platform had been put up and the area divided into a series 
of concentric rings formed by ropes and anchoring stakes, 
but so great was bhe throng come to hear him, the ropes 
and stakes that formed a sort of spider's web seemed to 
offer no more resistance than a spider's web. In the stand 
were the President's party, including Kermit and Hall 
Roosevelt, Secret Service guards and the Post Office 
inspectors, newspaper men and some local notables, includ-
ing a Cardinal and John Mitchell, the John L. Lewis of 
his time. 

As the preliminary speeches got under way the 
vast crowd standing on its feet began a peculiar swaying 
movement, due probably to the fact that feet and legs were 
tired. Seen from the elevated stand the great mass of 
humanity came nearest the clich^ metaphor of a sea of 
faces, undulating like the sea, just short of white caps. 
To everyone on the stand the swaying appeared unpleasant. 
Gradually, but surely, it kept increasing. The order of 
the speeches 'as changed. The Cardinal addressed the 
throng. There wa3 a momentary pause, then the swaying 
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took up again, with slow acceleration. The Cardinal 
abbreviated his remarks and urged Mitchell to rise and 
control his flock. Mitchell responded. He was a good 
speaker and to most of the men in that crowd he was the 
anointed leader, but still the mass kept swaying, swaying. 
It was risky, it grew dangerous. Anything, a cry, a sudden 
panic, could hurl that crowd against the stand, overturn 
it, and trample us and many of themselves to death. 
Alarm was on the faces of those more experienced with 
crowds than I was. Suddenly Mitchell interrupted his 
sx̂ eech. "I take pleasure," he announced, "in introducing 
the President of the United States." And then he wiped 
the perspiration from his face. 

Here Roosevelt rose to a great shout of acclaim 
and he held out in his arm in a characteristic gesture to 
silence them. He began to speak. What he said I have no 
idea, I doubt If even then any of his words registered 
on my mind. What did register was the sudden silence and 
the frozen immobility of the crowd. What had before been 
an undulating sea was now a level plain, as stationary as 
the land itself. They were quiet and remained quiet to 
the end, literally frozen with attention. The speech 
ended. We, led by a squad of policemen, made our way 
swiftly away from that stand. The Secret Service men and 
Post Office inspectors formed a sort of wedge, with 
Roosevelt in the center. The rest of us followed as best 
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we might. "Someone look after my offspring," Roosevelt 
called out over his shoulder. The two boys were with us. 
There was a general laugh, the tension was eased. Some-
how we all felt we had had a narrow escape. 

The train was our hotel. The first thing I 
wanted was paper and a place to write in. In the Pullman 
car, oblivious of food and everything else, I filled 
sheet after sheet with this strangely curious episode of 
crowd behavior. I tried to be as accurate as though I 
were writing history. I called a telegraph messenger and 
filed my story. What happened subsequently was irrelevant 
and of no importance, but the next morning, when we were 
approaching Jersey City, New York papers were already 
aboard the train and a Secret Service man came to tell me 
that the President desired to see me. In his hand as I 
approached was a copy of the Sun. "Do you know, you did 
that very well," the white teeth flashed. He waved the 
paper toward me. Henceforth, I knew that whatever the 
editorial policy of the Sun, he no longer harbored a doubt 
about my private policy, which was to write the news as 
I saw it with undeviating fidelity. He looked fresh and 
bursting with his usual vitality. 

"Mr. President," I said, "don't you ever feel 
tired?" 

"Oh, no," he grinned, "not from a trip like this. 
But I admit that after thirty or forty days of campaigning 
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and living on a train, speaking all day, mostly from the 
rear platform, I do feel a little fagged." I, for my 
part, needed some sleep and I was speechless. 

All this may sound as though I believe Theodore 
Roosevelt was at least a demigod and just about perfect, 
but perfection has walked this earth only in rare instances 
and then it is enshrined in scriptures. 

The submarine, which accounted for so much ship-
ping in the two world wars was still a novelty in the era 
of Theodore Roosevelt. A United States submarine was coming 
to Oyster Bay to go through its paces for the President. 
It came. He inspected it. But it did not depart. The 
rumor was that the President was eager for the experience 
of submerging in the submarine. This aroused instant and 
widespread opposition. Both his friends and some newspapers 
believed that the President of the United States had no 
business to take such a risk. In those days there was 
always a doubt whether a submerged submarine would ever 
surface again. One of the President's closest friends was 
Jacob Riis, the beloved Dane who came to the United States 
at twenty-one and yet managed to instill in us, by dint 
of showing how the other half lives, a hatred of the 
ugliness and misery of slums. The friendship went back 
to the days when Roosevelt was Hew York Police Commissioner. 
Both he and Riis hated slums. Jacob Riis took a train 
for Oyster Bay when he heard about the submarine, with the 
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mission of persuading the President not to risk going 
down in it. 

"I think you are right, Jake," Roosevelt was 
reported to have answered him. "Perhaps it is improper 
for the President to take such a risk." With this 
admission, which Riis regarded as a promise, the phil-
anthropist went home with the satisfaction of a duty well 
done. It happened that Eddy Riis, Jacob's son, who was 
in Oyster Bay for one of the newspapers, had recently 
married and was virtually on his honeymoon. We, too, had 
heard Jacob Riis tell us he felt sure the President would 
not go down in the submarine, but Eddy had it privately 
from his father, so he felt even more confident than the 
rest of us. Accordingly, he arranged on a certain day to 
go off on a picnic with his bride, since no big news was 
in the offing. I forget whether he returned that night 
or the next day. In any case, by the time Eddy Riis 
came back the President had submerged in the submarine and 
was still glowing with his experience. Even we who had 
remained, like the Roman sentry at Pompeii, at our posts, 
did not know of it until after the event. But at least 
we sent the news the same day. As to Eddy Riis, he was 
a quiet young man and did not express his feelings aloud, 
but shortly thereafter he left Oyster Bay. 

In the unwritten protocol observed by American 
newspapers, there is what amounts to a law that the 
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President of the United States is never quoted d i r e c t l y 

in personal interviews, unless he asks or wishes to be so 
quoted. Nevertheless, as everyone knows, much of what the 
President says gets into the newspapers. It happens, 
however, that all public figures, and especially states-
men, often say things they wish they could deny or recall. 
President Koosevelt was naturally no exception. Ilis word 
was swift and winged and often barbed. In those days 
there was no press secretary to make all rough places 
smooth with the newspaper men. The consequence was that 
many a good newspaperman found himself enrolled in the 
"Ananias Club." By branding reporter's statements as 
false, the President automatically conferred upon rhem the 
membership in that club. It was a large and growing 
membership, but happily I escaped it. 

With the defeat of the Russian fleet by Admiral 
Togo in the Straits of Tsushima, the Rus^-Japanese war was 
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practically over. Theodore Roosevelt was suggested by 
both sides to bring the belligerants together in a peace 
conference. In the meanwhile, a Japanese diplomat, Baron 
Kentaro Kaneko, made repeated visits to Oyster Bay to 
see the President. Clever at propaganda even then, the 
little Baron was always full of grateful reverence for 
President Eliot and Harvard, where he had studied in his 
youth. When we asked him what he came for, he told us 
that he and the President were both Harvard men, that his 
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own great love for nature and that of the President 
invariably drew them together. He had come, so to speak, 
to sit at Nr. Roosevelt's feet. We, of course, knew 
better than that. Neither Harvard nor nature drew him to 
the President so much as agriculture, his kind of agri-
culture, sowing the seeds in the President's mind that 
Japan could go on fighting indefinitely. That if she is 
to give Russia peace she must have great indemnities and 
terms such as would repay for Japanese sacrifice in a war 
forced upon her by Russia. The usual thing. The President 
was not wholly taken in by that propoganda, but he did 
want to bring about peace, "The railroad train is doubt-
less stronger than the bull," the President told Baron 
Kaneko, "but that doesn't say the train wants the bull on 
the track." "Your President is a great philosopher," 
reverently observed Kaneko, repeating the words to us. He 
seemed much impressed. He also seemed to believe he was 
impressive, which shows the difference between the two 
psychologies. We laughed about it as his train pulled 
out. More recently, we have heard about one Kurusu, who 
talked peace in Washington while Pearl Harbor was in 
preparation. 

As the day of the peace conference drew near I 
grew less joyous and more thoughtful. A peace conference 
is a great event. George Mallon, the City Editor of the 
Sun, had given me the assignment "for the present;" that 
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may have meant "if you measure up to it." It could also 
mean short of "big events, when we shall 3end some of our 
stars down or perhaps the Washington correspondent. After 
all, I was only two years out of college, only a cub 
reporter, still pallid and anemic as regarded great events, 
for many months a captive in the dark corridors of the 
Bastille. The Sun would probably send not one star, but 

a whole galaxy. I anticipated the regret I should feel 
to leave this life, swimming almost every day, saying in 
the dispatches, "It is believed here," or "The feeling here 
is,"—who believed, who had feelings? Not the cook at 
the Octagon. It was I, myself. I had opinions now and 
some knowledge, too. How could I return to the humdrum? 
Besides, I was growing rich. Living on an expense account 
I had saved at least $50. Recently my salary had been 
raised to i?20. 

But all that didn't bother me nearly so much 
as being called back before the great event. Newspapers 
are like the army, they do ruthless things. One evening, 
perhaps a week before the conference, the three of us, 
Elmer Payne, Bob Hazard and I drove up to Sagamore Hill 
as usual for our informal press conference. It was a 
particularly pleasant evening. The President had his 
finger in a thick volume of Kaspero's Ancient Egypt and 
told some amusing stories, not about Pharaoh, but about 
modern politicians. As we were leaving he spoke to me in 
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an aside almost privately. "By the \*ay, Mr. Forman, I 
have asked the State Department to make out the invitation 
to the ceremonies on the Mayflower in your name. I didn't 
want there to be any mistake about that." A wild throb of 
delight leaped inside me as I thanked him. A moment 
later in the driveway I felt less exuberant. Wouldn't the 
City Editor make some excuse and change it? No, common 
sense told me the President could invite whom he pleased 
and it had pleased him to invite me. The great moments 
of life are few. This was one of them. 



HOW ROOSEVELT MADE PEACE 

On the eve of the great day, I suddenly 
realized that in strict literalness I had nothing to 
wear. The chief of the State Department's Protocol 
Division had duly come to Oyster Bay to brief everybody 
concerned, including the President, on the proper diplo-
matic frills for the occasion. He had given us our 
engraved invitations and casually mentioned that formal 
afternoon dress would be worn. He was a charming gentle-
man and was jocular in his instructions, but none the less 
in earnest about them. Formal afternoon dress at that 
time meant a Prince Albert frock coat, grey striped 
trousers and a silk hat. Row, strangely enough, I pos-
sessed all those articles, acquired at ruinous expense 
and memorable privation in my senior year at college, but 
where were they? They were locked up in my room in Hew 
York. Go and get them was the natural suggestion, but I 
could not leave. The cauldron of peace was boiling, any-
thing could happen and almost everything did. Distinguished 
figures and foreign correspondents began to arrive. Men 
with names of renown. One of them I recall was Jules 
Hedeman of the Paris Matin. As he had come somewhat ahead 
of the others, already befrocked in the sweltering weather, 
we of the home guard invited him to go swimming with us. 
He shook his head and shoulders, repelled by the very 
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idea. Baron Warn of the Times afterwards said, "Monsieur 
Hedeman was shocked at the suggestion of a bath." Another 
correspondent from the Novoye Vremya of St. Petersburg 
was a jocund playboy, who was surprised at the absence of 
night spots in Oyster Bay. That, however, was irrelevant 
compared with the extremely relevant fact that I had no 
clothes. 

But the peerage, our blessed little peerage, had 
ideas. The Duke, Bob Carter of the herald, admitted that 
he had earlier sent for his frock coat, thinking he might 
need it, but since only the usual three press associations 
would be aboard the lugger, that is, the Mayflower, why 
I could have his frock coat. So far so good, "But what 
about trousers?" I inquired anxiously. "After all, Duke, 
protocol demands trousers." "My trousers," he told me, 
"would be miles too short for you." It was true. I was 
considerably taller than he, besides he was lame and his 
trousers were cut with a peculiar bias. Then Baron Warn 
in his gentle way rose to the emergency. "It so happens," 
he said, "that I, too, sent for my outfit thinking I 
might need it. Count, you may have my trousers." I 
wrung both their hands. "Thank Heaven, somebody in the 
peerage has trousers." "That's all very well," languidly 
observed Carter, but the Baron, he pointed out, was a 
head taller than I. His trousers on me would drag in the 
Bay. But Baron Warn was kindness itself. I could, he 
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said, take them to the tailor and have him turn them 
provisionally, in a way that could easily he undone. A 
silk hat was the only article lacking, The heads of 
neither the Duke nor the Baron were my size. But the 
correspondent of the American supplied that. A weight 
fell from my shoulders. Peacemaking could now proceed 
according to protocol. 

Those men, not included in the list on the 
Mayflower, were a little nettled, naturally. But there 
simply was not room for them. Had any correspondents 
outside the press associations been asked, all would have 
to be asked and the Mayflower was not large enough to hold 
them. In the next day's paper Warn had a paragraph, which 
I cannot quote verbatim, to the effect that the Herald 
was represented on the Mayflower by a frock coat, the 
Times by a pair of trousers and the American by a silk hat, 
all upon the carcass of the Sun correspondent. But this 
is to anticipate. There was much to be done. 

The evening papers of the Sun association would 
want a running story of the events for their readers. The 
Evening Sun sent a man down and together we hired a number 
of small power craft to be used as dispatch boats. The 
arrangement was that I would take full and legible notes 
of the proceedings, hand these to a messenger in one of 
the boats, always waiting beneath a porthole of the 
Mayflower mess room. The boat would scurry to the shore 
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and hand the notes to the evening correspondent who would 
write the running story at the telegraph office and save 
the notes for my later use. The other two association 
correspondents did the same and amongst us we cornered 
all the small available power boats, fly instructions 
from the home office were of the slenderest. Was I being 
left to sink or swim as best I could? I did not know 
whether the City and Managing Editors were incensed at 
Roosevelt for making my designation personal, thus taking 
matters out of their hands. "All right, if he wants a 
cub to report his big glove fight, let him have the cub." 
That is what my stream of consciousness pictured as their 
stream of consciousness. I had better make good, I told 
myself, or else my stay here as well as on the paper will 
end abruptly. I did not sleep much that night on the eve 
of the big event. 

The day broke hot and brilliant. As I buckled 
on my panoply of broadcloth, silk hat, boiled shirt and 
all, I dimly understood why the brains of statesmen are 
so often, addled. In a uniform like that any man could 
become sadistic, or at least misanthropic. Nudism among 
statesmen might do much. The raaid who served breakfast 
stood petrified for a moment as she emerged from the 
kitchen. Her eyes slid over me. She backed into the 
kitchen again, as though she had forgotten something. We 
were early on board the Mayflower that morning. In the 
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Bay, spaced out according to a plan of their own were 
other warships with delegations of the belligerents 
aboard. Through the summer morning haze they loomed 
ivory colored, flag bedecked, and beautiful. The deck of 
the Mayflower was like a ballroom. The brass trimmings 
glittered in the sun and the human brass in its best 
uniforms was on its toes. The traditional etiquette of 
the Navy was to me new and enchanting, 

"The President of the United States is approaching," 
one officer loudly announced, which all of us could easily 
see. The rails were manned. The skipper descended '•> the 
outside companion way to meet the Commander-in-Chief. 
Three ruffles were sounded and the strains of "Hail to 
the Chief" as the President's launch touched. Then the 
band broke into the national anthem. As to flags, the 
little ship was positively over-dressed in them. Hence-
forth the President and the people of the United States 
were hosts on board this boat. It is no wonder Presidents 
don't like to return to private life. Even in our demo-
cratic society the pomp and circumstance that hedge a 
president appeals•' to some deep, instinctive love of 
parade and show within us humans, and Theodore Roosevelt 
was very human. He seemed to have been born for this kind 
of thing. Soon the officer with the glass announced, 
"The Russian Embassy is putting off." He did not need his 
glass. Oyster Bay is no roadstead for large armadas. 
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Again the rail was lined with what the British call "the 
ratings" of the Mayflower. Our blue jackets were a fine 
lot of boys. Three fuffles and a march, and the band 
obliged, as the embassy or delegation in their launch 
drew near. The Japanese embassy was likewise announced 
and came aboard. The meeting could now begin. Perhaps we 
were only a sentence in history or even a footnote, but 
history all the same. 

Roosevelt had received them all with impartial 
cordiality. Baron Rosen and Mr. Witte and their suite, 
and Baron Komura and the Japanese ambassador. There they 
sat, one delegation on one side of the cabin and the other 
facing it. Their faces were absolutely blank as though 
the other side did not exist. They were still hostile 
belligerents on neutral territory. Since then we have 
seen much of war making and peace making, but at that time 
it was a curiosity almost like Gulliver in Brobdingnag. 
It was certainly that to me. Europeans, Orientals, making 
war, making peace, we were distant from all that, remote, 
secure, and little concerned except as a benevolent third 
party. The President introduced them formally to each 
other. They shook hands stiffly, like prize fighters. 
He made them all welcome with his usual incisive warmth. 
Every facility would be offered them as friendly nations 
to end the deplorable hostility and make peace between 
themselves. It ran in my mind, how would he get them 
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together, how change those blank icy masks into human 
faces? I was spellbound by what followed. Like a hostess 
with a small dinner party on her hands, the President 
genially invited them, "fir. Witte, will you take in 
Baron Komura, and Mr. Takahira, will you take in Baron 
Rosen." "In" was the mess room next door, where the 
refreshments were waiting. It was as simple as that. Two 
by two they came, arm In arm. No problems of precedence, 
no protocol, excepting the natural protocol of well-bred 
human beings. The rest of us followed without any special 
ordering. 

I X\fas enchanted with all this, but somewhere I 
must find a spot and somehow a few minutes to make the 
notes for the waiting dispatch boats that would carry 
thera ashore for the evening papers. I wrote rapidly once 
I found a corner and handed sheet after sheet to the 
waiting bearers. In the mess room champagne was flowing 
and toasts being drunk. I wanted to miss not a single 
detail of it, but write I must. I wrote so fast my dispatch 
bearers were all gone and there was waiting no hand at 
the porthole to seize my sheets. I ran up on deck to see 
if any messengers were coming. What I saw instead was a 
scene like some improvised regatta. A number of small 
boats, larger boats, yachts, and even oyster boats, were 
circling the Mayflower. As they drew abreast of the 
Mayflower every boat that had a flag dipped it in salute. 



Punctiliously, an officer on deck answered the salutes. 
Then suddenly I saw an oyster boat so ancient find dingy, 
it must long since have forgotten the paint of its youth. 
At its sturdy flagstaff stood none other than Baron Warn 
of the Times, pulling frantically at something, a rope or 
a piece of string, in order to dip the flag. But as he 
could not budge it, he suddenly cupped his hands to his 
mouth and shouted out in his own inimitable Swedish 
accent, "I beg your pardon, Lieutenant, but our colors 
are nailed to the mast!" A roar of laughter came from 
nearby boats and the flag officer of the Mayflower shook 
with it. Soon I saw my boats like beetles, skimming in a 
row toward me and, relieved of my notes, I ran back to 
drink in the drinkers. I glanced about the room. I was 
probably the youngest person in it. I thanked my stars 
for the borrowed Prince Albert funeral coat, which I hoped 
was giving me dignity. The President was, of course, the 
center and members of both suites crowded round him, for 
his fame was great and world-wide. All wanted to be able 
to say they had talked with Roosevelt. Some could speak 
only in French, but the President was not deterred. And 
when I answered one bestarred General in his own language, 
he was so startled, he must have concluded I was the most 
secret kind of a secret agent, and he asked me not to fail 
to look him up when I came to St. Petersburg. That I was 
certain to come, he had no doubt. What more he thought 
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when I failed to produce a card in exchange for his own I 
do not know. I had no cards. They were flying about, 
everybody was exchanging cards. I was perfectly satisfied 
to remain mysterious. 

As the feast warmed up, some of these men who 
had faced each other unseeing half an hour earlier were 
chatting easily and amiably. "How is Madame Takahira," 
inquired Rosen of his Japanese colleague in quite friendly 
tone. "And I hope the Baroness is well," mumbled the 
Japanese presently, and so it went. Those previously 
hostile visitors were suddenly human again, all members 
of the same human family. For the first time it was borne 
in upon me that wars were not only unnecessary, but even 
ridiculous; that they were wholly man-made; and then, as 
so many times since, I have questioned Socrates' conclusion 
that to know the good is to practice it. Humanity is 
simply not built like that. Except for a few savages or 
half-savage tribes, we all know that war profits no one, 
that its only result in the î orld, in the words of Croesus, 

i 

is that "In war the fathers bury their sons, whereas in 
peace the sons bury their fathers," the normal course. 
But we are no more normal than we are certain to practice 
the good if we know it. Those bits of wisdom from the 
Greek world are two and a half millenia old, but they only 
emphasize our persistent unwisdom. 

The time came for the festivity to end. The 
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President went up on the deck and the delegations followed 
him. So did my frock coat. A number of pleasant words 
were spoken and there was a lot of picture taking by 
Underwood and Underwood photographers, which were after-
ward sold in a box together with a stereopticon glass. 
It seems difficult to realize that those events happened 
before movies and before radio, where were the news 
photographers? the movie camera? the radio announcers? 
or television? It was another world bathed in a tran-
quility scarcely immaginable today. To tell the world of 
a world event we three correspondents in our frock coats 
were all there was. 

The four principal delegates were remaining on 
the Hayflower. As a special courtesy they were to be 
conveyed to Portsmouth in the Presidential yacht. The 
hulking figure of Count Witte* sprawled in a chair on 
deck with Baron Rosen close beside him. The sailors were 
putting up awnings overhead against the blazing sun. We 
three stepped down to our launch and shoved off. Now our 
real work was to begin. We must write the story. Tell the 
tale. Tell the world. 

Fortunately the Hew York Sun was economical. 
It had ordered me not to file copy before six o'clock, when 
night telegraph rates go into effect. I had time to get 
out of my bo'rrowed finery and to put on clothes more 

*IIe received the title after the peace conference. 
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suitable to the weather, A sick headache oppressed me 
and I had no appetite for food. I moved into the tele-
graph office at about four o'clock and armed with the notes 
I had made I began to write, Once the first paragraph, 
every newspaper writer's hurdle, was overcome, the account 
of the meeting seemed to flow of itself. People speak of 
the subconscious or unconscious taking over in creative 
writing. I believe that is what happened in that parti-
cular narrative, for I was conscious of nothing but the 
flying of my pencil over the yellow sheets, and scarcely 
conscious of that. If anything directed the thought or 
the words it must have been the solar plexus. Unused to 
drinking, I had absorbed perhaps a glass of the Navy 
champagne during the toasts on the Mayflower. But that 
glass, together with the nervous tension, had given me 
the kind of headache that seems to blot out the possibility 
of mental activity. Yet the imperative task was there. 
The pencil flew and the words were being written, though 
hardly by me. By six o'clock a considerable stack of 
sheets lay beside me. The telegraph operator came and 
took them away and his instrument began to click. The 
rest of the writing went on to the obligato of that 
instrument, hour after hour. But the human instrument, 
meaning myself, began to flag. The telegraph operator 
had caught up with me and came over for individual sheets 
as I finished thero. Soon he was pulling sheets from under 
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my hand before I finished, or even half finished them. 
Finally there were only two or three lines to a sheet with 
a long streak to the bottom as the paper was pulled from 
under my pencil. 

Cloudily, I recall some episode in Jules Verne, 
in which a correspondent began to telegraph the Bible in 
order to hold a wire until he got his news written, but 
I had no Bible. Other correspondents were clamoring for 
the wire. I must go on. Sometime between nine and ten 
after nearly six hours of continuous writing I wrote 
thirty at the end of a page and felb utter collapse in my 
exhausted body. I say nothing of mind for that had 
retired long ago. Foggily, I somehow got back to the hotel 
and to tho bed on which I fell without undressing. The 
recuperative power of youth is one of the phenomena at 
which we never cease to marvel. The next morning after 
some twelve hours of sleep, I seemed to be as fresh as 
ever. The only cloud on my spirits was a 3ort of anxious 
curiosity as to what I had written during those opaque 
hours I could scarcely even picture now. The newspaper-
man's need of the paper seemed even more urgent than 
breakfast. I clattered downstairs in search of a news-
paper. The Duke, the Baron, the others, had all the 
papers. Courteously one of them passed me the Sun. 

Ordinarily I instantly become critical about 
what I have written when I see it in print and annoyed with 
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describing that conference, 3ome five or six columns, 
three on the first page with a turn over bo the second, 
startled me by its novelty. Almost I exclaimed, "That's 
just the way I would have written it!" It interested me 
as journalism, as reading matter. Again and again I 
wondered, did I really write that? But who else could have 
written it since I was the ohly representative for the 
Sun on the Mayflower. Still I was haunted by doubt a3 to 
whether the work was really mine until I strolled down, as 
one returning to the scene of his crime, to the telegraph 
office, 'ft'fhe operator who had done the sending for me 
handed me a telegram and looked at me as I thought, 
queerly. 'This, then, was the telegram of dismissal. The 
Sun, doubtless, had contrived to get a story on this event 
xvhen they found they could not use mine. For some moments 
I hesitated to open the telegram. Finally, I looked at 
it. It was signed by George Mallon. He sent his warm 
congratulations and in his enthusiasm assured me the Sun 
had the best story in town on the conference. At once 
all my critical proclivities left me with a rush, a surge 
of exultation shot upward to my brain, soon succeeded by 
a wave of humility, for I realized that my brain had had 
almost nothing to do with it. Whatever our psychic make-
up, there is some element in it vastly superior to the 
brain. That is the bird, I told myself, that can rise to 



50 

emergencies and that is the "bird I have since then much 
respected. 

fill fiction comes to a climax. All life is 
anti-climax. Within a couple of days after the "shebang," 
as the peerage called it, I found a reason for going to 
Few York and visiting the office. George Ilallon spoke a 
kind word about our story but he was busy with something 
else, possibly it was a good murder. One of my fellow cubs 
who had begun his journalistic life in the same kinder-
garten made some oblique remark, with a broad grin, to 
the effect that there was nothing to do in the office now 
that Forman was writing the entire paper. I grinned back 
at him and told him he could go into action since I 
intended to sleep for the rest of the summer. It amounted 
to almost that. A humorist of the period, Captain Harry 
Graham, in a volume entitled, Hi ̂representative i'en, wrote 
this stanza about Theodore Roosevelt: 

At four A.M. he shoots a bear, 
At six subdues a restive horse, 
From nine to four he takes the air, 
Pie doesn't take it all, of course. 
And then at five o'clock maybe 
Some colored man drops in to tea. 

Even the routine life of Roosevelt was interesting 
and supplied a certain stream of news, but by now we corre-
spondents also had established a routine of getting and 
sending the news. It did not tax our strength or our time 
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so much, '̂'he peace conference had moved to Portsmouth 
and other hands were busy with that. Irvin Cobb, who had 
come up from the south, was writing a column for the Gun 
full of gossip and personality that the town found amusing. 
Irvin Cobb, people said, was a comer. Oyster Bay was now 
a lesser field, but to fill in the time I started writing 
and sending by mail occasional columns of paragraphs of 
Oyster Bay happenings. Some referred to the President and 
his family, but some were pure Oyster Bay, such as the 
progress of the clam industry, or that the pickle crop was 
not panning out as expected this year. The local Horace 
Greely mildly charged me with spoofing the town, for the 
Sun printed these trifles. I knew now that I was out of 
the journalistic kindergarten, and that I should never go 
back to the grim Bastille of my apprenticeship, but that 
my future was to be I could not guess. All the drive of 
my student years had been directed toward writing. Since 
then I had written many thousands of words for the Sun, 
but what in my mind I called writing. I had written not 
a line. 

The fascination of Theodore Roosevelt continued 
for me. Outside the academic world of Harvard, he was the 
greatest American I had come in contact with. But being 
unique he was no model. One might as well try to imitate 
Paul Bunyan. Yet great as he was, he had, I even then 
realized, his limitations. His genius, it seemed to me, 
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was not soaring high enough considering his potentialities. 
At that time I had a contempt for the sordid side of 
practical politics, but Roosevelt was very much of a 
practical politician. It was only much later I learned 
that he and Henry Cabot Lodge, of similar background, had 
entered politics with eyes open as to the sordid side, in 
order to bring to it a finer element. Briefly, he was 
the crusader type. His voice, certainly, was the voice 
of a crusader, but as to his deeds, we would now see them 
as the deeds of the middle of the roader. In his 
challenging manner he coined some unforgettable phrases. 
"Malefactors of great wealth," "Muckrakers," "Byzantine 
logothetes," "pussyfooting," and many others. He was 
himself something of a logothete. Cartoonists called him 
a "trustbuster" and Mr.. Dooley was very humorous about him, 
but essentially he was almost a conservative. It is true 

a big stick" required more vision than in the subsequent 
years and decades, and his efforts to build the Panama 
Canal must always stand to his credit. But his imagination 
took only modest flights. Our foreign policy consisted of 
the "Open Door" in China, the Monroe Doctrine, and little 
else. Roosevelt was of his time and in his time, not-
withstanding the Spanish-American War, the American nation 
was still only a lusty adolescent. 

that at that time his motto to 

As the summer waned I grew more and more moody 
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as to wy future. How could I go back to ordinary reporting 
after my explosion into high politics? Would the paper 
send me to Washington? I doubted it. The Washington 
bureau was staffed by veterans who knew politicians and 
politics by heart. The home office was full of stars 
whose names were notable in Park Row: Samuel Hopkins Adams, 
Lindsay Dennison, Willy Willis, Ed Hill, and a number of 
others. Many newspapers had tried to lure them away but 
they scorned the bait of much larger income, preferring 
the distinction of the Sun. Compared to them I was still 
a cub with everything to learn. The prospect stretched 
away into a haze of uncertainty. 

The day of departure came. The packing in the 
rooms of the Octagon Hotel was not for a night in New York, 
but for good and all. Some naval craft, perhaps the Hay-
flower, took us around the battery, the usual routine, but 
with fatally.final significance. At Jersey City a 
curious spectacle, that seemed like an illustration of 
the end of a perfect summer, was presented to our eyes. 
Prom our boat to the waiting train eight sailors were 
carrying a stretcher by cords so that it swung gently and 
low and did not jar. Upon it, only her flushed face 
visible, was a young woman, a member of our party. She 
was Mrs. William Loeb, Jr., wife of the President's 
secretary. She was going to have a baby and her time was 
near, hence the invoked precautions. But the supine lady, 
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the slow careful tread of the sailors, seemed to subdue 
us all in keeping with this last trip. My own orders I 
had already received. I was to accompany the President 
to Washington and then return to the home office. The 
second law of thermodynamics was inescapable. Life was 
like a clock running down. Anti-climax. 

At the White House the President was a new and, 
if anything, a more dynamic being. Innumerable problems, 
engagements and decisions were waiting for him. He no 
longer had time for pleasant chatting or to light our 
cigars. Secret Service men, doorkeepers, watching eyes 
surrounded him. Luckily some of the same Secret Service 
men that had been at Oyster Bay were on duty so that i 
could still go and come as a friendly familiar. That 
remained true to the end of his administration. He knew 
that notwithstanding the Sun's opposition to him editorially, 
I, as a correspondent, had never swerved from my image of 
him as a beloved President. He was as warm in our parting 
as he had been at our first meeting. He gave me a signed 
photograph. He was urgent in invitations to come back. 
He was warmly personal, but he was also the center of a 
whirlwind of activity, a whirlwind that seemed at once 
to surround him and. to carry him away into invisibility. 
In psychological time I had lived that summer not weeks 
or months, but a whole, a wonderful epoch. I did not ask 
myself whether I had grown or learned anything. I only 



55 

knew that life had moved in a new tempo, a new dimension. 
The very cells of my body had been shaken and stimulated. 
I knew I should never be the same again, even though after 
that flight into brightness I seemed to be dragged back 
into dull obscurity. 



I BECOME AN EDITOR 

Suddenly, a wholly new life began for me. I 
was an editor. Oh, not an editor of the Sun, but of a 
wholly different kind of publication. It had come about 
in this way. When I returned from 'Washington and sat 
down at a desk in the city room waiting for an assignment, 
a deep gloom fell upon me. I felt I was neither fish nor 
flesh nor much of anything. After a summer in the blazing 
Empyrean with Roosevelt, after writing so much front page 
news, politics, peace conferences, presidential movements, 
I had returned to nothing and nowhere. I now lacked even 
the niche in the Bastille. On my first day in the office, 
which was a Sunday, I had sat for some hours before the 
substitute City Editor called out and gave me a scrawled 
memorandum. "Please see what this is." "This" was a 
stabbing affray between two east-side Italians and whatever 
it held could be learned at the Oak Street police station. 
My face grew hot with shame. Such news items would not 
be noted at all by the Sun, were it not a Sunday when news 
is scarce. At most, it was worth a few lines. It might 
still be worth nothing, even after I had trudged to Oak 
Street and learned all there was to it, for I knew by 
then that human tragedy and human sorrow are not always 
news. To a great extent in a metropolitan newspaper, as 
in Greek tragedy, they depend upon the importance of the 
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persons involved. I went. I visited Oak Street. I got 
all that X could about the stabbing and the stabbers and 
it was still nothing. Even better assignments than this 
were no longer interesting. 

Life seemed to have lost its savor. I recall 
writing a story one Sunday about the capture of a master 
counterfeiter by William J. Flynn, then the New York chief 
of the Secret Service. The service gave me nothing but 
the bald facts of the arrest, which seemed barren of 
interest, but by now I had grown accustomed to greater 
freedom in writing news and I let myself imagine that the 
particular counterfeiter had seen himself as a sort of 
Professor Moriarty, a master criminal, putting crime on 
an intelligent basis, bent as much as anything on battling 
the Secret Service, the nemesis of his kind. It made a 
very readable column in the empty Monday morning paper. 

To my astonishment Flynn came to see me at the 
office to ask where I had obtained those romantic details. 
I imagined them I told him. "Why, what's up, Chief?" 
"It happens," he said, "that they are quite correct. They 
are in his confession, but they are locked up in my safe 
and no one has access to them but myself. I didn't 
intend to release them until the man came to trial." For 
years afterwards, even when he was Police Commissioner in 
New York, whenever I met him he asked me to tell him where 
I had obtained that material. Since I was no longer on the 
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paper and he no longer in the service, it could not matter 
and it would he a satisfaction for him to know. But when-
ever I mentioned the word imagination he shook his head, 
he was too realistic to believe in so vague a commodity 
as imagination. 

But windfalls like that Came rarely. Life had 
grown almost unbearably humdrum. -There we sat at those 
dilapitated desks in the paper-strewn room in the firetrap 
building that had once been Tammany Hall", waiting, waiting 
for something stirring or interesting to turn up—that is, 
after the stars, who must be pampered, had received what-
ever cream there was in the daily assignments. Sometimes 
we sat all day and also all evening, getting nothing. 
Selah Clark, said to be the best night City Editor in 
Park Row, would give an occasional twitch to his foul pipe 
and lay down his mystery story as some piece of copy was 
put on his desk. Then he would take his thick black 
pencil and proceed to put verve and bite into the piece 
and paint a headline. But he too was bored. One evening 
as some fire engines dashed by in the street below, he arose 
from his creaky chair and announced, "By the waŷ  gentlemen, 
in case of fire all rules of precedence are suspended in 
this office." At least it afforded us a laugh. 

Experienced hands never complained of what Boss 
Clark did to their copy. They knew he always improved it, 
but newcomers and cubs were plaintive over his slashings. 
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Addressed to one of these, someone wrote this piece of 
irreverent dogerrel, which may have "been already old for 
all I know, 

"Little Boy Blue don't blow your horn, 
Clark read copy before you were born, 
He sent up the story of Christ on the Cross, 
The headline he penned was, 
'We Mourn Our Loss.'" 
More than ever in this vacuum into which I moved 

after the Roosevelt summer I realized that newspaper life 
as I lived it was one in \fhich you constantly touch worlds 
you cannot enter. During the years in the Bastille I was 
often assigned to cover theatrical performances, especially 
on nights when three or four new plays opened. James 
Huneker was dramatic critic of the Gun at that time. He 
would cover the play he liked best. His theatrical news 
assistant editor would cover another, I would cover still 
another. The theater of which during my hard student years 
I had never had enough was a world of fascination. Since 
I knew some foreign languages, I was often sent to the 
German theater at Irving Place where I had become 
acquainted with members of the stock company playing in it. 
When Paul Orlenef brought Ala Nazimova and the Russian 
company, they became a regular assignment for me. In my 
ignorance I reasoned, why not ©et me work of this kind in 
which I delighted? With exuberant imagination I found 



60 

myself doing as Huneker did, that is see the play, go to 
Luchow's Restaurant, write my piece over a seidel of 
Wurzburger and send the copy by messenger to the office. 
The fact that Huneker was a brilliant writer, a famous 
critic of almost every branch of art, and a man of past 
and wide experience, did not wholly escape me, but somehow 
it receded into the background, I was unhappy, I told 
myself, I felt the shades of the prison house closing in. 

One fine autumn day, a few weeks after my return 
to the office, I had an offer. The Literary Digest. a 
widely read peptic weekly, needed what they called a news 
or political editor. They wanted a young newspaper man 
of a certain type. Someone had recommended me as this 
certain type. The editor sent for me. I was engaged. I 
accepted. I was suddenly overwhelmed by the thought that 
I had burned behind me the one bridge that had thus far 
sustained me. When I told George Mallon of my decision 
to leave his face darkened and his long upper lip grew 
longer. "You must be crazy," he broke out with some heat. 
"Why should you want to leave the Sun now, you've only 
just got started. The time comes when a managing editor 
looks for someone to appoint as dramatic critic or foreign 
correspondent. You would have been in line for such 
things. I can hardly believe you have done anything so 
foolish as to leave. Better call it off." That, I told 
him, I could no longer do. I had given my word to the 
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other editor and if I had made a blunder, I must take the 
consequences. I left the Sun with a heavy heart. 

The Literary Digest office was a long narrow 
room, with a row of roll top desks down its length, in 
the offices of Funic and Wagnalls. The editor, William 
Seaver Woods, sat at the middle desk, the rest of us on 
either side of him. Fly work was to read the editorial 
pages of newspapers from all over the country, mark them, 
have them clipped and then to compose articles upon 
national events and questions made up chiefly of quotations, 
a sort of patchwork quilt. My own part consisted of 
writing a paragraph or two of introduction and some con-
nective tissue, weaving the quotations together. It was 
a kind of joux'nalism then at its height, now almost 
unknown. The lack of excitement peculiar to it was so 
pronounced, I experienced all the anguish a fi3h must feel 
convulsively floundering on land. Ily fellow editors were 
all kindness and warmth in welcoming this strange fish, 
and we went to lunch together, and they were eager to talk 
of Roosevelt and the outside world as though they had long 
been cut off from it. The sorry fact was that I felt they 
had been, and that now I too was cut off. The absence of 
zest in this work and environment made it seem a worse 
vacuum than any I had known on the Sun. Where was the 
dash and excitement of, say, traveling with Roosevelt, or 
writing columns and reading them next morning, conscious 
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of having something new in the Sun ̂if not under it? 
George HalIon was right, how right! I must have been 
crazy to leave the Sun. I now forgot the dreary and hum-
drum part, just sitting about, and finally getting a five 
line assignment of an Oak Sti'eet stabbing. My mind's eye 
now saw only the flags of the Mayflower and the sunlit 
waters of Oyster Bay. "No greater sorrow than to think of 
past joys," as Dante said. Dante was right, and so was 
George Mallon. I lost my appetite for food. I felt 
bereaved and forgotten, painfully homesick, and since I 
could not eat I used my lunch time in the worst possible 
way. I took an elevated train to the City Hall Station, 
visited the Sun office, chatted with the men for a few 
minutes and then returned to my no man's land. That, of 
course, prolonged the agony. 

The way to my desk led through a large and 
populous office \\rhere dictionary-making and encyclopedia-
making and other such activities were going on. Those 
workers seemed to me like gnomes in a cave, forever con-
demned to toil under artificial light, I was miserable. 
I was too proud to ask to be taken back on the Sun. I 
had made my bed, I must lie in it. Never does iron so 
cuttingly enter the soul as when oneself has thrust it in. 
Youth is providentially resilient, but I never grew to 
like the work on the Digest. Saturday was press day and, 
being the newest arrival at the office, I spent most of it 
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at the printer's, correcting last minute proof errors, 
saving lines where articles overran by a line or two the 
space alotted them, or cutting judiciously for the 
Procrustean bed of the column. Here, at any rate, I 
learned something which was useful to me later. When I 
became an editor of what I called a real magazine I found 
I had at least learned the rudiments of magazine makeup. 

Gradually I came to accept the fact that I was 
now committed to this work until something else would turn 
up. Some of my new colleagues were exceptionally pleasant 
men. One of them, William Carman Roberts, a cousin of 
the poet, Bliss Carman, became an intimate friend. Others, 
too, from a monthly magazine, Current Literature^in the 
same field, used to join us at lunch. Gradually, we 
formed a luncheon club which we named the Vagabonds, 
because we moved about among the restaurants, and that led 
to many new acquaintances. Edward J. Wheeler, the editor 

Current Literature, Alexander Harvey, his assistant 
and a radiant spirit, whose enthusiasm was all for others' 
prowess and the nascent genius he thought he discovered 
at every turn, were the chief movers of the Vagabonds. 
Spirits were high and conversation was good. We met once 
a week and often someone would bring a guest, either 
notable or amusing. Our headquarters were the National 
Arts Club. One day Wheeler brought Andrew Carnegie as a 
guest of honor. Carnegie by that time had been superceded 
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by the U.S. Steel Corporation. He was the possessor of 
more millions than he knew what to do with and he rather 
fancied himself as an author. At any rate, he possessed 
the pleasant Scotch reverence for learning and, by virtue 
of his book, Triumphant Democracy, which some persisted in 
miscalling Triumphant Plutocracy, he felt himself a 3harer 
in the freemasonry of writers, as witness his endowment 
of the Authors' Club. 

One of his favorite themes of conversation was 
the prolongation of life. There was a pathos about this 
stocky little man with his round grey little beard, who 
loved life, had amassed millions for its enjoyment, and 
now saw before him only a limited time left. His bright 
little eyes were suddenly fixed on me. "Tell me," he said, 
wistfully, "how many millions would you take to change 
ages with me?" "You take my age and I'll take yours," 
I laughed, but before I could frame an answer he quickly 
went on turning appealingly to right and left, "Ah, you 
see, he won't do it. That's the ohly thing millions can't 
buy. Youth." Bernard Shaw is said to have exclaimed on 
one occasion, ";vhat a mistake to waste the priceless gift 
of youth on the young." But that remark of Andrew 
Carnegie's suddenly and concretely made me realize that 
youth was indeed priceless and passing. I resolved afresh 
I must do something while I was still young, write a book, 
go to China, anything, before it vanishes over the margin. 
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But such resolutions are made of gossamer. What could I 
write? I had no ideas, and for the first time since coming 
to New York I had free evenings. 

When I consider that all the terrific drive 
during my hard and toilsome student years had been directed 
toward one goal, aimed almost bullet-like at one target, 
I am still amazed at the idleness that overtook me at this 
time of my life. Those old truisms came to mind, "If 
youth but knew. " "Si jeunesse pavait; si vieillesse 
•pouvait 1" But the reason they are truisms is because they 
are absolutely true. All my drive had been toward writing, 
and I wasn't writing. Instead, I was making a gluttonous 
meal of New York, swallowing it whole. I told myself that 
years of frugal living, years of almost cloistered 
studiousness, demanded that a balance be struck, that I 
mingle with people, that I gain more experience and 
knowledge of life. That line of thinking had just enough 
rationality to beguile me and make a semblance of an 
excuse, but deep down I carried a sense of guilt that 
overlay it, and do what I would I could not fully bury 
it. New faces, new personalities, new relationships, all 
these carried a zest out of proportion to their values. 
When Van Vyck Brooks and Edward Sheldon, the boyish 
author of Salvation Nell, a play that added to Minnie 
Maddern Eiske's renown and brought Sheldon fame, came to 
New York, fresh from Harvard, I brought them both to the 
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Vagabonds to add luster to our club. Both were so young 
they seemed like sophomores, yet they had more talent than 
anyone there. 

A truly industrious apprentice would have taken 
these in stride and produced tangible results as well. 
One is told that an occupation that deals with writing, 
like newspaper work or editorial work, precludes creative 
writing. Actually, my work on the Literary Digest was 
hardly writing at all. It was a sort of scissors and 
paste occupation. A Gallup polling of opinion on topics 
of the day. I must begin, I told myself. At least I must 
begin to begin. 

Then another sudden change came into my life. 
One of the friends I had made during this idle period was 
Elizabeth Jordan, Editor of Harpers' Bazaar, She was a 
beautiful woman of great poise, experience and ability. 
She had gone through the newspaper vestibule to reach her 
position, had worked on Joseph Pulitzer's World, had 
written stories for magazines, and at the time was con-
sidered an ideal editor for a woman's journal. One day 
she called me on the telephone and relayed a message that 
seemed to me both strange and incomprehensible. Colonel 
George Harvey, she told me, had asked her to invite me 
on his behalf to come to his country home in New Jersey 
for a weekend. I did not know what to make of it. I did 
not know Colonel Harvey nor could I imagine how he knew 
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of me. I was producing nothing, my signature was not 
appearing on hooks or in magazines. My obscurity was 
total, complete. Did he wish me to write something for 
one of his magazines, for Colonel Harvey had not one but 
several magazines under bis suzerainty. He was high in 
the heavens of the publishing world. The new tycoon in 
the field, the new head of the ancient and honorable house 
of Harper and Brothers. But why does he need me to do any 
writing for him? He could command anybody. The contribu-
tors to Harpers Magazine at that time included Mark Twain, 
Henry James, William Dean Howells. Harpers' 'Weekly, 
Harpers' Bazaar, the North American Review could and did 
have contributions from these and all the field as a matter 
of course. Ho, it could not be my writing. It must be 
something else. 

The following weekend I was a guest at Colonel 
Harvey's country place at Deal in New Jersey. The house, 
partly reconditioned, partly new, was filled with comforts. 
The food was excellent, the spirit of the host and 
hostess was simple and kindly. Elizabeth Jordan was a 
fellow guest. We talked, we went to the golf course on 
Saturday, we passed the time, but by Sunday evening I 
wasn't one whit the wiser as to the reason for my being 
there. I admit to a sinking feeling as we sat down to 
supper that evening. Colonel Harvey had talked to me 
about this and that, politics, writing, Roosevelt, golf, 
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desultory conversation, such as any weekend people might 
hold. But as to the reason for my being there, not one 
word. The supper over, Mrs. Harvey and Kiss Jordan left 
bhe dining room, but not so my host. By a gesture or by 
a word he indicated that we, he and I, might go on smoking 
where we were. This, then, might or might not be "it." 
Suddenly looking away over the huge horn-rim spectacles 
which he wa.s one of the first to affect, he asked me 
whether I wasn't pretty good at languages. "Fair," I 
answered, laconically, catching something of his manner, 
of seeming detachment, almost irrelevancy. 

"Know any Esperanto?" he asked in the same tone 
that virtually said, not that it matters, but it makes 
conversation. I told him that I did not, but that from 
what I had heard of the new synthetic language, one could 
master it in a few weeks. He did not answer. He did not 
even nod, but puffed away at his cigar as though already 
thinking of something else. With bhe same abruptness as 
before and even more irrelevancy he fixed the large horn 
framed lenses upon me and asked: 

"What do they pay you at the Digest?" I still 
remember the flush of heat that seemed to exude from my 
face. This was a personal question I had never been 
asked before. My salary, moreover, in this setting of 
luxury and wealth seemed almost disgracefully indigent. 
Nevertheless I could not choose but answer. 
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"Thirty-five," I said. 
"I'll give you five thousand," he sailed benignly, 

almost cajolingly. I have been trying to recapture what 
I felt at the moment of that offer. My heart, I am 3ure, 
missed a beat. There was an inward sigh, followed by a 
tumult within my body. I believe I turned pale. When the 
words "thirty-five" had been wrung' out of me under an 
inner protest, I had made them as brief a3 possible and 
did not even add the word dollars. Now, mu3t I not explain 
that I had meant thirty-five dollars? But an inner voice 
seemed to say, no, you need not. If you were not worth 
five thousand a year to him he would not offer it. 

"Does that interest you?" he pressed. "Would 
you come to work for me?" 

"Yes,"* Colonel Harvey," I finally said. He 
seemed relieved, "But I'd have to give them nobice at the 
Digest." 

"Oh, we don't want to inconvenience anybody," 
he said, with brusque casualness, "but make it as brief as 
they will let you. I want you to begin as soon as you can." 

With a brevity he may have learned from other 
tycoons he explained that he needed me on the North American 
Review and that he thought we might do something about 
Esperanto, which he believed had a future. Then he arose 
from the table. We joined the ladies and our conversation 
was as desultory and as irrelevant to this crisis in my 
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life as any that had come before. 
The following- morning when we three, Miss Jordan, 

Colonel Harvey and I, went into town together in the train 
we were all absorbed in our newspapers and no single word 
was uttered bearing upon the only matter that mattered. 
I left the others at Jersey City to take the Twenty-Third 
Street ferry arriving in my own office late for the first 
time since I had been there. After making my excuses to 
William S. Woods for being late I added shamefacedly that 
I was resigning to take effect in two weeks or less, if 
possible. It was now his turn to change color and I 
suddenly felt very sorry for him. He had always been 
kind. 

"Would a raise in salary of five dollars a week 
be an inducement to remain?" he asked. I told him 
apologetically it would make no difference whatever. The 
salaries in that office now seemed like sweat-shop wages. 
Two weeks later I became Associate Editor of the Horth 
American Review. 



A DREAM COME TRUE 

It seemed as though I had been catapulted into 
a new world, but in reality there was something strangely 
familiar, even old, in this new world, for the very simple 
reason that it was the world of my dreams. There is a 
stigma always implied when we call a man a dreamer of 
dreams, yet there is something indulgent and wistful in 
the stigma. The reason for that I think is that we are 
all, to an extent, touched by it. Ihere is a line in 
Wordsworth's Prelude, "I was the dreamer, they the dream. 
I roamed delighted through the motley spectacle." Every 
man and every woman, however realistic and hard-bitten 
their maturity, have at sometime early in life been 
dreamers of dreams. We are all romantic and some of us, 
like Conrad's Lord Jim, are incurably romantic. The 
interlude of newspaper work, with its harsh realities, 
had in no wise dulled the vividness of those early dreams, 
when to read of Emerson and Lowell and Holmes, of Mark 
Twain, Henry James and Howells, was in a sense to be them. 
Happily in that blissful world of dreams nothing is 
impossible, and is reality so far behind? 

The North American Review had counted among its 
editors various grandeurs, including Henry Adams, James 
Russell Lowell and Charles Elliot Norton. Undeniably 
they were gods. Undeniably I was a very humble mortal, 
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yet in a sense had I not become one of their successors? 
The names of the great writers had been but names before, 
albeit fabulous, golden-hued. Now they were many of them 
"my" contributors, and in a sense all that had been made 
possible by George Harvey. No wonder I felt a keen 
gratitude and a warm devotion to his publishing interests. 
I realized that for him, too, early dreams had come true 
and I felt the community and kinship of a common dream. 
George Harvey was one of the most fascinating American 
phenomena at the turn of the century. Born during the 
Civil War, he received the grandiose name of George Brinton 
McClellan. At the time I came to know him, in his early 
forties, he had long since dropped the two middle names 
as superfluous weight for his swift progress. In his 
little Vermont birth place, Peacham, he had soon found the 
field too narrow for his restless spirit and driving will. 
But even as a boy of sixteen or seventeen he was already 
writing for local papers and showed his cleverness by 
learning how to curve a pitched baseball and writing a 
story illustrating the trick, "How Science Won the Game," 
for a juvenile periodical. After that the obvious path 
for an American Dick Whittington lay in that land of 
Cockaigne—journalism. At eighteen he was a reporter on 
Samuel Bowies' Springfield Republican and only nine years 
later he was managing editor of one of the greatest 
newspapers in America, Joseph Pulitzer's New York World. 
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Clearly, nothing could stop that tornado of energy. He 
had a room with a bed in the World Building so that he 
could stay with the paper all the twenty-four hours of 
the day whenever it seemed necessary. When he resigned 
from that newspaper, Pulitzer again and again urged him 
to return and even at that time, when he was not yet thirty, 
he was credited with helping in the re-election of Grover 
Cleveland and received the offgr of the Consulate General 
of Berlin. 

Newspapermen in the upper brackets are not 
without opportunities for meeting the great. William C. 
Whitney, a tremendously rich man with wide interests, 
had taken part in the Grover Cleveland campaign. In 
Cleveland's first term he had been Secretary of the Navy. 
Now he was too busy making millions in the electric light 
companies and the electric street railways. He had fixed 
hi3 eye upon Harvey as a young man of parts and told him 
that should he ever quit newspaper work he could put some-
thing in his way. Harvey had left Pulitzer and, though 
the great are often forgetful, Whitney was evidently an 
exception. Suddenly Harvey became a builder and combiner 
of surburban street railways in New Jersey and Staten 
Island. Later even Havana, in Cuba, a more distant suburb 
of New York, was his terrain. Like the northern farmer, 
he went where money was and some of it had clung to him. 

Stories in feminine romantic thrillers of the 
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period, like the weekly Fireside Companion, often had 
sentences like this about the dashing, dark-eyed, poor 
but honest young hero. "Three years had gone by. Hand-
some Algernon had become one of our merchant princes." 
In the case of George Harvey that was almost literally 
true. In five years he retired from streetcar line building 
with a fortune, bought the North American Review and once 
again the early dream was taking solid shape. He was 
owner and editor of the oldest magazine in America. The 
Review had been founded in 1815. Someone has described 
it as the "priceless repository of so many of the best 
minds of the most highly educated portion of the American 
public." In any case, the Review was rich in prestige and 
tradition. All it now needed was circulation. But even 
more, George Harvey needed a platform; once a publicist 
always a publicist. On his wife's side he was distantly 
related to Daniel Webster. He appeared a quiet man, almost 
reticent, low voiced, at times almost inaudible, yet 
nothing in public life seemed alien to him. Now that he 
was called upon to make speeches he assiduously cultivated 
the art. I recall lightly mentioning to Mark Twain that 
the Colonel was getting to speak like him. "I believe I 
am helping him some," replied Mark, very soberly. Mark 
Twain was now one of the warm friends, almost a crony of 
the Colonel's. For the occasion of Marks's seventieth 
birthday was celebrated by a dinner at Delmonico's to end 
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all dinners. JSvery literal figure of note wa3 present. 
That was a little before ray time there, but the rumor of 
the dinner resounded still. 

It had come about in this way. A year after his 
acquisition of the Review Harvey's ambition seemed to 
reach its apogee when he was asked to become President of 
Harper and Brothers. J. P. Morgan and Company were the 
heaviest creditors of Harpers. The Harper family saw 
themselves approaching receivership, With the consent of 
Morgan an arrangement was made and George Harvey, owner 
and editor of one of the oldest magazines, became the 
head of one of the oldest and most noted publishing houses. 
Just as the Review needed circulation, so the house of 
Harper needed revenue. The obvious line was to get the 
biggest names and the best authors, especially when they 
went together, on the Harper list. At once, Harvey made 
that his task. He never did anything by halves. Among 
American authors of this time what name was greater than 
Mark Twain? The thing to do was to gather all of Mark 
Twain'3 books, scattered among vax»ious publishers, 
including his own defunct house of Charles L. Webster and 
Company, under the single imprint of Harper, then to sell 
not merely books by Mark Twain, but Mark Twain's works. 
In his notebook Mark Twain tells of a prophecy made to him 
in London by Cheiro, the fortuneteller, in 1895? that in 
his sixty-eighth year he would become suddenly rich. At 
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that time the humorist was still $94,000 in debt on the 
Webster bankruptcy and lecturing in desperation all over 
the world to pay his debts. Where was this wealth to 
come from? From a quite unexpected source he was told by 
Cheiro. Unexpectedly indeed, for at the time he had never 
heard of Harvey, then building suburban railways in Hew 
Jersey. On October 22, 1903, however, the new head of 
Harper and Brothers signed a contract with Hark guaranteeing 
him $25,000 a year of income from his books. At times 
after this Mark recounts with amazement, his income exceeded 
$100,000 a year. That and this stupendous dinner of 
December 5» 1905» led I-lark Twain to speak of his publisher 
as Harvey the Magnificent. If Mark Twain was the kingpin, 
as Harvey called him, William Dean Howells wa3 recognized 
as the dean of American letters at that time. I-Ie had 
been earlier a Harper author and him, too, Harvey had 
brought back to Harpers. He wrote the "Editor's Easy 
Chair" in Harper's Magazine, a department of urbane 
comment, and acted as literary counselor and wrote articles 
for the Korth American Review, the pi'oofs of which I read 
with veneration. Every now and then he would climb our 
circular stairs and drop into the Review office and bring 
home afresh the realization that gods and mortals dwell 
not so far apart. One of the immortal marks of the god3 
is the kindness to the young. They never implied that 
they were on the same plane as I, but they never paraded 
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their superiority,. Simplicity seemed to be their hallmark. 
Howells loomed large in those days. Why there 

has been no revival of Howells is beyond me. He was a 
prolific novelist, a critic of note and authority, volumi-
nous in belles-Lettres, such of his novels as the Rise 
of Silas Lapham, A Hazard of Hew Fortunes, and The Quality 
of Mercy were required reading in those days," yet Henry 
Jame3, who certainly is not easy reading, has had a revival. 
Howells has been ignored. His style was lucidity itself 
compared with the convolutions of Henry James. His 
characters were interesting, his philosophy civilized, yet 
his current posterity would have none of him.* 

Once we came to friendly terms it was a joy to 
talk to him, whether of life or of letters. Naturally, 
most of the talk was on his side, mine was to listen. But 
what could be better* His mind was rich, his spirit gentle, 
his experience profound. He had been editor of the 
Atlantic Monthly, he had basked in the solar rays of the 
New England Group, probably as I was basking in his. He 
had been one of the early friends of Mark Twain, among the 
first to welcome him to the seats of the gods. So 
occasionally on Sundays I used to don my frock coat and 
silk hat and call at the Howells' apartment and chat 
pleasantly with him and his delicately featured, sweet-voiced 

"Since this was written Mr. Van Wyck Brooks has published 
a book on Howells. 
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daughter, Mildred. To me it was a pleasure. I hope it 
did not "bore him too much, hut the young, I suppose, must 
inevitably bore a certain number until they learn not to 
bore, just as an oculist, according to Oliver Wendell 
Holmes, must spoil a hatfull of eyes until he learns to 
operate successfully for cataract. 

Henry James, the third of the trio, I did not 
meet until later, when he returned to America upon the 
death of his illustrious brother, William James. But he 
had been in America a few years previously to make his 
notes for the American Scene. On that occasion Colonel 
Harvey, always intent upon adding greatness to greatness, 
invited both Mark Twain and the famed expatri&t&to his 
country home at Deal. To have those two literary eminences 
under one roof promised a feast of riches, but to the 
disappointment of those present the two did not strike 
fire. Henry James was silent, voluminously, and Mark Twain, 
somewhat sepulchrally. In short, do what Colonel Harvey 
could, the conversatioh was anything but prosperous. 
Finally, in a long involved sentence with ellipses, 
parentheses, and a variety of clauses, Henry James 
announced that the arms of Morpheus beckoned, that, briefly, 
he was going to bed. None gainsaid him. He went. Mark 
remained standing during the slow progress of James up the 
stairs. Finally he heard the bedroom door close. Mark 
lit a long cigar and sighed. "Now boys," he said in a 
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lighter tone than any he had used that evening, "Now boys, 
let's enjoy ourselves." 

The one occasion when I saw Henry James was a 
reception at the apartment of Kate Douglas Wiggin. 
William James had died recently in Cambridge and that sad 
event had brought Henry once again to the American scene. 
Kate Douglas Wiggin, author of simple sentimental stories 
about Tlaine, stories of wide appeal to women, was probably 
at the opposite pole as a writer, but Henry James was 
revered by writers, if not by readers, as the king of 
their art. His public was sparse but his prestige of the 
highest. Of the group of writers gathered that afternoon, 
not one, so far as I could observe, talked with Henry 
James for more than a minute. They could not have borne 
the effulgence longer. When my own turn came I was so 
nervous and shy I blurted out that I had heard some of his 
brother's lectures on the varieties of religious experience. 
His eyes filled with tears, his magnificent head turned 
away as two of the tears ran down his cheeks. His 
bereavement had been too recent. That, however, is to 
anticipate. 

The name of George Harvey was on the reddish 
brown paper cover of the North American Review as editor. 
Harvey, however, did not do the actual editing. He con-
tributed a department of comment, mostly detached paragraphs 
on American and world affairs. The editorial work, itself, 
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was done by David L.. Monroe, an elderly Scotsman, and now 
by myself as the Sorcerer's Apprentice. On publications 
there is always so much detail, so many things to be done, 
the editors of a daily smile at the pretentions of weekly 
editors. These in turn, wish their organ were a monthly. 
I suppose, even editors of quarterly and annual publica-
tions find themselves overworked. Anyhow, there was plenty 
to do. David Monroe and I had one secretary between us 
and that was the staff. G. Bernard Shaw once gave as the 
reason why his early novels were refused by publishers 
that his style was a hundred and fifty years behind the 
times and his ideas a hundred and fifty years ahead of 
them. The first part of that antithesis applied to the 
Review. It looked almost exactly the same early in the 
twentieth century as it had looked almost a hundred years 
earlier. Harvey, being a modern business man, he might, 
one would suppose, have completely modernized It, but 
strangely enough the sense of the past was strong in him. 
He left it pretty much as it was. Suggestions I made for 
a new cover, a fresher dress all around, were met with 
disfavor and with an indulgent smile by Harvey. Some-
time later when I was crossing the ocean with .Frank Munsey, 
the ten-cent magazine maggot as someone had called him, 
he asked me why the Review remained so old-fashioned. 
For the honor of the house I defended it on the ground of 
long tradition, prestige and the like. "There is nothing," 
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he said, "in my constitution that would make me pay 
attention to any such reasons." "What would you do if it 
were yours," I asked him. "I would put a new dress on it, 
price it at ten cents and put someone like Arthur Brisbane 
in as its editor." That was Munsey's recipe. Arthur 
Brisbane was then the editor of William Randolph Hearst's 
New York Journal, regarded as the most sensational news-
paper in America. 

The North American Review was anything but 
sensational, but even that journal had its innovations. 
After all, we were in the twentieth century. There was 
Esperanto. In Warsaw, Poland, dwelt an idealist named 
Dr. L. L. Zamenhof. Much of the world's prejudice and 
misunderstanding, which in turn led to fear, hatred, and 
persecutions was owing, he felt, to ignorance by peoples 
of the language of other peoples. In Russia, for instance, 
of which he was then a subject, a foreigner and particularly 
a German, the nearest neighbor national, was called 
Niemetz, that is, a dumb man, a duimy. With passionate 
zeal he devoted himself to resolving the difficulty. He 
invented the synthetic language, Esperanto. Esperanto 
was synthetic because it was almost entirely based on 
already existing tongues, the Latin group, the Teutonic, 
the Slavic, mostly, that is, the Indo-European languages. 
The name he gave his invention expressed hope, hope for 
greater understanding, better feeling among mankind. 
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Colonel Harvey, Himself uni-lingual, thought it would 
he a good idea for so imposing a publication as the Review 
to advocate the study of Esperanto. In order to advocate 
it somebody had to know it. For myself, still fresh from 
the schools as I was, I was something of a snob about 
Esperanto. Many years of my life thus far had been devoted 
to the study of languages for their literatures. A 
language without a literature had virtually no meaning 
for me. Still, in a sense, Esperanto was one reason for 
my being on the Review. The Colonel suggested that I 
learn Esperanto and I went ahead to learn it. 

It was easy enough, I read it almost at sight. 
In two weeks there was nothing in the language I could not 
read. In two months I was compiling a succinct grammar 
and handbook and began installments of It among the back 
advertising pages of the Review. That was a suitable 
place for Esperanto, since there was little or no advertis-
ing in those pages. That was one of the magazine's 
handicaps. It was too distinguished. Anyone who read 
the Review, advertisers believed, did not consult adver-
tising pages before making purchases. We had a few 
financial advertisements, banks and trust companies, very 
few. And even these came in out of friendliness to Colonel 
Harvey rather than because of any business they might 
derive. Nor did Esperanto students flock,—for much the 
same reasons that advertisers stayed away. Most of our 
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readers had probably studied at least one modern language 
besides their own. Still Esperanto began to develop a 
following. Certainly we had more Esperanto correspondence 
than advertisers. Besides, my propagation of the language 
led to my attendance at some Esperanto congresses in 
England and on the Continent of Europe. So to me, at all 
events, it was paying off. Those were the lucky years. 

The general editorial work, however, naturally 
interested me much more. Colonel Harvey owned the North 
American Review for twenty-seven years. I doubt whether 
in a single one of those years he published it without 
considerable financial loss. Ellery Sedgwick bought the 
Atlantic and made it yield him an income. The Atlantic, 
however, though also a part of the flowering of New England, 
somehow carried a cozier elegance, a lighter aura than the 
Review. The "Autocrat of the Breakfast Table" had not 
only supplied it with urbane humor for many year's, but he 
had also infused it with that touch of elegant well-bred 
ease the Bostonian periodical carries to this day. Not so 
the Review. We seemed never to be free of articles on the 
tariff, the repudiation of debts by states and nations, 
foreign affairs, and the kinds of politics politicians 
never have time to read because they are too busy mending 
their fences, getting office and above all, holding office. 

We needed lighter things, yet with the lightness 
that would not topple the Review from its pedestal of 
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gravity. The Colonel, like myself, felt the need of more 
lightness, finally he hit upon an idea. Ilark Twain was 
writing his autobiography for ultimate publication by 
Harpers. What we needed was the right kind of a light 
serial. The autobiography should supply that. The cost 
for the Review with its limited circulation and virtually 
no advertising was terrific, but Harvey loved his Review. 
Accordingly, we began the publication of Mark's auto-
biography. The regrettable truth was it was not funny. 
It increased our circulation somewhat, but not enough to 
defray the almost staggering price for us per installment. 
To make it pay, our circulation ought to have been half, 
or at least a quarter, of a million. I need hardly say 
it was some light years distant from that. But I gloried 
in my job. Outside the pages of the Review it was full of 
excitement and events. To go over to Mark Twain's house 
on Fifth Avenue with a set of proofs which required instant 
attention to find the great man in his great bed sitting 
up either with a pad on his knees writing, or a book, 
smoking a long cigar, or else find him playing billiards 
with someone, Albert Bigelow Payne, his biographer, or 
Finley Peter Dunne, Mr. Dooley, and carrying on a drawled 
steady monologue with its sub-acid and sometimes bitter 
humor, was a great event to me, as yet unfledged. 

Or William Dean Howells would drop in at 
Franklin Square to take a last look at proofs of one of 
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his articles, perhaps it wa3 on Ellen Glasgow or William 
Allen White or one of the numerous younger writers he felt 
called upon to encourage and to welcome in the guise of 
criticism. Always he seemed to bring a warmth, an 
urbanity, witty and from what is sometimes called the 
Great Republic of Letters, a distinguished citizen of 
which he had been for so many years. He was modern enough, 
this traveler from Alturia, yet somehow he seemed more 
like an ambassador conforming to the country of his mission, 
an ambassador from a remote and favored land, in which his 
peers and colleagues were Emerson, Lowell, Oliver Wendell 
Holmes, Thomas Bailey Aldrich and their ilk. Unlike 
Aldrich, he was not merely Boston-plated but conveyed a 
superior quality of Boston itself. He had lived much 
abroad. He was polished without glitter, gentle without 
mawkishness, yet he too, had come from afar, from Ohio, 
in fact, and had never attended any college or university. 
He had begun life as a printer, but so great was his love 
of letters he had inevitably made for Bostor then the 
centerj and had fitted in among the greatest. His kindness 
was never condescending and a few pleasant words from him 
were like a benediction to a young man. 

Then there was Henry Mills Alden, editor of 
Harperls Magazine, also of that earlier tradition of 
American letters. He had been editor of the magazine since 
1869 and for six years before that he had edited Harpers 
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Weekly. Nearly half a century an editor, still much 
deferred to, and writing a department in the magazine, 
"The Editor's Study." He believed in welcoming the young 
writers, since only in that way can literature maintain 
its health and vigor. "Mr. Aiden," I asked him one day, 
as we were going out to lunch together, "what is the 
difference between a writer whose novel you accept for 
serialization in the magazine, say DuMaurier, or Mrs. 
Humphrey Ward, and the novel you have no doubt declined 
today and returned to its author?" "It is the ability to 
paint a picture," he answered briefly, reflected for a 
moment and nodded, "yes, everything is in that, a lifelike 
picture." He was, of course no longer doing the heavy 
editorial work. Colonel Harvey had brought with him from 
the New York World Frederick ^uneka, a hardworking, 
painstaking editor who sat at an open desk above the 
stairway leading into the warehouse-like office of Harpers, 
reading, forever reading, never to be read. He always 
intended to write a history of journalism but he never 
wrote it. Then there was Thomas Bass Wells and Lee Foster 
Hartman, each of whom in turn later became editor of 
Harper's Magazine. Both died too young. Frederick Duneka 
had large powers. He was in reality the final authority, 
not only on the magazine contents but on the books pub-
lished by the house. A staff of readers whittled the heap 
of manuscripts, constantly growing, owing to the renewed 
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faith of the house. I sometimes thought Duneka's mind 
lacked daring and perfect taste, hut that may he prejudice 
because a little later he declined a book of my own. 

Some of his assistants were more interesting. 
One of them, Hipley Hitchcock, had a long experience in 
other publishing houses and prided himself upon some of 
his successes in selection. He told me one day of a 
manuscript that had come in dilapidated and dog-eared, 
battered by visits to something like a score of publishing 
houses. "I read it," said Hitchcock, "liked it and 
published it." The novel was David Harum. Sow, that novel 
was a phenomenal best-seller of Its time and it is still 
read. Two or three times a week I used to go to lunch 
with some of the editors of the Nation and the New York 
Evening Post at the building of that newspaper in Vesjjsy 
Street, At the table often were Oswald Garrison Villard, 
Paul Elmer More, Dr. Pabian Franklin, Simeon Strunsky, 
Walter B, Pitkin, Allan Nevins, and others. I had come 
to know these men because occasionally I wrote a review 
for either the Nation or the Post. To one of those 
gatherings I told Ripley Hitchcock's story about David 
Harum, his great success and some of his other successes. 
"Remarkable," broke in the sceptical Walter Pitkin, "next 
time you see Hitchcock ask him why he paid Hilton so 
little for Paradise Lost." 

I take it for granted that such impromptu 
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gatherings exist today, but I do not know about therê  but 
those casually assembled names strike one as a remarkable 
collection. Oswald Garrison Villard was the owner of the 
Post and Nation and became a widely known publicist. Dr. 
Franklin likewise a publicist, had already had a career 
as a mathematician and professor at Johns Hopkins University. 
Paul Elmer More was regarded as one of America's foremost 
critics. Simeon Strunsky, author of subtle and delightful 
books like No Mean City and Two Came to Town for many 
years wrote the column "Topics of the Times" in the New 
York Times. Allan Nevins became Professor of History at 
Columbia University and a prolific historian. Walter 
Pitkin, for years Professor of Journalism at Columbiaj was 
widely known for a series of popular books of which Life 
Begins at Forty most readily comes to mind. With the 
exception of More, who was editing the Nation, all were 
newspapermen. All had been culled and gathered by Oswald 
Garrison Villard. 

How he went about collecting his staff was 
illustrated by one episode in my own experience. To the 
North American Review had come an unsolicited article 
entitled "The Poet's Mind." It was so good it was 
immediately accepted. The author of it was Max Eastman. 
We had never heard of him and wondered whether it was a 
pseudonym. It was our custom to print a paragraph about 
the author, especially if he was new to us, by way of 



89 

identification. We wrote the author of "The Poet's Mind" 
for data and learned that his was no pseudonym. When the 
article was published the readers wrote in that we must 
have made an error in the biographical note. We had given 
his age as twenty-four. No one of twenty-four, the readers 
assured us, could conceivably have written so mature and 
excellent an article. We must have meant forty-four. We 
wrote reassuring our readers. Max Eastman was indeed 
twenty-four. Oswald Garrison Villard had no sooner read 
the article than he was aflame to get in touch with its 
author. No one of his staff knew hi?n. Had I met him? I 
told him that I had. Urgently Villard begged that I see 
Max Eastman and on Villard's behalf make him an offer to 
come to the Post. I invited Max to lunch at the Harvard 
Club. He, whom Somerset Maugham has recently called the 
handsomest man in America, came strolling in as unhurried, 
nonchalant and unperturbed as he appears to this day, and 
we lunched. I laid Villard's proposition before him. I 
told him something of the atmosphere of the Post and how 
much at home he would find himself there. "I am sorry," 
drawled Max with his tolerant smile, "but I don't want to 
earn my living by writing." And that was that. Today 
Max earns his living handsomely by writing; aside from 
his books he has been a roving editor of the Headers' 
Digest. 

Someone has called Fleet Street, as symbolic of 
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London journalism, the street of adventure. 'To anyone 
with a zest for it, journalism is much more than that. It 
is the street almost of ecstasy. It was cei'tainly so to 
me while it lasted. Printer's ink, to those who have a 
taste for it, is the rarest of perfumes. It is all hut 
irresistable. It is habit-forming. Let none cultivate 
it lightly. De ^uincey's or Coleridge's opium habit could 
more easily have been broken than the habit of inhaling 
printer's ink. Some people make their careers and liveli-
hoods by serving stocks and bonds, or machines, or 
merchandise. For me such a life was inconceivable. The 
printed page, newspapers, magazines, books, these made 
the only possible world for me, these and the people who 
made them. Colonel Harvey, too, in his way, harbored the 
same addiction in his bosom. He loved to mingle in the 
great world, especially the world of finance. William C. 
Whitney, Thomas Fortune Eyan, the streetcar magnates, were 
his friends. So were Andrew Carnegie, Henry C. Frick, the 
steel men. He told me one day of helping to settle a 
strike by going to the labor union heads, talking to them 
frankly and straight and then bringing them to the office 
of the operators of whom I believe the elder J. P. Morgan 
was one. He was not without pride in his exploits and in 
his acquaintances with these men, but always he regarded 
these things as interludes in his real and singleminded 
devotion to printer's ink. 
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Possibly it was from those exceeding rich men 
that he had learned tht- large gestures which seemed 
expensive, but which might bring large resulto. The 
sumptuous dinners to Hark Twain and William Dean Howells, 
the annual trips abroad accompanied by bwo or three xaen 
from Harpers, the freedom in expense account, all these 
were not usual in publishing houses. When an Esperanto 
Congress was to be held in Dresden with delegates from all 
over the world, he remarked in his carefully cultivated 
laconic manner, "I think, Forman, you ought to go," Then 
he gazed fixedly at me through his large horn-rimmed 
lenses as if watching for my reactions. "Very well, 
Colohel, I shall sail on the twenty-third." That is the 
sort of thing he liked. Ho arguments, no bringing up of 
details, no discussion, all that was subsidiary, even 
irrelevant. He himself was a newspaperman and a trained 
newspaperman is not given to asking time-wasting questions. 
The tradition was that when a James Gordon Bennett told a 
Henry K. Stanley to go and find Dr. Livingston Stanley 
accepted the assignment with the briefest possible answer 
and started for darkest Africa. The matter of costs, 
the funds and. sinews, are taken for granted. All the rest, 
the preparation, the organization, the work—the editor, 
the chief, the proprietor, cannot bother with these. They 
are your affair. He has other things to think about. I 
was not comparing myself to Stanley, but I knew by now 



what the Colonel liked. Thus it case about that every 
year during ray service on the Review I went to Europe and 
that brought a wholly new world of friends, experience, 
excitement, and delight. 



"PRESIDENT-MAKING" 

Firm though I am in the belief that no man can 
escape his destiny, I have nevertheless often wondered 
whether Woodrow Wilson would ever have been President of 
the United States if George Harvey had not been President 
of Harper and Brothers. 

Cynical observers sometimes called Harvey a 
shrewd advertiser; his biographer calls him a "passionate 
patriot." Possibly the truth lay somewhere between those 
two points. That he loved his country I have no doubt, 
but he also had a singularly alert eye for opportunity. 

In 1902, early in his career at Harpers, Harvey 
attended the inauguration of Woodrow Wilson, hitherto 
Professor of Political Scienee, as President of Princeton 
University. Harvey knew that Harpers was about to publish 
Wilson's History of the American People. Some things 
Wilson said in his inaugural address, with the clear 
precise Wilsonian style and the aptness of phrase of the 
polished scholar, registered agreeably in Harvey's mind. 
As editor of the Review and Harper's Weekly he could not 
but admire weighty utterance clothed in simplicity and 
finished style. "That man could win the people," he is 
said to have remarked upon hearing Wilson's speech. On 
his return home he scanned the pages of Wilson's History 
and some of his other writings. "I think," he said, "he'll 
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make a good President of the United States." 
The present generation can hardly imagine the 

hold that William Jennings Bryan had on a considerable 
portion of our population. He was the silver-tongued 
orator who told people, especially in the West and the 
South, that they were being crucified on a cross of gold. 
He stood for the unlimited coinage of silver, a deflation 
that terrified financial interests. He was anti-imperi-
alist and, of course, pro-labor. However mild some of 
these things may sound today, he was to the conservatives 
of the time a dangerous radical. It was these dangers 
to certain classes that had made "Dollar-Mark Hanna," as 
he was called, throw himself into the McKinley campaign 
with a berserk fury In 1896, virtually blackjack the 
moneyed men of his time for campaign funds and elect the 
dignified Fourth-of-July sort of candidate, William 
McKinley, to succeed Grover Cleveland. Mark Hanna was' 
called the "Warwick',' the "President Maker." Even 
Theodore Roosevelt, a less certain quantity than McKinley, 
but with a personal popularity deservedly much greater, 
was elected in 1904 with the largest vote up to that 
time given to a presidential candidate in the United States. 
The menace of Bryan was not wholly extinct for some time 
after that. George Harvey had had a hand in the election 
of Grover Cleveland to his second term. The Democratic 
party now had virtually no one else in the field excepting 
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the perpetual Bryan. Would it not he good editorial 
policy, sound publishing policy, and right good common 
sense to pick a potential contender, especially one so 
decorous and suitable as this impressive statesman-like 
college president, and groom him? It was, and he did. 
Articles began to appear, editorials in Harpers Weekly 
and the North American Review, like fingers pointing. On 
February 3, 1906 Harvey made a speech at the Lotus Club, 
quite simply nominating for the Presidency of the United 
States, "Woodrow Wilson of Virginia and New Jersey." 
When I came to the Review a few months later, Wilson was 
in a sense half Pickwickian, half deadly earnest, the 
official candidate in grooming. To prepare a candidate 
for high office, especially If that candidate has never 
held office before, even more especially if he happens to 
be at once a college president, a noted scholar, Doctor 
Wilson, as politicians called him, is no ordinary undertaking. 
For, as we know, these are not the days of the ^ays of 
ancient Rome when all were for the state. More nearly 
all are for the party and politicians run the party. Also 
the gentleman was an inhabitant of New Jersey, at that 
time one of the most boss-controlled states in the nation. 
Woodrow Wilson had to be taught the facts of life, and, 
being Doctor Wilson, he must be taught them with delicacy, 
discretion and great circumspection. Harvey proved to be 
a remarkable tutor. If one of the bosses asked, "Ain't 
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he a Presbyterian priest?" the boss in question had to be 
gently and tactfully freed from his delusion. Meetings 
had to be arranged, meetings with the right people in 
New Jersey, with the even Tighter people in New York, 
those whom Roosevelt called "malefactors of great wealth." 
But not all who met him were either rich or powerful. It 
3eems to me I remember one luncheon devoted to the shorter 
ballot at which most of those present were editors and 
writers. The first impression he made on people was one 
of aloofness. How academic he seemed compared to Roosevelti 
Yet when he spoke in the cool precise speech of one who 
had long been trained in avoiding cliches and platitudes 
he was very impressive. He was also sincere. That was a 
great point, fie even had a funny story. Harpers Weekly 
called him a Jeffersonian Democrat. Except that his 
personality was as unlike what you read of Jefferson as 
possible, it was really true. He believed in the true, 
the good, the beautiful, and he knew how to say it. 

It was difficult to love Woodrow Wilson, but 
it was virtually impossible not to respect him. How 
Harvey, thoroughly versed in New Jersey politics (wasn't 
he an honorary Colonel on the Governor's staff?) persuaded 
Boss Smith to nominate Wilson for the Governorship, how 
still later Wilson was chosen President, is part of the 
Wilsonian biography and American history. In this place 
I desire only to speak of my own impressions of him. 
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Greatness is too rare a commodity to be often 
mistaken. It seems to me now that at that time I was 
slightly troubled in making up my mind. I had met many 
remarkable men, but up to that time only a few great ones. 
There was President Elliot; of Harvard, there was Theodore 
Roosevelt, so very different, there was Mark Twain, the 
unique, and now Woodrow Wilson. Yes, lie had qualities of 
greatness. My devotion to Roosevelt remained warm and 
personal, but here was greatness of another sort. It was 
not as monolithic as El̂ jLot' 's nor as vital as Roosevelt's. 
There was something cool and granite-like about Wilson. 
Granite with a high and subtle polish, but granite 
impervious to the ordinary jabs and stresses of life. 

Having formed this notion of him, not by any 
process of logic and syllogism, but by a growing and 
ripening feeling, I wanted to do all that in my manner or 
way I could to help advance his interests. He was already 
engaged in his struggle with the Princeton trustees on a 
number of issues, including the elimination of snobbish 
and exclusive eating clubs. Ivory tower dweller though 
he appeared, his fights and utterances were always on the 
side of a purer democracy than any we were then having, 
either in academic life or in government. He was incurably 
sincere. 

In the late winter of 1909-10 I needed a few 
days of rest and with Colonel Harvey's consent I went to 
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Bermuda. It happened that Mark Twain and Woodrô v Wilson 
both were sojourning there and I was charged with messages 
to them. Both were in poor health at the moment and Mark 
was within only a few months of his death, for 1910 was 
the year of Halley's Comet and Ilark Twain felt his life 
was bound up with its appearances. Whether accurately or 
not, he figured that it had appeared at the time of his 
birth in 1835 and that his death would coincide with its 
next appearance in 1910. Wilson, I suppose, would have 
scorned such a notion as sheer superstition, but the more 
one sees of great men the more uncertain one becomes as to 
what they might or might not believe. Actually there in 
Bermuda Mark Twain was the more cheerful of the two 
celebrities. 

Mark Twain was staying with some friends at a 
villa on the outskirts of Hamilton and he came in to see 
me at the Princess Hotel. He looked ill and somewhat 
sepulchral. Nevertheless, he made a joke or two after I 
delivered my message to him and, if I recall correctly, 
some proofs as well. Wilson, however, whom I saw a little 
later that afternoon, appeared more than usually somber. 
His clear-featured longish face showed no ray of light. 
Afterward, when he became President one heard of his being 
merry and laughing heartily at some entertainment furnished 
him by the talented George Creel. Personally, I had never 
heard him laugh and even his smiling is difficult to recall. 
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We sat on a bench on the tei'race of the Hamilton Hotel, 
and whatever one might have thought about him and his 
future that afternoon one could not possibly have pictured 
him as a man who would shake the world. He appeared 
infinitely sad, as though all of life were behind him. I 
wonder if Mark Twain's fortune teller, Cheiro, at that 
mement would have foretold that the time would come when 
poor people in France and in Italy only a few years later 
would be burning candles before his picture as at a shrine, 
and that his fame would fill the world. 

But that winter Wilson xvas in a trough. His 
Princeton struggle was approaching a climax. His political 
fortunes seemed to be at a low ebb. Two years earlier it 
had been a different story. With the unrelenting publicity 
Colonel Harvey knew 30 well how to plant, talk had flowered 
right and left about the nomination of "Wilson for the 
Presidency at the Democratic convention to be held that 
year at Denver. It was only common sense, Colonel Harvey 
held, that the Democrats would jettison Bryan at last and 
unite upon Woodrow Wilson. For the Colonel to hold such 
a view was not merely to nourish an idle hope, but to do 
something about it. He was always propagating his faith 
in Wilson among the politicians and leaders, but besides 
that he was forever hammering away in his publications. 
He suggested that I write Wilson to name some close and 
intimate friend who might write for us a strong, warm, 
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personal and yet "political" article about him. I have 
no copy of the letter I wrote. It probably exists in the 
Wilson archives, for Professor Arthur S. Link in his book, 
Wilson: The Road to the White House, quotes from it as 
assuring Wilson: "I do indeed believe that you are a 
possible recipient of the nomination at Denver." Whence 
I had this temerity, or what others might even call the 
impudence, to write in this vein I do not know. Wiison»s 

reply to my request is at once so revealing and interesting 
that Ray Stannard Baker, in his voluminous life and letters, 
quotes it in full. It reads: 

April 10, 1908 
"My dear Mr. Forman: 

I wish very much that you could disobey Colonel 
Harvey's instructions. I do not feel that it is any longer 
true that I am being seriously considered as a possible 
recipient of the nomination at Denver this year, and feel 
that Colonel Harvey is carrying his generous loyalty to an 
idea and a high purpose further than the situation makes 
necessary. I need not say how warmly I appreciate it all, 
or how deeply grateful I am to have been considered worthy 
of the honor he has done me. I am merely giving expression 
to my feeling that the suggestion is no longer one of the 
working elements of the political situation. 

"As for your question whom I would suggest to 
write an article for the North American Review, If not 
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Mr. Cleveland, I am entirely at a loss. I do not know 
anyone close enough to me to "be able to write of me from 
intimate personal knowledge who would be likely to be an 
advocate of my candidacy, it happening that most of my 
closer associates are Republicans and not Democrats. I 
suppose it would hardly be within your plan to have the 
article written by a Republican, though I know one or two 
Republicans who might ex thesi be willing to write it. 
Perhaps Mr. Laffan of the Sun or Mr. Walter H. Page of 
World's Work could suggest someone who would have the 
requisite political capacity to frame such an article 
properly. 

With much regard. 
Sincerely yours, 
Woodrow Wilson" 

Well, he was not nominated in Denver, 'faft was 
President of the United States and Wilson was still at 
Princeton. Harvey, of course, did not let up. In May, 
1909 he was writing in Harper's 'Weekly with unperturbed 
pace and deliberate speed: 

"We now expect to see Woodrow Wilson elected 
Governor of the State of Hew Jersey in 1910 and nominated 
for President in 1912 upon a platform demanding tariff 
revision downward." And strangely enough that came to 
pass almost to the letter. But that was two years later. 

Now, in Bermuda Wilson was just a tired, rather 
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disconsolate college president on vacation. In the words 
of the old school song, "Let us now praise famous men." 
In his letter to me Wilson speaks of Harvey's "generous 
loyalty to an idea and a high purpose." Not, as many a 
politician might have said, "loyalty to me." Wilson's 
enemies later called him an egotist, hut everybody's enemies 
call one an egotist. To me the scholar's modesty, the 
modesty of the well-bred man in Wilson was very appealing. 
He seemed that winter to be in a slough of despond and so 
far as my young years and my own egotism permitted, I 
was very sorry for him—which now, in view of the heights 
he reached, doubtless sounds fantastically silly. 

Shortly after Wilson's return from Bermuda 
Colonel Harvey, who was occupying an apartment in New York 
that winter, had a small dinner party. I know that it was 
important from the nature of its composition. Besides the 
host and hostess there were present only Mr. and Mrs. 
Woodrow Wilson, a Mrs. Vanderbilt and myself. Mrs. 
Vanderbilt was present only, I take it, to make it seem 
like a normal social event. I must have been included 
for purposes of table balance and because I knew how to 
keep my mouth shut. Directly after dinner Harvey and 
Wilson disappeared into the study leaving Mrs. Harvey, 
Mrs. Vanderbilt, Mrs. Wilson, and myself to get along as 
best we could. * 

I feel certain that on that evening Wilson was 
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assured he would he nominated for Governor of New Jersey. 
I had reported bo Harvey Wilson's deep; gloom in Bermuda. 
Harvey had been busy among the politicians. Nov; when they 
finally emerged from the study Wilson wore an entirely 
different expression from any I had seen hira wear lately. 
He was chatting lightly and even humorousl.y. He almost 
laughed. Harvey assured him that the nomination would be 
handed him on a silver platter. Perhaps after all the 
Princeton difficulties might resolve themselves in some 
such unexpected way? 

On Biblical authority we have it that great men 
are not always wise. Woodrow Wilson remained a hero for 
me to the end. But certain acts in his subsequent career 
not only baffled, but caused pain because I admired him 
very much. I do not think he was capable of injustice, 
but he evidently was capable of unwisdom. One instance 
of it was his strange treatment of Colonel Harvey who, 
politically speaking, was his only begetter. The story 
has been told and aired again and again in the press and 
biographies of both Wilson and Harvey. Briefly during his 
campaign for the presidency Wilson became convinced that 
Harvey's support in Harpers Weekly was injurious to the 
candidate because Harvey was supposed to represent "the 
interests," that is, Wall Street. In so many words he 
told Harvey of the dilemma and Harvey ceased to support him. 
While it wasn't all quite so simple, this was the gist of it. 
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By that time I was no longer on the Review and 
Harvey, I knew, could take care of himself, hut I still 
remember how sick at heart I felt that my great man, the 
lonely scholar who had descended from his tower to help 
the people of his nation, should be guilty of such an act. 
I knew that for a candidate to be marked with the brand 
of "the interests" at that time was a heavy handicap. 
Yet ingratitude appears as one of the unloveliest of 
human traits. Even in ourselves we can hardly bear it, in 
others ingratitude seems heinous. I have since learned 
from many sources that it was a momentary fall into 
uhwisdom rather than ingratitude, for Wilson almost 
immediately realized the pain he had caused and wrote 
Harvey again and again of his gratitude and his distress 
for what he had done. But the wound was never quite healed. 
At that time I did not, of course, know all the details. 
I knew only that there had been a breach. Everyone knew 
it. It was the talk of the times. James J. Montague, who 
was writing a daily poem in the Hew York American wrote 
some stanzas of which this is the first 

"I am sorry, Mr. Harvey, that I copped you 
on the conk, 

Eor I look on you with reverence and awe; 
And I trust it didn't hurt you or annoy 

or disconcert you, 
When I swiped you with a brickbat on the jaw. 
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I owe to your assistance all I am—and look 
at me I 

You fill with inspiration and enthuse me, 
But a gentleman and scholar 
When ket up beneath the collar 
Sometimes gets a trifle hasty—so excuse me." 
After Wilson's election I had occasion to be at 

the White House. Some of my old friends in the Secret 
Service from the Hoo3evelt days were still on duty guard-
ing the new President. "Tell me, Jim," I asked one of them, 
"do you ever hear anything said about Colonel Harvey now?" 
"Don't worry about that," was the murmured answer. He 
got my meaning perfectly. "Colonel Harvey has been here 
twice since the inauguration." For some reason that gave 
me a thrill of pleasure. 

The one other disappointment came much later, 
the Peace Conference after "World War I. I was bitterly 
disappointed first, that Wilson had decided to go to the 
Peace Conference in person, and second, that he took it 
all so much upon himself, including no significant members 
of the party he had defeated. With his great statements, 
his wonderful phrases, like "peace without victory," his 
Fourteen Points, he had become almost an oracle to much 
of the world, a being deified. In common with many others, 
I did not wish to see him exposed to the tricks and 
machinations of European politicians. I thought his going 



106 

unwise. Other than these I could find no fault with him. 
During his campaign for the second term, an old 

slander, known as the "Mrs. Feck story," once again showed 
its head. By that time I was Managing Editor of another 
magazine, Collier's. We sent one of our best writers, my 
classmate, Richard Washburn Child, to get to the bottom 
of that whispered concoction. Child was an excellent 
journalist, a lawyer, and certainly no friend of Wilson, 
seeing that he afterward served as President Harding's 
Ambassador to Italy. He was a shrewd investigator. After 
some time he returned. Nothing in it, he reported, and 
that ghost was laid. 

Harvey, as we know, neither held nor desired 
any office under Wilson. There was in truth only one 
office that could have pleased him. Calvin Coolidge had 
said of him, that "he was a friend to be cherished and an 

f/f. adversary to be feared." The keeness of that observation 
/ 

is in keeping with Silent Cal's old penetrating common 
sense. I do not believe that Colonel Harvey ever became 
an enemy of Wilson, he had simply ceased to be his friend. 
Yet during World War I he almost ardently supported the 
President as a matter of patriotism. He was, however, 
opposed to the League of Nations Covenant, quite as 
implacably as was Senator Henry Cabot Lodge. And in the 
bitter campaign that followed, with Wilson a broken man, 
Harvey, who spoke of himself as an independent Democrat, 
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was suddenly a powerful voice in the Republican councils. 
How he had gone about the nomination of Warren G. Harding 
in a smoke-filled hotel room is now part of American folk-
lore. And Harding it was who conferred upon him the one 
political honor he coveted, the one government position 
he would accept. He was named Ambassador to the Court of 
St. James. 

In the spring of 1922 I was in London and I 
called up the Embassy to say hello to my old employer. 
"Come to tea," he said, "Mrs. Harvey will be glad to see 
you and I'll try to come in before you leave." 

The footmen in the entrance literally swarmed 
around us. Their liveries were more expensive, I am sure, 
than the clothes I wore. Mrs. Harvey, as always friendly 
and kind, greeted us with warmth. The Colonel came in 
before long and we fell into talk. He liked his job, 
obviously. He seemed actually younger than when I had 
last seen him, some years earlier. He still wore his 
famous tortoise shells and he peered through and over 
them with the ill-concealed pride of a little boy who had 
been allowed to play with the big boys. He said: "I am 
glad I was able to get here in time. I have been at 
Chequers." Chequers is the official country residence of 
the British Prime Minister. "In fact," he went on, "I 
have been spending most of my time lately at Chequers." 
There was something very appealing about the naive, boyish 
pleasure the Colonel seemed to take in his elevation. 



JOURNEY INTO SOLITUDE 

The last decade before the two shattering World 
Wars—fewer and fewer people who were adult at that 
period remain to remember those years. Those delightful 
summer ocean-crossings of that time! 

To begin with, the ships did not race across the 
Atlantic. It took about seven days to Southampton. People 
had time to shake down and become companionable. Eor 
another thing, the luxury involved did not wholly consist 
of speed and chrome fixtures. Much of it lay in almost a 
yachting quality in the crossings. People on board 
seemed to know each other much more than they do today. 
A matchless ease and holiday spirit pervaded the great 
liners. 

Even on my first crossing, though I was alone, 
I was not lonely. Busy though I had been on the Review, 
I had done a considerable amount of "mingling." Colonel 
Harvey, himself, was quite a mingler. He was fond of 
giving parties, especially luncheons, at Delmonico's and 
Sherry'^ for people from the world of fashion. There came 
a time when these parties were so numerous that they 
absorbed much of my time which ought to have been given 
to the Review, for in many of these the Colonel seemed 
bent on Including me. To this phase, however, I shall 
return later. 
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On the first ocean voyage I was big with my 
mission. In reality I had two missions, if not three. I 
was to visit certain British authors on behalf of Harpers. 
I was to attend the Esperanto Congress and, besides, I 
had a private errand of my own. 

Go west young man—not for me. Nor for many 
others who, during the educational process of many years, 
have been steeped and saturated in English literature, 
French, Italian, German literature. When you know the 
topography of the Fleet or the Marshalsea Prisons better 
than you know the whereabouts of your own county jail; 
when the Inner or Middle Temple is as familiar as your own 
staircase; when Hampton Court, Westminster, the Tower of 
London, Blackfriars, Southwark, the Cathedral Close of 
Barchester, are if anything more familiar to you than the 
landmarks of your own city; when the Mermaid, the Belle 
Savage, the Cheshire Cheese, the Mitre, the Crown, are 
better known to you than the taverns in your town, when 
all these are beckoning, it is England you crave to see. 
The Yosemite, the Yellowstone, even Niagara Falls, can 
well wait. 

So at least, it was with me. The bond between 
us and England is very close, but it is not because the 
Puritans who landed on Plymouth Rock, or the non-Puritans 
who landed at Jamestown, were English. It is rather, I 
hold, because by dint of our education and reading we are 
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conditioned to all that is best in England—its poetry, 
its literature. It is true that there were many hrave 
men before Agamemnon—and many a one after him. In America, 
too, we have had heroes and great men, and they walked 
down Broadway or Fifth Avenue or Beacon Street, but they 
were not Keats or Shelley, or Thackeray or Dickens. They 
were not Charles Lamb, or Laurence Sterne, or Mr. Justice 
Fielding, or Milton, or Shakespeare. The truth is, our 
attachment to England is purely romantic, but overpower-
ingly so. 

I recall even after the First World War taking 
a taxi and asking a man to drive me to 221 B Baker Street 
in London. The driver failed to find it and was not a 
little puzzled in his failure. But I excused him. And 
yet I had talked with Sir Arthur Conan Doyle, a very 
substantial citizen, had had business dealings with him 
and paid him large sums of money for some of the later 
and less-interesting exploits of Sherlock Holmes, whose 
address had been 221 B Baker Street. But that came later. 
Quite simply, London was Mecca to me. The first days in 
London, smoky and grimy London, were pure enchantment. I 
roamed about the streets and squares without any object 
whatever, unless it was to confirm that those magical 
thoroughfares, Piccadilly, Pall Mall, the Strand, Fleet 
Street, Oxford Street, Adelphi Terrace, or spots like 
Charing Cross, Trafalgar Square, the Temple, LIncolns Inn, 
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Soho, and Russell Square actually existed. It was more 
than romanticism—it was a kind of mysticism. I wanted no 
company in these rovings. I preferred to be alone. Some-
one else might have found my obsession foolish. In the 
evening, when I was not invited to dinner, I would dress, 
dine alone at the Savoy or the Cafe Royale and then call 
a hansom cab and go to the play. And to go to the theater 
in London is an experience that retains a thrill to this 
day. 

To everyone, I suppose, London presents if not 
a different face, at least a different soul. To Henry 
James it was the sense of the pa3t, in general. To some 
it is "quaint," to others historical. To me it was the 
scene of much that is most delightful and intimate in 
English literature. The very characters in the streets, 
the busses, the shops—bus drivers, cab men, watchmen, 
vendors, policemen—a whole world absorbed through print 
through the course of the years, long resident only in 
petto, came to life and activity, with modifications. 
Later when I was living in London I wrote a book about it. 
That was the only way I could express my attachment to 
the evocative city. But in those first visits it was not 
so much exploration, as confirmation and correction of a 
picture long since painted, re-painted and re-touched by 
the imagination. I am not striving for paradox when I 
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say it was a foreigness that was not foreign, and a 
strangeness that was marvelously familiar. 

Kiss Hay Sinclair was at that moment at the top 
of the tree among English novelists. Her novel, The 
Divine Eire, with a young poet as the hero was a must for 
the more intelligent layer of the reading public. One of 
the tasks assigned to me was to see Miss Sinclair and, if 
possible, lure her to the lists of Harper and Brothers. 
The business of luring authors is a curious one. Ho 
publisher in good ethical standing ever takes an author 
away from another publisher, but if that author, for reasons 
of dissatisfaction with the first or friendship for the 
second, moves over to the second publisher, who shall 3ay 
the author nay? My affair was to create the friendship. 

May Sinclair was an exceedingly erudite and 
conscientious lady, who later became one of my warm 
friends in England. I communicated with her and she gave 
me an appointment at that feminine stronghold, the Lyceum 
Club. We had tea; we talked. She was if anything even 
more shy than I was. I invited her to lunch, A friend of 
mine, Lady Hadfield, the wife of a Sheffield steel master, 
though herself an American, very kindly lent me for that 
day her electric Brougham, a species of vehicle now 
wholly extinct, so that I might drive about London and 
see things and people more easily. Luncheon over, there 
seemed to be nothing to do and nowhere to go. Yet there 
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was that electric Brougham, uniformed chauffeur and all, 
waiting outside. So I made a bold decision. "If there 
is nothing in the customs of the country against it," I 
said with an uncertain grin, "I'd be very glad, Hiss 
Sinclair, if you would come for a drive in the park." 
Miss Sinclair paused long enough for serious reflection. 
Finally, she too arrived at a decision. In the xaost 
Oxfordian of Oxford accents she said, looking off into the 
far distance, "I can't think of anything in the customs 
of the country to prevent that." I still remember her 
words. 

That momentous problem being solved, we drove 
through Hyde Park and Kensington and were able to chat 
without some of the earlier stiffness. I learned what I 
had been afraid I was sure to learn—that being a con-
scientious author, she felt she owed an allegiance to the 
publisher who had made her book a success, with members of 
whose family she was on terms of friendship. That being 
disposed of, we had a really pleasant time. Later we went 
to a music hall. Later still, when she came to America, 
she stayed at my house in the country. That first visit 
was the start of a delightful friendship, but as to luring— 
there was no luring. 

Another labor of Hercules was to see Sir Gilbert 
Parker, author of The Seats of the Mighty, and Pierre and 
His People, then at the top of his reputation as a novelist. 
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And to persuade him to relinquish proofreading of his 
new novel so that Harpers could publish it some four or 
six weeks earlier than they otherwise could. 

Sir Gilbert was a Canadian, with a small, 
beautifully groomed black beard and a defiant dignity that 
only short men possess. When X called on him at his house 
in Carlton House Terrace, a sort of London "millionaires 
row," he did his best to overawe me by assuring me of the 
preposterous nature of my request. Proofreading, he 

i 

impressed me, was the last but not the least important 
step in the composition of masterpieces. Would I interfere 
with the processes of genius by robbing him of the last 
step? Unheard of! Such at least was the drift of the 
objections he raised. Anyway, he would hardly discuss 
the matter, especially in London, where he was driven by 
innumerable public tasks. Was he not a Member of 
Parliament? But if I would come to his country place over 
the weekend the whole bizarre idea might be considered 
more calmly. 

I should be delighted to come. He took up the 
telephone, a trunk call, "Get me Homestall. Is her 
ladyship there? This is Sir Gilbert. Please tell her 
ladyship I am asking a young man for the weekend. Yes, 
a young man, from my New York publishers. Is her ladyship 
well? Give her my compliments. Good." Gilbert Parker 
was going to the top of the ladder. His novels had 
brought him money, but not as much as all that. He had 
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married the daughter of a rich New York merchant. The 
money from New York theoretically supplemented the proceeds 
of literary success. Practically, it was the other way 
around. A wag of the time said that in the dead of the 
night he heard someone climbing, climbing. When he looked 
out he saw a ladder that seemed to reach the skies and 
upon it, climbing, climbing, was Gilbert Parker. Possibly. 
But he knew where he was going and never deviated. He 
died a Baronet. 

His place in the country was charming. I forget 
in which county it lay, but it was a pre-Tudor cottage 
more than six hundred years old, reinforced for modern 
living. The tales those old oaken beams and floor boards 
could have told! 

It had belonged to old John 0'Gaunt and he had 
used it as a love nest with one of his lady loves. John 
0'Gaunt to whom Shakespeare gives one of the most famous 
speeches in English, the one about "this happy breed of 
men, this little world, this precious stone set in a silver 
sea." Sir Gilbert seemed proud of the history of his 
dwelling and the use it had been put to by the old 
Lancastrian progenitor of a line of British kings. He 
was proud of his entire setting, the house, the lovely 
garden, the trim and well-trained maids, the noisless 
perfect functioning of all the household. Lady Parker was 
rather deaf and somehow the tone of life about her was muted. 
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Possibly on my account a young girl of about 
eighteen or nineteen was a fellow guest in the house and 
in an austere sort of way Sir Gilbert was pleased to tease 
her. But what he had invited me for was to observe me 
and to decide upon an answer to ray request. Finally, on 
Sunday evening he made his decision. "If you," he said, . 
"will read the proofs yourself, and promise to cable me 
any query or point you are doubtful about, I will agree to 
your proposal." 

The conditions were, of course, acceptable. 
Peace with honor. That mission, at least, v/as successful. 
I had enjoyed my visit. What I chiefly carried away was 
strangely enough a curious sense of satisfaction in the 
way the novelist treated his wife. She and her wealth 
had made possible much of his setting, his public life, 
perhaps even his title, and his every action seemed to 
express a punctilious respect mingled with a warm affec-
tion for her. I do not know whether Sir Gilbert was as 
rich in friends as he seemed to be in worldly goods. 
There was something like a hidden frenzy for his own 
success boiling under the seemingly calm exterior, and 
that state I fancied deceives nobody. When the center is 
so patently self the circumference is likely to be rather 
thin and empty of friends. 

I cabled to New York the agreement I had made 
with him and moved on. I took a train to Harwich and 
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landed at the Hook of Holland, for the first time on the 
continent since I was a small hoy. 

The train rattled on, station after station, 
town after town, through fields and woodland, to my 
secret destination. The secret destination was one of 
those dreams one has at seventeen or so which are hardly 
ever fulfilled. But this one was about to be fulfilled. 

Like many another, I had fallen in love with the 
poetry and prose of Heinrich Heine. Much of his poetry 
I could say by heart, especially some of those unforgettable 
lyrics, matchless in any language. With some lacunae, I 
could recite many of them still. But some of Heine's 
prose is no less brilliant. It is the only German prose 
I have been able to read with pleasure. One of the best 
specimens is his Harzreise, a journey he made on foot in 
the Ilarz Mountains when he was a student at the University 
of Gottingen. That journey I had vowed to repeat someday. 
Now, nearly a hundred years after Heine, I was about to 
do just that. Don't a3k me why, those boyhood dreams and 
resolutions often have no more reason or importance than 
those of the small boy who has resolved to be a cowboy or 
a fireman. They leap up with the sap of life and recede 
with the frost of reality. Yet some boys later become 
cowboys or firemen. Now I was going to Germany anyway. 
I had a few days to do with as I pleased. The opportunity 
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was beckoning like a finger, I would take it. "Gottingen, 
Go'ttingen!" the conductor called out in his Doric, and 
together with my bag I was on the dimly lighted platform 
of the start of my journey. I put up at an hotel at 
Gottingen, bought myself an outfit of a rucksack and a 
suit of rough cloth, a German cap and a stick, and the 
next day but one started out on my pilgrimage. The eight 
or nine days walking were at once a complete detachment 
from life and one of the realest episodes in my life thus 
far. Unused to wayfaring on foot, my feet blistered at 
first and, though I walked only ten or twelve miles the 
first day, I was as dog-tired as though I had walked 
twice that distance. But in two or three days, not only 
did I become physically conditioned, but also psychologically. 

For years I had been driving myself or been 
driven at a headlong pace. Now a new rhythm, a totally 
different one, seemed to activate all my physical and 
mental being. It was far more deliberate, unhurried and 
unruffled, with the horizon alone enclosing my world. 
All that had gone before became thin, more and more 
shadowy, almost to invisibility. As to the future, I 
had none. The only problems that presented themselves 
were, where I should pause for lunch and where to stop 
for the night. 

Laurence Sterne craved a companion for his walk-
ing tour, if only for someone to whom to observe how the 
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shadows lengthen as the sun declines. For myself, I 
wanted no company. I wanted only this mobile solitude. 
If I was tired I sat down on a milestone beside the well-
kept road or upon a stone in the dim forest. Now and 
then I met some other wanderer and exchanged a greeting. 
But the bliss of being alone, remote from clangor and noise, 
was something that surprised while it soothed and delighted. 
I had not known I was like that. It seemed as though for 
the first time in years I had time to reflect and to think. 
I understood why people go into retreats. Some periods 
of recollection and meditation are a necessity, yet many 
of us go through life without ever having them. No wonder 
so much of life is chaotic. 

The net result for me of that journey was a 
simplification of life inwardly and an arrival at certain 
decisions. Come rain or sunshine, come wealth or poverty, 
I would do those things in life which I had most wanted 
to do. I would live the life I wanted to live as nearly 
as a crowding world would permit. And in a certain measure 
I have adhered to that resolution. 

The very book I wrote as a result of that 
journey was a step in the way I had chosen. I don't for 
an instant pretend it was an important book, but it was 
an experience I wished to record, a task I desired to 
fulfill. My work on the Review continued even more 
actively when I returned. Colonel Harvey's interests took 
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more and more of my time. Nevertheless, I found a way to 
write the book. On Sundays when I did not go out of town 
for the weekend, on holidays and on the rare evenings I 
had to myself, I added a page or two to the little manu-
script that ever so slowly grew bigger. I stuck to that 
self-imposed task by means of which I seemed to cling to 
the brief walking tour which took me from Gfottingen to the 
Brocken, but which psychically and psychologically had 
taken me much farther. What if no one should want to 
publish that book and no one read it? The main thing, I 
was certain, was for me to write it. 

When I had finished it and Frederick Duneka 
refused it for Harpers I was still unshaken. Scribners, 
too, refused it and I was making up my mind to be as 
philosophical as during those clear, solitary days of my 
walking tour when a more cheerful breeze came in from the 
east. Houghton Mifflin Company of Boston accepted it with 
pleasant words and soon one of their editors, Ferris 
Greenslet, came to see me about a contract. All that had 
gone before had meant much to me, but the publication of 
this first book, In the Footprints of Heine, was a 
milestone—a milestone on the road for me. It may be, as 
certain philosophers hold, that free will is delusion, 
that all is determined by physical and psychical antecedents, 
but that question the ages have never settled and so long 
as there is breath in my body I shall believe that my will 
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is a factor in the universe and even to a degree in my 
own destiny. 

The hook was published simultaneously in England 
by Constable and I was astonished by the reviews in both 
countries. Since then I have never doubted the sincerity 
of reviewers. If anything, they lean, I think, to the 
side of mercy. If reviewers in America were favorable 
those in England were laudatory. Some of their aristocratic 
3ix-penny weeklies, like the London Spectator, compared it 
to Stevenson. This seemed extravagant to me, but who was 
I to question them? 

Ferris Greenslet, for the publisher, enquired 
what I proposed to do next. What, I asked him, would he 
suggest that I do next? "If you were rich," he said, 
"I'd say write essays and the like, but since you have to 
earn your living, better write novels." Sound advice, but 
I did not quite follow it. 

The book was a success, for a book of that sort. 
There was soon another printing, the American publishers 
kept it in print for more than twenty years, yet I can't 
recall any significant financial return from it. I wish 
that, like Anthony Trollope, I had kept exact account of 
what each book earned. That first book, with its 
amazingly favorable reception, would probably have figured 
at the bottom of the list. What Mr. Dooley called 
"belle-letthry" must be their own reward, as Ferris 
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Greenslet clearly indicated. Later books did better, but 
of intangibles, the first book brought me much. I was no 
longer quite a green young hopeful, I was the author of a 
well-received book. But I am going too far ahead of my 
story. 

With my Hartz journey behind me and a pocket 
memorandum book with a few notes I returned to Gottingen, 
changed my rough clothes, dropped my rucksack and from a 
solitary wanderer became once again a worldling, but I 
v/as never again the same worldling,. Those few days of 
comparative solitude in fields and woods on the open road 
had somehow wrought a change of which I was as yet but 
dimly aware, but change there was and for the rest of my 
life its effect remained. Periodic solitude became a 
necessary part of existence and solitude combined with 
travel was as near perfection as this world affords. I 
took a train for Dresden and after innumerable changes 
arrived at the seat of the Esperanto Congress. It required 
something of a tour de force to resume the identity of 
the person who had started out to attend this meeting. 



HEAR ESPERANTO 

We who were gathered at the Esperanto Congress 
in Dresden might very well have been described as an 
aggregation of lunatics. 

From various corners of the earth we had 
assembled to promote amity and brotherhood among peoples 
by means of an artificial language. Since then we have 
seen how ineffective it has proved, but even at that time 
I felt it was a forlorn hope, that nothing artificial was 
going to change human nature. That so-called statesmen, 
in particular, are not built that way. They are built of 
old earth and filled with the old Adam, and their motto 
is, or should be, "regression." I do not say that I 
reasoned in exactly these terms then, but I did feel we 
were very remote from influencing the world to a better 
life. 

Everyone knows the nature of the speeches and 
addresses at such a conference. They were full of hope 
and. idealism. The variant here was the number of pieces 
of literature already translated or being translated into 
Esperanto, But we were not a very militant group, not at 
all wild-eyed. Early in the meeting I fell in with a 
Major in the United States Army who happened to be in 
Germany. And the Army, having been invited to participate, 
perfunctorily appointed him as its delegate. He was a 
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medical Major, having studied medicine at the University 
of Berlin. Naturally, we flocked together. 

Delegates from various nationalities told of the 
branches or chapters in their countries and of the number 
of their members. But it was all small scale stuff as 
yet. As one listened to them, however, to a Russian, a 
Pole, an Arab, a Bulgarian, a Japanese, or a Levantine, 
one could not help warming to the idea. Hope and idealism 
are present in every heart and they kindle very easily 
when fanned by glowing words. Something of a religious 
fervor warms all such meetings. And one cannot help 
thinking how small a band were the early Christians and 
how precarious their progress and survival, yet they 
grew in strength and number, ultimately changing the face 
of the world. 

Virtually everyone there spoke more than one 
language. Many, like the Russians, the Poles and the 
Hollanders, spoke several. They stood less in need of the 
universal medium Esperanto was to become, than the simple 
people who knew only one tongue. So the enterprise was 
wholly idealistic. But even in an idealistic atmosphere 
stresses and strains developed. Already one of the French 
delegates was quietly touting a new language he had 
invented, Ido. Ido, he said, was simpler, less uncouth, 
with many of the objectionable features of Esperanto 
eliminated. Already there were factions. People flew into 
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a rage at the disloyalty to Dr. Zamenhof, who had labored 
so long and so faithfully to create Esperanto. The author 
of Ido, a little bearded French schoolmaster, protested 
that this had nothing to do with loyalty, that au contraire, 
he loved Dr. Zamenhof. II est tellement bon, he is so 
good, but Dr. Zamenhof's goodness did not preclude improve-
ments. To both the American Major and myself those 
Europeans appeared over-excited about very little, but 
two wars since then have led me to suspect that somehow 
they felt in their bones the troubles looming and already 
they were unconsciously yet desperately grasping at straws. 

A boat trip up the Elbe to Meissen, where Dresden 
china shepherdesses were made, was a mitigating interlude. 
Then luncheon and wandering about the picturesque hills 
and rocks known as Saxon Switzerland, filled out the day, 
with the usual accompaniments of lolling and flirtation. 
A benign land was Saxony even under the Hohenzollerns, 
beautiful and inviting in its landscapes, beauty-laden in 
its cities and museums. What has befallen it since I do 
not know. Now it is behind the iron curtain and one hears 
that Raphael's "Madonna" has been stolen. 

On the boat returning to Dresden that evening a 
tall, grey-haired Englishman sat down beside me and said, 
"You are from the States." I admitted as much. Soon we 
told each other of our interests and occupations, seeking 
for a common denominator. He was an artist, I learned, 
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but too far behind my generation for points of contact. 
His name, he told me, was Felix Moscheles. "I studied 
art in Paris," he told me, "together with a group that 
included George Du Maurier. I had quite a knack for 
hypnotism," he reminisced, "and I used to hypnotize some 
of the lads and girls. Du Maurier was quite interested 
and he told me that some day he would write a story about 
me. I think he made up his 3vengali character in Trilby 
out of scraps and episodes of those days. Of course, I 
was nothing like Svengali." 

"Then you didn't extract Trilby's voice, note 
by-note?" He .laughed, "Oh, there were plenty of models, 
but I don't recall any Trilby." The novel Trilby was still 
fresh in those days and many a middle-aged lady saw 
herself as in essence the beautiful tenderhearted model 
of the Paris studios whom Du Maurier had made so lovable. 
Possibly they identify themselves today with Forever Amber, 
but I doubt it. 

Berlin in the days of Kaiser Vilhelm II struck 
one at first sight as a city built by the police. Imposing, 
clean, and baroque, it nevertheless had an air of austerity 
and regulation that made it vaguely oppressive. Every 
prospect just failed to please, including the Imperial 
Palace. I disliked it upon arrival and disliked it on 
departure. The Major and I left the Congress together and 
put up at the same hotel in Berlin. Being an alumnus of 
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that University, he came to revisit the scene of hi3 
student days. The student corps to ivhich he belonged was 
going to give him a party. A German student party was a 
German drinking party. In their clubroom they sat down 
at about nine o'clock on a Saturday evening and did not 
rise until five o'clock the next morning, drinking beer 
steadily, interspersed by songs out of a heavily bound 
nail-studded song book. The brass hobnails in the bind-
ing were there to protect the binding from the slush of 
beer on the table. The chief celebrant led the singing 
with a bare dueling sabre. Nearly every man there sported 
a scar or a cut on his face, marks of honor from dueling 
days. One man had a limp and withered arm at his side 
because a nerve had been severed in his duel several years 
before. 

Even at that time I felt I had been foregathering 
with a savage tribe overlaid by a very thin veneer of 
civilization. Two wars since then have only served to 
confirm that impression. It is true they have, some of 
them, excellent brains and they often make fine musicians, 
scholars and researchers, also they are oozing with 
sentimentality, but still that does not add up to great-
ness nor certainly to enlightenment. Savage, or at least 
semi-savage tribalism is too heavy a part of their make-up. 
In their undergraduate days the corps members are called 
Fuchse, that is foxes; boars would be a better term. 
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A day or two later I parted from the Major and 
his old corps brothers and with genuine relief boarded 
the train for Paris. I never since desired to see Berlin 
nor yet the convivial souses who sang maudlin songs conducted 
by a bare sabre. accepting the brief interlude of the 
Hartz journey I have never heen happy in Germany. 

But a different story was England. The next 
Esperanto Congress I attended was held at Cambridge. Even 
more than Oxford that university city lingers in the memory 
to this day. What sight is more beautiful, more spaciously 
rich in amenities than the Cambridge Colleges? Their 
lawns gently sloping to the River Cam, the quadrangles, 
the ivied walls, the carrillons, the chimes—to this day 
one'3 senses are soothed by them even in retrospect. Only 
some benign goddess in a moment of tenderness toward mortal 
men could have invented such a stream as the Cam. It is 
only hours that I spent on the Cam, poling a punt with 
unskilled hands, or lolling against the cushions, yet the 
isemory of the scene is as deeply engraved as though It 
had taken years to etch it. I know that Oxford, too, is 
beautiful, that as English college settings go there is 
nothing more lovely than Magdalene, Oxford. But Cambridge 
registered the earlier impression and made me an irreclaim-
able Cantab forever. 

It is in a far smaller Magdalene College that 
I lived during my stay in Cambridge. Arthur Christopher 
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Benson was its master and, though not then in residence, 
for it was vacation time, he wrote a letter making me 
welcome. 

Possibly no one today reads A. C. Benson, but 
at that time he was famous for a type of essay on everyday 
aspects of life that seems to have disappeared like the 
mastodon. In impeccable, unexceptionable English prose, 
ho wrote of the lesser things, leaving the great problems, 
the cosmic rumblings portending thunderous events, to other 
pens. But such was the halcyon placidity of the world, 
at least superficially, that he found many readers attuned 
to his genteel outlook. The North American .Review also 
had published one or two of his essays, hence our correspond-
ence . 

A set of rooms had been assigned me in the outer 
quadrangle and my breakfasts were served from the college 
kitchen. For long vacation though it was, a few dons were 
nevertheless in residence as well as two or three under-
graduates. Magdalene College held a treasure that could 
not be left without guardians. The treasure was the 
library of Samuel Pepy3. That" gay-living, at times 
roistering, official of the British Admiralty, was a 
great collector, not only of books, but of English balladry 
and broadsheets. One of the rarest collections of the sort 
in the world, even aside from the fame of its collector, 
it was bequeathed to Magdalene in Cambridge with some 
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stringent provisos. One of them is that if ever two items 
in the collection should be missing the whole lot goes to 
another college. The consequence is that not only is the 
room always locked, but if and when a scholar or a guest 
is permitted to examine the collection a don or a fellow 
of the college is always present as a watchdog. As one 
handles those volumes or those broadsheets one seems to 
see the cheerful sly-dog admiralty clerk in his library, 
humming and chuckling over them and thinking to himself, 
"Ily wife, poor wretch—if she but knew how I spent the 
last evening when I told her I had worked late at the 
Admiralty, owing to the fitting out of Ilic Majesty's new 
frigate." The few undergraduates there most likely making 
up delinquencies in their work, sent the gyp, that is the 
manservant who served the rooms along my staircase, with 
a message. They asked me if they might call. An American, 
they assumed, doubtless came from the great open spaces and 
would regale them with tales, if not of Indians and 
buffalos, at least of places like Tchicago, or Mitchigan, 
or California, or ranches on the plains. The American, 
however, was full of admiration for the beauties of Kings 
College Chapel, the backs of their colleges, and the wonders 
of the Pepysian Library. All that they took for granted. 
Nevertheless, they were polite young men. They organized 
a little river party, punts and poles, and even tea, lest 
the sons of Magdalene should be deemed inhospitable. They 
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regretted only that no girls were available as in term 
time, since this was the deadest time in all the year. 
Perhaps I knew some attractive misses in the Esperanto 
Congress? But to my regret I could think of none of the 
ardent feminine delegates as suitable for lolling among the 
cushions the while we poled the punt of the slumberous Cam. 
The muslin-clad Mabels and Mays did not freouent congresses. 

But that was no matter. Here was I, a resident, 
how briefly soever, of an ancient college in Cambridge 
University. I wandered about to other colleges, to Clare 
and Pembroke, Trinity and Peterhouse, Corpus and Caius, 
Emanuel and Queens—the very names composed a poem. The 
grey stones appeared eloquent of a long history of scholar-
ship. I seemed to myself a rooted member of the University 
to which, like Charles Lamb, I felt I had been admitted 
ad eundem, without examination. It wa3 a dream-life 
without substance, or rather, it had a substance so strange 
that it lacked complete reality. I had made a brief 
address in Esperanto to the Congress and that, too, lacked 
reality. I was about to return to London when I received 
a telegram from a lady I had not met. 



AIT ENGLISH COUNTRY HOUSE 

A friend in New York had given me a letter to 
that lady. Since she was not living in London I had no 
expectation of seeing her, hut I had thought it would he 
courteous to my New York friend to send her the letter with 
a brief note. I had kept it until almost the end of my 
stay, but the summer peace and tranquility of Cambridge 
wooed me to punctilious attention to minor duties. The 
telegram invited me to spend the weekend and added that 
written directions were on the way. 

What life in an English country house is like 
today, after two depleting wars and all but unbearable 
taxes, I do not know, but at the time I write of the 
English country house was at the peak of its fame as the 
most delightful kind of life in the world. There was about 
it an air of princely leisure both spacious and gracious, 
unmatched, so it was said, anywhere on earth. The guest 
was at once cherished and free. Aside from courtesy to 
his host and fellow guests he had no obligations, no 
compulsions to participate in activities he did not care 
for, no organized pleasures at which he was compelled to 
partake, and presumptively the company was of the best. 
Lady Warwick, moreover, had for years been famous as one 
of the reigning beauties of England and a noted hostess. 
Besides, she was a Socialist which shows she did some 
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thinking on her own account. I mention these things, not 
because I'm seeking an excuse for accepting her invitation, 
but rather to show how flattered I was to receive it. 

I accepted as a matter of course, with enthusiasm, 
and I went down (from the Universities you never go up, 
you always go down) to London to check my wardrobe. The 
valet at the Carlton Hotel, where I was staying, was like 
all English valets, an authority at the source of knowledge, 
practically perfect. Think of Jeeves or Lord Peter 
Wimsey's manl "Kay I ask how long you plan to be away, 
sir?" he asked deprecatingly, for no Englishman likes to 
ask a personal question except in the line of duty. "Friday 
to Tuesday," I told him. "Very good, sir. If you will 
allow me I will pack for you." Sing, heavenly Muse, the 
perfection, of a perfect manservant 1 He packed like a 
master. He knew everything I would need during those few 
days and so far as my wardrobe allowed he included those 
things. He packed not only for me, but for his opposite 
number, another servant at the house to which I was going. 
That man would unpack with the same meticulous care and 
order. I doubt whether the like of those servants exists 
in England today, but In the era of what Chesterton called 
the "Victorian Compromise," when the rich felt they were 
serving the Lord by revelling in luxury and thus supplying 
work for the poor, the English servant was one of Nature's 
masterpieces and England's glories. 



134' 

On the train the guard or conductor came into 
my first class compartment—how could I travel lower than 
first class?—and Inquired whether anyone here was for 
Lady Warwick's. I nodded. "There is her Ladyship," he 
pointed excitedly at the carriage window, "that's her 
driving alongside." Sure enough, I saw a lady driving in 
an American buggy on a country road that ran parallel with 
the line and she did quite as well as the train. The 
horse, too, was American as she afterward told me, bred 
in Kentucky. She had thought it would be jolly to come 
and meet me at the station ahead of my destination, but 
being a lady she was just late enough to miss the minute 
of the stop and the train was already moving when she 
arrived. So she raced the train and when I arrived at 
Little Easton she and the train drew up at the platform 
simultaneously. 

Though no longer young she was still beautiful 
and as spirited as one would have expected a lady of her 
fame and reputation to be. She was accounted brilliant. 
As we drove through the park of Easton Lodge she chatted 
lightly of the horse, the trap, the weather, but I felt 
she was taking my measure. There seemed to be something 
else in her mind that she was not ready to talk about. I 
had come too late for tea and yet there was some time 
before dinner. No one except servants was about. My 
hostess, once I had seen my room, asked me whether I 
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would walk with her to her study. That was a small red 
brick building equipped in most essentials like any house 
with a large room in which her ladyship worked, for she 
was in her way a literary worker, having already composed 
two massive volumes on the Earls of Warwick. It was not, 
however, about the Earls of Warwick she desired to talk, 
but of something quite other, a simple yet grandiose plan 
she had conceived. Warwick Castle, the seat of those 
Earls in Warwickshire, and for so many years her home, was 
standing vacant, untenanted because of the immense expense 
of keeping it up. She and her family were living in the 
smaller, far less imposing, Easton Lodge, because there 
was simply not money enough in the family to live in the 
historic house which was a national showplace. Anyone who 
had visited it knows that it compares favorably with some 
of the royal palaces of England; in fact, it began with 
royalty, for a daughter of King Alfred first built it more 
than a millenium ago and not only the "King Maker," but 
kings, too, had lived there, including' Richard II. All 
that, however, is by the way. 

The brilliant plan conceived by her Ladyship was 
to let the castle to a rich American who could afford it 
and thus cause some money to flow in its direction instead 
of, as always, away from it. The American she had in mind 
was one of the richest men on earth, John D. Rockefeller, 
Sr. Her problem was, what would be the best approach to 
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him? And since I was an American magazine editor and 
therefore, naturally, knew everything, I might be able to 
give her some suggestions. 

I was obliged to tell her at once that I did not 
know that particular rich man. In my heart, however, I 
felt certain that he would be the least likely of all the 
rich men in America to have even the faintest interest in 
such an enterprise. I added that I should like to think 
the matter over. We walked back through the charming 
park and its gardens, England's most successful art form, 
not counting literature. At one end of the park stood 
the house known as Easton Glebe, which II. G. Wells was 
to make famous, but he did not come there until a year or 
two later, and though he was to become my friend, I did not 
yet know him. 

Once in my room I proceeded to change my clothes 
meticulously laid out by a man who asked whether I needed 
any assistance. I shook my head almost violently and, as 
I dressed, I could not help thinking of the unsuspected 
circumstances that could surround such baronial palaces 
as Warwick Castle and even this place. 

Ease and luxury to me presupposed wealth, but 
even that was relative. One could live in a setting like 
this and yet be deviled by the cares that are considered 
only the portion of the poor. The party at the table was 
not a large one—only two or three guests besides myself. 
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Tile dinner was served as impeccably a3 any dinner in 
fashionable fiction. Lord Warwick was a quiet, gentle 
soul, with no great conversational pox̂ ers. Cleverness, 
ideas, all that sort of thing, he obviously left to his 
wife. She, however, was all vivacity and charm, always 
the brilliant hostess. She called her husband Brookie, 
since the eldest son of the Earls of Warwick bears the title 
of Lord Brook, and this pet name doubtless dated to the 
time when they were first married and he was not yet the 
Earl of Warwick. 

He and the women guests called her Daisy, which 
sounded humorous for so grandiose a lady. That the con-
versation was not impressive is evident by the fact that 
I remember none of it. 

Early rising was quite evidently not the habit 
of the house. When I came downstairs the next morning 
at nine, not a soul, excepting domestics, was stirring, 
I strolled out of doors and saw only a gardener working 
in the middle distance. I was still cogitating Lady 
Warwick's problem but I found no answer. Finally, from 
somewhere, Lord Warwick appeared in plus fours and smiled 
pleasantly under his grey mustache. He talked more 
freely now that we were alone. He pointed out to me a 
snail house, a sort of doll's house built in the branches 
of a large tree not far from the main house. "They call 
this my folly," he smiled. "I built it some time ago." 
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For what purpose he built it he did not explain. His lady 
had her own secluded small house in the park, he had his 
in a tree. Evidently both needed solitude. 

"I would like," he said, "to show you my wife's 
Shakespeare garden. They say virtually every plant 
mentioned in Shakespeare grows there. I should like you 
to see it, but I'd have to ask my wife's permission and 
she isn't up yet." 

It was not until ten that people began to gather 
in the dining room and serve themselves breakfast from a 
richly laden sideboard. 

Things came alive once her ladyship entered the 
room. Esperanto became the subject of conversation, evi-
dently in my honor. Ho one said anything against Esperanto, 
but there was not much enthusiasm for it. There was 
plenty of gusto, however, for the breakfast. The choice 
and variety of English breakfast dishes and the amount of 
food consumed so early in the morning by well-bred people, 
have always remained a wonder to me. Eggs and bacon and 
fish, or at least kippered herring, cereal, fruit, coffee 
and tea, by no means exhaust the list, and some of the 
fast breakers partook of nearly all of them. Yet the 
only person who was going to do any work that morning' was 
a young man from Oxford who was acting as tutor to the 
youngest member of the family- a boy of about ten. 

•Ĥ se of the two older children waeft present. 
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Lord Brook, the eldest son, was on the staff of General 
Lord French and the daughter was already married and living 
elsewhere. With a quiet pride Lord Warwick showed me her 
photograph in a heavy silver frame, murmuring, "She's 
very pretty." Which was quite obvious. He nodded and 
repeated, "She's very pretty." 

In a conversation later at her little house it 
seemed only fair to tell Lady Warwick that from all I heard 
of the colossally rich man she had fixed upon as a possible 
tenant fox1 Warwick Castle, he was not a likely prospect. 
Fashionable life was to him abhorrent. He lived a life of 
seclusion and the nearest one ever came to him was the 
office of his lawyer. He, himself, was as invisible as 
the Grand Lama. "Well, we shall see," she laughed gaily, 
as though the really momentous step she was planning was 
a matter of no great moment. My visit proceeded delightfully. 
We walked in the park and visited the Shakespeare garden. 
We discussed literature, socialism and politics. When I 
temerariously referred to the handsome photograph of King 
Edward hanging in my room, for I knew they had been great 
friends, she told me she heard from him frequently. We 
drove about behind her American horse and that to me, a 
lover of the English countryside, was as delightful as 
anything could be. 

One time when with another guest, a lady who was 
an intimate friend of my hostess, I sat on the terrace 
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chatting of nothing at all, the friend suddenly broke out: 
"If Daisy only were not poor as a churchmouse! But she 
has no one to blame but herself. She spent thirty thousand 
pounds redecorating the rooms in the castle for a ball when 
the ICing was staying there. She used to have no idea that 
money ever gives out. I believe she has now." That was 
another new experience to me—the frankness with which 
English people speak of their own or their friends' affairs. 
The question of loyalty or malice does not seem to enter 
into it at all. It is frankness, pure and simple, such as 
no other nation possesses. It is confined to no class and 
no age. It is a national trait. 

When I was leaving my hostess assured me that 
we would meet again before lonĝ  as she planned to come to 
America in the autumn. She was clearly set upon following 
out her plan for all it was worth. 

She did come over a few months later, incognita, 
using a family name, but not the famous title. American 
newspapers, however, soon uncovered her identity. She 
never saw the rich man she came to see, never came nearer 
to him than his lawyer. She had yet to learn that the 
divinity that doth hedge a king is surpassed by the safe-
guards of an American millionaire. He was simply not 
visible. 

Considering its purpose, the journey must have 
been a deep disappointment to her, but during her stay I 
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never perceived any disappointment. The good sportraan-
ship of English women has always aroused my admiration. 
I cannot recall any to make a poor mouth or whine when 
luck went against them. Whatever their private feelings, 
thoy keep their chins up and remain debonaire. 



A HOUSE IN WASHINGTON SQUARE 

One of the most delightful women I knew at this 
period was Mrs. Benjamin Guinness, whose house in Washing-
ton Square was a center for much that was most interesting 
in New York. 

The Edwardian Era, or what Sir Osbert Sitwell^ 
calls the Edwardian Carnival, was drawing to a close in 
England. It was at its height toward the end of the first 
decade with the aging Edward VII well-seated on the throne. 
It had its counterpart in America, coinciding with Theodore 
Roosevelt's last term and the first years of President 
William Howard Taft. In America, I suppose, it could be 
called the era of the Waldorf crowd and "Bet-You-a-Million" 
John W. Gates. The era of good feeling and opulence 
appeared world-wide. In England Allah was Allah and King 
Edward seemed to he his prophet. In America wealth reigned 
supreme. 

It would have taken a riper intelligence than 
mine at that time to realize that the reign of Mammon was 
at one of its great peaks. Worshipers of any idol believe 
they are worshiping deity. The impulse that had driven 
me to seek solitude in a lonely walking tour was one 
symptom of the malaise I felt in the current atmosphere. 
But I was still too young and inexperienced to do anything 
drastic about it. Besides the contemporary life and 
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activities were wonderfully alluring. 
Benjamin Guinness, member of a British financial 

family and early in life a naval officer, came to America 
presumably to look after his own and his family's interests. 
At all events, he was a director on the boards of banks, 
railways, and industrial companies, and one of the most 
devoted husbands I ever saw. His wife well merited his 
devotion, for besides being an artist she was a brilliant, 
charming and perfect hostess. 

The barrenness of higher bracket New York social 
life of the period was parching. It was a house of mirth 
with large meals, heavy expenses, pointless talk, and even 
the mirth of a trivial order. To anyone like Bridget 
Guinness it was utterly empty of content. A personality 
like hers, though obliged to live and move in those circles, 
could scarcely endure it. The eternal topics of clothes, 
sport, the stock market and scandal made a dreary diet for 
one of her brains and integrity. So she did something 
about it. 

But first I had better explain how I came to know 
her. 

Colonel Harvey, as I have mentioned, was in the 
habit of giving luncheons to fashionable people on the 
theory, I suppose, that the publishing business, of which 
he was now a pillar, needed to reach out into far wider 
circles than its own. At least it was partly that. The 
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other part doubtless lay in the fact that he enjoyed 
mingling with what was then considered the great world. 
For one reason or another he frequently included me in 
those gatherings. 

Inevitably, one made acquaintances and other 
invitations followed, since there is always, in social 
groupings, a need for a single young man, if only to 
balance a dinner party or a weekend party. The weekend 
habit so much a feature of English life, was in America 
also at that time in high vogue. Like Major Pendennis one 
could have spent every weekend enjoying other peoples 
country houses, eating their food, riding their mounts. 
But since some of the weekday activities of Colonel Harvey 
interfered with my office labors, I frequently had work 
to take home over the weekend, to make up for the time 
spent outside the office. Besides, after my walking tour 
in the Hartz I had begun to write a book and wa3 naturally 
jealous of my Sundays, the only hours, aside from occasional 
evenings, I had to write in. Nevertheless, summer in the 
city is torrid and the country is alluring. So from time 
to time, when I did not spend the weekend at Colonel 
Harvey's home in New Jersey, I went elsewhere, principally 
to Long Island. 

One of my hostesses on Long Island was Emily 
Stevens Ladenburg. She was a woman of great charm, a 
widow with a flair for things intellectual and a stable 
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full of horses, mostly hunters. She rode with the Meadow-
brook Hunt Club and always had a number of weekend guests, 
if only to exercise the horses. She had lived much in 
England. In common with other American hunting enthusiasts, 
she frequently took a house at Melton Mowbray and rode 
with some of the Worcestershire packs. I, for my part, 
was no fox hunter. I had not ridden since childhood, but 
I did like to ride and became a frequent visitor in the 
region of the Hempstead Plain. I still remember a wild 
ride given me by one of Mrs. Ladenburg's horses, a sleek 
and beautiful little Arab steed called Garaveen. 

Garaveen, I surmised, was used to more skilled 
and delicate hands than mine upon his bridle reins. 
Something I did must have offended him or his mouth, for 
he suddenly began to run. The Hempstead Plain at the time 
really looked like a piece of the western plains. There 
was nothing to stop my horse excepting his own better 
nature. Certainly I was unable to stop him. I was too 
busy staying on his back. So he ran and ran. My cap 
blew off, almost all the rest of me blew off. The other 
riders were thundering behind me, but heavy hunters that 
they were, their horses were no match for the fleet-footed 
Arab, desert bred. With the iron grip of despair my knees 
somehow clung to his sides. 

"Have a heart, Garaveen," I &outed„ "Allah is 
Allah and Mohamed is his prophet," or something like that. 
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To my surprise and untellable relief, he suddenly slowed 
down and cantered gently until the other horses came up. 
"What on earth did you do to him to make him run like that," 
cried my hostess, almost as terrified as I had been. "I 
only told him I didn't believe in free silver." The laugh 
that followed was what I needed to restore confidence 
temporarily. Permanent restoration came only after I left 
Garaveen's back. His sense of humor and mine simply did 
not correspond. It was a case of what Charles Lamb called 
"imperfect sympathy," and as I wanted to go on living our 
ways henceforth lay apart. 

But if one omitted riding there was nothing to 
do there. To sit about in riding togs all day from 
breakfast until dinner time, as was often the case, with 
only the clink of glasses to enrich the conversation about 
horses, seemed to me less than amusing. Mrs. Ladenburg had 
always been too active-minded for that. Her memory was 
rich with experiences in all countries including her own. 
I recall her account of a lady in that hunting colony who 
had leaped upon her horse and came dashing over excited 
about a new literary discovery. She had come upon a book 
wonderful and pregnant with descriptions of life in Hell, 
Purgatory and Paradise. "You must read it, Emily," she 
glowed with the fervor of the discoverer. "His name is 
Dante." 

Sometimes the hostess and all her guests trouped 
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over to a neighboring house for lunch or evening parties. 
This prodigal hospitality was quite common. It was at one 
such luncheon that I found myself sitting next to an 
Englishwoman whose name I had not caught. Her conversation 
was so markedly different from the usual run that I looked 
at her in surprise. What was she doing in the land of 
the horse? For aside from Mrs. Tadenburg, I had found 
here no one with a trace of intellectual interest, not-
withstanding the patter about new novels or superficial 
references to art or politics. When we separated Bridget 
Guinness and I were almost old friends. 

Her house was unlike any other in Hew York. 
Instead of, or rather together with, the possessors of 
mere names that stood for wealth, one was apt to find some 
of the most notable people in the world. People who went 
nowhere else seemed eager to go to Mrs. Guinness. I forget 
whether the specific evening was a Tuesday or a Thursday; 
in any case after the theater and the opera the rooms would 
fill up and everyone appeared gay and expectant. 

Perhaps Enrico Caruso, the most famous of all 
tenors, would come shouldering in with other Metropolitan 
Opera singers in attendance and at once begin to eat some 
of the excellent food from the buffet on the sideboard. 
His next step was invariable. He would improvise an 
orchestra. Someone sat down at a piano, others would 
produce a mandolin, a guitar, or whatever Instrument came 
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to hand. Then Caruso would seize a fork from the side-
hoard and using it as a baton would fall with zeal to 
conducting his orchestra in Neapolitan songs and other 
such classics. 

Finley Peter Dunne, next to Mark Twain the best 
known humorist of the time, wa3 a constant frequenter. 
His mordant witticisms were a feature of the evening. Even 
so contemptuous a person as William Travers Jerome, the 
dauntless and implacable district attorney, who conducted 
raids on gambling houses in person, took time off to come 
to the Guinness evening parties. Mark Twain, himself, who 
lived a few doors north of Washington Square, would don 
hi3 white evening suit and come down to the Square. With 
his great shock of white hair completing the snowy candor 
of his appearance, he would take a chair against the wall 
the while others clustered about him to hear one of the 
famous Mark Twain quips or jokes, 3hould any fall from his 
lips. But like most born writers in a large group, he 
was more apt to observe and to listen than to speak. On 
at least one occasion, however, he put his inhibitions 
aside to become an active participant. 

The gadfly was Nancy Langhorne Astor, later to 
become the first woman Member of Parliament. At that time 
she had only recently become Mrs. William Waldorf Astor 
and was on a visit to her native land. Since her sister, 
Mrs. Charles Dana Gibson, was a frequent visitor in 
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Washington Square she too eventually appeared in that 
unpredictable grouping. Ko sooner had she espied Mark 
Twain than she immediately, so to speak, surrounded him. 
She did not need any introduction. Wasn't Mark Twain's 
name Samuel Langhorr^ Clemens? Was she not a Langhornf 
It followed as bhe day the night that they were cousins. 

How much these new found cousins had bo say to 
each other I The young Virginian woman was a little whirl-
wind of vivacities, silks and conversations. She seemed 
to fill the room wibh a vitality that was, to ordinary 
social grace, as champagne is to water. The rest of the 
party soon became so many mere attendant couttiers to 
these two. Something, she and Mark agreed, must be done 
to celebrate the amazing event of their meeting—those 
cousins for so long kept apart by fate. "Leb's dance!" 
she cried impulsively. Mark nodded gravely and rose from 
his chair. "Clear the room," she commanded gaily, almost 
wildly. Willing hands were moving chairs aside, everyone 
was laughing except Bridget Guinness. She was of another 
temperament. It is doubtful whether even in her own 
house she ever had or ever could have given orders in that 
peremptory fashion. But even she was smiling. Someone 
sat down at the piano and began to play—a minuet—and the 
firefly young matron and the hoary-headed Mark Twain, 
white from top to toe, began to swing and bow and tread 
their stately measure. 
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Every person present, including the servants, 
remained rooted where they stood, spellbound by the 
spectacle. Beauty has myriad forms, beauty with a touch 
of strangeness in it is produced only by genius. Eor a 
moment everyone felt that this scene could have been 
improvised only by a kind of genius. It is unlikely that 
anyone who saw it ever forgot the picture. 

The hospitality in the Guinness household became 
almost proverbial. Sooner or later every person of note 
was sure to turn up at Eight Washington Square North. 
When Lady Warwick visited New York that was one of the 
few houses in which she stepped out of her incognito role, 
cithel Barryinore, then at the height of her youthful fame 
and beauty, was a frequent guest. I recall her in evening 
dress sitting before the fire in the Guinness living room 
with Bridget Guinness and one or two others near her. 
Bridget Guinness was telling her of a conversation with 
a young diplomat from one of the Norse legations. He had 
approached Mrs. Guinness earnestly with, to him, a burning, 
or as we might say today, the question. Did Mrs. 
Guinness think that Hiss Barrymore would marry only for 
money, or would position without that commodity satisfy 
her? Hiss Barrymore made no direct answer. "What an 
absurd idea,11 she laughed, in her famous emotionally 
throaty voice, but there was no real solace for the young 
diplomat. 
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Cecelia (Cissy) Loftus came into the room. Miss 
Loftus, a noted actress of the time, was one of the most 
accomplished mimics on the American stage. Everyone 
immediately demanded an Imitation of Miss Barrymore. 
Cissy Loftus was said to be better in her imitations than 
the original she imitated. Miss Loftus demurred at imita-
ting a person present. Finally, under pressure, she said, 
"Is it all right with you, Ethel?" "Yes, go ahead," 
shrugged Miss Barrymore. Miss Loftus went into the 
adjoining room and through the open door enacted a scene 
from}I thinkj Cousin Kate., a play Miss Barrymore was 
identified with. The closing words were, "That's all 
there is, there isn't any more." The throatiness, the 
emotion, the tears behind the voice, all were present in 
all their richness, for which Miss Barrymore was noted. 
There was a peal of laughter, and Miss Barrymore seemed 
to enjoy it most of all. Actors and actresses were not 
numerous at the Guinness salon; musicians were far more 

L 
frequent. Besides Caruso, there were L$na Cavallieri, 
a gorgeous Italian songbird of the Metropolitan Opera in 
that period. A number of men from the Metropolitan 
orchestra kept straying in, and of these musicians Caruso 
made up his orchestra for conducting. 

Mrs. Patrick Campbell was another who, when 
playing in New ¥ork, often decorated the Guinness drawing 
room. At home everywhere, she found herself more at home 
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in that half-English half-American atmosphere than anywhere 
else. Her orchid-like beauty and tropical personality 
seemed to charge the room with an exotic air, slightly 
intoxicating. Her voice, too, the voice of the second 
Mrs. Tanquerary, and Liza Doolittle in Pygmalion, was 
disturbing in its richness. Even that great authority on 
philanderers, Bernard Shaw, was moved to write her love 
letters. I can't imagine anyone of lesser stature writing 
love letters to Mrs. Campbell. It would be like writing 
to Burning Sappho in the Isles of Greece, or the Cyprian 
Aphrodite, herself. There was something overwhelmingly 
feminine about the lady. 

One afternoon on my way from the office I dropped 
in to pay a call on Mrs. Guinness. Mrs. Pat Campbell was 
there. Mrs. Guinness was called out of the room by the 
nurse because of some problem among her very spirited 
children in the nursery. The divine star of the Shaw 
correspondence stood with her back to the fireplace, one 
hand on the mantle. "You look," I told her, "like the 
second act of The Second Mrs. Tanqueray." She smiled, 
then suddenly her features underwent a change. She was 
Paula Tanqueray with all of the passionate anguish of 
the jealousy and hopelessness of a woman with a past, 
misplaced. 

"It's Eileen you're considering, not me. It's 
all Eileen with you, Eileen, Eileen." I was startled to 
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speechlessness so real was the scene. And then she laughed. 
"I still remember all my lines in that play," she said. 
No wonder G. B. Shaw called her his friend and his darling. 
At the height of her career she was enchanting. 

Colonel Harvey, when he heard from me of the 
delightful house of Guinness, asked to be introduced. I 
remember giving a small luncheon so that my friends could 
meet. The fourth person present, as I recall, was a 
Miss Iieila Bryce, afterward well known as the wife of 
Pennsylvania's liberal Governor, Gifford Pinchot. 

But though Colonel Harvey was invited to dinner 
in Washington Square and went there again once or twice, 
the friendship never quite ripened. His kind of conversa-
tion somehow did not fit into that cosmopolitan milieu. 
Yet, since he liked great names, that should have been a 
paradise for him. While Mrs. Astor the elder, one time 
queen of New York's social aristocracy, was ending her 
days with a clouded mind in the vast French chateau at 
Fifth Avenue and Fifty-eighth Street, her daughter-in-law 
was a constant visitor at the Guinness house in Washington 
Square. Sooner or later everyone came there. Whenever 
Eleanor Glyn arrived from England she too turned up. Few 
people today can even imagine the sensation created by 
her novel, Three Weeks. It was a very slight novel of 
love on a tigerskin rug. In this day it would probably 
pass unnoticed, and it is doubtful if even Boston would ban 
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it. But at that time that tale of an illicit love affair 
made of its author a lurid celebrity of the English 
speaking world. 

The author, a red-haired beauty of the Edwardian 
do-as-you-please era, was a more elaborate work of art than 
her book. Everything she wore, the way she did her hair, 
her intense manner, all were calculated to contribute to 
her image of herself as torrid romance personified. 
Colonel Harvey, I remember, asked me to invite her to 
lunch in the room he kept at the Lawyer's Club for his 
daily staff luncheons. As I recall, she was the only 
woman present, which theoretically ought to have pleased 
her. But as we drove back to her hotel in a taxicab she 
Informed me she did not like anyone at the luncheon 
excepting, of course, present company. That meant she 
disliked us all. Tacitly I returned the compliment. I 
look back upon the Guinness household and its guests as a 
sort of exchange, a station or depot, of personality. A 
throng of vivid and various personalities comes to mind 
whenever I think of that house. An insatiable curiosity 
about people, characters, personalities, possessed me. 
Every new person if he was not a mere cypher, was an 
adventure. The greatest joy, as Goethe puts it, is in 
personality, and I believe the same held true for Bridget 
Guinness. 

In the course of the years our ways drew apart. 
The Guinness family returned to England. I saw her and 
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her husband again in London and occassionally when she 
revisited New York. She died early in the depression 
years at a new home they had established on the French 
Riviera near Cannes. Her husband subsequently married an 
Italian princess and he himself was made a prince by 
Italy's King Victor Immanuel. The King died in exile, no 
longer a king, but Benjamin Guinness died more recently 
as Prince Minano of Italy. 

When I had time to catch my breath, after some 
half a dozen years of spinning in the whirling cage of 
New York, I realized that I was dissatisfied. Though 
nameless and general, the dissatisfaction was nonetheless 
definite. I felt I was not getting anywhere. This 
business of riding off in every direction, of being 
seemingly all things to all men, was agitating me to the 
point of rebellion. 

Even before I had gone to college I had become 
a devotee of William James's Psychology. Some of it I 
knew by heart, notably the chapter on habit. He had 
urged youth not to worry about the upshot of his career, 
provided that the youth faithfully spent the working hours 
of his days in his chosen work. I was not doing that. I 
had too many distractions, was doing too many things. For 
their sheer wit and charm, as well as for their pregnant 
meaning-, I used to quote these lines of James: 
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"Not that I would not, If I could, he both 
handsome and fat and well-dressed, and a great athlete, 
and make a million a year, be a wit, a bon vivant, a 
lady-killer as well as a philosopher; a philanthropist, 
statesman, warrior, and African explorer, as well as a 
'tone poet' and saint. But the thing is simply impossible. 
The millionaire's work would run counter to the saint's; 
the bon vivant and the philanthropist would trip each 
other up; the philosopher and the lady-killer could not 
well keep house in the same tenement of clay." 

No, they could not. More and more I was coming 
to realize that truth of the great American philosopher's 
pragmatic common sense. All the drive in me and all my 
efforts were aimed at the single object of becoming a 
writer. Ambition would be a pale word to describe it. 
Were I able to write the story of my heart, like Richard 
Jeffries, it would have for a background not the sense of 
animal or vegetable life, not the esstasy induced by fields 
and woods, but by the jewels of literature, the great and 
beautiful books secreted by human minds through the ages. 

These had been the pillars of my world, my guides 
and guardians, the sources of whatever inspiration I may 
have had. My taste among them was catholic enough. Even 
in the midst of the realm of mammon, in which I lived and 
moved, I could still at moments withdraw into the solitude 
of my room and thrill over a scene in Anna Karenina, or 
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War and Peace, or a sonnet of Shakespeare, or lines of 
Shelley and Keats, or even a few pages of English prose, 
by Hazlitt or by Cardinal Newman. 

There had been a time when I told myself I 
would read some of Dante's Divina Comnedia every day of 
ray life, just as some years later I told myself I should 
read some of Proust every day. Such resolutions can never 
be kept by any but a hermit, or a scholar of ample means 
who never leaves his library. I was too far from these 
categories even to reproach myself when neglecting the 
masterpieces. Masterpieces, I had already discovered, 
were like paintings in a museum, to be looked at occasional-
ly for the refreshment of spirit they bring, but not as a 
substitute for the daily bread of life. The daily bread 
is gained and struggled for on far more workaday and 
prosaic levels, and never without dust and heat. 

I met and knew many writers, but writers like 
William Dean Hoî ells and Mark Twain seemed too far removed 
into immortal fields of Asphodel to be of any U3e as 
examples ot guides. Nearer, much, (yet how far abovel) 
was one whom I had met and become friendly with, who 
toiled in the very ruck of New York and yet produced 
magical results. His name was William Sydney Porter— 
0. Henry. 

A nova is a sort of rocket star, that appears 
suddenly, grows dazzlingly brilliaiit for a time, then 
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disappears from the heavens. 0. Henry was such a star. 
The magazines were full of him. The welkin seemed to 
resound with his praises. His stories were delightful. 
I simply had to see in the flesh the man who could work 
such magic. 

Some writers, for me at that time, wore haloes. 
Only a few had wings. 0. Henry was one of the winged. 
Owing to his almost morbid reticence and shrinking from 
contacts he was very difficult to meet. Only a few 
editors seemed to know him. And though I was myself a 
magazine editor, my particular fount of culture did not 
publish short stories, so that I lacked the excuse for 
approaching him. If I remember correctly, it was a young 
woman we both knew who finally introduced us. v/e became 
friendly and from time to time I dropped in at his 
apartment in the Caledonia on Twenty-sixth Street near 
Fifth Avenue. 

He was then at the height of his productivity, 
if not of his fame. Everyone was talking about and quoting 
0. Henry stories. Some favorites like The Cop and the 
Anthem, The Brief Debut of Tildy, and The Gift of the Magi 
I knew virtually by heart. Stories seemed to pour out of 
him, limited, apparently, only by the physical power to 
write them down. Yet whenever I dropped in he was ready 
to relax, to go across the street for a mint julep, of 
which he was extraordinarily fond, or to go out to dinner. 



159' 

Like probably all young persons who knew him 
(or didn't) I wanted to write short stories and like them 
I still imagined there was some recipe which, once learned, 
would enable one to write them with at least some of the 
ease of 0. Henry. 

"Colonel," he once remarked, in a conversation 
on that theme—Colonel or Bill were his usual forms of 
address—"Colonel, there's only one trick to writing a 
short story. Think of your ending first, then write your 
story to that ending." Many of his stories gave the 
impression of having been written in exactly that manner. 
But the formula, if it really was one, did not help much. 
Before applying it one needed to be 0. Henry. 

The truth is, he WQ3 unique. Light, whimsical, 
shot through with humor from which often tears were not 
far distant, his short stories dazzled the mind as they 
gripped the emotions of his readers. And his readers, 
be it said, were of all grades of intelligence, from 
college professors to waitresses and taxi drivers. From 
reading him one might have imagined a sort of Puck or 
Ariel floating sprite-like above the human scene. 

Actually he via.3 heavy-shouldered, heavy-featured, 
light-haired, of medium height, with a quick inclusive 
glance, too sharp and swift to be caught in the act of 
appraisal. He smiled easily, not unlike some popular and 
successful sales manager. The spoken vernacular was Ills 
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medium, yet his resources of language were profound. But 
whenever he uttered a word or expression that might sound 
intellectual, he would smile, as at a virtue or pose 
humorously assumed. 

He was, however, anything hut a business man. 
His constant,mysterious, and pressing need for money, 
regardless of his growing income, clouded his life and 
all his relations with editors, lie seemed to be completely 
lacking in the knack of husbanding his resources. Though 
the North American Review published no short stories, 
Harpers Magazine did. Again and again 1 enthusiastically 
suggested to Frederick Duneka that a story by 0. Henry 
would be good for that journal. 

"Very well," said Duneka, "bring me an 0. Henry 
story and I'll pay five hundred dollars for it." Here 
was my chance to serve both 0. Henry and Harpers. 

"Colonel," responded O. Henry, when I brought him 
the blythe message, "that's fine. I need some dough 
right now. Bring me a check for two hundred dollars, and 
you can have the story I am writing, balance on delivery. 
I'll finish it pronto, maybe tomorrow or next day, and if 
this story won't suit I'll write another." 

What could be fairer? Eagerly I presented the 
matter to Duneka expecting an immediate check for 0. Henry. 
Duneka, however, refused the terms without qualification. 

"0. Henry," he retorted, "owes stories to every 
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editor in New York on advances they paid him. I won't 
join that queue. Let him give us the story and we'll pay 
cash on delivery." 

To my chagrin I learned that what Duneka said 
was quite true. Iiany editors, anxious to get 0. Henry 
stories gave advances and advances and more advances. 
Generally speaking, they got their stories ultimately. 
But often they or their assistants were actually caraping 
in 0. Henry's rooms like deputy sheriffs, while he was 
finishing a promised story. In that sense he lived a 
hunted life, dodging: one editor wiiile completing a story 
for another where the full price was ready. Always and 
always, to the very day of his death, he was in perpetual 
need of money. 

There was a sort of whispering sjjeculation among 
his editors and friends as to the reasons for 0. Henry's 
perennial shortage. Some believed he was being constantly 
blackmailed. There appeared in town a short, benevolent-
looking man, smooth and friendly, named A1 Jennings. 
Jennings was an ex-train robber, ex-bank robber, ex-convict, 
now x>urged of his sins and reformed. He was a friend of 
0. Henry's. 0. Henry, he declared, had told him he was 
being blackmailed by a woman. My own observation led me 
to believe that he simply did not know how to handle 
money. It seemed to slip through his fingers before it 
ever touched them. He never could pass a tramp, a beggar, 
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a derelict, or even his own elevator hoy at the Caledonia, 
without dispensing money, as though he were indeed Haroun 
al Rashid in disguise. But even this could not account 
for the total vanishing of his considerable income. 

After his second marriage, late in his New York 
career, to Sarah Coleman, his boyhood sweetheart, he took 
an apartment in the Chelsea Hotel for his wife and his 
young daughter, Margaret. In summer he took a house on 
Long Island to get his wife and Margaret out of the city 
heat. But he still kept his Caledonia apartment to work 
and live in, and not so long ago I heard from a man in 
Washington, who is an 0. Henry collector, that he now 
possesses a lease showing that 0. Henry had rented premises 
at 88 Washington Place, near Washington Square, New York, 
an address no one had ever connected with 0. Henry. 
Whether it was simply a secret hideout, a place to escape 
to when pressure upon him became too great at his known 
addresses, or whether he had some other purpose in renting 
it no one seems to know. Such were some of the drains 
upon his income. 

"Bill," he admonished me at about that time with 
the most troubled look I had ever seen on his face, "don't 
you ever get married, Don't look at me I I'm forty-five 
years old and I've got to save money. But if you want to 
write, steer clear of matrimony, at least for a long time." 

It was depressing to see him so harrassed. Here 
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was a unique and endearing talent, which my immature mind 
was not alone in seeing as touched with genius. Yet 
Rudyard Kipling and Richard Harding Davis, his contemporaries, 
were living in opulent ease. The great difference lay in 
the personality of each of them. But one could not help 
feeling distressed that 0. Henry should he in such constant 
hot water. 

I wrote a short article about the 0. Henry 
stories in the North American Review, comparing him to 
Maupassanti When he read the piece 0. Henry, with his 
whimsical smile, remarked, "Bill, let me put you straight. 
Maupassant was merely the 0. Henry of his time." 

He could laugh at himself no less than at others. 
One of his fellow tenants in the Caledonia was Justus Miles 
Forman (no relation) whom I also knew. He was a very nice 
young man indeed, who wrote stories about knights in 
armor and people in high society. He went abroad every year, 
spoke with an English accent and wore beautifully cut 
clothes from Bond Street and Savile Row. I suggested 
that it might be interesting for 0. Henry to meet his 
neighbor. 

"He certainly is a swell dresser," remarked 
0. Henry irrelevantly. 

"Don't hold that against him," I persisted. "He 
writes very nice stories. He comes from Minnesota." 

"He sure is a swell dresser," sighed 0. Henry. 
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"Do you reckon, Colonel, he'd give me the name of his 
tailor?" 

So far as I know they never met, but whether 
before or after my attempt to bring them together, 0. 
Henry wrote a story of a professional criminal who enter-
tained a group of jaded members in a fashionable club, 
with his adventures and techniques. The price of the 
entertainment is an introduction to his host's tailor. 

Everyone of 0. Henry's friends was worried about 
his obviously troubled state. Feyton Steger, one of the 
editors in the publishing house that issued 0. Henry's 
books, appointed himself as a sort of fiscal agent for him. 
Steger, a fine broad-minded Texan, a former Rhodes scholar, 
did his best to help his author live within his means, 
but his was an impossible task. 

The major and fundamental cause of Henry's 
trouble, all of us believed we knew. It was bound up 
with 0. Henry's reticence, with his shrinking from pub-
licity, or public contacts, or any personal exploitation; 
bound up, in short, with his secret. One of his admirers 
called it the secret de polichlnelle, or as we might say, 
the secret cried from the housetops. We did not know all 
the details, but we knew he had earlier been employed in 
a bank in Texas; that irregularities were discovered in 
his accounts; that he had fled to Latin America, but that 
later he had returned, stood trial, and served a term in 
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the Ohio Federal Penitentiary. 
Many years later a number of Austin (Texas) 

people, where he was tried, including the foreman of the 
jury that had convicted him, declared that he ought to 
have been acquitted. But an inscrutable fate had decreed 
otherwise. To Bob Davis, the editor of Munsey's Magazine, 
0. Henry once said: 

"Someday I'll tell you how I fell heir to enough 
spare time to take up fiction seriously." 

That day, of course, never came. So sensitive 
was the pride of the man he could not bring himself to 
acknowledge in words the stigma he felt was upon him. This 
stocky, heavy-shouldered Southerner was a mass of quivering 
pride. 

Yet the thirty-nine months he had spent in 
prison were more than a liberal education to him. He had 
entered the prison a clever newspaper man and something of 
a jack-of-all-trades, something of an adventurer. He left 
it in July, 1901, an already accomplished writer of short 
stories that only a little later brought him world-wide 
fame. As night drug clerk in the penitentiary he had 
many quiet, silent hours to pass. Another might have 
spent them in reading. The spectacle of life he had seen 
and was seeing moved him instead to write. Stories of 
his were already published in New York magazines, such 
as McClure, while he was still in prison. Many of his 
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later stories were probably written, or at least conceived, 
while he was there. 

Once he arrived in New York on the invitation of 
Gilman Hall and Richard Duffy, editors of Ainsley's 
Magazine, a few months after his liberation, his production 
and success seemed to roll like a snowball. He could not 
keep up with editors' demands—a sort of Figaro in the 
fiction world. Collections of his stories were published 
in book form from time to time, but to these he paid 
scarcely any heed. I recall stopping at the Caledonia 
late one afternoon with a copy of a newly-published book 
of his for him to autograph. He examined the volume 
quizically, as though he had never seen it before. 

"Oh," he said, "are they letting that leak out?" 
Before me is a copy of his Four Million. Even 

his autograph on the flyleaf is humorous and whimsical. 
My given and middle names are written in large Spencerian 
magnificance, my last name very small. I had a newspaper 
in my hand, marked "Night Edition." He glanced at it, 
wrote the words, "Night Edition" under my name and signed 
"0. Henry." 

That spring, just three years before his death 
he was at the height of his fame and, as it seemed to me, 
in the depth of his misery. Bob Davis estimated that 
Porter drank the equivalent of two bottles of whiskey a 
day. I can hardly believe it, 3ince neither I nor anyone 
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I knew had ever seen him drunk. That afternoon, however, 
I got a distinct impression that his health was deteriora-
ting. To an interviewer, who wanted a photograph of him, 
he once said, "Just say I look like a healthy butcher." 
The "healthy" was no longer applicable here. 

"0. Henry," I suggested gingerly, "why don't you 
settle in the country for awhile—work where it's quiet." 

"Not for me, Colonel," he shook his head. "I'm 
too old and too tired to start making myself over." 

He was forty-six years old! At the time of his 
death, June 5, 1910, I was in Europe and I still remember 
the blow the news of his death brought me. His last words 
addressed to the hospital nurse, "Pull up the shades, I'm 
afraid to go home in the dark," are often repeated. But 
to me infinitely more dramatic was the scene of his funeral. 
Will Irwin told me about that. 

It was in New York's Little Church Around the 
Corner. By some error a wedding- had also been scheduled 
for the same hour, eleven o'clock in the morning. When 
the wedding party drove up Will, or someone else, quietly 
explained the predicament and the party drove away. But 
the funeral service began late and the wedding party 
returned before it was over. 

The church windows were open. On the solemn 
tones of the funeral service broke in the bright laughter 
and merry chatter of the wedding guests waiting outside. 

That was one 0. Henry story 0. Henry never wrote. 
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In a sense, any day can be a turning point in 
one's life—even any hour. But that June day in London when 
"I stood in the vast throngs that lined the streets to see 
the funeral cortege of Edward VII was a turning point for 
me. Young though I was, I had lived up to that time many 
lives. 

The preceding seven years in particular had been 
a headlong race toward goals that had seemed to recede and 
now were scarcely visible. I had come from college directly 
to New York and almost immediately plunged into the most 
active pursuits I was fitted or at least partly fitted for: 
newspaperman, correspondent, weekly magazine editor, monthly 
magazine editor and now—nothing. For at that moment I was 
without any ties, without any money to speak of and scarcely 
knowing what I was going to do next. 

The impasse in my own life was somehow underscored 
by this dead king whose preparation for his post had lasted 
sixty years, but whose actual reign had been so brief, now 
that least military of monarchs was a handfull of clay on 
a gun carriage, and a pair of empty boots, reversed, in the 
stirrups of his charger, guided by alien hands. His little 
dog, led on a leash, made women weep. That was all it 
amounted to, even for a king-emperor, by the grace of God, 
defender of the faith, and whatnot. For us, the millions of 
lesser mortals lining the route—to what infinitely little it 
added up I Or rather, it amounted to the same, minus the 
spectacle. 
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As a spectacle, however, it was engrossing enough. 
Never again is there likely to be such an assemblage of 
kings and potentates in one spot at one time. However 
transitory the state and tinsel, mostly swept into rubble 
since then, they x>resented an impressive array to the eye 
of the beholder. 

At least one emperor outside the coffin, Wilhelm 
of Hohenzollern, tried, notwithstanding his withered arm, 
to impress the effete English with his lustre and his 
dignity as he sat his horse imperially. The King of Spain, 
the King of Portugal, princes from Norse and Balkan lands, 
and the thin, unpleasant face of him who was to plunge 
Europe and the world into so much woe, the archduke 
Francis Ferdinand, for whom Sarajevo and the gun carriage 
were only four years off. English pageantry of those 
pre-war days and the medieval English heraldry, with its 
glittering array of Kings at Arms, Garter Kings, an 
Ulster King, Clarencie^jux, Rouge Dragon, Heralds and 
pursuivants, made one feel as if the card deck had come 
to life. The Gold Sticks and the Silver Sticks, the whole 
retinue of robes and tabards, braid and brocade, appeared 
like something from the Mort d'Arthur. It was a two mile 
spectacle worth paying for and one could not help wondering 
why they saved it only for funerals and the like. 

My pass from Scotland Yard, signed by the police 
commissioner himself, enabled me to move freely from place 
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to place in order to see what I wanted, always in the front 
of a row that was packed to unknown depths. After all the 
uniforms and all the rohes and heraldry, my heart leaped 
to see our own special ambassador in his simple black, 
without benefit of gold thread or glitter, in a carriage 
with other representatives from republics that had no 
heraldry. Besides, he was as famous as any king of them 
all. He was Theodore Roosevelt. Him, thank Heaven, I 
knew well. I was to go home with him. 

Some years before, as I have already mentioned, 
I came close to Roosevelt xvhen he was President. Since 
then Roosevelt had left the White House and had gone to 
Africa to hunt big game—a favorite Victorian escape for 
those crossed in love. And if anyone was in love with the 
White House and all it implied, that man was Theodore 
Roosevelt. 

How, upon his return from Africa, King Edward VII 
had died, Roosevelt was in Europe, and President Taft by 
cable had appointed him his representative at the royal 
funeral. The Hew York Sun correspondent felt obliged to 
send a man across the ocean with Roosevelt to see him 
safely home. The London office of the Sun was short of 
men. The correspondent himself was in love and did not 
want to leave. I had traveled with Roosevelt during my 
time on the Sun. The arrangement naturally suggested 
itself: why shouldn't I be assigned to cover Roosevelt, 
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even though I was no longer a Sun man? There would be 
very little to write, the free steamship ticket would 
amply repay me for the week at sea, Roosevelt would be 
covered, the London correspondent would stay near his love; 
there would be no return ticket to buy, and I would get a 
free passage home on an excellent ship. Everyone would be 
happy. So it was arranged. 

I was delighted that Roosevelt was alive. I 
would be in his train again, but that was some days off. 
Meanwhile, I was watching a funeral with an empire's 
lamentation and I was intensely depressed. I had come to 
that half-way point in life which Dante calls mezzo del 
cammin, and I felt, in less classic language, stymied. I 
had run very fast only to discover that it took all of 
that to stand still. I had accomplished exactly nothing. 
I had resigned my last job in order to write. My employer 
had generously presented me with a trip abroad, so after 
wandering about Europe for three months I had ended up in 
London at the royal funeral. 

Now I wanted above all to settle down and work. 
I wanted to go home. I began to reflect that to get 
married and to begin a normal home life had their good 
points. Life suddenly appeared as an intensly serious 
business, not to be lost or frittered away. Only a few 
more years and there was the gun carriage or the far 
humbler equivalent thereof. The pale king3 and warriors, 
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too, the heralds and pursuivants, had suddenly given my 
life a serious turn. 

That clinging extension of the Victorian era 
which was the reign of Edward VII, was now definitely 
ended. George V, his son and successor, was little known 
even to the English public. The rest of the world knew 
still less of him. There were those who said they saw a 
shadow creeping over Europe. Some predicted a European 
war in two or three years time. I can honestly say I 
saw no such shadow. If ever security and stability seemed 
palpably real, it was then—at the end of the Victorian-
Edwardian era. How solid England was, and unassailable 1 
The rich were so opulently and comfortably rich. The poor 
of such Hickensian good humor. If one must be part of a 
crowd, where but in England could one find so human a crowd? 
As I roved up and down the line of march of the cortege, 
I had the feeling: here was a people who never would 
change, and nothing could change. The very pomp and 
heraldry they were sadly watching was medieval, colorful 
as in the days of Agincourt, Henry VIII, and Cardinal 
Wolsey. If suddenly all the men turned into archers and 
halberdiers ready to repel any foe, with pikes and cloth-
yard shafts, one would not have been wholly taken by 
surprise, they all seemed steeped in tradition and certainty. 

Nevertheless, I felt uneasy, even guilty. I 
needed a little stability and certainty myself. I wanted 
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to get home and to work though I did not know precisely 
at what. I chafed at the few days' wait until the Roosevelt 
ship should sail. Together with other correspondents I 
passed some hours daily in the antechamber of Roosevelt's 
headquarters, a house lent him by an English admirer, 
exactly as the houses had been lent by members of the 
nobility to the visiting royalty. The only difference was 
that before their houses, sentries of the Household Guards 
kept watch. Before the Roosevelt house there was only a 
London Bobby. Probably, too, there was a difference in 
the callers. I don't know who called on the royalties. 
But I do know that statesmen, scholars and scientists 
called on Roosevelt. The little man with the bushy 
mustache, who looked so serious in his Prince Albert frock-
coat—that was Rudyard Kipling, come to pay his respects 
to a fellow author and traveler. I doubt that Kipling 
called on the Kaiser. 

My life has known many changes since then, yet 
I still wonder what element it is that makes them. Outside 
events may have something to do with them, but I am con-
vinced it is some chemistry in the blood, or an even more 
subtle chemistry in the brain, in the mind, that makes 
what was precious and necessary yesterday totally 
unmeaning and of no worth today. Perhaps that is the way 
evolution does its work. Common sense has nothing to do 
with it and it is frequently contrary to this sudden and 
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new direction. Some day (perhaps that day is already 
here) man will in this way torn from the mere common sense 
of mechanism and gadgets to the spiritual treasures buried 
within him and make life on earth untellably rich. ' 

My thoughts did not run in exactly that strain 
in London after the royal funeral. I only knew that I 
was impatient, that every hour there was wasted, until I 
hoarded the Konigin Luise and I felt that I was on my way 
home. I was sick of wandering about, tired of crowds and 
of people, of mental dissipation. All I wanted was to work 
on something of my own. 

A flock of correspondents on board, attendant 
upon Roosevelt, now left me cold. Ordinarily no group 
of men is more gregarious or more attractive. They know 
so much and they talk so well. But now the usual shop-talk 
which so knowledgably disposes of a world figure with an 
epithet, or of a policy with a cynical phrase, sounded 
flat and uninteresting. One exception was Hamilton Fyfe, 
of the London Daily Hail. He was a delightful companion 
and became a lifelong friend. We read Chekhov together 
as we discussed the range of past and current literature. 

But there was, of course, Roosevelt. Private 
citizen though he was, he was still a cynosure. Members 
of his family were with him, including his lively daughter, 
Alice, but he could not remain in privacy. From time to 
time the newsmen would gather round him and the old 
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campaigner would compensate for his recent African iso-
lation "by that emphatic style of utterance punctuated by 
laughter and flashing teeth, which some of us knew so well. 

The funeral of the monarch, whom he had once 
indiscreetly described as a "pop-eyed voluptuary" still 
supplied him with endless chuckles. 

The state dinner at Buckingham Palace on the eve 
of the funeral, he described as the "wake." All the kings, 
princes, princelings and ambassadors were the mourners. 
He, in his blacks, sat at a table with the French 
Ambassador, the Turkish envoy, and some other minor 
excellency. One may imagine who led the conversation. 
He was telling them of the experiences in the western 
country, of ranch life, and of his friend and comrade, Seth 
Bullock, the Sheriff of Deadwood. His voice kept rising 
above the decorous hum of conversation from the neighboring 
tables. Seth Bullock, he emphasized, was\two-gun man. 

Finally a royalty from one of those tables who 
had been eavesdropping with ears cocked toward the 
Roosevelt table, could contain himself no longer. That 
was Alphonso, King of Spain. He turned away from his 
fellow kinglets and said, not without a touch of awe in 
his voice, "I beg your pardon, Mr. Roosevelt, but what is 
a two-gun man?" 

There our Teddy was in his element. The other 
little kings, as well as Alphonso, clustered closer while 
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the ranchman, the plainsman, the rough rider was opening 
their minds to the facts of life in the great open spaces. 
Tale after tale of the prowess of Bullock, his fearless-
ness, his daring, and his deadly accuracy with his forty-
five s. 

At a little distance from that comparatively 
riotous enjoyment at the Roosevelt table, sat the All 
Highest, as he believed himself to be, Wilhelm of Hohenzol-
lern, glowering imperially at the ceiling and at the 
temerarious Alphonso. Who was this Alphonso, anyway, to 
be enjoying himself with the only interesting guest at the 
dinner? Those contemptible and meaningless little kings! 
As the dinner party rose William II came striding over, 
scattering them with his glance like so many nine pins, 
he put his good arm through Roosevelt's and announced with 
authority, "Mr. Roosevelt, I want to introduce you to some 
of my friends. Come with me." 

He posted himself at the door leading out of the 
banquet hall and, as the chosen ones came by, he halted 
them with, "I want you to meet my friend, Mr. Roosevelt." 
The little kinglets of kingdom come, long since toppled, 
he did not seem to see at all. 

Roosevelt, of course, did not tell it in quite 
this way, but that was the picture that came to us as in 
high glee he narrated the episode. 

Once landed I plunged almost immediately into 
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writing a travel book. It was not that I particularly 
wanted to write a travel book, it was far from the highest 
form of literature of which I had dreamed. But it was 
something to work at, something to do. A publisher proved 
willing to give me a contract for it, together with a small 
advance on royalties. I was full of material for it. 

During the months of my European wanderings, John 
Kendrick Bangs, his wife and I had traveled together through 
Italy. We had literally laughed our way up the length of 
the Italian peninsula. Bangs was not the sort of humorist 
who keeps his humor penuriously for his writing. He was 
humorous, or at least entertaining, all the time. Provi-
dentially, too, I had kept a notebook on the trip. As 
Bangs was a lecturer as well as a writer, he insisted upon 
seeing all the sights that tourists go to Italy for, so 
that his audiences in the Middle West and the Corn Belt 
would hear of those things they hoped one day to see. The 
consequence was that I felt myself to be a walking guide 
book. It was the most marketable knowledge that I had at 
hand. 

80, for the rest of that summer, the autumn and 
the following winter, I sat in my room in Washington Square, 
doggedly writing about pictures and places in Italy, much 
as a solitaire player mechanically fingers the cards, while 
deep down within me an inveterate search was proceeding 
for a philosophy for an exit from chaos. 



HONEYMOON I N NORMANDY 

The glory that had faded from the earth in midst 
of the brick and the asphalt and concrete of New York 
seemed to be returning in a rose-covered village in France, 
for we were at Veules-les-Roses, in Normandy. 

The "we" was not merely editorial. Miriam Chase 
Ford and I, who had been friends for years, dined together, 
went to theaters and talked of marriage when my ship came 
in, had got ourselves married the preceding winter and, 
once the proof sheets of the Italian book had been passed 
and the index made, we had sailed for France. 

We were on our delayed honeymoon. We chose 
Normandy and Veules-les-Roses in particular because it 
was inexpensive. We couldn't have chosen better. Certainly 
there was no luxury there, but there was peace and there 
was beauty. The only noise I remember was the caliope of 
the carousel that troubled the landscape with a weary note 
for a week or so. And Louise, the slatternly little maid 
and waitress at the pension where we lodged, complained 
with tears that she had no free time en profiter. Her 
mistress, exasperated, finally gave her a whole day to 
ride the little wooden horses. They made Louise repeatedly 
sick, but she stuck to them. The next day, wan and washed 
out, she chirped that it had been "magnifique." Her crav-
ing for joy and adventure had been appeased. 
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A slow-paced somber people, the Normans. We at 
first came among them in Rouen, whither we had gone from 
Paris. Rouen, this city of Jeanne d'Arc, and what is more 
immediately significant, for the literary pilgrim, the city 
of Gustave Flaubert. Madame Bovary, at one time or another 
in the life of a writer, is considered the ultimate achieve-
ment in the novel. My wife, herself an admirer of the 
great in literature, patiently, even eagerly, again and 
again accompanied me to that pavilion at Croiset over-
looking the Seine, where Flaubert, year after year, 
chiseled his phrases in anguish for perfection, and year 
after year built his fictions with about the speed of a 
coral reef. Slow barges drifted up or down the stream. 
Clouds that might have been painted by Corot overhung the 
landscape. Inside or outside the dead pavilion no sign of 
life could be discerned. The tortured giant was long 
since dust, as all giants are long since dust. But his 
fame was enduring enough to make a honeymoon couple linger 
in the shadow of his pavilion, and never doubt that the 
phrases and sentences he so laboriously polished for 
posterity were worth the pain and the agony of which his 
letters to hi3 mistress and his friends are so eloquent. 

As we strolled along the tree-lined bank of the 
Seine, Miriam and I were dreaming dreams. In a few weeks 
we would return to Paris, take a small apartment and there 
I would settle down to write. The fact that I had very 
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little money in reserve vaguely but insistently shadowed 
my own reflections. But not Miriam's. She was an idealist 
if ever there was one. She had herself started singing in 
Italy, had made her debut in opera there and, later, taught 
singing In New York. She had seen at close range the 
artistic temperament, its utter carelessness about the 
financial present, its glowing aura of eternal hope for 
a golden future. She was an example of that temperament, 
so attractive in others, so perilous in oneself. Gustave 
Flaubert's pavilion at Croiset was a more concrete symbol 
of our life to come than all the money in all the banks. 

We could hardly wait for the establishment of 
that routine of creative work that we pictured as the 
blessed condition for all the rest of our lives. We 
settled ourselves in Veules-les-Roses and the room at the 
pension became a study, a sacred grove. It was not very 
convenient for writing, but I began at once to devote 
some hours of the day to the drafting of a plan, to the 
making of notes, and generally to immerse myself in the 
preparatory stages of my novel. 

In the novelist's mind the word "Novel" is always 
capitalized. No one except another novelist understands 
the immensity of the undertaking. No mere reader can 
even guess at the amount of detail, discarded fancies, 
possible lines of development, wild tangents, scenes, 
characters, phrases that pass through the writer's mind 
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before he even begins to write. The average reader has 
been let into a good deal of this, but happily the worst 
is spared him. Whether the writer becomes subhuman or 
superhuman when he is immersed in a novel, opinion differs. 
But he is certainly not quite normal. 

Any wife, particularly the bride of a few months, 
may quite legitimately pale at the prospect of living with 
a man turned novelist. But to Miriam, who had 3een so 
much temperament among the musicians and singers of Italy, 
I was comparatively sane. She counted those days heavenly. 
I was at work. The great enterprise of our future life 
had begun. I quoted to her Flaubert's sole advice to his 
protege and pupil, Maupassant. Travaillez1 Work! That 
single word almost suras up all the literary advice ever 
offered that is of any value. 

Advice! How much of it I have given to aspiring 
authors, to students, to fellow writers, to authors whose 
work I was buying, to all who asked. Only to myself I 
cannot give advice. Like Francois Villon, Je connais 
tout, fors que moi-meme. To me every new piece of work is 
an undertaking, and every book as serious an enterprise 
as Stanley's search for Livingston. Balzac, he who 
seemingly exuded books, limited only by the speed of his 
pen, compared the writing of a novel to a miner buried in 
a landslide trying to dig his way out. But no matter. 
There in Hormandy, in the second decade of this century, 
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I was embarked on my first novel* 
All was going well enough when one day Miriam and 

I, taking an afternoon walk, foolishly amused out selves 
by running up a hill. It was fun and exhilirating. But 
when we returned to the pension, Miriam was not feeling so 
well. She almost fainted. It was incomprehensible. For 
she was a person abounding in energy. A doctor was called. 
Madame was pregnant. 

I still remember the strange mixture of shock 
and elation that hit us both at the French doctor's 
announcement. That was something that we had neither plan-
ned nor expected. What would become of that notable 
program of living frugally and austerely in France while 
the Novel and perhaps other books were written, so long 
as the savings lasted? By then, of course, achievement, 
reputation, fame possibly, would take care of the future. 
Now the whole irridescent bubble was nothing. Babies cost 
money. Much, if not most of what was to have endowed 
literature must go to the preparation and expense for the 
new arrival. 

With heads bent in cogitation we walked slowly 
in those Norman lanes, planning on the best course to 
pursue. Shall we return home immediately? To my wife 
that seemed like ignominious retreat. When all was said, 
we could still live far less expensively in France than 
at home. liven babies came cheaper in France. Besides, 
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what, after all, was the difference? I could go on with 
my work since, clearly, it was not I who was ahout to give 
birth to a child. All the same, virtually over night I 
was changed into a different person. All the previous 
outlook was centered on self, or at best on two adult 
selves. Now a wholly new factor came into being. The 
mysterious stranger due to appear, X, the unknown, was 
henceforth to occupy first place in all planning and 
figuring. Whatever sentimental fiction may make of it, 
that change amounts to a major psychological revolution. 

To Miriam, however, it became and continued to 
be a source of quiet happiness. Her color heightened, her 
eyes brightened and her voice softened. I saw before me 
a person blessed with seemingly complete happiness. 

We returned to Paris, found a small quiet 
apartment in the Boulevard Montparnasse, and became 
Parisian householders. We made enquiries concerning the 
right doctor, the right hospital, and Miriam began to sew 
and knit small garments. The way a pair of free lance 
adventurers is suddenly brought back into the ancient 
racial patterns of parenthood still seems marvelous to me. 
We went out very little. We engaged a bonne a tout faire, 
which simply means a maid of all work who does nothing 
well, and established a new routine of life. The Novel, 
of course, had to go on. 

Every day after breakfast I went out for a half-
hour ' s walk, down the Avenue 1'Observatoire. The summer 
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waned, the leaves turned, and the beautiful avenue 
leading to the Lduxembourg Gardens became more and more 
garbed with a gentle melancholy, that remains to this day 
unforgettable. What reflections came I cannot say, but 
I know I returned to my desk and my manuscript full of 
serious purpose and, generally, feeling; that life was no 
comedy. The somberness of the autumnal scene somehow 
crept into the pages I was writing. At a later stage I 
had to modify some of that somberness. 

In due course our son was born, and an easy 
birth it was. However gravely I felt my new responsi-
bilities, Miriam's happiness in her motherhood radiated 
a warmth as from a central reservoir that was seemingly 
inexhaustible. Paris was all about me, with all that it 
implied. Yet I rarely crossed the river to the right bank. 
The left bank cafes were bright with lights and couples 
who thought they were living la vie de boheme. They 
appeared less than alluring. I continued my walks in the 
avenue, or contemplation of the beautiful fountain of 
Carpeaux, and daily wrote my quota of words. To fill some 
of the evenings I joined a bookbinding class and learned 
bookbinding. 

There I worked with apprentices who had no 
opportunity in the ateliers in which they were employed 
to learn the trade as a whole. Perhaps they stitched 
sheets all day, or cut leather for backs, but never bound 
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a "book. Plere the instruction given by master bookbinders 
was progressive, complete, and free. It was a gift to 
the trade by the bookbinders' guild or syndicat. The fact 
that I was an alien and a stranger did not exclude me. It 
was my first real contact with the French working man and 
ever since I have held him in respect. By the end of the 
term I had bound two books, half leather, with gold 
lettering and all. That was to have been my hobby in 
after life. I fully expected to set up a small private 
shop, when I returned home, and eventually bind all my 
valuable books. But I never again so much as touched a 
tool of the trade for the rest of my life. That new son 
changed so many of our plans. 

For one thing, he changed our plan of living in 
France. He did not seem to thrive in Paris. The French 
doctor's regimen for babies, what they called puerlculture, 
seemed to produce thin and pale children, not to say peaked. 
If a child was asleep at, say two o'clock in the morning, 
it had to be awakened, weighed, its bottle given, forcibly 
if need were, and then weighed again, and the figures 
recorded. The effect of this procedure on the baby appeared 
dubious. But there was no doubt at all of the effect on 
the parents. We were haggard from lack of sleep. Besides, 
the series of bonnes a tout faire came and went, and the 
experience did not improve with length of time. One girl 
was a slattern. Another could not bear to receive an order 



186' 

above a whisper. A third had a lover who was always drunk 
on his day off and insisted upon invading our small apart-
ment, crawling over the furniture and shouting: "We're 
all equal, are we not? Then, I am as good as you are am 
I not?" We conceded all his logic, if only he would leave. 
But that was precisely what he would not do, since it 
seemed clear to him there was no difference between us. 
Only a threat of calling the police finally removed him, 
and the maid as well, out of our lives. 

We were no longer enjoying Paris. We made a 
quick decision, we packed up our belongings, gave up our 
apartment and on a frosty day crossed the channel to 
England. The picture of Miriam hugging to her breast the 
coccoon of the baby on the wintry deck of the channel boat 
remains rooted in my memory. It was the symbol of all 
fugitives and refugees. For that is what we were, people 
in flight, seeking refuge for their child. 

In England babies were more prosperous. In 
contrast with the thin pale babies of France, we had but 
to think of the well-fed rosy-cheeked children of England 
to convince us that there was the land of heart's desire. 
Perhaps the doctors were better there. Perhaps it was 
the milk or the climate. We did not know. We only knew 
that the baby must have the best. 

The common sense of the English doctors soon 
made a difference. Ro more two o'clock wakings and 
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weighings. If the baby was asleep, let him sleep. When 
he is hungry he will let you know. Perhaps the milk, too, 
was better. In any case a few weeks increased his weight 
and brought color to his cheeks. Our own spirits rose 
correspondingly. 

We had taken a flat in Chelsea, the home of so 
many writers and even sages. Cheyne Walk, associated with 
Thomas and Jane Carlyle, was the next street to ours. To 
fall into a routine was easy in England. Servants and 
services were more stable and reliable. Everything seemed 
to march smoothly and steadily. Instead of the Avenues 
1'Observatoire it was Cheyne Walk or the Thames Embankment 
that now became my daily walk before sitting down to write. 
Then to the little desk in the corner of the living room 
and the writing that could not be deferred. 

One of my Chelsea neighbors was William De Morgan. 
Those who have never read a De Morgan novel have missed 
one of life's great pleasures. Not many people now will 
remember Joseph Vance, Alice for Short, or When Ghost Meets 
Ghost. Fewer still will have had the experience of meeting 
a man who might have been a pupil of Dickens. He actually 
was a sort of twentieth century remnant of the pre-
Raphaelite period. A daughter of William Morris was still 
a frequent visitor at the Chelsea house, whose walls were 
covered with canvases in the vivid, somewhat stark colors 
of the pre-Raphaelite period. These were the paintings of 
Mrs. De Morgan. 
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All day, until tea time, this elderly couple 
was sedulously working at their arts, he at what seemed the 
unnecessarily cramped space of a drawing board, in a micro-
scopic hand, was writing his novels. She, with a pallette 
of brilliant colors, was at her easel. I changed my 
walking time to the afternoon, so that I might walk with 
that fragile old man on the embankment. His little grey 
beard was always wagging, for he loved to talk as much as 
he loved to write. 

His talk was enchanting. It was mostly of the 
past or of his books. Those books were long, for he 
belonged to the age of the three-deckers—the three volume 
novels. He cautioned me against cutting my own books. 

"Publishers," he chuckled, "always want you to 
cut your books. Don't you do it. They wanted me to cut 
mine, but I never did." 

The story was that when one of the editors of 
the London publishing house of Heinemann first read 
Joseph Vance he brought the manuscript into Heinemann's 
office and said, "This is something you will have to read." 
Heinemann took one look at the bale of paper and replied, 
"That I'll be damned if I willl" 

Nevertheless, Heinemann published it and it was 
a best seller in both England and America. The next one, 
Alice for Short, was an even greater success. And thus in 
his old age De Morgan became one of the most popular of 
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novelists. Yet Joseph Vance was not published until he 
was sixty-four. 

His wife told me how that came about. He had 
been ill and was having a long convalesence, still 
confined to his bed. He was weary of reading and felt 
restless for something to do. Mrs. De Morgan remembered 
that many years earlier he had begun a novel, but after 
writing two chapters had abandoned it. Prom some cupboard 
or drawer she dug out those two chapters, put them with 
some white paper before him and urged him to amuse him-
self with carrying on the story. He chuckled as he read 
those early chapters. It now seemed no task at all to go 
on with the characters he had started in them. And so the 
manuscript grew and became the fascinating book that made 
him a novelist. 

I recall mentioning later to Mrs. Humphrey Ward 
something about the novels of De Morgan. 

"Novels?" she murmured with a sort of remote 
surprise. "When I knew Mr. De Morgan he was a potter." 
So he was. So he had been. He had spent the working 
years of a lifetime making pottery and inventing and 
using what was known as the De Morgan lustre. But he 
found a way of spending at least part of another life as 
a popular novelist. 

Not too far away another neighbor was G. H. 
Mair. He was one of the most brilliant Englishmen I ever 
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met. His record, as far as concerned published work, 
was small. A shilling history of English literature in 
some popular series is all I remember. Yet he gave you a 
feeling he could do anything. He knew almost everybody. 
You had but to mention a name and Mair would fill in the 
particulars. Arnold Bennett was then on the crest of fame 
enjoying the fruits of The Old Wives' Tale. I mentioned 
casually that I wished I could meet Arnold Bennett. 

"My dear fellow, that can easily be arranged." 
Many say things like that and one never hears of 

it again. Not so Mair. Two days later he rang me up to 
meet him at luncheon with Bennett at the Liberal Club. 
Owing to his stutter, Bennett was no great talker. G. H. 
Mair, however, could carry on a sort of surrogate conver-
sation tha.t made everyone feel comfortable and by no means 
neglected. For me, the mere presence of the author of 
The Old Wives' Tale was enough. Toward the end of our 
luncheon a short, stocky, bearded man passed our table and 
Mair hailed him. 

"Sit down with us for a moment, Burns. I want 
you to meet my friends." 

This Burns was none other than the Eight 
Honorable John Burns, Minister of Labor in the Asquith 
Cabinet. He was wholly free of minor inhibitions. He 
told story after story of some of his experiences as a 
labor leader. 
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"When I rose up and in a voice of thunder I 
said..." was the usual preamble to his climaxes. I could 
see Arnold Bennett positively gloating over this phenomenon. 
I could imagine this character sinking deep into Bennett's 
consciousness until such a time as he might need a labor 
leader in one of his novels. Then this genial, naive 
minister of the Crown would leap full armed from the teem-
ing brain to the paper. 

To me the labor minister turned with the 
announcement: "Your country will have trouble. You turn 
out a lot of educated young men with no provision for 
their employment." 

He could not forsee that two world wars would 
use up a lot of young men, both educated and uneducated, 
and that some decades later there would not be enough 
doctors, chemists, engineers for the country's needs. 

Mair was a constant delight. He was married to 
a charming and brilliant young actress, Maire O'Neil, of 
the Irish Players. Her sister, Sarah Allgood, who was 
later to have a long Hollywood career, was often in the 
Hair household. Those two sisters seemed to come from a 
special world of alluring unreality, they appeared some-
what displaced in a formal London home. Yet a certain 
formality was necessary in that home. For Mair was the 
London correspondent for the Manchester Guardian, a news-
paper of a prestige and authority similar to those of the 
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London Times. He was constantly entertaining or "being 
entertained. Ko class or group was alien to him. If he 
invited one to the House of Commons to hear some special 
debate it was as much as one could do to catch sight of 
him again. In the lobbies or in the galleries he was 
always buttonholing or being buttonholed by Cabinet 
ministers, whips, members, opposition leaders, other 
journalists, everybody. He was a sort of Figaro of 
Westminster. He died young, and no wonder. His energy 
flamed so brightly it burned out the wick. 

Our circle extended itself even beyond Chelsea. 
In Kensington, which was within walking distance, lived 
Hay Sinclair, who had achieved a solid celebrity by her 
novel, The Divine Fire and a succession of other books. 
She was perhaps the most learned of lady novelists. For 
aside from her novels she even published a philosophical 
work, A Defense of Idealism. She was extremely quiet, 
spoke little, but when she did speak, she spoke with 
authority. 

Now that I was with a family living in London 
she went out of her way to be kind to us. She was living 
in Edwards Square, one of those tiny hidden oases that make 
residential London so attractive. That little square was 
like some room in certain ghost stories, now you found it 
and now you didn't. Again and again I would lose my way 
trying to find it. I hailed a cab and all the cabman had 
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to do was turn the first corner and there we were. At 
her parties were met a considerable section of literary 
London. 

It was there I became acquainted with Ford 
Maddox Hueffer (he later changed it to Ford Haddox Ford) 
and his brilliant lady, Violet Hunt; with Gilbert Gannan 
and his wife, who had been Mrs. James M. Barrie, and a 
variety of others, including the editors of the Fortnightly 
and the English Review. 

The English Review was engaged at that time in 
discovering genius. Ford Maddox Ford, the collaborator of 
Joseph Conrad, had been, if I remember correctly, its 
first editor. The current editor was the son of Frederick 
Harrison, the great English exponent of Auguste Comte's 
Positive Philosophy. But to write for British reviews, 
notwithstanding Miss Sinclair's kindly act in exposing me 
to some of their editors, was quite out of the question for 
me. I was no specialist, nor yet a politician. The 
English periodicals I sometimes wrote for were of a 
different sort. One or two articles for the Saturday 
Review, still carrying some of the prestige Frank Harris 
had created for it during his tenure as its editor, was 
my high-water mark in English journalism. George Bernard 
Shaw, was no longer its dramatic critic, but I believe 
Max Beerbohm still was. Filson Young a fine stylist and 
a prolific writer of "middle articles" for the Saturday, 
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was the person who had introduced me to the editor whose 
name was Hodge. Hodge was known as the last of the Saxons. 
He looked with a vinegar eye upon continental European 
nations and politics, and particularly on the entante 
cordiale. Sooner or later he believed France would let 
England down. The first article I wrote for him was 
entitled, I recall, "The 1'Ielancholy of Faris. " My own 
experience of Paris, having been anything but gay, had led 
me to perceive in those avenues and behind the facades of 
the many apartment houses a deep and underlying melancholy, 
a feeling of somber insecurity, which the activity and 
gayety of the boulevards failed to cloak. The symbol of 
Paris, to me, was not the Avenue de 1'Opera, but the 
autumnal air and the falling leaves of the Avenue 
1'Cbservatoire. Hodge, the last of the Saxons, felt as I 
did about Paris. After he published the article I heard 
from quite a number of people that to them also much of 
what is called Parisian gayety rang somewhat hollow. In 
any case, the little piece attracted sufficient attention 
to bring requests for more and I wrote some pieces for 
T. P.'s Weekly and the Pall Mall Magazine. Nothing spec-
tacular and nothing very remunerative, but it kept the 
connection with Fleet Street. The main activity was the 
novel. 

Gilbert Carman was presumably at work on a novel, 
though he never spoke of it. He was immersed at the time 
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in translating Remain Holland'3 voluminous novel, Jean-
Christophe. He "barely mentioned it. He barely mentioned 
anything. He was one of the brilliant young writers of 
the time, by reputation. How they found it out I do not 
know. He rarely spoke and even then in monosyllables. He 
smiled most engagingly. He was very handsome and that 
was, I suppose, what led Mrs. Barrie to fall in love with 
hira when he was living as a sort of protege in the Barrie 
household. A kind of romantic Paolo-and-Francesca glamour 
hung about the couple, and when they came to tea in our 
Chelsea apartment we almost unconsciously gave them the 
place of honor because of that vague glamour. 

It was all so strange and so intriguing. J. M. 
Barrie was probably the most beloved writer of that period. 
But his wife fell in love with another man and left hira. 
Yet he was said to be wholly friendly to the couple and 
even gave, so it was said, his ex-wife an allowance. And 
a short time after she left he wrote the highly disarming 
one act classic, The Twelve Pound Look. The playlet, in 
a sense, justifies the wife for going away when her "Sir 
Harry," however successful otherwise, fails as a husband. 
Compared with this situation, the Paolo-and Francesca 
episode in the Divine Comedy became naive and elementary. 

Ford Maddox B'ord was then living in the Kensington 
home of Violet Hunt, whom he had married. The marriage 
was later questioned in the courts in a suit brought by 
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Ford's first wife. But just then Ford and Violet were 
sunnily happy. Both were writers of distinction and both 
busily working. By way of exercise, we played tennis. 
Back of Violet's house there was a tennis court. So on 
two or three days in the week Gilbert Cannan came with his 
huge tennis shoes and his smile and I, such as I was, and 
we gave Ford a workout on the court. I forget whether we 
had a fourth. But possibly Ford's big frame and long arms 
were equivalent to two players. Sometimes Violet gave us 
lunch. We played and we talked. 

The conversation was not wholly literary, but 
much of it was shop talk. In connection with that, I 
always think of William Hazlitt's essay, "The Conversation 
of Authors." For some eight closely printed pages he takes 
it out on authors and tells them that neither they nor 
their esoteric conversation about their trade counts for 
very much in the world. Books and the writing of them 
form only a small part of the universe. "The conversation 
of authors," he concludes, "is not so good as might be 
imagined: but such as it is (and with rare exceptions) it 
is better than any other. The proof of which is, that when 
you are used to it, you cannot put up with any other. That 
of mixed company becomes utterly intolerable—you cannot 
sit out a common tea and card party, at least if you would 
pretend to talk at all." Well, that may be a slight 
exaggeration. Hazlitt had never been to a modern cocktail 
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party. He would learn, could he attend one, that there 
are many degrees of what he calls 'Utterly intolerable." 
Be that as it may, however, I confess freely that to me, 
too, the conversation of authors is better than any other, 
and during my English sojourn, I enjoyed it more than any 
other. 

Filson Young I saw often. With him in his charm-
ing rooms lived ohe, Archie Russell, an authority on 
Blake. Russell, who spoke in the quietest of murmurs, 
with all that is purest Oxford in accent and inflection, 
was concerned mostly with poetry. W. B. Yeats and John 
Masefield were his friends. He seemed to be an aesthete 
left over from the days of the Yellow Book. He reminded 
one of a rare orchid. Some years later, when I met John 
Masefield in Hew York I inquired about Russell. 

"Oh, don't you know?" said Hasefield, "He has 
gone into industry." 

This was stunning news. I stood speechless for 
a moment until Masefield explained: "He has joined the 
Herald's College. He is now a Rouge Dragon or something 
like that." In England that joke would be better under-
stood. The Herald's College has to find or create pedigrees 
and coats-of-arms for the brewers, grocers, iron mongers 
and other industrialists who are suddenly knighted or 
raised to the peerage. 

Novel or no novel I had to earn some money. Came 
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a New York publisher to London and offered me a contract 
and a modest advance to write a book on London for him. 
I accepted. I could not possibly refuse. But before 
beginning the book I consented to run over to Paris with 
the publisher for a few day3 of change and recreation. He 
had never been in Paris before. He must see the sights. 
Another man and I discussed the situation and decided that 
the Folies Bergere would be an interesting spectacle. 

We entered that rather dreary meat market and 
sat down at a table. Before long one of the damsels 
circulating among the tables approached us and in fair 
English suggested: 

"Boys, will you buy me a drink?" 
"Where did you learn to speak English so well," 

I asked her. 
"I learned him from Arnold Bennett," was the 

simple answer. 
"How did you come to know Arnold Bennett?" 
"I was his mistress for seven years." 
"Sit down," I said, "and have a drink." 
The girls of the Folies Bergere are neither 

poetic nor imaginative. This one, whose name was Odette, 
told us that Bennett was not ungenerous, but neither was 
he gay. "He was always taking medicines," she remarked 
matter of factly, "and always writing." She was neither 
Mimi nor Musette. She was no heroine of grand opera, but 
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a strictly commercial lady of the quarter, I did not 
actually believe her story. Girls of her profession are 
always claiming intimacy with some well known person or 
celebrity. Besides, Bennett's great novel seemed to me 
then so perfect that I could scarcely associate ordinary 
human foibles with its author. 

Only a few years later, however, an odd light 
was thrown on the subject. It was after the Armistice, 
the ending of World War I, I was in London waiting for 
steamship passage home. I was sitting in the Green Room 
Club on Boxing Night witnessing a broad farcical sketch 
put on by the actor members to entertain themselves. I 
forget who had invited me to the show, but suddenly 
Arnold Bennett came and sat down next to me. During an 
intermission I told him that Margaret Mayo, author of 
Twin Beds and Polly of the Circus, was staying at the 
Savoy Hotel and was giving a party that evening. I knew 
she was eager to see him as they were old friends. I 
suggested that we both go to the party after the Green 
Room show. 

"I'll be glad to go," he agreed, "I certainly 
want to see her." 

As we entered her apartment, filled with noise 
and laughter, Margaret Mayo rushed forward to greet her 
unexpected guest. 

"Oh Arnold," she cried, "I heard the loveliest 
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story about you, when you were living in Paris. I want 
everybody to hear it. Mr. Forman is going to tell it to 
us. " 

I had told her the story of Odette, but I felt 
I would much rather sink through the floor than tell it in 
Bennett's hearing. I respected him and hi3 talent too 
much. But I was not allowed to leave. Gome guest put 
his back against the door and demanded the story . All 
joined him in shouting for the story. Very reluctantly 
and with a hot face, I finally repeated the luckless story. 
I expected Bennett to pulverize, if not annhilate, me. But 
all that happened was that he joined the others in their 
laughter and remarked, "Really, seven years? That's a 
long time, you know." 

When I returned from Paris I plunged at once 
into gathering and organizing material for the book on 
London. I divided my time into two parts. The mornings 
were kept sacred for the Novel. The afternoons began my 
real education in the shrines and landmarks of London. 
I, who had scorned sightseeing as touristy, now sought 
out every narrow thoroughfare that carried associations 
with the pantheon of English letters, history, or politics. 
Southwark for Shakespeare and Dickens, The Tomb of Milton 
or the site of the Mermaid Tavern, Samuel Johnson's house 
and the Cheshire Cheese, where he took his ease, Breafi 
Street for Milton's sake, Charter House for Thackeray, and 
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Colonel Newcomes. The Tower, Whitehall, Westminster, 
museums and how many lovely churches, like jewels, hidden 
in the CityI I came to know London, I almost learned it 
by heart and to this day I love it like no other foreign 
city on earth. 

For the summer I rented a cottage in Oxfordshire, 
so that our child would have fresh air. This sounds 
oppulent and grandiose, but actually the rental of that 
cottage, adequately, though far from elegantly, furnished, 
was 20 shillings, five dollars a week. It was situated 
in lovely hilly country just beyond the boundary of 
Buckinghamshire, and the remains of an old overgrown 
Roman road ran for some distance behind it. livery morning 
before sitting down to work I took a meditative walk on 
that road, once trodden by Roman legionaries. I could almost 
hear the rhythm of their feet and their rather brutal 
marching songs about all the Sarmatians and what not they 
were going to kill. 

No one who has not lived in rural England before 
the world wars can picture the sense of security and 
tranquility of such a life. The drowsing village, the 
church with its calm, ancient routine of occasional services 
yet general emptiness, the manor house or castle in its 
park, that may have been old in Shakespeare's time, the 
decent, slow-paced country folk—all this forms a picture 
that remains as an oasis in one's memory. It doesn't 
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sound exciting, nor is it. But I for one am glad to carry-
such a memory. I still remember the name of our serving 
maid, who lived in the village and walked across the fields 
every morning to prepare our breakfast and start the house-
hold work going. What she may have lacked in proficiency 
was more than made up for by her good will, her diligence, 
her honesty and her devotion to our baby soh. Life in 
those conditions was not only dignified, it seemed to move 
and bask in a sort of nameless benediction. 

But it could not last. The savings were running 
out. The Movel was indeed approaching its end, but be-
tween ending a first novel and getting it published, an 
indefinite gulf of time intervened. The London book, too, 
was finished, but the meager advance on royalties it 
brought had long since been spent. The future suddenly took 
on colors that were anything but rosy. London was as rich 
and alluring as ever. But to make a living in London by 
writing was impossible. All my journalistic experience 
was American. 

The second London winter was breaking up when 
these problems were becoming increasingly acute. Then 
Mark Sullivan, later a Washington columnist, passed through 
London on his way either to or from the Continent. Our 
acquaintance dated back to Cambridge where he was a law 
student when I was an undergraduate. During my senior 
year our rooms faced each other across the entry in 
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Stoughton Hall in the Harvard yard. Ten years later he 
was Executive Editor of Collier's and I was attempting 
to live the life of a man of letters in London. He both 
flattered and terrified me with his suggestion that I 
return to New York and join the staff of Collier'3. 

I dreaded the thought of turning my hack on the 
happy life I was leading. But the figures in my hank 
account were like the peau de chagrin, the magic skin, 
that shrank with every pleasure. It was approaching the 
vanishing point. I decided to accept. 

We were on the move again. Goodbye to Chelsea 
and the Thames embankment. Goodbye to the narrow thorough-
fares, the British Museum, and the tranquil life of a 
writer in London. Goodbye to the charming, kindly friends 
we had made. As a last fling, we invited some of them to 
dinner in a restaurant in Soho. My wife happened to 
mention her regret at not having met II. G. Wells, whose work 
she admired. Violet Hunt, a woman with the kindest of 
hearts, left the table, rang up Wells on the telephone 
and asked him to join us in the restaurant. He made the 
counter suggestion that if we came up to his house in 
Hempstead he would give us coffee. Nothing could be simpler. 
We packed ourselves into taxicabs and drove out to Hemp-
stead. 

This acquaintance with Wells, which was to become 
a delightful friendship, continued for more than thirty 
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years, until his death. No man, I suppose, talked more 
brilliantly and no English author I have ever known, with 
the exception of Frank Swinnerton, was more genial. I 
shall have more to say of Wells later. But it was that 
evening, too, that we made the acquaintance of his wife, 
whom he and all her friends called Jane. She was a rare 
being, silent, watchful, whose sole interest in life seemed 
to be to make a background for her genius husband. Every-
one knew that Wells, at times, strayed from the domestic 
hearth. And everyone knew that nobody knew it better than 
Jane. But it is certain that no one could have even guessed 
such things from watching H. G. and Jane together. Their 
home life appeared to be a model that all married couples 
might emulate. 

Only a few days later we were on a very stormy 
Atlantic bound for home, with no home to go to. 



THE EYE OF TH3 HURRICANE 

A year after my return from Europe, I was 
Managing Editor of Collier's. 

I was, myself, somewhat startled by the change. 
After the leisurely life in London, the life, however 
modest, of a minor man of letters, here I was in a vast 
establishment with the faint hum of the printing presses 
always present. Numerous typewriters were always clacking 
on the other side of the partitions that enclosed my 
office. The foreman of the composing room, his sleeves 
rolled up and his face smudged with ink, was always coming 
in with queries and problems. Two telephones were on my 
desk. And though the calls were carefully filtered by 
trained secretaries, who could make excuses that were 
always polite and frequently plausible, nevertheless I 
seemed to be talking in those telephones most of the time. 
And the acme of honor, the business office, often came in 
to consult me. 

How did all this come to pass? When my ship was 
moving up the North River to her pier, the New York sky-
line, with its tall buildings, which the French call 
"skyscratchers," violently surging upward, struck fear at 
my vitals. How, after my tranquil life could I fit in 
again into this ruthless, titanic energy? I would have 
turned back joyfully. But that was impossible. My very 
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steamship tickets had been bought with borrowed money— 
money, incidentally, borrowed from a mid-western bank on 
my personal note. For the first time in my life I was a 
debtor. Moreover, I now had a family to provide for. 
That Roman youth, Curtius, leaping into the chasm to appease 
the gods who had cracked a forum in an earthquake, was no 
more certain that the music must be faced. 

/ 

As I sat in a cubbyhole in the vast Collier's 
loft building, without windows, doing the most menial kind 
of editorial work by artificial light, it crossed my mind 
that I was being punished for my temerity. Temerity in 
choosing writing as a profession, temerity in going abroad 
as though I were a man of means, instead of sticking close 
to my American environment—temerity in getting married 
and having a family. As I went on toiling, with a green 
eyeshade under a constant electric light, reading proofs, 
preparing the more trivial manuscripts for the printer, 
writing unimportant captions, I simply wallowed in humility. 
I felt I deserved every bit of what I was getting. 

One thing, however, I did not deserve. I didn't 
deserve the grim look of suspicion from the acting Managing 
Editor, Edgar Sisson. He evidently thought I had been put 
in the office by Mark Sullivan to watch him, to spy upon 
him. He was, as it were, on trial. He could not even 
dream that I had my own tragedy to handle. I had to 
accustom myself to being an editorial office drudge, 
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because I needed the miserable salary I was receiving, to 
support my wife and child. 

The glamorous days of London, when I mingled 
with distinguished authors on a plane of seeming equality, 
were gone, as I thought forever. I was practically start-
ing life anew, as though I had just come out of college. 
To work without hope and without joy is surely to anticipate 
Hell. That is how I worked for several months, and the 
iron that entered the soul was searing. 

Then one day Edgar 3isson was suddenly appointed 
Managing Editor. I was delighted, I was the first to 
congratulate him, I rewrote the masthead of the magazine, 
putting in his name and title, and quietly asked for his 
okay so I could send it to the printer. Edgar had the most 
heartwarming grin in the world. He put out his hand. From 
that moment, life changed radically. In place of suspicion 
there was confidence. In place of doubt there was trust. 
Our friendship then begun, lasted until his death. 

We worked together in almost perfect harmony. 
I say almost, because there is no such thing as perfect 
harmony in an editorial office. Opinions and points of 
view sometimes differ, as differ they must. And editors 
have temperament. Often, too, they work under high 
pressure. The safety valves are invisible, so explosions 
occur. 

A word about editors. Any one in any occupation 
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will tell you that a good practitioner is born, not made, 
A good doctor will tell you that good doctors are born, 
not made. Go will a good lawyer, a good engineer, or, for 
all I know, so will a good carpenter, a good steelmaker, 
even a good hod carrier. In every profession and trade 
knowledge, skill and judgment are the basic trinity that 
makes for success. A good editor is no exception to the 
rule. But to display and use the indispensable qualities, 
he must have experience. The hardest task of the young 
careerist is to find the place that wants him. Nobody 
wants the inexperienced, yet experience can only be acquired 
on the job. I still recall the sympathy I felt for young 
lads, fresh from college, who came to editorial offices 
seeking openings because they had decided to become editors. 
Our staff was small, I was obliged to tell them, and every-
one was extremely busy. 

"We have no time to teach you. You must first 
get some experience." 

The bolder ones among them, who were not abashed 
by a closing door, would ask: "How can I get the experience 
If I can't get a job?" All I was able to tell them was 
the route I had myself traveled, "Try to get on a news-
paper. There you will learn the rudiments. After that, 
it's up to you." 

That may or may not be the best way, but it is 
a fact that in America probably 85% of all writers and 
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editors are newspaper trained. But even on a newspaper 
the cub must show aptitude, if anything is to be made of 
him. Which brings us right back to the theory that one 
is born, not made. Maybe it is true. After all, words 
are loaded with meaning, if ever we stop to analyze theiu. 
The very word education conveys the meaning of bringing 
out what is in one, not of putting in from without. In 
the case of a Mozart, a piano in a room was enough to 
bring out great music from a child of five or six. 

By the spring of that year when I had been on 
Collier1s ten or eleven months it was decided to send me 
to England to buy fiction and articles from some of the 
noted British authors. That was my meat, an unheard of 
piece of good luck.. My salary had been increased. I had 
paid my debt to the mid-western bank, but, of course, I 
had no money. Collier's would pay my expenses. I could 
not, however, bear to leave ray wife and son behind for 
a period of at least six weeks. The magazine naturally 
could not be expected to pay their expenses. But that 
offered no difficulties. Instead of first class trans-
portation, to which I was entitled, I took passage on a 
one-class boat and again we were Europe bound. Once 
aboard the lugger, we were supremely happy. 

To my English friends I had not sunk in change 
ing from the status of a man of letters to that of editor 
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on the staff of a popular weekly, On the contrary. I 
had risen in their esteem. I had returned clothed with 
power—buying power. The work of most of them, to be sure, 
was too literary for an American magazine of wide circula-
tion, but if the names were prominent enough even literature 
was acceptable. The work of a George Bernard Shaw, of a 
Joseph Conrad, of an II. G. Veils, if it could be obtained 
was an asset to any magazine. 

My wife and small son I took to Stratford-on-
Avon, put them in a small hotel, and spent only my weekends 
with them. On Monday mornings I went in to London for the 
week to transact business. There was no trouble in getting 
stories and articles, the difficulty was to get them from 
those whose names were what is described as household words. 

The most reverberant name of all was that of 
G. B. Shaw. I had not met him when I was living in London, 
He was floating too high in the emjj.yrean for me to make 
direct contact with him then. I had attended meetings of 
the Fabian Society and heard him speak. Once I heard him 
debate with Hilaire Belloc in a large hall packed with 
listeners as enthusiastic, as eager, as the spectators of 
a Roman gladiatorial contest, or a modern prizefight. Only 
a small part of the audience, to be sure, was interested 
in the subject of the debate. It was the thrust and parry 
of Shaw's wit that they reveled in. 

The subject was Belloc's favorite theory that in 
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small holdings of land for everybody lay England's sal-
vation. If every Englishman were to have a bit of land, 
and work it, if the monasteries were restored to the 
status they had enjoyed before Henry VIII, in the poet's 
phrase, "had turned the cowls adrift," all would be well 
in the best of all possible worlds. Hilalre Belloc was 
a medievalist, a Catholic, and a writer of charm, author 
of The Road to Rome. He presented his arguments, which 
on reflection sound grotesque, with persuasion and elo-
quence. Then arose G. B. Shaw, with his smile of a 
benevolent Flephistopheles, his well trimmed beard, which 
all the world came to know, and his magnificent speaking 
voice: 

"Ulster Belloc," he began, "now feels dure that 
he has destroyed me utterly and left me for dead. He 
wants us all to be peasants. But I ask you, ladies and 
gentlemen, who wants to be a peasant?" 

A roar of laughter halted the debate for a 
long moment. The single word showed up all the absurdity 
of Belloc*s theory. He and G. K. Chesterton were two of 
the most brilliant among English writers. Yet their 
creed was that the world must return to the medieval state 
to be saved. Both being Catholics, they doubtless felt 
that the age of deepest faith, the age that brought 
forth Thomas Acquinas and his Thomism, that covered Europe 
with magnificent churches and cathedrals, and gave it the 
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only unity it has ever had—that was the age that must he 
brought back to the world. They might as well have urged 
mankind to return to its mother's womb. 

It was difficult to make an appointment with 
Shaw. He was already at the height of his fame. His 
plays were being played all over the world. He still 
delivered addresses on behalf of the Fabian Society, with-
out pay, but they were no longer given in small towns or 
from a soap box in Hyde Park. When he spoke it was a 
notable occasion. His wife guarded his time and privacy 
with a vigilant eye and a firm hand. But Shaw was a 
business man. Once he heard that I was an American editor 
with an offer, I received a message to come to his flat at 
eleven the next morning. 

He was living in Adelphi Terrace, a little piece 
of the eighteenth century left almost unspoiled. His next 
door neighbor was James M. Barrie, the Peter Pan of litera-
ture. Two or three doors down was the little theater 
which later produced his Fannie's First Play. It was not 
a cathedral close, but certainly a close of contemporary 
English letters. If Jane Austen had emerged from one of 
the doorways, one could not have thought it to be strange. 
I was admitted by a maid, but Mrs. Shaw hovered in the 
background to look me over, I assume, before I passed into 
the presence. Evidently I did not appear lethal. I passed 
muster and a moment later was shaking the hand that had 
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written Han and Superman, Mrs, Warren's Profession, and 
Arms and the Man. 

"Well," began the rich, vibrant voice, "what 
scheme is it that you have hatched up for me?" 

One reason, I suppose, he was such a favorite 
with the English public was that the undertone of humor 
and the overtone of wit were never absent from his speech, 
whether in public or in private. Possibly we in America 
think of the English as solemn and matter-of-fact because 
they are not a frivolous people. But no nation loves 
humor more or is more appreciative of wit, even at their 
own expense. 

I explained to Shaw my magazine had authorized 
me to contract with him for six articles on contemporary 
subjects at a price that, at that time, was very high 
indeed. Only one author was getting a higher rate from 
Collier's. That was Sir Arthur Conan Doyle, whom we were 
paying a dollar a word for his Sherlock Holmes stories. 

Shaw seemed impressed by the figure. We talked 
a little of the tenor of the articles, and of what sub-
jects would appeal to American readers. 

"Though how on earth you find time to do all 
you're doing," I put in, "is more than I can see." 

But Shaw wanted no sympathy. "How is it," he 
retorted, "that I can write plays and you can't?" 

It was on the tip of my tongue to say that he 
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was an Irishman and literate, for even an illiterate 
Irishman talks dramatic dialogue all the time. I was too 
shy, however, to enter into argument with him. Besides, 
I was too eager for his consent. 

"I think I shall do it," he said after a pause. 
"There are certain things I want to say in America. You 
must give me two or three days to think about it." 

Never doubting that I had made my biggest editorial 
stroke, I left in high fettle. More than that, I was 
carrying away a signed photograph of the genius, one of his 
best, which still hangs near my desk. I sent off a 
triumphant cable to my office in New York. 

Two days later I was called to the telephone. 
The voice at the other end was the voice of G. B. Shaw. 

He had agreed, he informed me, to do that series 
of articles—for the William Randolph Hearst publications 
at a much larger figure. Stunned by the news I asked: 
"But why, Mr. Shaw, didn't you give me a chance to see if 
I could meet that figure?" 

The exact answer I cannot recall. But it was 
something to the effect that he had no time to bargain. 
To him, Collier's and the Hearst newspapers were all one, 
alike branded with the capital C of capitalism. No ethical 
problem, therefore was involved. There was nothing I could 
do. He had made his commitment. The chances are that 
when he later informed some producer (perhaps it was Sam 
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Goldwyn) that the producer was thinking about art, while he, 
Shaw, was thinking about money, he really meant exactly that. 

One of the sources of his humor was telling the 
truth in plain words about things that had always been 
wrapped in euphemism, ambiguity and hypocrisy. That so 
startled the English people that they took it for humor and 
laughed, lie wrote somewhere that an oculist examining his 
eyes told him he possessed the rarest of physical gifts, 
perfect eyesight. Not one person in many thousands has 
that. All the difference between himself and other people, 
he declared, was that he saw life absolutely free of the 
slightest distortion. 

I never again attempted to get any contribution 
from Shaw. His genius for expressing ideas dramatically I 
admired as much as anyone. And the spectacle of his tran-
sit through life, with a trail of sparks across the world, 
was a source of endless pleasure to the day of his death. 
Regardless of the way he had treated me in that single 
business transaction, I felt it was good for the world that 
he was alive. Flashing minds that can illuminate ideas with 
wit are the rarest phenomena on earth. Ilany people can 
make us laugh. But very few can make us laugh and think 
at the same time. Rabelais, Cervantes, Voltaire could do 
that. Shaw could do that. 

through the intermediation of some English 
friend a meeting was arranged with Joseph Conrad. 
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It seems absurd to compare a stocky bearded 
Continental type of man to an exotic flower. But that is 
the comparison that occurred when I met him. At any rate, 
he who wrote English somewhat as Flaubert wrote French, with 
a searching, perhaps labored perfection, looked anything 
but English. He might have passed for a Frenchman. But 
as nearly as I could classify his type it was eastern 
European, which, in fact, Conrad was. 

The author of Lord Jim and The Ki^er of the 
Narcissus looked like a Balkan conspirator rather than the 
hero, or even the author, of an. English novel. He spoke 
his idiomatic English with a heavy Slavic accent. His 
eyes seemed to penetrate his interlocutor as though peer-
ing for hidden flaws in the soul. H. G. Wells, in his 
Experiment in Autobiography describes Conrad wringing his 
hands, wrinkling his forehead, and asking: "What is all 
this about Jane Austen? What is there in her? What is 
it all about?" He simply could not understand a style and 
a humor such as Jane Austen's. The well-bred ease, the 
clink of the teacups in Jane's novels, were offensively 
trivial to him. Nothing short of a couple of bearded sea 
captains, discussing a point of maritime honor, strictly 
without humor, or telling a tale of danger and terror in 
far places, seemed to have sufficient substance for him. 
Yet he was a master of English, in his way a great writer, 
and I wanted stories from him. 
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"Stor-ries," he repeated after me, aghast, as 
though I had proposed that he abandon his sinking ship 
with all hands aboard. "Stor-riesJ I do not shake them 
out of my sleeve 1" And he shook his arm loosely to show 
that no stories fell out of that sleeve. He conveyed 
they must be written, and before that they must be thought 
about. I made it clear that I understood that. 

He glanced around the room in which we were 
sitting, in a flat of a young friend of his, a writer of 
short stories, much as an animal in a cage in the zoo 
looks about. Finally he asked me how Collier's published 
stories. I told him that in the case of his stories, we 
would put two or three pages in the front part of the 
magazine and turn the rest over to the back pages. He 
winced visibly, as though I had proposed a painful muti-
lation. I explained that in the case of most writers we 
put only one or two pages in front and the rest in the 
turn-over at the back. To him that was barbarous. He 
evidently saw magazine publication in the style of the 
Revue de Deux Mondes, solid blocks of pages, with never a 
thought of advertisements next to reading matter. I told 
him that popular magazines flourish on advertising. He 
nodded heavily as though his worst suspicions were realized. 
Nevertheless, he promised one day to have his agent send 
me a story. I cannot now recall whether we ever published 
anything of his or not. But I do know that when I left 
him I did not expect anything. 
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People suddenly began to talk of war. That is, 
newspaper editorials began to write of war. The Archduke 
Franz Ferdinand of Austria, whose gloomy Hapsburg face had 
struck me so unpleasantly when I had seen him ride by in 
King Edward's funeral cortege, had been assasinated on 
June 28, 1914 at Sarajevo and the long peace of Europe was 
shaken. But the peace of Europe had been shaken before, 
by the problem as to who was top dog in Morocco. France, 
Spain and Germany were involved, and from time to time 
incidents, such as the Casablanca incident of 1908, the 
Agadir crisis in 1911, became threats to peace. Kaiser 
v/ilhelm II was ambitious and loud, and indulged in what 
was called sabre rattling. But since no European war had 
developed from those incidents, hardly worth describing 
now, people had come to feel that peace was permanent. 
"Forty years of peace!" the Kaiser had bragged to Theodore 
Roosevelt when they met. There seemed to be no reason 
why it should not continue for forty years more. News-
papers and statesmen kept reiterating warnings about the 
gravity of the situation, but the pre-war life went on as 
gaily, as seemingly carefree, as ever. 

The London season was at its height. The Ritz, 
the Berkeley, the Savoy, and other hotels were crowded 
with custom of the most opyfulent. One read accounts of 
great balls and parties. Everyone seemed rich and every-
one looked happy. From the dim past of my undergraduate 
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days I recalled a poem that had appeared in the Harvard 
Monthly* It was, I "believe, entitled "A Strauss Waltz." 
I remember (imperfectly) only these lines: 

Rudolph the Prince! 
Rudolph the Prince 1 
Dead, with a bullet shot through his 

head. . • 
And what do I care if Rudolph be dead? 
And what do I care if Rudolph be dead? 

Substitute Franz Ferdinand for Rudolph and those 
lines fairly convey the feeling of England that fateful 
summer. I transacted my business, went out to my family 
in Stratford and, as we puffed slowly along in a small 
launch up the Avon, that placid stream which had doubtless 
carried young Will Shakespeare, we had the ineffable pleasure 
of seeing a Venetian gondola gliding by with its gondolier 
accoutered as though he were in Venice, red sash, straw 
sailor hat, and all. On the cushions was reclining that 
rich and second-rate novelist, Miss Marie Co^relli, whose 
works had been favored by the taste and interest of her 
Majesty, Queen Victoria. If ever a gondola was saliently 
out of place, it was surely on that gentle stream in 
Warwickshire. I still feel indebted to the author of 
A Romance of Two Worlds, not so much for any of her novels, 
as for that unforgettable exotic picture. 

Suddenly I received a cable from the office to 
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cut my visit short and return home* Wo explanation in 
the cable gave me even a hint as to its urgency, nine 
not to reason why. I wenb into London to seek immediate 
accomodations. But that was no easy matter. Already 
people, more alarmed than I was by the newspaper rumors 
of war, were turning more reluctantly than precipitately, 
homeward. The only passage available to me was that 
which I had reserved the day after I had landed in England. 
There was nothing for it but to be philosophical. If, as 
I surmised, some office upheaval had eliminated my functions 
and me, a few days more or less would make little difference. 
I still had some things to do, some people I wanted to see. 
I wanted to see H. G. Wells, for one, and I wanted to see 
Edgar Wallace. 

During an overnight visit at the home of William 
J« Locke in Hampshire I heard for the first time about 
;5dgar Wallace. His thrillers were for the most part still 
in the future. Not that he hadn't already produced a 
number of them, but they were written for a syndicate and 
serialized in British provincial newspapers. What had 
attracted Locke's attention was a series of stories about 
British West Africa, some of which had been collected under 
the title of Sanders of the River. Locke, the author of 
The Beloved Vagabond, The Morals of Marcus, and many other 
novels of great charm, though of no great weight, was a 
man of impeccable taste. He knew what popular fiction was 
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and what a popular magazine demanded. His recommendations 
were worth investigating. 

I dropped a note to Wallace and received an 
immediate reply and an appointment. Meanwhile I had 
bought a copy of Sanders of the Hiver and was delighted 
with it. The meeting with Wallace was not in his home, 
hut in a cubbyhole of the rather shabby and littered office 
of a sporting paper which was really a racing sheet. The 
short, rather thickset, man of forty earned his li^ihood 
by writing paragraphs about racing and the turf. His 
3tories presumably provided the extras. Judging from his 
ruddy complexion, due partly, perhaps, to his outdoor 
assignment, the extras were important to him. I began to 
talk to him about his stories, that is the Sanders stories, 
and he seemed a little surprised. They evidently did not 
figure importantly in his life. 

"I am very much honored," he said with sincerity, 
"that so fine an artist as Mr. Locke recommended me." 

I was not at the time certain that I was still 
an editor and still had authority to buy, but I arranged 
with Wallace to write and send to Collier's half a dozen 
stories of the Sanders kind. I knew they were good for 
Collier's and, whether or not I was returning only to be 
relieved of my functions, the magazine was bound by any 
agreement I made as its agent. Collier's, in the next few 
years, published something like a score of those Edgar 
Wallace stories. 



222' 

Wells I saw but briefly at that time, lie was 
absorbed in the international situation and, with his usual 
perspicacity, saw it as more serious than most people. 

I reached home only a few days before the war 
broke out. The office upheaval was real. Edgar Sisson had 
accepted the editorship of Cosmopolitan Magazine. Fearful 
that in my absence someone else might be appointed to 
succeed him as Managing Editor of Collier's, he, friend 
that he was, had cabled me to hurry back. I returned too 
late, however, to find him there. He had already moved 
over to the Cosmopolitan. Collier's was going along with 
a substitute. 

The day after my return I was appointed Managing 
Editor of Collier'a. 

Collier1s was a crusading magazine. It had not 
always been one. When Peter F., commonly known as Pat 
Collier, had established it, he had meant it largely as a 
sort of bonus to purchasers of the sets of books his agents 
were selling by subscription over the country. But the 
Irish immigrant had both imagination and energy, or he 
could not have risen from a door-to-door peddler of Bibles 
to the ownership of a large publishing house* The 
magazine rapidly outgrew its early insignificance and 
became, under the editorship of Norman Hapgood and Mark 
Sullivan, a powerful journal, attacking such entrenched 
interests as the patent medicine trade, the tainted news 



223' 

«. that large businesses were able to get into newspapers, 
to their advantage but not to that of the public. It had 
done a major share in getting the Pure Pood and Drugs Act 
passed by Congress. Its fearless editorials became a ter-
ror to lobbies and their Congressional stooges. It never 
hesitated to name names. Hark Sullivan, as a matter of fact, 
came to Collier's because of his Harvard law training, as 
liaison man between the Editorial Department and the 
lawyers forever defending the magazine in its libel suits. 
The muckraking era for which Lincoln Steffens, Ida Tarbell 
and Ray Stannard Baker had carried the torch in HcClure's 
Magazine was over. But Collier's in a manner was tying up 
the loose ends. 

After Pat Collier's death, his son, Robert, came 
into the picture. Collier'a was changed from a ten cent 
to a five cent weekly and began to aim at big circulation. 
It had, in reality, entered the field of The Saturday 
Evening Post—a field already quite successfully cultivated 
by George Horace Lorimer and the Curtis Publishing Company. 
Competition is said to be the soul of trade. If that be 
true, Collier's had need to develop a lot of soul. 

Circulations rise on the wings of a policy. 
The policy for a popular magazine is to give readers what 
they want. They want a variety of things. But one 
commodity they must have is pleasant fiction that will 
keep them interested. Our fiction editor was an elderly 
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lady, Miss Viola Roseboro, who had done great things for 
the fiction of Hedure's Magazine. McClure's, however, 
was a monthly. To obtain fifty good short stories in a 
year is hard enough. But to find one hundred and fifty 
stories or more, is a problem that keeps editors awake at 
night. Miss Roseboro's way was to work with promising 
writers, to encourage, to develop them. It is an admirable 
plan if one has the time for it. The editor who has to 
select and supply such quantities of fiction is more to be 
pitied than censured. For though thousands of writers are 
continually writing, most of their output seldom rises to 
the level of mediocrity. As to excellence, that is like 
looking for the black pearl. 

Young writers are constantly told that editors 
not only read their unsolicited manuscripts, but eagerly 
await them, cherish their contributions, and so on. Such 
statements hold both truth and irony. It is quite true 
that all manuscripts are looked at, with hope against hope, 
that that rare bird, a fresh spontaneous talent lies 
hidden in the script, but that phenomenon is so fantastically 
rare, it is all but nonexistent. In nearly all cases the 
first few lines, or a page or two, indicate the dullness, 
the poverty, the immaturity of the effort. Except for 
that rare occasional gleam of talent, most writers have to 
undergo a long apprenticeship, a long process of trial and 
error and rejection, until either a buried talent emerges 
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at last or its substitutes, experience, knack, adroitness, 
cleverness, evolve and possibly take the place of talent. 

What we needed was readable fiction. Miss 
Hoseboro's pampering of what I called the high school cadet 
brigade, in the hope they would become good writers, was 
getting us nowhere. At the earliest moment, therefore, I 
took a trip across the continent, stopping off wherever a 
good established writer was lurking and I made contact 
with him or her. I bought freely wherever I could, but 
that was not often. Successful, established writers have 
their commitments, months and even years ahead. My cue 
was to get their promise of work once they were free. Even 
that was not easy, for editors to whom they owed stories 
and allegiances were entitled to see subsequent work, not 
necessarily because of any contract, but because writers 
are human, grateful, and generally decent. 

Nevertheless, many of these, some of them 
national literary figures, like Booth Tarkington, Hamlin 
Garland, and William Allen White, became our contributors. 
Of these I shall speak later. George Horace Lorimer, 
perhaps the ablest of all popular magazine editors, was a 
formidable competitor. Wherever one came, Lorimer had 
already been there before. He needed as many stories as, 
or even more stories than, Collier's. Nevertheless, stories 
by competent writers were appearing in Collier *st not as 
a rare event, but as a steadily increasing feature. 
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In the meanwhile the hurricane of World War I 
had struck Europe. 

Correspondents must he dispatched to the scene 
of the conflict. Collier'3 had a tradition of covering 
wars more completely than many a newspaper, with almost 
the thoroughness of a press association. Richard Harding 
Davis, that beau sabreur of journalism, had been a Collier's 
correspondent in Cuba, in Manchuria, in numerous Latin 
American revolutions. But for the Great War he was no 
longer available to us. Many other notable writers, how-
ever, were eager to go. Frederick Palmer, a veteran 
correspondent, was already overseas. We sent everybody we 
could lay hands on. A war offers to the editor, as to 
many others, a variety of problems. But the problem of 
subjects for articles almost disappears. You cannot have 
your contents all war, but no other subject is its equal 
in importance and interest. 

The young man who had been sitting in a London 
flat writing a novel was a very remote creature now—as 
unreal as last week's dream. The Managing Editor of a 
wartime weekly, of a rapidly growing circulation, was a 
wholly new creation. He seemed to be hovering in the eye 
of a hurricane, watching its force, its velocity, its 
apparent direction, with eyes, ears and every nerve taut. 

Almost imperceptibly, an accession of driving 
power comes with the job. Of that I had an Illustration 
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even before the explosion of World War I. When in April 
of that year the Tampico episode occurred and our Marines 
occupied Vera Cruz, it looked for awhile as though serious 
trouble might develop between the United States and 
Mexico. Then, too, we began to dispatch correspondents. 
Though at the time I was only an assistant, Mark Sullivan, 
the Chief, asked me to accompany him to Washington to help 
in the detail of getting clearances and permissions for 
some of our correspondents to accompany the troops on 
Army transports. One correspondent in particular, eager 
to go, was Jack London. The author of The Call of the 
Wild and Martin Eden, within two years of his death, was 
a famous name and widely popular. We wished him to 
accompany General Frederick Funston, Commander-in-Chief 
of the expedition. I went to see the Secretary of War, 
Mr. Lindley Garrison. The secretary told me he had no 
objection to Jack London sailing with Funston, if Funston 
agreed. I telegraphed Jack London to that effect, I 
believe in Galveston. On the following day came a frantic 
wire from Jack London complaining that Funston refused 
permission on the orders of the Secretary of War. With 
Sullivan I went to the Secretary'3 office. He was cross. 
It was we, he told us, who gave permission, not he. 

"This is intolerable!" exclaimed Sullivan, now 
thoroughly angry in his turn. He was an experienced 
Washington correspondent and had no fear of Cabinet members. 
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I obtained a copy of the telegram at the Western Union 
office and, armed with that, we went to the White House. 
Joseph Tumulty, President Woodrow Wilson's adroit secretary, 
was too able a politician and too kindly a man to wish to 
antagonise Collier 's. fie picked up his hat, "Let's go," 
he said. "Where to?" we asked. "To the War Department." 
Then he added, "Funston must have been drunk to pull a 
tloing like that." 

A very brief colloquy between Tumulty and the 
Secretary, and permission wa3 again telegraphed, this time 
at the Government's expense. The influence of an important 
magazine or newspaper is like a powerful lever in your 
hand. It may not open all doors, but it opens most of 
them. That tacitly conceded power and the contact with 
events and personalities are what an editor misses most 
vrhen he ceases to be an editor. 

The President himself, Woodrow Wilson, I had not 
seen since the days when, in a measure, however humble, I 
helped to promote his nomination. When I heard that he 
would hold a press conference I told Tumulty that I should 
like to attend it. Some of the Secret Service men dating 
back to Theodore Roosevelt's administration were still on 
duty. It was pleasant to greet those old friends. But I 
experienced a shock when I entered the conference room. 
For Woodrow Wilson, always serious, not to say solemn, 
now looked sepulchral. His color was not so much pale as 
parchment yellow. 
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American sailors had been killed in Mexico. 
They had gone there to take Vera Cruz, on his order. He, 
the devotee of peace, almost a pacifist, had been the cause 
of bloodshed and the loss of American lives. As I after-
ward told Ray Stannard Baker, his biographer, Wilson gave 
the appearance of a man stricken with grief—a changed man. 
He could not foresee, doubtless could not even dream, that 
he, as Commander-in-Chief, would send hundreds of thousands 
of men to battle in Flanders and in France, and scores of 
thousands to their death. 

Before the United States entered the war it was 
easy to have correspondents with both the central powers 
and France and Great Britain. Both sides were still 
courting us. Both hoped that we would see their cause as 
just and plump for their side. Von Papen, later to be 
Hitler's emissary to Turkey, telephoned me one day asking 
me to accept an article of his expressing the German point 
of view. Officially, we were still a neutral power, but 
unofficially, most of us detested the German assault on 
Belgium and France, indeed, all that Germany stood for. 
Von Papen was the German military attache at Washington 
and even then thoroughly disliked in America. 

I told Von Pep en that I did not believe we could 
find space for his article. 

"You found space for an article on the British 
side," he came back truculently. "You claim to be neutral." 
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His manner did nothing to endear him. I took counsel with 
Mark Sullivan. We decided to run his piece, distasteful 
though it was. That official neutrality had its usas. 

Albert J. Beveridge, then a Senator from Indiana, 
made a wartime trip to Europe on our behalf, and sent back 
interviews with the Kaiser as well as with the heads of 
the British government. 

William Allen White, the lovable Sage of Emporia, 
went abroad with Senator Henry J. Allen of Kansas and the 
result was a series of charming articles for Collier' s and 
the subsequent book, The Martial Adventures of Henry and Me. 
They had a wonderful time. Many were going and nearly 
everybody wanted to go. Parenthetically it may be said 
what a delight it used to be to stop at Emporia on the way 
across the continent and visit with Bill and Mary White, 
as their neighbors called them, and bask in their genuine 
friendliness and hospitality. 

Ring Lardner was a sports writer for the Chicago 
Tribune. Ordinarily one doesn't send sports writers, 
especially ivhen they are employees of some other publica-
tion, to report a war. But Ring was publishing his "You 
Know Me Al" stories in the magazines. His sardonic humor 
might present a facet of war that readers would relish. 
So I went to Chicago, lunched with the editorial staff in 
the Tribune Building and tried to draw Ring out on his 
attitude and willingness to go« But the man whose fictional 
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characters, are often so glih and "gabby," was the shyest 
reporter on earth. His conversation seemed to consist of 
two monosyllables, yes and no. His. answer to my proposal, 
however, was yes. So he went. 

Our neutrality was so thin and transparent, 
especially after the sinking of the Lusitania by German 
submarines, when so many American lives were lost, it was 
little different from belligerancy. We loathed the war, 
but we loathed the German cause even more. President 
Wilson was doing all in his power, not only to keep us out, 
but to end the war, by good offices, by threats, by cajolings, 
by secret missions of his man Friday, Colonel E. M. House. 
But all to no avail. The British hated us for staying out. 
The French more realistic, were sorrowful that we had not 
come in. At last, however, when Russia collapsed and we 
joined the Allies in 1917* much of the tension was released. 
We wanted no war, but it was clear we could not stay out. 
President Wilson had been re-elected in 1916 with the slogan 
"He kept us out of war." Dearly would he have liked to 
live up to it. But the arrogance and the brutality of the 
German high command made that impossible. 

Often since then it has seemed to me that had 
Woodrow Wilson been a less scholarly, a less cultured man, 
he might have become enshrined as another Abraham Lincoln. 
He strove for peace as Lincoln had striven for peace. He 
abhored war and bloodshed and loss of American lives as 
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much as Lincoln did. And he was quite as lonely. But 
Wilson could never down the fact that he was a "professor. " 
The craggy simplicity of Lincoln was not his. He might 
have written the letter to Mrs. Bixby, but it would have 
been less homely, more polished and, therefore, would have 
seemed less heartfelt. His was a more complex mind, with 
too much knowledge of history and government. Lincoln had 
always seemed to speak and act by intuition. In Wilson, 
the heart seemed to be overlaid by a deep topsoil of 
intellect. And intellect is not popular. Later, I saw him 
virtually worshipped as a god and candles burned beneath 
his picture, but that was in Europe, not in his own country. 
In his own country he is still in a kind of eclipse. It 
may take decades, or even centuries, before he come3 into 
his own. But in the end the world judges justly. 

One of the correspondents we sent abroad was 
John Heed, whose tomb is somewhere near the Kremlin. We 
even gave him a teammate, Boardman Robinson, the artist 
who was to draw pictures for his articles. 

Reed, out of Harvard by Greenwich Village, was 
a sort of daredevil with considerable writing talent, who 
was ready for anything if only it was wild enough. He had 
the youthful look of the perpetual rollicking undergraduate. 
When he came into the office, he looked naive and smiling, 
like a sophomore about to be reprimanded for mischief. In 
France he went into the trenches and, while only a 
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correspondent, he borrowed a rifle and took potshots at 
the Germans. He finally wound up in Russia at the time of 
the revolution and became one of its heroes. Could he 
have foreseen the development of that revolution into an 
imperialist dictatorship, it is doubtful whether even he 
would have hurled himself so headlong into that vortex. 
However, he was a born rebel. For him it was rebellion 
that was alluring. But like any other American, he did 
believe in freedom. And when he lost himself in a whirl-
pool of activity, writing, speaking, making slogans for 
the revolution, he believed he was helping to turn the old 
Czarist tyranny into a democracy. It is possible that 
Reed's friend, Lenin, really meant to promote democracy 
in Russia—eventually. But it is certain that Joseph 
Stalin, his politboro, and Nikita Khrushchev after him, 
had no use for any such high fallutin' infringement on 
their absolute power. 

Fiction in war time tends to be war fiction. 
The usual he-and-she story of the popular magazine appears 
more than ordinarily vapid when vital events are chronicled 
every day. fly aim was to have at least one outstanding 
story in every issue. But to find fifty-two outstanding 
stories in a year is impossible. So we tried to give our 
readers at least what entertainment we could. 

Charles E. Van Loan, of Los Angeles, developed 



234' 

a character, Old Man Currie, a Bible-quoting and pious 
old party, who owned a few third rate race-horses from 
which he made a modest livelihood. He gave his horses 
Biblical names like Elisha, Elija, Isaiah, and entered 
his nags wherever he could. The combination of the Bible 
with horseracing, and the shrewdness of the gaffer beneath 
his piety, appealed to readers. They wanted more and more 
of him. Charles Van Loan had been a sports writer. His 
father, I was told, had been connected with a missionary 
organization. He knew racetracks and he knew the Bible. 
But probably no short story writer before him had com-
bined the two. 

Edgar Wallace's African stories, with their 
austere British commissioner, Sanders, the wily native 
chief, Bosambo, with his monkeyskin robe and a thousand 
expedient lies, and a young subaltern with an Oxford accent 
and Wodehouse manner, these also helped to take our 
readers' minds off the grim events of war. 

War fiction, however, was inescapable. We 
published much of it. One of the best things we did, both 
for Collier's and the public, was to secure and publish 
serially H. G. Wells's Mr. Britling Sees it Through. Mr. 
Britling was exactly what his name conveys, a little or 
average Englishman, decent, peaceable, thinking not in 
terms of foreign policy or conquest, but in terms of his 
business, his home, his family. His floundering and 
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groping toxvard an adjustment in face of the cataclysm in 
which he loses his son, his tragic disillusionment with 
what we call our civilization, his ultimate leaning on 
God as the only answer, were experiences that reverberated 
in the thousands of human hearts and minds. It was 
perhaps the most successful serial we ever published. 
Circulation rose steadily. Heartening and heartfelt letters 
kept coming in from readers. For the time, Collier's was 
distinctly in the ascendant among magazines. 

Wells had lost no son in the war. His own 
experiences were those of a civilian. But he had been 
powerfully moved by the mortal effort his people, after 
all only a small nation, were making in that gigantic 
conflict. The religious touch in a writer who had been 
held as an atheist, seemed to take hold of people everywhere. 
It took hold of Wells himself. He wrote, and we published 
serially, two more of his theocratic novels, God the 
Invisible King and The Soul of a Bishop. A fourth was 
The Undying Fire, a sort of modern book of Job. But 
nothing of his ever again made the deep impression of 
"Ilr. Brit ling. " Both H. G. Wells and Collier's reached a 
new stature and new readers by means of that novel. 

The four years since ray return from England seemed 
like forty. The matter in some stars, astronomers tell us, 
is so densely packed, that a cubic inch of it, which you 
could put in your vest pocket, would on earth weigh a ton. 
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The crowding events of that period, the ceaseless labor 
and thought to keep the magazine marching abreast and 
forward through the war years, made any writing or even 
thinking now impossible. Collier had moved from a 
circulation of 400,000 to over a million. But it must 
increase more. The advertising it carried was much 
greater in volume, but it must be greater still. Our 
fiction, our articles were better, but they must be better 
yet. To such demands and imperatives there is virtually 
no end, 

In England, when I was tranquilly writing a novel, 
I remember discussing with Ford Maddox Ford another young-
novelist from America, who was publishing novels of a 
very modest sale. 

"If he goes on writing novels that sell 1500 or 
2000 copies," I asked, "how on earth is he ever going to 
get anywhere?" 

"For a few years he will have a hard time," said 
Ford placidly, "then one day he'll publish a novel that 
becomes a success. After that his troubles will be 
largely over." 

That was the English novelist's view and that 
is probably the normal road in that profession, short of 
endowment by rich parents oS a rich wife. I, however, had 
left that role. I had acquired a family and had taken a 
job with a salary to provide for them. The reward I reaped 
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was adequate for that time* I bought a five-acre plot 
and built a house in Connecticut. I acquired a car and 
was no longer cramped for money. But even the weekends 
I spent in Connecticut were filled with work. On Fridays, 
when I came out to breathe the bracing air of the 
Berkshires and to enjoy my family, those pleasures were 
weighted with a heavy briefcase of manuscripts which must 
be read before I returned to the office on Monday. It 
was the only time I had for uninterrupted reading. 

Our staff, though enlarged, was still small. 
Later I found that at least five men were doing the work 
I did when I was on Collier'a. Young though I was, the 
strain nevertheless began to tell. After a physical 
checkup, my physician announced that I must leave the 
office for at least three months, or he could not answer 
for the consequences. 

In the autumn of 1917 1 took my first vacation 
in four years and left for Vancouver as the guest of the 
Canadian Pacific. A week later I sailed on the Empress 
of Asia for the Orient. 



TOKYO-PEKING 

For years I had been secretly promising myself 
that journey to the East. To me that was what the word 
glamour always evoked. Yellow or brown faces, strange 
costumes, immemorial customs, and those great religions 
of peoples who have had long experience of their varieties 
and still, at their highest level, saw all as One. 

My companion and stateroom partner was a man 
named Sutherland, a Canadian Englishman, the Canadian 
Pacific agent at Hong Kong. He was brisk, competent and 
knowledgeable. As I came on deck, only a matter of 
minutes after the ship had left port, he was already in 
animated conversation with two American hemp merchants on 
their way to the Philippines. Introductions followed and 
the Anglo-Saxon habit of drinks. They invited us to 
their cabin and rang for a steward. 

"Go catchee four Tan-San!" 
The Chinese boy nodded. All the stewards were 

Chinese. I was in the realm of pidgin English. In a 
sense I was already in the Orient, My spirits lifted even 
before the drink, even before the bottles of Tan-San mineral 
water arrived. All my symptoms, the headache, the flut-
tering heart, the pulse in the solar plexus due to exhaus-
tion, soon disappeared and never returned. The vagabond 
in me was on the march again, The years of the manuscripts, 
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the desk, the telephone, melted away in the rhythm of the 
propellers as the grey ship kept plowing westward toward 
her goal in the East. 

That feeling of release, even exultation, was 
at the same time both a joy and something of a shock. As 
I lay on my back in the cabin, meditating upon all that 
had happened to me in the preceding five years, I realized 
once and for all that the type of work I had been doing 
was alien to me. There are men who seem to have been 
born to be executives behind a desk, to get work out of 
people. I was not one of them. Though I had worked, not 
without a certain amount of success, as an editor, I knew 
that at whatever cost I must somehow become free again. 
I knew that I could not become an idler even had I 
suddenly fallen into riches. The long habit, the very 
itch for work, would never leave me this side the grave. 
But it must be my own work, work in freedom. 

How to bring that about? The northern route 
to Japan and China is not an affair of tropic sunshine, 
coral islands and summer seas. The ship moves much of the 
time through mists and fog from the Aleutian Islands. The 
seas are wintry in the North Pacific. One pays for speed 
and accepts the weather. There is time and pause for 
reflection, because one is not stupefied by eternal 
sunshine and endless azure skies. How could I return to 
such freedom, how modest soever, as I had enjoyed in 
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England? Unfortunately, I was neither rich nor a great 
genius. Yet men no better dowered had lived as free-lance 
writers and managed to pull through. Would merely pulling 
through suffice me now? Such were some of the thoughts 
that preoccupied me as we drew nearer to Japan. 

Landing in Japan was to me like landing on some 
alien planet, in a pseudo-scientific romance. The Japanese 
landscape seemed not unlike one of their own miniature 
gardens, contained in a glass bowl. It was at once 
beautiful and sombre. It was clean and prodigiously 
cultivated, yet strangely lacking in some imperatively 
necessary ingredient. What it was I could not say. 

The people were like the landscape. They seemed 
hard working, docile, polite, and unfree. With all their 
toil and all their cleanliness, the joy of life seemed to 
have bypassed those islands, as though it had no place 
among robots. Only later I concluded that what with their 
Mikado worship, their constant indoctrination with the 
warlike, military virtues and their Shinto religion, which 
fostered these things, they were in a sense separated from 
the rest of humanity, and let it be said that at this time 
they were our allies. Later, when they showed themselves 
as our enemies, all the world came to see them in much the 
same light. 

This is not a travel book on Japan, Having 
spent there more than three days and less than three years, 
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I am not competent to write one. I admired the usual 
things, the Daibutsu of Kamakura, the sacred island of 
Miajima. Nara and Myanoshita, and the ancient city of 
Kyoto. At that time I was not yet as well acquainted with 
Zen Buddhism as I have since become. That particular form 
of inwardness, or what may be called college training in 
religious experience, has a great appeal for the westerner 
who comes into contact with it. Kyoto is one of the great 
centers of it. I shall speak of Zen later. But my friend, 
Sutherland, a brisk extrovert, would doubtless have laughed 
at me had I gone into a Zen monastery and sat down to 
meditate. Instead we gazed at palaces and shrines, drink-
ing in the beauty and peace of the place. Kyoto is the 
loveliest city in Japan. 

Now and then we hired a car. As we drove along 
the roads lined with cryptomerias, those beautiful towering 
Japanese cedars without branches, but only a cone shaped 
head of green.high at the top, we hoped that what we call 
civilization iirould never reach the little houses behind 
them. They seemed to be asleep in a pre-atomic, pre-
mechanical world of their own, with no desire to awaken. 

The Japanese countryman, the peasant, was to me 
the best human speclman in Japan. He seemed more stead-
fast, more truthful, more reliable than the city types. 
Sutherland and I drove out some twenty miles from Yokohama 
to a place that specialized in the thrill of shooting rapids. 
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The little river was wild and foaming. It gave one oddly 
the effect of a small pony cutting up before it allowed 
Itself to be caught. Evergreens stood about as though 
watching the sport. 

The two or three boatmen who managed our skiff 
were fine specimens of courtesy, skill, and thoughtfulness. 
Almost, as we went on from rapids to rapids, our boat was 
about to founder as it went swirling to a projecting rock 
amid the foam, but it never did. Always the split second 
timing of the boatmen managed to steer the little craft 
the necessary two or three inches away from disaster, and 
we went on to the next rapids. Whatever we paid for the 
experience, and the amount was small, it was amply worth 
it. Those Japanese watermen gave us one of the pleasantest 
impressions we carried away from Japan. 

The temples of Nikko, one of the great show-
places of Japan, left an extremely chilling effect. The 
temples themselves are beautiful. They stand, like all 
Japanese temples, in a grove which, in this case, is a 
meticulously kept park. To enter the park you cross a 
lacquered wooden bridge of such scarlet perfection that 
you have to take your shoes off to step on it. As you 
approach the temples, sacred dancers, women in flowing 
robes, arise in their outer precincts to dance for you. 
But within is chill, highly-decorated emptiness. We 
looked and we left. 
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It would have been better for Japan and for all 
the world if Buddhism, which made so strong an appeal to 
the Japanese a thousand years ago, had remained the only, 
or at least the chief, religion of Japan. Buddhism does 
not maize for war. To it such a phrase as emperor-worship 
is impossible. The Buddhist emperor, King Asoka, in India, 
sent messages to all the neighboring rulers saying that he 
desired to live in peace and friendship with them. The 
Blessed One, as Buddha is referred to by believers, 
declared that "Hatred ceaseth not by hatred, hatred ceaseth 
but by love." Perhaps Nr. Khruschev could be persuaded 
of this truth. Perhaps all of us could be. Were a new 
flowering of Buddhism to take place in Japan, many of the 
ills and troubles of the Par East would disappear. And 
in a place like Japan, i\'bich consists of a few islands, 
such a movement is not impossible, but it would have to 
come from the top. 

The same could be said about China and Con-
fucianism, that religion of high moral culture. But 
Soviet Communism in the venomous form of a police state 
will change China into a land of horror. At the time of 
World War I, however, who could imagine such things as 
Japan, attacking the United States, or China conquered by 
Communism? Who, for the matter of that, could imagine 
Communism, with its Christ-like connotations of sharing 
and brotherhood, turning into a tyrannical slavery, a 
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state of concentration camps, of ghastly fear of one's 
neighbor, one's brother, even one's child? Our human 
imagination is a feeble process as yet. Like nearly all 
dreams, it is a matter of wish fulfillment. We imagine 
Utopias and heavens and eternal peace. But we forget that 
the vast majority of our race is still very little removed 
from the savage, if not the animal. Ralph Adams Cram, 
that philosophical architect, concluded that the Stone Age 
is still the psychological state of man. We may have 
invented better tools since then, but the mental outlook 
has not changed. Genghis Khan was ravaging the world only 
seven centuries ago. And seven centuries in the spread of 
evolution is but a moment of time. It was Jame3 Thurber, 
I think, who wrote a humorous book, The Beast in Me and 
Other Animals. That menagerie is still present in most 
of us. Yet by nature I am not a pessimist. But more and 
more I have come to believe that whatever hope there is 
for us on earth is a long, long range hope. And that the 
principal task for each of us who has succeeded in at 
least partly caging the beast and the other animals, is 
that of cultivating his garden in peace, with Voltaire, 
or to work out his own salvation with diligence, as Buddha, 
the All Enlightened One, urged twenty-four centuries 
earlier. 

I left Japan not without a certain relief. 
After all, Japan is a group of islands on the outskirts of 
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Asia. It is the Asiatic continent itself that is the 
oldest, the most glamorous, and strangely alluring. The 
largest cities of Japan, Kobe, Osaka, Nagoya, and ever, 
Tokyo, not only did not allure, but seemed positively 
depressing. To see them itfas enough, to think of living 
in them was impossible unless stern duty compelled. I 
found myself sympathizing with our Ambassador, a man of 
charm and cultivation, who was obliged to live there and 
make the best of it. As to American businessmen and. 
correspondents, I am sure they were dreaming of the time 
when they v/ould get away to other scenes. China was 
different. Even Korea seemed more attractive. Seoul, 
called Chosen under Japanese occupation, was more inviting 
than some of the Japanese cities, but was already becoming 
Nipponized. Whether that was true of all occupied 
countries, or only those occupied by Japan, a certain 
dreariness lay like a blanket over Korea and the city of 
Seoul. For the few Americans and Englishmen in the city 
there was really nothing else but cocktails and dining 
with each other. This wa3 once the Hermit Kingdom. How 
much better if hermit kingdoms had been alloxved to remain 
hermits. The acceleration of progress has brought them 
nothing but acceleration of woe. 

A medical missionary I met in Peking told me 
that for years when he lived, in Korea he wa3 physician to 
the Emperor. The royal park was separated by only a stone 
fence from his own compound. On the day of the Korean New 



246' 

Year, the Emperor leaned over the stone wall, greeted 
his physician and said: 

"For the New Year we shall not need you any 
more." 

The missionary doctor was naturally chagrined. 
"May I ask why," he aaid, "I thought I had given 

your Majesty satisfaction?" 
"You have," smiled the last of the Korean 

Emperors. "But in our country it is customary to say that 
to one's doctor on the first of the year. In that way we 
hope to ward off illness. But think no more of it, you 
are still my doctor." 

A simple, bland people, the Koreans. Instead 
of subjugating them the Japanese would have profited 
immensely by leaving them alone and indeed fostering them 
in their independence, but that is not the way of imperial-
ism, whether Communist or monarchical. There is, however, 
this consolation. All empires eventually crash. Numerous 
as they have been throughout history, all, all have 
disappeared. Peoples remain, but empires go. In our 
recent past the Austrian empire, the German empire, the 
Japanese empire, all have crumbled into fragments. 
Possibly the reason there will always be an England is 
because England had the wisdom to dissolve or liquidate 
voluntarily, the once global British Empire. The process 
is still continuing. The one empire that remains across 
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the top of Europe and Asia is hound to fall apart in time, 
as Rome fell, or Persia, or the empire of Alexander the 
Great. 

As our train sped on from Seoul to Manchuria, 
the Korea of that time, mostly villages and clay huts, 
went gliding "by. The long white linen rohes of the men, 
with their caps of netting, tall and cylindrical, to 
protect the ritual topknots on their heads, gave them an 
effect of extraordinary height, like trees walking. The 
faces were mild and kindly, untouched as yet by "progress." 
At every stream were women washing the long white robes 
of their men. The valleys were undergoing primitive 
farming, overhung by camel-colored hills. Impossible to 
conceive of even dream that so many of our American young 
men would lie dead on those hill3 and in those valleys. 

An episode of the Russo-Japanese war came back 
to my mind. When Theodore Roosevelt was moving to make 
peace between Japan and the defeated Russia, two young 
Koreans came all the way to Oyster Bay. They looked like 
anything but trees walking. They called on the President, 
they wore the conventional formal garb of the time, 
Prince Albert coats and silk hats. On mid-summer Long 
Island those outfits made them sweat profusely. As a 
summer White House correspondent I felt it my business to 
find out what I could about them. 

They were, they told me, members of a group of 
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patriotic Koreans, The True Seeking Hearts. Japan, as 
arrogant and ruthless then as she was meek and humhle 
when she was signing the surrender on the Missouri, had 
overrun Korea and simply appropriated it. Since Roosevelt 
was the chosen peacemaker, they came to heg him to inter-
cede for Korea, not to let it he crushed out of existence 
in the clash of empires. Theodore Roosevelt, courteous 
always, was, of course, unahle to do anything for them. 
His task was simply to bring the belligerents together, not 
to specify any terms. But one of that pair of truth seek-
ing hearts was the man who subsequently became President 
of the Korean republic, Mr. Syngman Rhee. Some years ago 
we found ourselves sitting next to each other at a dinner 
at which we were both speakers. We recalled with smiles 
that episode of long ago. 

Manchuria was bitterly cold. It was late autumn. 
In Mukden the best hotel was miserable enough, but it 
did have double windows. We wore our heaviest clothes 
and decided not to linger in that Manchu city any longer 
than we could help. Why I stopped there at all, I cannot 
recall, unless it was because in the Sino-Japanese war 
so many Collier's correspondents had made it their head-
quarters, and dated many of their stories and dispatches 
from that chilly place. Just as we entrained to leave, a 
Scotsman, whose name (he will forgive me) I now forget, 
came to my compartment and presented his card announcing 
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that he was the general manager of the South Manchurian 
Railway. He also courteously presented me with a pass 
over the road. As I had already paid my fare, the compli-
ment seemed a little late. But I accepted the courtesy 
t o Collier's. As the train rolled out of the Mukden 
station it seemed to me that practically everyone must he 
happier at leaving than arriving in this place. 

More and more the landscape turned dull, cheer-
less, Siberian. Japanese petty officials, stationkeepers, 
trackwalkers, wore fur-collared coats, Russian-appearing 
clothes and those felt hoots, or valenki, that alone can 
withstand Russian snow3 and Siberian cold. The whole 
aspect of that land, the Japanese themselves/ seemed 
Russified. In one sense, Manchuria is Chinese. But 
Manchuria once conquered China, even as the Japanese over-
ran Manchuria. It is only when you come to China itself 
that you realize Manchuria is not China. 

In those days we had a regiment of the United 
States Army, the 19th Infantry, stationed in China. 
Extra-territoriality was still in force and in a city like 
Tien-Tsin, we, as well as the British, the French, the 
Germans, had a concession where not Chinese law was 
enforced but the law of the particular nation holding the 
concession. The American concession was policed by our 
Army. The British concession was policed by tall Sikh 
soldiers, whose turbaned heads seemed to tower high above 
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the Chinese population. Chinese people agreed that the 
most benign of the foreign rulers were the Americans. 

An illustration of that I saw. I drove out to 
a camp set up by the 19th Infantry for refugees from a 
famine area. The camp was laid out like an American town 
with straight streets and perpendicular cross streets. The 
huts were substantially built, with a kang or stove before 
each one. The cleanliness was scrupulous. Some lad in 
khaki from Kansas or Wyoming would have so many huts or 
families in his charge, and the simple Chinese peasants 
looked to him as to a father. The soldiers had learned a 
few Chinese words necessary to carry on. These with a 
little pidgin English, with a maskee, a chow, and a chop-
chop, were enough for benevolence. 

The benevolence was there in Tien-Tsin as it was 
everywhere in China where the natives came in contact with 
Americans. 

To me the saddest aspect of the mid-century times 
is the hatred created by the propaganda machinery of 
certain countries. The dictators, Hitler, Mussolini, 
started that play. But their efforts were child's play 
compared with the propaganda mill of the Kremlin, Eor 
many centuries man has at least aspired to be more truth-
ful, to be more honest, to be kinder I With the advent of 
Communism, notably the Moscow brand, all that was swept 
away like a fall of dead leaves in an autumn wind storm. 



251-

When I think of the grateful faces of the 
Chinese famine victims in Tien-Tsin, of the Chinese students 
who have received their education on Boxer indemnity money, 
which the United States was the only nation to remit, and 
then remember the Communist-driven hordes of Chinese that 
swept against our men in Korea in 1950, I feel as though 
some noxious poison had invaded the planet from outer 
space. The one consolation is that such conditions, terri-
ble though they are, cannot last. They are, in the Homeric 
phrase, a burden to the earth. 

The train to Peking was comfortable and warm. 
Now and then the Chinese porter would come through the 
club car and offer wet hot towels to Japanese and Chinese 
passengers to wipe the soot and dust off from their faces. 
Experience had taught him not to offer these towels to 
Americans. Their cleanliness seemed suspect. At times, 
a powerfully built Chinaman would board the train, or 
leave it, surrounded by half a dozen bodyguards. Some 
war lord, was the whispered rumor, attended by his gunmen. 
The train passed through an opening in the Great Wall and 
we were in Peking. 

Peking before Communism was without doubt the 
most interesting capital in the world. The Chinese City, 
the Mohammaden City, the Forbidden City, the Legation 
Quarter, also called the Foreign City, all these and much 
more went to make up Peking. There are cities on the 
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globe I love better—London, New York, Florence, Paris, 
Marseilles, Amsterdam. But none of these is more 
fascinating than Peking. They call it Peiping now. But 
as Peking I knew it and Peking I shall call it. Its teem-
ing streets, its hidden palaces, its raucous cries, its 
decorous quietudes, the ornamental waterways and the 
treasures of jade and porcelain that still remained in 
the Forbidden City from the days of royalty, all these made 
a breathtaking ensemble. The Legation Quarter was a 
little piece of Europe planted in northern Asia. Yet you 
had but to go a few steps beyond it and a train of yellow 
camels, laden with I know not what, the sand of the Gobi 
Desert clinging to their fells, would halt your progress 
until they passed. 

Visit your nation's embassy and you found you 
were visiting a little fortress. The legation was set in 
a compound, guarded by Marine sentries, who took no one and 
nothing for granted. Legations of other countries were 
similarly guarded. The October Revolution in Russia had 
happened since I left America. Information about it en 
route was confused and meagre. As a journalist I wanted 
to know more about it. Where could I get the information 
better than in the Russian Embassy? To the Russian Embassy 
I accordingly went. A Caucusus Cossack was on guard at 
the door. 

"How is everything going?" I asked him. 
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"Khoroaho!" he snapped amiably, smartly. "Fine." 
"Are you satisfied with all that has "been happen-

ing in your country?" 
"Why should I not be satisfied?" he answered in 

the peasant manner, with another question. 
"I thought it might change things considerably," 

I said. He searched my face for a time in silence. Then 
he broke out with a spate of questions: 

"Tell me, please, for God's sake, what is going 
on over there? What are they doing? What do they want?" 

"Doesn't your Ambassador tell you?" I asked. 
"Nobody tells us anything. Ekh, what do we know? 

We may not have a home to go to any more. We, we are just 
the guard." 

Briefly I told him all that I knew. It was not 
much, but more than he had heard by the grapevine. "Ekh," 
he sighed, "that might take three or four years before it 
is straightened out." 

I asked him to take in my card together with the 
note of introduction from the American Minister, Dr. 
Reinsch. He opened the door and passed the credentials to 
another Cossack inside. 

The Russian Ambassador probably knew a good deal, 
but he pleaded ignorance, except that there were "disturb-
ances" in Russia. I had formed a tentative plan to go to 
Russia by the Trans-Siberian Railroad. To this he gave a 
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positive refusal. Owing to the disturbances, he said, he 
would not consider It prudent to p;ive me a visa, I might 
come to harm. Press him as I would, his prudence remained 
adamantine.. Consultation with the American Minister did 
not advance matters. He cordially invited me to dinner, 
but strongly advised against my going, with or without a 
Russian visa. The truth was, the Russian Ambassador, by 
that time, was no longer representing his government. 
He was on his own—until he was replaced. 

There are points in history when a new epoch 
seems to utter the first cries of the newborn. However 
untouched we ourselves seem to be by the stirring events 
elsewhere, we nevertheless feel that waves of change are 
spreading out, and we too shall be washed by them. That 
is the way I for one and many others I met felt about the 
Russian revolution. For good or ill it was bound to 
affect all of us. That is why I wanted to go and see it. 

China itself had recently passed through a 
revolution. The royal palaces in the Forbidden City were 
now museums, decaying in their grandeur. The old Dowager 
Empress, who had encouraged the Boxers to kill Europeans, 
was only a somewhat grotesque memory. But all that 
seemed hardly a ripple in China, compared to the revolution 
in Russia. Everyone expected good to come from the 
deposition of the Czars; Americans and Britishers saw in 
it the birth of a great new democracy. Certainly, no one 
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foresaw the terrible and ruthless power we know today to 
emerge from that violent convulsion in the name of liberty. 
No more than anyone could have expected the Russian form 
of Communism to subjugate China. 

There are those, including Chinese, who say that 
China can never become a Communist state in the sense that 
Russia is a Communist state. That China is strongly 
individualistic, that in the end it always conquers and 
absorbs its conquerors. All that may be true, it may turn 
out as those prophets believe. But if anything is true 
of the Chinese, it is that the long Confucian culture has 
developed in them the quality of patience as it is developed 
in no other people. They achieve their ends very slowly. 
Supposing it should take them four or five hundred years 
to shed their Communism, their ultimate emergence from it 
would make little difference to us of today. 

The revolution of Sun Yat San was still young 
when I was in China. The soldiers of the Republic did 
not appear very smart. They jerkily saluted almost any-
body who approached them. My friend Sutherland declared, 
"They look like nothing so much as shamefaced ruffians." 
But in a generation or two Communism can change all that. 
Manpower is the most plentiful thing in China. The 
methods of the police state can train those masses of men 
to be as ruthlessly overwhelming as the hordes of Genghis 
Khan. 
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The prospect is not enjoyable. Nostradamus, in 
the sixteenth century, a prophet whom many respected, 
prophesied that in the year 1999* an aggressor from the 
North "would sweep over Europe hy land and air, with most 
diabolic weapons, and destroy much, including Paris." 
It does not seem incredible. Perhaps we in the Western 
Hemisphere can develop defensive measures by 1999» 

Nobody wants to be over-romantic, over-sentimental 
or over-nostalgic. But who can help harking back to a 
time when there was no Communism, no giant bombers, no 
secret weapons, nothing but straight killing and straight 
warfare, which could be confined or localized in a given 
terrain? Is there not something to be said for the 
Stone Age? The trouble with Ralph Adams Cram's Stone Age 
man of today is that only his higher faculties, his soul 
and his spirit, have remained in the paleo- and neolithic 
stage. His cunning, his ingenuity, his ruthless lust for 
destruction, have gone on developing to lethal and diabolic 
proportions. Or possibly these things are vestigial 
attributes from some earlier mindless epoch? 

We drove out, Sutherland and I, to see the 
Temple of Heaven. It is a vast raised platform of earth 
upon which, with the appropriate ceremonial gestures and 
prayers, the Emperor periodically used to propitiate Heaven. 
There is no longer an Emperor and one cannot imagine Mao 
Tse-Tung propitiating Heaven. Dialectic Materialism has 
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abolished Heaven like so many other things. Propitiation 
of higher powers does not figure on present day govern-
mental agenda. 

In the Forbidden City I stopped to visit the 
deserted Temple of Confucius. I was reminded of some old 
New England toxra hall. The building was plain, bare, 
empty, exdept for texts on the walls. But the keeper of 
it was more interesting. He may have been only the care-
taker, or janitor, left over from earlier days. But his 
face was so clear-cut, benign and luminous, he must have 
absorbed all the injunctions of Confucius aimed toward 
harmony, peace and good manners. Those scholars steeped 
in the Confucian classics, seemed to me the best product 
of China. It is too much to hope that their tribe will 
increase. Everything that has happened in China since 
then only assures their extinction. 

Another magnet for me was the Lama temple of 
Peking, whose northern Buddhism of Tibet and Mongolia 
found enough supporters to maintain it. The Peking 
establishment was at once a church and a monastery. As 
a church it was very high indeed, with Incense and gorgeous 
robes and elaborate ceremonialism reminding one of the 
Catholic services at home. In theory, Buddhism has no 
priests. But those monks are a very close substitute. 
Besides, they boarded and trained a troop of boys for 
future monkhood. At times when a child is dangerously ill, 
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or some other calamity threatens, a family will vow to 
give one of its hoys to the service of the Blessed One. 
Those boys were thus dedicated to perpetual celibacy and 
the teaching and propagation of the Middle Way and the 
Sight-Fold Path, to turn, as they say, the wheel of the 
Law. 

Being small boys, however, they took their 
dedication lightly. They sat in rows on the temple floor 
and repeated precepts and phrases after their elders, but 
when superiors' backs were turned they scuffled, nudged 
each other, and generally carried on with about the same 
sort of mischief boys do the world over. The visitors took 
no notice. Some of them, from distant places in Manchuria 
and Mongolia, had come here on a pious pilgrimage, for 
prayer and spiritual refreshment, bearing gifts for the 
temple. They were not going to be distracted by the 
playful antics of a lot of boys. Beside, those boys were 
already in a manner sacred. 

This temple so impressed me I could not forget 
it even after I returned home. A man I was telling about 
it proposed that we write a play with this as a setting 
and a Lama as a leading character. We wrote the play and 
had no difficulty in selling it. When the option lapsed 
and the producer relinquished it, we immediately sold it 
again to another producer. The new producer, however, 
also bowed out. The grounds both gave were the elabaate-
ness of the setting and the expense it would entail to 
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produce it. Later it was sold to Cecil De Mile for a 
motion picture. So far as I know it was never produced— 
probably for the same reason—expense. 

Life in Peking' was very pleasant. The hotel, 
though old, was comfortable. The dwellers of the Legation 
Quarter were hospitable. An old acquaintance from New 
York, Miss Carle, an Englishwoman who had become famous 
by painting the portrait of the Empress Dowager, was now 
living in Peking. Her house was a sort of center for Peking 
news and Peking gossip. The European colony, predominantly 
British, was not interested in Lama or any other temples. 
These were an old story to them. The women, at least, 
were more interested as to who was having an affair with 
whom, and which husband was jealous of what man. 

Since all further attempts on my part to get a 
visa for the Trans-Siberian were of no avail, I decided to 
return home. Sutherland's leave was up. He was obliged 
to return to his post in Hong Kong. Fortunately I had met 
a young American official of the Chinese customs service 
who was going home on furlough. He was a gentle soul, 
knew China and could speak Chinese. Together we started 
on our homeward trek. China had been vastly interesting 
but not stimulating. Its treasures of culture were not 
our treasures. Its mind worked differently from ours. 

All the way, the trains were filled with refugees 
from Russia. At that time it was still possible for those 



260-

who had the means to flee from the revolution which was to 
bring Heaven on Earth. The coast towns of China and every 
city in Japan became goals for those madly running White 
Russians, as they were called, of every class. Some were 
so poor they arrived only to be stranded and to accept, 
if they could get it, the most menial employment. Others 
were people of wealth. In the compartment next to mine 
was an ex-chamberlain to the Czar who carried a fortune 
in jewels, and seemed to be oozing money. His contempt 
for the falling Czar and the entire Romanov family was 
bitter. Yet only a few months or a few weeks earlier he 
was fawning on every least member of it. It confirmed 
long observation that highly placed persons are often high 
in the olfactory sense alon6. 

Manchuria and Korea were, of course, colder, 
the winter being farther advanced. The trains, however, 
xvere kept warm. Japan, though its weather was milder, was 
but little more comfortable. One pitied the ricksha boys 
with their bare legs and often bare feet in the freezing 
chill of Tokyo and Yokohama mud. 

The smoking room and lounges of the Empress 
steamer homeward bound was a babel of foreign tongues. 
Chinese, Japanese, Russians, particularly Russians, were 
voluble. They were heading to the unknown, while I was 
going home. The goal was the same—the United States. 
America suddenly seemed, as often before, infinitely 
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precious. It was true we were in the war, but America 
could not lose. Europe was in dreadful convulsion. Asia, 
though of immemorial age, had given me a feeling of 
poverty, insecurity, and trembling, as would the intima-
tions of earthquake. But America, with her vast expanses, 
with untold resources and resourcefulness, her happy breed 
of men, free, generous, courageous, that was a home worth 
living for—and dying for. 

Somehow when I returned home I must get into the 
war and render what service I could. Ky wife and my small 
son were waiting for me, but to absent oneself from 
felicity awhile for America was the least of aacrifices. 



SWITZERLAND, THE SWITCHBOARD 

Switzerland in wartime is like an arena in 
reverse. Instead of the stands and bleachers watching a 
set of contestants in the center, the center is calm, 
relatively, intent on watching the fury raging in the 
surrounding multitudes. During the wars, Switzerland had 
been called the Switchboard of Europe. 

How this mountain republic had managed to survive 
for six centuries is a mystery. One can only explain it 
by eternal vigilance, a love of freedom, and an unshakable 
will to peace. An excellent, if small, army is not the 
least of Switzerland's insurance policies. The story goes 
that Kaiser William II once requested to see the Swiss 
Army. Whereupon he was invited to revieif it. 

"How large is your army?" he asked the commanding 
general at his side. 

"Three hundred and fifty thousand, Your Majesty." 
"What would you do if I sent twice the number 

against you?" pursued the Kaiser with a hint of contempt. 
"Then we would shoot twice," answered the Switzer. 
The spirit of William Tell still lives. 
For my part, I never found Switzerland romantic. 

I was there to do a certain job—with office hours, click-
ing typewriters and endless sheets of "information," which 
was in fact propaganda. It was a war job. 
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After my return from Asia, the war in Europe 
was intensified so rapidly everyone out of it felt ill at 
ease, even guilty. However little interest one may have 
in politics, there are levels of politics on which one 
cannot hold aloof. War is. politics. I, for one, could not 
remain outside of it. All that kind of feeling is lumped 
under the name of "patriotism," But patriotism is too 
general and coldly Roman a terra for it. Perhaps "filialism," 
if there were such a word, might express it better. It is 
a deep pain, as if seeing one's father or mother manhandled 
by a ruffian. The feeling was that life would not be 
worth living unless one did, on whatever terms, one's 
infinitesimal part in repelling the wanton aggression. 

After four years of war the Germans in the summer 
of 1918 seemed to come back in greater force than before. 
It was the flush of the consumptive, but we didn't know 
it. And now our own forces were heavily engaged. There 
seemed to be no end to the carnage. As I sat in the 
office of Collier's, reading and scheduling more and more 
articles of bloodshed, my occupation seemed more and more 
unreal and empty. I felt I was still young enough to be 
useful, and there I was spending my time like the Lady of 
Shalott, gazing into a mirror, where only the shadows of 
life appeared. 

I went to Washington and offered my services, 
such as they were, in any capacity, without choice'. 
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In the War Department I was cursorily questioned 
as to any skills or knowledge I might possess. Languages? 
Well, I had German, French, Italian, Russian, some 
Spanish, and smatterings of other tongues. 

"You could he more useful to us out of uniform 
than in," I was told. In that I could not gainsay them, 
there was no marshal's baton hidden in my briefcase. To 
make the world safe for democracy is a resounding Wilsonian 
phrase that registered sharply in people's minds at that 
time. Nowadays \ie know that the world is not safe for 
democracy or anything else, so long as Stone Age minds 
occupy the high places of government. But in the days of 
Woodrow Wilson, the thinker, the stylist, the maker of 
unforgettable phrases in simple English, we were powerfully 
moved by his utterances. Combine this with the new kind 
of warfare that slaughtered Innocent civilians, as in the 
sinking of the Lusltanla, and most of us saw the hard-won 
gains of civilization ruthlessly swept back into ancient 
barbarism. We must take a hand in staying this new Fall 
of Man. On any terms, I must be in it. 

The French ship, Rochambeau, led a charmed life. 
The reason she was not torpedoed, it was said, was because 
German spies traveled on her. Every inch of her space was 
filled. Damon Runyan, Will Irwin, another man whose name 
has slipped from me, shared my four-berth cabin. We tried 
sleeping in it one night and all four abandoned the effort. 
For the rest of the voyage we dragged our mattresses out 
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on deck every night and slept under the sky. 
We traveled dark. To light a match or smoke a 

cigarette was a crime. It endangered the ship. We carried 
several hundred troops. How they managed to sleep some-
where in the bowels of the ship is a mystery. We saw no 
submarines, but any time we looked at the ship's wake we 
saw a zig-zag line of foam, showing that the vessel was 
under threat. Twenty-four hours before reaching our port, 
Bordeaux, a destroyer came out to escort us in. To the 
civilians on board, that spelled safety. But soldiers and 
officers saw in the destroyer the first real danger of the 
crossing. We arrived in Bordeaux at night. The military 
was in possession. They finally assigned us to rooms in 
a hostel that was out of bounds for the army, but permis-
sible for civilians. The next morning we learned it was 
a house of assignation—speaking euphemistically. 

The American Embassy in Paris took over the 
business of arranging my credentials. As the bearer of a 
diplomatic passport on a mission I had, in a sense, 
joined their lodge. The papers must be in order, and the 
papers were numerous. One paper in particular I was told 
I must guard with special care. That was a letter from 
the Surete Wationale, the Prench secret service, or FBI. 
The frontier between France and Switzerland was generally 
closed. Without that paper none could pass it. When I 
arrived at the frontier at Bellegarde, the interrogatory 
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was searching. Every paper was minutely examined, duly 
stamped or endorsed. But, I was informed, all this still 
did not add up to permission to cross. Had I no other 
papers? "Yes," I answered. "One more." But that I had 
been instructed to cleave to as to salvation. 

"Hay I see it?" I fished out the letter from 
/ 

the Surete which I had all but sewn deep in a breast 
pocket. 

"That is permission," said Lecoq. That was the 
real open sesame. 

"May I have it back?" 
"No, monsieur. That we keep." And in that 

way I was as it were locked in in Switzerland. I saw 
visions of remaining in that tiny country for years until 
the war's end. At that time we still believed the war 
might drag on indefinitely. 

The Swiss capital, Berne, is a chilly little 
city of no special interest and about as stolid as any 
other German provincial town of the same size. Still, it 
is the capital of the freest republic in Europe. Everyone 
of its four million citizens is as conscious of his privi-
leges as he is thoroughly disciplined in his responsibilities. 
Berne, German-speaking, was said to be pro-German. But 
in the months I spent there I never saw the slightest 
deviation from absolute neutrality. 

My job was to have the reams and reams of 
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"information" our kind of propaganda, that came from 
Washington, translated into the three languages, German, 
.French, Italian, and to cause it to he circulated in 
Swiss newspapers and in every other way that could reach 
enemy countries. Since some of our Swiss translators 
were almost certainly friendly with German agents, if not 
agents themselves, every line of their copy needed to be 
carefully scrutinized. 

l/henever I found a discrepancy in any of the 
texts, I called the translator to ray desk and pointed it 
out to him, much as a teacher might point out an error in 
translation to a student. Never by any chance did I 
allow the translator to think that he was being suspected 
of favoring the German side. Discrepancies soon became 
very rare. What they thought about their apparently 
unsuspecting editor I do not know, but in general, they 
seemed to look upon us as the naive lot from overseas who 
suspected nothing. 

'i'he janitor, or caretaker, of the building we 
occupied, was a stunted, cretinous little man with a 
goiter, whom we knew to be in German pay. Whenever we 
wanted some piece of information to reach the German 
agents quickly, we carelessly left it within his easy 
reach. On one occasion, I remember calling him by tele-
phone from my hotel after hours. I had, I told him, for-
gotten to lock my desk. I asked him to lock it and to 
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keep the keys in his pocket until he handed them to me 
personally the following morning. That was one way of 
insuring special delivery of the information I wanted to 
reach the German agents. 

It sounds childish. But all war is diabolically 
childish, a failure or a lag in human maturity. When 
Croesus, King of Lydia, wanted to attack Persia, the 
Oracle of Delphi told him that if he marched a great 
empire would be destroyed. Since he wanted to attack, he 
took it as meaning that the Persian empire would be the 
one. It proved to be his own that suffered destruction. 
That happened twenty-five centuries ago. Aggressors have 
learned nothing of value in all those centuries. 

The long lounge in the Berne Hotel where I was 
staying had four sofas in the middle of the room, two back 
to back on the right side and two similarly placed on the 
left* In a way those sofas divided the room into halves. 
By a sort of tacit agreement, the front half was considered 
Allied territory and the farther half shunned as the haunt 
of representatives of the Central Powers. Yet the 
belligerents who occupied those sofas were actually sitting 
back to back within inches of each other. If one had any 
"secret" information one wished the Germans to hear, as 
for instance that yesterday's landing of American troops 
in France had brought the total up to two million, two or 
three of us sat on one of those sofas and discussed it in 
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a stage whisper, so that the Teutonic hacks behind us 
could not fail to hear it. 

In theory we were all diplomats, attache's of 
the American Legation in Switzerland. Ernest Schelling, 
the pianist and orchestra conductor, was assistant mili-
tary attached He had a villa there, across the way from 
Paderewski's villa. He was very much at home in Switzer-
land. That was one reason for his appointment. He, his 
wife and I shared a table In the hotel dining room. It 
was fortunate we were all able to laugh. Lucy Draper 
Schelling could make the funniest faces of anyone I have 
ever known. Ernest comically all but wept when he begged 
her to desist. He could not bear to see her face so 
frightfully distorted. In case he did anything she dis-
approved of, she could always make him change his course 
by threatening to make some of her grade B faces. The 
grade A variety she held in reserve for really grave crises. 

Ernest Schelling never touched the piano during 
his war service. He was too fine an artist to give his 
second or third best and his best was impossible in the 
circumstances. Once in the dead of night he and another 
aide were probing with a long iron rod in a cesspool for 
some document said to have been stolen from another embassy 
and erroneously thrown there by a spy—who had intended 
them for another hiding place. Probing in cesspools is not 
conducive to the true virtuoso's touch on the piano. 
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The war, we felt, would have been over if Russia 
had not collapsed, thus allowing the Prussians to throw 
all their might at our Western lines. Russia was—Russia. 
It was all the diabolical Germans' fault. Had they not 
dug out a man named Lenin, a revolutionary, from his 
refuge in Switzerland and sent him in a sealed train to 
the Russian border, so that he could make even more con-
fusion than sprawling, corrupt Russia had already generated? 
Ho one seemed to know exactly what was going on there. It 
was a gigantic stew. Fortunately it was, as we thought, 
too far away to affect us seriously. Ho foresight in 
anyone's possession could possibly envision that a generation 
later it would be a theocracy with that Lenin as its god, 
threatening to dominate the world. 

Everyone knew that Woodrow Wilson's Fourteen 
Points were the basis for a just peace. Everyone knew 
that Austria was as near collapse as Russia had been a 
little earlier. But the desperately obdurate Germans fought 
on. We continued with our propaganda for peace. Wre sent 
out our perfectly true information of the industrial and 
military power of the United States. Every other day, I 
wrote and sent out an editorial to the Swiss newspapers, 
implying or explaining the hopelessness of the German 
cause. More and more Swiss newspapers were printing those 
editorials and, it was hoped, more and more Germans were 
reading them. We even printed a small weekly newspaper in 
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the German, language which, with the aid of a wily Swiss 
agent from Basle, we succeeded in circulating in Germany. 
No German agent would have credited us with anything of 
the sort. They knew us to be hopelessly inept and naive. 

Meanwhile the influenza epidemic, a seemingly 
worldwide phenomenon, was hitting our staff hard. What 
concerned me more was the stories of its rage in the United 
States. My wife and small son were out of reach. We were 
not allowed to send private cables. Every message had to 
be sent by the legation via the State Department. Finally, 
I received an answer. It was dated Washington. It read: 
"We are well. Love. Miriam. Lansing." Lansing was the 
Secretary of State. I very nearly cabled my love to 
Mr. Lansing in return, so great was my relief. 

One chilly November day, the unforgettable 
eleventh, came the electrifying news of the Armistice. 
Berne is a very decorous capital. Outwardly it showed no 
signs of any change in its neutral grayness. But the bar 
in the hotel was a theater of celebration. No Germans or 
Austrians were in evidence, but the Allies were pledging 
each other in everything liquid excepting water. One of 
the members of the British Legation, a tall and dignified 
diplomat of Scotch ancestry, suddenly slipped off his 
gravity and in his suite at the hotel offered to dance a 
Scottish sword dance. It was almost as though President 
Calvin Coolidge had offered to dance a saraband to the 
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assembled Congress. The laughter and wild applause gave 
us a chance to relax tension, which, in Paris, was 
achieved by singing and dancing in the streets. 

Only a few days later, I was myself one of the 
singers and dancers in the Paris streets. Paris could not 
stop dancing. It was as though all the pent up gayety had 
broken through the hard crust of four years of tribulation 
and ran out in an incandescent stream of joy. You went 
out into the street at night in the Place de la Madelaine, 
in the Place Vendome, anywhere, and people were dancing. 
Men, women, boys, girls, young and old. Arms interlaced, 
they zig-zagged and they danced and they sang, mostly they 
sang one song. I shall not attempt to give the French of 
it, because it is very colloquial French indeed. As nearly 
as I was able to catch the words I rendered them mentally 
thus: 

"You hadn't ought'a, 
Hadn't ought'a, 
Hadn't ought'a go there; 
You hadn't ought'a, 
Hadn't ought'a, 
Hadn't ought'ave gone I" 

This was apparently addressed to the defeated 
Germans. It admonished them, in other words, that, in the 
Brooklyn phrase, "they should'a stood in bed." The Germans 
had brought untold devastation, disaster and death upon 
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France, But now it was over the French, in victory, did 
not find it in their hearts to curse them. In their joy 
they could only rehuke them humorously for having started 
it all. 

It was only later, when I returned to my hotel 
room, that I was struck by that rather fine philosophical 
attitude of the French. The people of Pascal, Buffon, and 
Bergson were, after all, the most civilized in Europe. I 
could imagine the kind of songs the Germans would have 
sung had they emerged the victors. But no one in that 
period of victory, which really meant the joy of release 
from the grimness and pressures of war, was thinking much 
about the Germans. Except for a Clemenceau or a Churchill 
here and there, no one likes to dwell on past misery in 
present gladness. That may be one reason the seeds of 
future wars are left germinating in peace treaties. 

The Peace Treaty was, of course, still in the 
future. But the electrifying news came from Washington 
that President Woodrow Wilson was coming in person to 
assist in negotiating it. So symbolic, so magical in 
effect had his name become, that the common people of 
Europe were truly electrified by the news. The people are 
always looking for a defender, for a champion of their 
cause. And &t that moment Woodrow Wilson was the symbol 
of all their hopes and aspirations. 

In Paris, whither I was ordered to await the 
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President's arrival, I had danced and sung with the others 
in the streets and drank toasts in clubs and gatherings. 
There was really nothing to do but rejoice. I made a 
journey to the left bank to see again the place where my 
son was born and to visit the house we lived in at the 
time. The same concierge, creaky now and pallid with 
privation, greeted me wanly. He had lost a son in the war. 
His lodge, dark and stuffy as ever, had the decorations 
usual at this period in the homes of the lowly, a litho-
graph of Woodrow Wilson and a candle burning before it. 

"Ah, there is a truly great man," murmured the 
concierge reverently, as though uttering a prayer. A day 
or two later Professor Charles E. Herriam of the University 
of Chicago, who had been head of the Committee on Public 
Information in Italy, came to lunch with me at the Hotel 
Continental. He told me that throughout Italy icon-worship 
of Woodrow Wilson was taking place. To the people, Wilson 
seemed to be one of those rare beings that appear at long 
intervals, who alone think of the poor and the voiceless. 
3uch beings seem to them to be sent not only as champions 
and defenders, but as comforters and paracletes, incarna-
tions of divine figures. 

That apotheosis of Wilson set me to thinking 
upon at least the penultimate goals of life. To be so 
highly regarded, all but adored, by humanity is surely at 
least one of the high peaks of human achievement. It is 
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reached hy few. Henry Adams in his most notable work, keeps 
harping on his perennial quest for "education." To me 
that has always seemed the one questionable element In the 
book. Education seems the wrong word for it. Had he been 
a greater man, he might have striven for a philosophy. But 
education? It reduces him to a petit maitre. Almost every 
advantage in life had come to him without effort. He bore 
one of the most distinguished names in American history. 
Presidents, ambassadors, statesmen, ran in his family like 
the color of the eyes or red hair. His Harvard education, 
his diplomatic experiences, his contact with some of the 
finest minds of his time, his virtually being drafted to 
a professorship at Harvard, and the editorship of the 
North American Review, all these were opportunities beyond 
the dreams of most men. But somehow they seemed to shrink 
under his hands. Or, rather, he never quite rose to them. 
On the contrary, they tended to dwarf him. The Education 
of Henry Adams is a fascinating book, but it was written 
by a man without any greatness in his makeup. Woodrow 
Wilson had no time to talk of his "education." He was 
concerned about the welfare of humanity, the great orphan. 
And no one is really great who is not so concerned. 

The German Kaiser, William II, was another case 
of littleness in high places. He might have risen to the 
highest place in history, had he chosen peace and friend-
ship with his neighbors. He could have prevented the war, 
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which ended by making him a fugitive, in mortal terror of 
hi3 own people. He fled to Holland the day before the 
Armistice. There was great indignation against him and, 
in England especially, the current slogan was, "Hang the 
Kaiser." People speculated on the possibility of kidnapping 
him and bringing him to trial. 

While waiting in Paris, according to orders, 
until the arrival of Woodrow Wilson, my mind idly played 
with the notion of kidnapping an ex-emperor from a neutral 
country. How would the actors in such a drama go about it? 
And what would be the state of mind of a man, recently 
"all highest," now a fugitive from the world? 

Suddenly, I conceived the idea of writing a play 
about it. But as I was not a playwright, I sought out 
someone more experienced than I in that branch of writing. 
Margaret Mayo (Mrs. Edgar Selwyn) was in Paris after a 
tour of army bases with a troup of actors and singers who 
had been entertaining the soldiers in France and Flanders. 
The troup was dispersed, but Margaret Mayo stayed on in 
Paris. She was an old acquaintance and occasionally we 
lunched together. She was a skilled playwright and had 
to her credit such successes as Twin Beds. Polly of the 
Circus, and other dramas of the lighter sort. My notion 
of a play about kidnairping the Kai ser amused her and she 
urged me to write it. But what I desired was that we 
should write it together. She hesitated. The subject was 
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not of the kind that would normally have attracted her. 
But then, nothing was quite normal. She consented finally, 
and we went to work. 

After discussing for two or three days the details 
of the plot, we rented a room with a desk and two chairs 
and fell to. One of us would he sitting at the desk writ-
ing furiously, while the other walked up and down the room 
speaking the lines of dialogue and virtually acting out the 
parts. It was a wholly new kind of collaboration for me 
and worth the time spent on it for the entertainment I 
derived from it. In exactly seven days from the time we 
began to write it, the play was finished. Now I understood 
how a Lope de Vega could write over two thousand plays. 
He probably had no need to revise. Our play, which we then 
called Prisoner of the World and later The Mighty was 
literally a first draft. There was no time to enter upon 
a long period of revision. If ever a play was timely, 
this was such a play. 

The next thing to decide was what to do with it. 
Neither Miss Mayo nor myself could leave Paris. But within 
a matter of days the President arrived. My old alma mater, 
the New York Sun, had a rule that the word "indescribable" 
was taboo. Nothing, it was held, was indescribable. That 
was a lazy man's word. The enthusiasm of Paris upon the 
arrival of Woodrow Wilson was very nearly indescribable. 
They cheered, they shouted, they wept, they danced. Planes 
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flew over the procession at tree height down the Champs 
Elysee, scraping the top branches. It was lucky no grave 
accidents occurred. At night they danced in the streets, 
arms interlaced. It was the Armistice all over again. 
People embraced one another, American soldiers kissed the 
women; a Captain from Kansas looking on, remarked; 

"Those boys will have a lot to forget." 
If the phrase "the little people" had any meaning, 

it was clarified there. Workmen in blouses, nondescript 
people, night workers, almost purblind in the sunlight, 
came out to rejoice at the sight of the man who had made 
his voice heard as their advocate and defender. Old men, 
nonagenarians, some of them, with cracked voices, quavered 
the "Marseillaise" and other songs that expressed their 
last taste of joy. It was a sight that brought tears to 
the eyes. 

Needless to say, the President did not require 
my presence, nor, indeed, the presence of thousands far 
more important than I. He seemed wrapped in a dream. I 
received permission to go home and immediately I left for 
England. In England I could begin at once to lay lines 
leading to the possible production of the play. Better 
still, I could perhaps more easily get passage to New York 
and bring the play before managers there. 

Though the war was over, all sea trips were still 
under Naval control. The channel boats were operated by 
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the British Navy, and the papers required for crossing 
were numerous. Everyone was obliged to wear a lifebelt 
during the entire crossing, for the channel was still 
studded with German mines. I could not help wondering 
what chance of survival we had should our small ship blow 
up and plunge us all into that wintry sea. Yet those little 
boats drove on with the speed of peacetime. How good the 
White Cliffs of Dover looked as they drew nearer! I have 
always loved those cliffs, but never so much as after 
that post-armistice crossing. 

In London they did not keep dancing in the streets. 
Nevertheless, even London seemed dance mad. Every night 
as many as were young enough or able were dancing somewhere. 
Any small restaurant, nightclub, or what passed for one, 
found the people dancing. I remember going with Rebecca 
West to some subterranean spot that seemed little more than 
a hole in the ground, and a dance was going on. The 
literary tinge of the place was obvious. Gilbert Cannan, 
formerly so silent, was voluble with rejoicing. He had 
in the meantime become estranged from his wife, the former 
Mrs. James M. Barrie, and. introduced me to a pretty little 
thing with a Greek profile, as his future wife. Fate 
evidently willed otherwise, for she is now a great lady 
with a title. 

My chief business, was to dispose of the play 
and to secure passage home. Neither proved to be easy. 
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The Kaiser, the subject of our play was related to the 
royal family. Besides, he was still living. On both counts, 
the best known actor-managers shied away. In the end, 
however, after Margaret Mayo arrived in London, we read 
the play to Lillah McCarthy, who accepted it at once. It 
was, however, never played in England. The Lord Chamberlain 
refused to license it on the ground of the Kaiser's kinship 
to English royalty. 

To book a passage home seemed all but impossible. 
Day after day I haunted the steamship offices until the 
booking clerks knew me well enough to shake their heads 
as I entered their doors. Naval officers, army officers, 
all seemed to have priority. They seemed to be going home 
in droves. One day, a young man In a trench coat was just 
pocketing his ticket as he heard me make my plea to the 
clerk behind the counter. 

"Is there anything I could do for you in New 
York?" he inquired politely. As I had never seen him 
before I naturally hesitated to tell him that I had a play 
I wanted to reach a certain manager, with positive assur-
ance that it be placed in his hands. Seeing my hesitation, 
he unbuttoned his trenchcoat and showed me, beneath his 
lapel, a silver greyhound, the badge of the King's 
messenger. He was an English diplomatic courier. 

"I am taking a pouch to Washington on tomorrow's 
steamer," he said. I told him the name of the manager I 
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wished bo reach. 
"He will see me," he smiled. "I shall put your 

play in his hands." He was as good as his word. It was 
another manager, John Craig and his wife Mary Young, who 
later produced the play, hut that is another story. Mean-
while I went on literally begging for passage home. 

A date was finally promised me. It seemed a 
distant one in January. Though why I felt so cast away I 
cannot now understand. I longed to see my family and I 
wanted to push the play. But like Ulysses in the Odyssey, 
or any weekend tripper, I was having a wonderful time. 
London was in reality a second home to me. I had friends, 
acquaintances and publishers. The London winter weather 
is usually wretched, but that winter was mild enough. 
When Woodrow Wilson and his handsome wife arrived and were 
met by the King and Queen at the railway station, the sun 
actually shone on their glass coaches as they drove to 
Buckingham Palace. The sun in January in London is no 
common sight. 

Here, too, there was cheering and enthusiasm, 
but naturally it was not like Paris. English enthusiasm 
is generally tempered with moderation. A flock of corres-
pondents arrived at the same time, some of them old 
friends end acquaintances. Baron Warn of the old 
Roosevelt days suddenly appeared on behalf of the Hew York 
Times, and the powerful voice of Herbert Bayard Swope, 
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than of the World, brought Park Row into the precincta 
of the Savoy Hotel. 

The reception to Woodrow Wilson at London's 
Guild Hall was like a coming to life of the pages of the 
Peerage and Who1s Who combined. The Right Honorable David 
Lloyd George and Mrs. Lloyd George. The Right Honorable 
Herbert Asquith and Mrs, Asquith. His Grace, the Duke of 
Devonshire. The Earl of this, the Marquis of that, 
numbers and numbers of people whose nanes were famous 
throughout the world. It took some time for the usher to 
announce and to seat them all. My oxm seat was an excellent 
one, among the correspondents, between Simeon Strunsky 
and S. S. McClure, not too far from the dais, where the 
President and Mrs. Wilson sat. There too, sat Margo 
Asquith with her Dantesque face, the corners of her mouth 
sharply pointing downward. She was said to be the most 
brilliant woman in England, but brilliance evidently does 
not chisel a cheerful mask. The face of David Lloyd 
George, the Prime Minister, was the face of a tired fox. 
The war had been long and his work had been hard and 
exhausting. But as he looked at the unrelenting gravity 
upon the face of Woodrow Wilson, his foxy eyes seemed to 
say: "Your Fourteen Points were good enough propaganda to 
end the war. But wait until we start treaty making. 
Those points will have to be filed down to size. Anyhow, 
fourteen is a lot of points." There is doubtless some 
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hindsight in this impression. But there was no doubt of 
Lloyd George's patently foxy appraisal of the American 
idealist. 

On the Guild Hall platform sat some of the ablest 
men of our race. They had made war reluctantly. They 
were now eagerly intent upon making a wise peace; but 
still they failed, just as their successors, a generation 
later, failed. Where is the wisdom of the ages? Is that 
too a failure? No, there is nothing wrong with the wisdom. 
But much is still wrong with the leaders of present-day 
man, their inability to apply the wisdom, and the human 
material they work with. Knowledge, we are told, comes, 
but wisdom lingers. The great genius who can lead the 
entire race of men, Stone Age and all, has not yet appeared. 

Often I think of the colloquy between Gautama 
•fcheBuddha and his beloved disciple, Ananda. When Ananda 
inquired whether his Master would ever have a successor, 
the Blessed One said: 

"I am not the first Buddha who has come upon 
earth, nor shall I be the last. In due time another 
Buddha will arise in the world, a holy One, a supremely 
enlightened One, endowed with wisdom, auspicious, embracing 
the universe, an incomparable leader of men, a ruler of 
Devas and mortals." 

That incomparable leader of men clearly has not 
yet appeared. The due time evidently is not yet. But how 
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much we all yearn for its coming and how we long for his 
appearance 1 

On the homeward ship there were too many 
acquaintances and officers telling stories of their war 
experiences with the high good humor of hinds let loose 
to do much reflection or introspection. Nevertheless, 
there were spaces of leisure and spots for meditation. 
All that had gone before, the turbulent editorial days, 
the flights, the travels, the tangential war service in 
the backwater of Switzerland,—-all seemed a preparation 
for something. A preparation, perhaps, for work. But it 
must be work of a different sort, and life of a different 
sort. I must begin again. Wasn't life a series of 
beginnings, finally interrupted by death? 

The crosses In the cemeteries of France and 
Flanders reminded one that interruption could come at any 
time, at any age. Even in the teens and twenties. I was 
older than that, in my thirties. It was later than I 
thought. If I was ever to begin not a moment must be lost. 

In the deck chair beside me sat an engaging young 
man, full of charm, and also full of indecision. His 
name was Philip Barry. He was going home, he told me, 
possibly to marry a "young thing" he was enamored of. 
But it was possible, too, that he might go to Harvard to 
study playwriting with Professor George Pierce Baker. He 
did not know, seemingly, which he preferred, or which was 
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most alluring. Fate was kind to him. The young thing 
had proved to be no patient Penelope, and he went to 
Professor Baker. Had things turned out differently, we 
might never have had such entertaining plays as Paris 
Bound, Holiday. The Animal Kingdom, or The Philadelphia 
Story. Well, I for my part, was no longer in any doubt. 
Whatever my capacities or my abilities, and whatever my 
limitations, writing was the work I had always been 
preparing for, and writing was what I would do. That was 
my metier. If I persisted in or turned to anything else 
I should always feel frustrated. How good the towers and 
skyscrapers looked to me now as the ship passed quarantine. 
Beyond those towers lay my home in the Connecticut hills, 
my family and my future and only occupation. I landed in 
a happy frame of mind. In more senses than one I had come 
home at last. 



GOD BLESS CONNECTICUT 

It may well "be that to other people Connecticut 
is merely a State in the Union. 

Not so to me. 
Unlike poor Pilgrim Christian in the Valley of 

Apollyon, I had found pearls there and the waters of life. 
In general, I shun hyperbole, but when a writer in his 
constant and restless search finds a place that gives him 
all the perfect conditions for his task, he becomes a 
devotee. He may not kneel in prayer. He may not 3how any 
emotion whatever. He, more than others, tries to seem and 
to be normal. But for every undisturbed day of work, 
orison rises from his soul to highest heaven. And should 
such days stretch to weeks, to months, and to years, that 
writer, if he is at all like me, carries the feeling of 
thanksgiving in his heart to the day—when he is writing 
his memoirs. 

The world had been made safe for democracy. 
The war to end war was definitely ended. The sailor was 
home from the sea, and the hunter home from the hill. 
Briefly, I was In my Connecticut retreat—writing. 

Collier's was quite obviously going on without 
me. Periodicals have a stubborn longevity, like tortoises. 
Men may come and men may go, but magazines, especially if 
they make money, go on for quite a while. I can say in 
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all honesty, I felt no jealousy or any hankering. I did 
not go hack to the office at all. Collier'a was at that 
moment in the hands of its creditors. Since then it has 
risen to great prosperity and circulation and finally met 
its demise. But at the time I speak of various friends 
of Robert Collier xvho had loaned money to the firm had 
decided to protect their interest by putting in a xnan of 
their own as a sort of supercargo, or supervisory editor. 
That man was Finley Peter Dunne, no other than "Mr. 
Dooley," the sage of Archery Road. He was not only a 
humorist, but a delightful T>erson, full of quips and witti-
cism. It was no wonder those opulent men, Harry Whitney, 
Payne Whitney, and Frank Garven liked him. They were the 
creditors. Being a noted trencherman, Peter was not always 
available for decisions, but printer's ink was his element. 
The magazine went on. Soon after my return it passed into 
other hands, hands not empty of the support a magazine so 
often needs. 

Peter Dunne came to the Harvard Club on my 
invitation and there I informed him that I was not coming 
back. I feel sure he was relieved. He had grown used to 
other executives and other helpers, and we parted with 
friendly assurances and mutual good wishes. Mark Sullivan 
had resigned some time earlier. 

When I think of men who were touched with genius 
the rubicund face of Peter Dunne invariably comes before me. 
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He was beyond a doubt one of the foremost American humor-
ists and already figures in our literary history. I knew 
him over a period of years and saw him under diverse 
conditions—in the office, in drawing rooms, and elsewhere. 
He often said witty and trenchant things that made people 
laugh. Yet never did he appear as humorous as he did in 
his xvritten work, the "Mr. Dooley" books. It would seem 
that even so spontaneous a gift as humor must be prepared. 
It must be cogitated and trimmed in the solitude of one's 
study, or at least at one's de33s, where to a degree the 
world can be shut out. Once at his desk, I imagine Mr. 
Dooley and Mr. Hinnissey, In that famed saloon in Archery 
Hoad, Chicago, literally moved into the mind and body of 
Peter Dunne and took possession of him. At least for that 
time Peter Dunne was possessed by those two characters. 
His shrewd and clever brain intervened only to mar3hall 
the witticisms to set them out for the most telling effect. 

When he wa3 at Collier's he once told me that 
the Hearst Publications had offered him a year's contract 
of $104-,000, that is 32,000 tfach for a weekly article of 
2,000 words of "Dooley." The sum seemed to me not only 
staggering but irresistable. Yet he was compelled to 
refuse. He could no longer trust himself for the necessary 
thought and concentration. Fortunately for him he did not 
need the Hearst contract. His rich patrons treated him 
handsomely. 
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The winter after the war was one of the mildest 
I remember. I opened my house In Connecticut early in the 
spi'ing and almost immediately set to work on a novel. My 
first novel, The Captain of His Soul, had been published 
when I was still at Collier's. It was the year of the 
war's outbreak. I scarcely had the time to heed it much. 
In any case, war is a heavy competitor to fiction. That 
was the novel I had worked on with so much pious devotion 
in Paris and in London. It received some excellent reviews 
in the newspapers. It sold 2,600 copies. Rip Van Winkle, 
who after each drink said, "I won't count this time," is 
the prototype of the writer whose book is unsuccessful. 
It is behind him anyway. The next one—ah I That is to be 
something entirely different, 

A rosy hue of the future is an imperative 
necessity for the novelist. For his is a long task and a 
solitary. No one enters his solitude. If anyone is to 
cheer him on the way that person must be himself. Happily, 
the small successes of construction, the little triumphs 
of phrasing, the pleasant surprises when the characters 
he has started begin to move and act characteristically, 
keep the writer in a sort of spell of enchantment. Balzac 
has said that even talking about the novel one is going to 
write is like smoking perfumed cigarettes. But actually 
immersing oneself in a little xvorld of one's own creation 
is much better than that. It is hard work. But the monk 



290-

singing Matins "before sunrise does not complain of M s 
early rising. He is dedicated. 3o is the writer. 

That, at any rate, is the way I felt that first 
year of what I called my hegira. I am reminded of a 
summer hotel manager with whom we stayed one vacation 
period. He had had trouble with his chef, whom he was 
lothe to dismiss. "But finally," he said "I girded on wy 
sword, burned my bridges behind me, took the bull by the 
horns, and crossed the Rubicon." Were I able, in the 
Brooklyn phrase, to "make with the metaphors," like the 
Gape Cod hotel man, that might approximate the description 
of my state. Certainly I had crossed the Rubicon. On 
that Connecticut farm which was no farm, I rose early 
every day and spent the sedulous hours at my desk. No 
office hours now bound me. I must make my own office hours. 
No business office controlled me. I must establish my own 
controls. The only office custom I could not match was 
the monthly salary check. 

The novel grew at a respectable rate. I cannot 
say, with Anthony Trollope that a week passed with an 
insufficient number of pages "has been a blister to my 
eye," and a month so disgraced, "would have been a sorrow 
to my heart." There was after all only one Anthony 
Trollope. But I was faithful in my fashion. I worked. 
A few minutes ago I took that novel out of a cupboard and 
turned some of the pages. It appeared as remote from my 
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present self as the Koran. The hero's name, incidentally, 
was Anthony and the heroine's Adelja. It has something of 
a war background. It is excellently printed and well hound. 
It had a good publisher—Little Brown and Company. Its 
title was Fire of Youth. I can only hope the text 
justifies it. Happily no one will hire me to read it. 

After all, it was a beginner's novel. It was 
actually my fourth book, but I was beginning all over again. 
Someone once asked Henry Ward Beecher, who had preached 
a notable sermon, how long It had taken him to prepare it. 
His answer was, "Forty years." That is no less true of 
the writer. His apprenticeship is a long one, and he and 
the public must pay for it. Even Balzac, who wrote ten 
'prentice novels under pseudonyms before he began to sign 
his work, sold those potboilers for money. The money was 
a pittance, but those atrocious things (I have read them 
all) were worth no more. 

Daily I went on writing, and from time to time 
I read sections to my wife. She was encouraging, but she 
often made tactful suggestions that I mend my heroine. 
Nearly all male novelists experience heroine trouble. 
Even so penetrating an observer of the sex as Henry James 
at times wished that no heroines were necessary. But as 
that wise woman, George Eliot, explained to him: 

"In those frail vessels is borne onward through 
the ages the treasure of human affection." 
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'Those frail vessels give a better account of 
themselves today than they did in the last century. They 
have learned and they have toughened. They are less 
dependant, more clear-eyed, more realistic, and they 
speak without shyness about getting their man. But still 
they remain and always will remain the bearers of the 
treasure of human affection. It follows that they are 
indispensable. But female or male, human character is 
an endless study. The novelist, if his work is to grow 
in depth, must continue his schooling so long as he writes 
novels. There are no answers in the back of that textbook. 
The student is on his own. 

My Connecticut house was not the elaborately 
renovated farm house of a John P. Marquand novel filled 
with sham antiques and a cocktail bar in the Rumpus Room, 
nor was it a Blanding's Dream House. It was a simple 
house with eight or nine rooms we had built to suit our 
needs. My writing room, on the second floor, was as far 
away as possible from the kitchen and pantry on the ground 
floor. There was a sleeping porch on the bedroom floor. 
And the view of rolling hills, fields and roads was charm-
ing. The only possible disturbance was a thunderstorm, 
or some farmer's "critter" straying into our meadow. I 
did not care. I gave away the four or five acres of hay 
to any farmer who would cut it. For our son it was para-
dise. 3x-officio, he could tumble about in the new-mown 
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hay and to thi3 day he can recognize a cow when he sees 
one. Besides, there was a private school in the village 
and that was a great boon to parents of an only child. 
He was a day scholar in a boarding school. 

The air, as John Keats would have said, was 
easily worth sixpence a pint. There was not a factory 
chimney within miles. Five hours sleep on that sleeping 
porch was worth eight or nine in a city bedroom. But then, 
there is no comparison betî een pure air and vitiated. When 
one awoke in the morning, one's very blood was siiging. All 
nature seemed to egg one on to happy activity. If there 
was any imprisoned splendor inside one, now was its chance 
to break out. 

My novel spun on. What was it all about? I 
believe it was a sort of Mata Ilari story—the femme fatale. 
'The vibrations and broken rhythms of the war years were, 
at least in me, liquidating themselves in the writing of 
this story. That is one of the important privileges of 
the writer. Whatever quirks, obsessions, or fantasies may 
haunt him, he can rid himself of their burden by writing 
them. Expression, after all, etymologically, signifies 
pressing out. That is sound psychiatric doctrine. I once 
asked Dr. A. A. Brill, the psychiatrist, whether the writer 
who can thus bring to the surface, in the form of fiction, 
any frustrations, obsessions and fantasies, is not by 
that token saner and mentally more normal than most human 
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beings. Dr. Brill was obliged to admit that he was. 
My only fear was that the novel was going too 

fast. I have always been suspicious of creative work done 
too rapidly. As an answer to that, came a major interrup-
tion. John Craig was ready to put into rehearsal the play 
Margaret Mayo and I had written in our seven-day collabo-
ration in Paris. As luck would have it Margaret Mayo, who 
really knew the theater from long experience, was unavail-
able. She wa3 in Nevada, in retreat, getting a divorce 
from her husband. Nothing would induce her to break her 
period of residence in that sundering state. It fell upon 
me to take up the author's part in rehearsing the play. 
Like one coming out of a dream, I left the novel, my home 
and my family, and went to Boston. I wondered uneasily 
what would happen to the characters in my story while I 
wa3 away. If that sounds childish, ask any novelist how 
he feels when interrupted in the middle of a novel. 

John Craig and Mary Young (Mrs. Craig) had the 
Arlington Theater in Boston. It was empty. They also 
had been overseas. They had two sons in the war and had 
lost one of thern. Now they were anxious to put on a play 
that might possibly grow popular. The subject was 
spectacular and at least one of the authors was widely 
known to the theater-going public. 

With a script before me I sat, for the most part 
mute, in a corner of the stage while the words we had 
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written in the heat of enthusiasm in Paris were being 
uttered by cool strangers in Boston. Apparently what they 
most cared about was their own lines and the impression 
they would make in speaking them. The great gulf between 
the author's feeling when he wrote and the actor's feeling 
when he speaks, is something every playwright has to 
realize and accept. Everyone from Shakespeare down has 
had to learn that lesson. Depression and pessimism become 
the author's climate in the early stages of rehearsal. A 
playwright of experience and authority can, to a certain 
extent, make his will prevail. But this particular play-
wright lacked experience and therefore had no authority. 
John Craig was very courteous, but what could he do with 
a maverick? So he used his own authority. 

I could imagine someone like G. B. Shaw rehears-
ing one of his plays, in his rich, vibrant voice, telling 
every actor and actress what to do, virtually calling them 
all fools and making them like it. That is authority. 
Some of the stock actors were so far away from our concep-
tion of the characters that I could only hang my head in 
despair. While some of the older actors, imported from 
New York, were so sure of themselves I dared not gainsay 
their interpretations. Perhaps they were right after all? 
Perhaps that was the true conception of the role and I 
did not know it? One old lady of the theater, Grace 
Coughlan, was always forgetting her lines. Noting my 
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chagrin, she would soothingly admonish: 
"Now, author, don't you worry. Before an audience, 

I never slip up on my lines." But she did. 
There were youngsters too. One of them had an 

intonation that, though he had hut two or three lines, 
seemed to arouse my antagonism the instant he opened his 
mouth. Finally, unable to bear my objections any longer, 
John Craig snapped: 

"Cut those lines I" The poor lad was deleted 
from the play. 

Another, named Powell, has since achieved fame 
and fortune in the movies. All together, those rehearsals 
were a memorable experience. They almost convinced me I 
was not a playwright. But no one is ever fully convinced 
that he cannot write a play. 

When our opus was ready to dazzle the world, my 
wife came to Boston for the opening night. Such was the 
crush in the lobby we could scarcely push through to the 
door. This looked like intimations of success. But still 
I had much to learn about theatrical adventuring. The 
play went about as well as most first performances. There 
was considerable applause, and a number of curtain calls. 
The following morning, however, the notices were mixed. 
That week, two significant labor strikes broke out. One 
was the actors' strike in New York, which many thought 
affected actors in Boston and everywhere else, and stayed 
away. Another was the Boston Police strike, and that was 
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more serious. People were reluctant to venture into the 
streets at night. John Craig continued the play "bravely. 
After all, he had the theater and the actors had contracts. 
But it was a losing battle. After two or three weeks, it 
closed. My royalty statements had a dwindling quality. 
I wanted to forget them, and I have forgotten them. I went 
back to my Connecticut farm and the novel with relief. 

To rise early in the morning from the couch on 
the porch, to slip into the work room while the household 
was still asleep, to make and swallow a cup of coffee and 
to be at work again upon the task that awaited my hand alone, 
that surely became one of life's great delights. The 
opening lines of the thirty-third of Shakespeare's sonnets, 
often ran in my head as I looked out over the rolling hills: 

"Full many a glorious morning have I seen 
Flatter the mountain tops with sovereign eye, 
Kissing with golden face the meadow green." 
You may say there are no mountains in Connecticut, 

but neither were there mountains in Shakespeare's Warwick-
shire. The hills were at least as high, and one of the 
green meadows was my own. By the time the household was 
astir, an appreciable amount of work had been done. Nothing 
is more conducive to mental and spiritual health than 
chosen work accomplished. 

Such a life, it's quite possible, might have 
seemed dull to many. After all, it was a placid existence 
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in virtually open country with only farm and woodland 
surrounding us. The village strung out along a highway 
was not obtrusive. The highway itself was several hundred 
yards distant. What of friends and neighbors? In the 
country one is glad to have them but not next door. There 
were the proprietors of the school on the ridge and there 
was Ida Tarbell, and her family in the valley. Ida 
Tarbell, who had created a stir through the nation when 
she wrote "The History of Standard Oil" for McClure's 
Magazine was one of the figures of our countryside. She 
dated to the great days of that magazine when its staff 
included Lincoln Steffens, Ray Stannard Baker, Willa Gather, 
and others who represented a particular era in our national 
life—the era that first seriously took stock of corruption 
in business and politics and began to combat it. Theodore 
Roosevelt gave it a name that clung, the Muckracking Era. 
But in his place n̂cftime the man with a muckrake symboliz-
ing that era can be as important as any dragon slaying 
hero. A playwright named Charles Klein wrote a play, 
The Lion and the Mouse, the heroine of which, the "mouse," 
was supposed to have been suggested by the career of Ida 
Tarbell. The play was highly successful. The public 
conscience was nudged out of its gilded age hypnosis and 
a considerable improvement in the ethics of big business 
came to pass. 

Only a dozen miles or so to the south of us was 
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Westport, with its artists and writers, so many of them of 
national significance. There was that maker of sly humor 
in the Hew Yorker, Howard Brubaker, who had worked with me 
on Collier 's. Robert Buffus of the Hew York Times, and 
Van Vyck Brooks, the most distinguished of American 
literary historians. There were many other agreeable people. 
Guests occasionally came for a weekend—May Sinclair, 
Hamilton Fyfe, Ford Maddox Ford, ana diverse others. The 
old tension of Colllex,ts editorial days dropped away. The 
new life of steady creative work assumed its own rhythm. 
No one who has had it can ever again complain to the gods. 
One day, I remember, Sidney Howard, author of The.y Knew 
What They Wanted, The Silver Cord, and similar fine plays, 
drove over with his bride, Claire Barnes. It happened 
that the first person to greet him was my small son. With 
easy urbanity he asked Sidney, "What do you do, Mr. Howard?" 

"I am a playwright," was the answer. 
"You are?" marveled the boy, "my father is only 

a novelist." 
To an extent that was true at the time. The 

F i r g of Youth was finished in the late autumn. By the 
following spring, after a space of desultory article 
writing, I was at work on a novel. Many of us sooner or 
later make the discovery that life moves in cycles. That 
periods of clash and turmoil and confusion give place, 
sometimes almost overnight, to stretches of tranquility and 
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peace. The Golden Age, a fable, may actually have been 
such a period on earth. My own little golden age was now 
in being. I probably didn't know it, since we never 
really know our luck when it comes. We are always bothered 
by the flaws. But even I, how dimly soever, felt that the 
gods had brought me to a little haven of happiness. 

My gratitude took the form of steady work. No 
serious cloud darkened my sky. I did my work in contentment 
and what the French call le pain quotidien, the daily 
bread, with its modicum of butter, continued to come with-
out fear or worry. Unless we are poets officially we do 
not grow lyrical about such states. But my particular state 
mirrored itself in the book I was writing. It was a novel 
about a houseful of children and the happiness a hitherto 
self-centered man finds in them. Its title was The Man 
Who Lived in a Shoe. Its success was not epochmaking, but 
financially it was the most successful of my fictions. My 
publishers liked it, my agent not only liked it, but he 
sold the serial rights to a woman's magazine for several 
thousand dollars and that was a windfall that makes any 
novelist happy. 

When the book was published, it was an immediate, 
though not a spectacular, success., Success for a book is 
spelled by the number of re-orders from book sellers. 
When the publisher's salesman is selling a book before 
publication, the bookseller gives an order based on his 
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own estimate of the author's salability. Often, he has 
no such estimate. He never heard of the author. So in 
the name of peace and good fellowship, he says: 

"Very well, send me five copies." Or ten copies, 
or even twenty-five, if he's a dashing fellow with a 
speculative streak. Then the public steps in. If it has 
read pleasing reviews, or by word of mouth has heard good 
things of the book, it comes to the bookseller and asks 
for it. That is Demand I Happy the author who can create 
demand. When such demand comes in droves, the author 
becomes rich. That happens once in a blue moon. And the 
moon must be very blue—cobalt. The demand created by my 
own little book was not of that overwhelming sort. It • 
was a gentle little animal but persistant enough to compel 
telegrams from the booksellers to the publishers for more 
copies. Herbert F. Jenkins, of Little Brown, came to see 
me in Mew York and his face was brightened by smiles. 
"It's going," he rubbed his hands. He is no longer with 
us, rest his soul, but in his laconic, inarticulate way, 
he brought me cheer. 

So well was the book going that when Alfred 
Mclntyre, head of the firm, came to New York to make a 
contract for the next book, he not only took me to an 
expensive lunch in a hotel, but agreed to an advance, 
something like two hundred per cent higher than the 
previous book, and that before a line of it was written. 
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I was now a commodity with a financial value. All I 
needed to do was to produce the next hook. The advance 
was already at least partly financing my work. 

The Saint Anthony of the novelists, that is, 
Anthony Trollope, solemnly declared that he scorned the 
writer who wasted time waiting for "inspiration." What 
the writer needs, he held, was a piece of cobbler's wax 
on his seat to glue him to his chair. To a writer with a 
family to support, I would suggest, a substantial advance 
from a publisher is far more cogent, and surely less 
primitive than the cobbler's wax. The advance Alfred 
Mclntyre gave me compelled me to go to work without delay 
on my next novel. 

Had I paused to reflect upon all the books at 
that moment being written in Connecticut, I might have 
been somewhat awed. For the state is a favorite with 
authors. But the writer who pauses to reflect on the mass 
of literary output going on is lost. It is unwholesome 
for him to go into a big book store, like Brentano's, and 
see the stacks and piles of nearly current books with which 
his latest competes. He simply has to accept that a3 a 
condition of hi3 calling. No suit for monopoly In 
restraint of trade has ever been brought against an 
author. His business is purely competitive. 

I like the Biblical phrasing, "And the evening 
and the morning were the second day," the third, the fourth 
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day, and so on. It gives the mere passing of days the 
dignity they are entitled to. For are they not the stuff 
of life? What else have we hut the days and the nights 
and the activities framed in them? What we enclose in 
those days is our brief history on earth, he it hitter or 
sweet, beautiful or ugly. To me, as I sat writing those 
books in tranquility, in an atmosphere of domestic con-
tentment, came the vivid realization that the earth has 
no greater gift to offer us. I had known excitements, 
variety, change, and I might kno\tf them in future. But 
like a secret whisper it came to me again and again, this 
is it. This is happiness as we know it. And short of 
the ecstasies of the mystic or saint, there is none greater 
or more real. It was like the discovery of something in 
a laboratory. It crept into the book I was writing. It 
might be objected that it was scarcely new. But very 
little that is set forth even by philosophers as a new 
theory or a new doctrine, is new in reality. Virtually 
everything in the way of ideas has been known, discovered 
and stated before. One has but to scan the great religions 
and the ancient systems to agree with the Preacher. There 
is no new thing under the sun. However ancient the dis-
covery, for me it was capital. It affected my life. While 
in one sense "no man is an Island," in another each one 
of us, and every single family, is a little island of 
love precariously living in the midst of a thundering sea. 
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My book was a romance laid in the South Pacific, 
with a hero who had to learn and, I think, a charming-
heroine. But its theme was the acquisition of that glimmer 
of knoitfledge as to what constitutes happiness. It was 
called The Enchanted Garden. It was dedicated to my young 
son. 

I had never been in the South Pacific, nor had 
I any tropical experience. But so carefully did I try to 
document myself in flora, fauna, and ways of life in the 
islands that, when the book appeared, reviewer after 
reviewer wrote that this novel was obviously based on 
personal experience. In a way that was true, but not in 
the sense the reviewers believed. The truth of the matter 
is, every novel is autobiographical. I recall asking a 
London contributor to write an article for the North 
American Review. 

"Do you want to knoxv what is going on in London, 
or what is going on in me?" he queried. 

A novelist may be writing about London, the 
Pacific, or Timbuctu. But still he is conveying, to those 
tvho can read, only what is going on in him. However 
remote the scene, how imaginary soever the characters, 
they are still no more than camouflage for their author's 
thoughts, convictions, moods and character. On the other 
hand, only at his peril does he make them mere puppets 
embodying convictions and ideas. They must be unfailingly 
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alive. The reader demands flesh and "blood human beings, 
else his interest is pallid or never engaged at all. 

Much if not most of the novelist's gift lies in 
the creation of living characters. If he cannot do that 
he is no novelist. No teacher, no course in novel writing, 
can ever teach him that. It cannot be learned. Skill, 
devices, structure, all these can be acquired. But not 
the ability to create characters. That is the inner 
mystery of the art. Yet it is as simple as A B G. The 
writer must live his characters. It is said that whoever 
came in contact with Lord Nelson, the British naval hero, 
was Nelson that day. Similarly, when a novelist is writing 
Arthur or Joan, he must be Arthur or Joan until he leaves 
them. To how great an extent he can do that depends upon 
the creative power within him. 

All this may sound as though I were unduly 
inflated with the importance of my fictions. Nothing-
could be further from the truth. I have always been a 
passionate admirer of the great novelists and the really 
magnificent novels and short stories produced by the flower-
ing of genius during the nineteenth century. I was always 
reading and re-reading them. A few pages, a few chapters, 
of Anna Karenina, War and Peace, or the Brothers Karamazov, 
invariably were able to lift me to another level of being. 
Balzac, Stendhal, Plaubert, some of Turgenev and most of 
Chekhov, were like refreshing springs on a parching day. 
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I knew they were as far above me as the moon if not the 
sun, my own slight tales were mere escapist fiction by 
comparison. 

But is not all imaginative literature in a sense 
escapist? Even at its highest level, it takes us out of 
our peculiar round and routine of life into another world, 
or at least into another segment of the world. The purga-
tion of the passions Aristotle xirrote about, the vicarious 
pity and terror that help us direct and free our own lives, 
characteristic of Greek tragedy and other great literature, 
all these are still but forms of escape. The great books 
contain, to be sure, much else besides escape. They offer 
beauty and remind us of the nobility the human mind is 
capable of. Their richness of character floods us with a 
sense of the richness of life. They help us to escape— 
upward. 

The new novel was ready too soon for the spacing 
publishers like to have between the books of any one author 
on their list. Nor did I wish to crowd my wares upon the 
public. Yet being self-employed, I must keep at work if 
I were not to drift into idleness. What was I to do? The 
first thing was to get over that moody, half dreamy, 
lacksadasical stage of a man with his occupation gone. 
That state must not be encouraged too long. Work is 
necessary. The question was, what work? Was I to begin 
another novel? I could not face the thought. I had written 
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three novels In fairly rapid succession* Somehow the 
storehouse of Impressions and ideas must he replenished. 
I did a variety of short pieces, articles, book reviews, 
a thin diet for one now accustomed to volumes of three 
hundred pages or more. There was of course a debauch of 
novel reading, the reading a writer sternly denies himself 
while at work on a fiction of his own. But none of that 
sufficed. 

A new restlessness began stirring in my bones. 
The placid scenes of the Connecticut hills began to pall. 
Dreams kept recurring, dreams of strange places an^ yet 
familiar. Scenes of foreign lands I thought I had turned 
my back on. Trafalgar Square In London, the south of 
France, Italian landscapes. All this annoyed me. with a 
family, a pleasant home and a boy at school, not to mention 
the modest income of a writer, I had no business even to 
dream of traipsing over the world again. That was all 
past, ancient history. The strength of character I 
thought I was cultivating must be proof against any such 
ragrom fancies. Travel, with a family, was for the rich 
and the idle. 

This is the way I tsteed to my inner self. I 
might as well have talked to a mule. The subconscious 
which handles our internal affairs gave me no rest. There 
were haunting places, strange lands and spots on which I 
had not yet set foot. Were I an enterprising person, I 
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thought, I could obtain a commission from some magazine 
that would supply me not only with an Interesting task, 
but with a livelihood as well, for several months. In 
the past I had sent people, correspondents, all over the 
globe. Why shouldn't somebody do that for me? I began 
to hint and make discreet inquiries among ray editorial 
acquaintance. But God was in his heaven and President 
Harding in the White House. Normalcy reigned. After our 
European war, we seemed to have fallen back into an 
isolationism that amounted to xenophobia. Interest in 
"abroad" sank into the bulb of the thermometer. 

Suddenly everything resolved itself like a 
puzzle. Tom Wells, Sditor of Harper's Magazine, had no 
interest in financing my trip, but agreed to take three or 
four articles of travel. Pred Gruger, popular illustrator, 
who had been doing much work for the Saturday Evening 
Post, was also in a state of hankering for movement and 
change. Harper's at that time was still carrying illustra-
tions in color. If our travels and efforts could unite 
at some point and run together, that would make a satis-
factory combination for Harper's. Nothing could be simpler. 

There were still ships in those days on which 
passage money was not counted in thousands. There was the 
Providence, bless her, a comfortable old tub, which took 
fourteen days to Naples. That was the ship for us. Two 
weeks at sea would be a godsend. Stops at the Azores, 
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Madeira, Gibraltar and Palermo. It was almost a cruise. 
The old vagabond spirit came to life in our small rural 
family. V/e let our house for the winter, and made our 
preparations and embarked. My son, who by this time had 
grasped the proclivities of his parents, exclaimed: 

"Dad, once aboard the lugger I — " 
It was true. Once aboard the lugger we were 

supremely happy. But Connecticut, the farm, the precious 
home in the hills—had we not been happy there? Yes. 
But this was a different kind of happiness. It filled the 
lungs with sea air and exhilarated the blood. My wife was 
no less ardent a traveler than I. l̂ arlier in her life she 
had not only lived in Italy in preparation for a singer's 
career, but she had traveled widely In Europe and the 
Near East. She knew Egypt and Syria and once in the desert 
a Sheik let her try his horse. She was a girl of fifteen 
then. She was accustomed to riding but she had never be-
fore had an Arab horse under her. With his light burden, 
the horse fairly flew toward the horizon, so that the 
party she was with gasped in alarm. It was not until the 
Sheik gave forth a peculiarly penetrating whistle that 
the horse turned and brought her back, at the same speed. 
She had not heard the whistle, but the horse, miles away, 
had heard it. She spoke French fluently and Italian like 
a native. 

We decided to settle at Taormina, on the Island 
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of Sicily* Prom that as a base I would make what trips 

were necessary to accumulate the substance for the Harper's 

articles. For all our previous Italian wanderings, 

neither of us had ever seen Sicily. Clearly, so glaring 

an oversight must be corrected without delay. Passports, 

visas, innoculatlons-«-we resumed the old routine* 

By the time we landed in Palermo, the pleasant 

Connecticut farm was a mirage. 



SICILY, PLAYGROUND OF THE GODS 

It is all very well to say that there is nothing 
new under the sun, but beauty is always new. The Archangels 
in Goethe's Faust in chorus proclaim that "Thy world's 
unwithered countenance is grand as on creation's day." 
Some such reflections passed through my mind as we approached 
Taormina. 

We had arrived by train from Palermo. It was 
night. Taormina lay on a little plateau above. The 
carriage with a single ancient horse was climbing a pre-
cipitious road winding steeply among the rocks and crags. 
A three-quarter moon touched them with a light so pure and 
mellow, it seemed to enchant the entire scene into something 
ageless and new. The horse was straining to pull us. We 
asked the cabman to stop. We got out of the vehicle, partly 
to relieve the horse, but also to linger in that beauty. 
Heavenly God I one seemed to cry inwardly, like the soul of 
Stephen Dedalus. This is not merely wild beauty, it is 
ecstasy J 

Two carabi lieri, with their carbines over their 
shoulders, suddenly appeared from nowhere and in their 
soft Sicilian dialect gave the cabman an order. He 
pleaded piteously, then, turning to us he implored in 
ordinary Italian: 

"I beg the SIgnor and Signora to get into the 
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carriage. The police believe I am making you walk because 
my horse is weak. I assure you he can pull you easily 
enough." 

We quickly explained to the carabinieri that our 
walk was quite voluntary, for our own pleasure. The young 
men saluted and went on. But the driver nevertheless 
insisted that we re-enter the carriage. We complied to 
save him annoyance, but we sighed at losing minutes of 
that scene. 

When we looked out from our balcony the next 
morning across the Bay, of a blue for which there is no 
word in the dictionary, at Mt. Etna, with its plume of 
creamy vapor, at the contour and colors of the hills for 
which there is no comparison, we realized that fate had 
brought us to perhaps the most beautiful spot on earth. 
What we had done to deserve it I did not stop to think. 
How one could concentrate on writing in a place like that, 
with every prospect luring, I did not even consider. The 
first days were a kind of drunkeness, but not by means 
of any ordinary potation. Rather, it was by some magic 
draft, of the kind that Tristan drank, and likewise Iseult, 
and it changed their lives. 

On that very first morning we began to hear some 
of the legends of the place. One that registered sharply 
was about an artist in a pink villa who had come here for 
a month to paint. He had remained twenty years and was 
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still trying to paint Taormina. That was alarming. In 
a kind of panicky self defense I began to take notes at 
once. Lotus eating was all very well for those who could 
afford it. But I was no Lotus eater. All the same, I 
found myself for several mornings sitting on a bench in 
the little public square and, whatever the direction of 
my gaze, the beauty was beyond my powers of description. 
Nevertheless, I did try to describe it elsewhere. I was 
paid to do so. But in the meanwhile, I became like the 
others, a drunkard of beauty. I walked the narrow 
thoroughfares of Taormina. I made acquaintances. We 
chatted trifles. It was all so irrelevant to what the 
eyes were constantly drinking in. There was the Greek 
theater. Part of the stage remains, and portions of other 
ruins. Ruins sound depressing. But these were both 
soothing and uplifting. The stone seats of the amphi-
theater have long since been removed. These antique ruins 
have served as quarries for many an Italian town. The 
slope is overgxown with grass and cactus. But you can sit 
or wander there for hours and not weary. At times, I 
wandered there with J3. H. Lawrence, one of my Taormina 
neighbors. Of him I shall speak later. 

When my illustrator, Fred Gruger, arrived at 
last, I had rooms waiting for him and his family at my 
hotel. Now we could begin to plan our itinerary for the 
places to be visited. Gruger was a delightful companion, 
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easy to xrork with and pleasant in traveling. We roamed 
about Sicily and Southern Italy, even to Malta. Conditions 
and accomodations were at times harsh and irritating. Yet 
we never had a quarrel or even a disagreement. Both of 
us were rather breathless with the beauty of Sicily and 
tacitly agreed to try to transmit it to the magazine and 
its readers. The truth was that to our fresh eyes, the 
island of Sicily was poetry. The impressions poured into 
us as they poured into Keats when he first read Chapman's 
Homer. But to begin with, I was not a poet. Besides, the 
world was more than a century older, and the amount of 
aging it had done in that time is incalculable. Whatever 
it has gained, its losses have been disastrous. It has 
managed to tarnish creation. 

In Sicily, however, not all the wars of history— 
and they nearly all rolled over that island—could tarnish 
creation. We brought our families along, partly because 
we wanted them to enjoy it, partly to catch some of their 
rapture as a kind of reinforcement to our own. But our 
wives and Gruger's daughters could hardly utter a word. 
They were speechless as the scenery unrolled. Even when 
the train passed over the lava fields at Catania, that too 
had a beauty, with the something of strangeness in it, so 
necessary to our senses. And always there was Etna 
dominating the landscape. We were making for Agrigentum, 
Acragas when it was a Greek colony, now known to the natives 
as Girgenti. We arrived there at night and the station 



315-

was some distance from the town. There was confusion about 
the luggage, about which I was busying myself. My wife 
handed to our ten year old son my briefcase and told him 
to guard it. 

"I will, Mommy," he assured her solemnly. "We 
musn't lose Daddy's formulas." 

The echo of what E, Phillips Oppenheim adventure 
his reading suggested I do not know, but the more I saw 
of Sicily, the more I wished I had some formulas that 
would help me to describe it. When we drove out the next 
morning to see the Greek temple ruins I for one did not 
expect much. The Mimosa trees in bloom, the soft breeze 
and the aroma in the atmosphere were already repaying for 
the trip. But when we came to the temples I wanted to be 
a poet. Not only were they arresting, but some blessed 
air blows over this place that makes every ruin beautiful. 
I have described them elsewhere, but to this day I cannot 
think of the place without a stir of the aesthetic nerve, 
if there is such a thing. At any rate, something inside 
one comes awake suddenly and taps at chambers in the heart 
or in the mind that ordinarily are closed and silent. 
Those temples are skeletons. And what World War II has 
done to them I do not know. But like the temples of 
Paestum and Segesta, they remain with me to this day like 
an heirloom, I look at them occasionally with ray mind's 
eye, and a mixture of harmony, serenity and contentment 
steals in and I find myself reminiscently smiling. 
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We sent our families back to Taormina and now 
began our travels in earnest. We went down to Syracuse 
to look at the remains of Greek civilization unsurpassed 
on that island and, in some respects, in Greece itself. 
The ancient theater, where plays by Sophocles, Euripides, 
and Aeschylus had been given, is still as nearly intact 
as twenty-five centuries of vissicitude permit. I open 
my own book on the subject and as I read the old sense of 
wonder and awe before beauty return like a dawning light: 

"We were both suddenly graye. The expanse of 
circular rows of seats before us, hewn out of the rock, 
a stretch five hundred feet in diameter baking in the sun, 
the orchestra with its canals, the stage where Aeschylus 
had directed his own plays, where Plato had stood and 
addressed the people, where Pindar had sat, where Timoleon 
had actually harangued long before Plutarch wrote his 
life—it startled us like a shock. Even Gruger ceased 
his joking and automatically fumbled for his sketch book." 

I had to smile as I read those words, full of 
classical allusions. I'm writing this in a very modern 
city. In the college I am told that Latin and Greek have 
very few students. There are whole libraries of books 
bearing on the names I have mentioned. Probably very few 
of the many thousands of college students would have any 
notion as to who those "guys" were. Well, the next century 
had better be good, for the present one is sweeping so much 
away. 
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Syracuse was called "by so early a tourist as 
Cicero "the greatest of Greek cities." We ransacked it 
pretty thoroughly for the articles. And judging by the 
remains, it might well have been that. We saw everything 
there was to see and even gave some time to trifles, as 
for instance driving miles over villanous roads to see 
papyrus plants growing in the River Anapo. Why bother? 
Well, papyrus was papyrus and was the forbear of the paper 
this is written on. Those bamboo-like stalks were 
originally sent by the King of Egypt to Iliero II, the 
tyr^hnt, or as we should say, the dictator of Syracuse. 
And what did the dictator send? A four thousand ton ship 
with deck gardens, stalls for horses, marhle stairways, 
and all the gadgets we think they didn't have twenty-three 
centuries ago. 

It is easy to turn archealogist in such a setting. 
I caught symptoms of the trouble in Gruger. For that, 
however, a working writer has no time. So I spirited 
him away from the place by the lure of a trip to Malta. 
Like many other people I had always had a romantic 
curiosity about Malta. The Knights of Malta. A little 
piece of Britain in the Mediterranean. Saint Paul being 
bitten by an adder on the island when the ship carrying 
him to Rome had stopped there. Maltese cats. Any number 
of things, either singly or in combination, can create 
what modern slang called a "yen" for a place. 
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"So what do you say, Gruger," I proposed, "if 
we take ship and sail for Malta?" 

It appealed to him at once, for he was crazy, 
too. (This may sound libelous.) I mean, he was an artist, 
too. It was easy, for regular sailings were scheduled 
from Syracuse to Ben Ghazi, in Italy's one time African 
domain, with a stop at Malta. I had sailed many seas and 
visited distant places. But when I boarded that wretched 
little tub in Syracuse, I experienced a thrill as never 
before. Why? Who can say? So steeped are we in names 
and connotations that we can hardly distinguish shades 
and blendings of memory that at times suddenly stir us. 
There was the old Scotch woman who was thrilled to her 
marrow every time the minister in her Kirk uttered the 
word "Mesopotamia." Malta had some such effect upon me. 

It was a two-day journey. We could not get off 
the slatternly little boat too soon. But even so, we 
enjoyed it. There were Arabs on board, merchants who 
traded with Sicily. The lady of one of them wore the veil 
Islam demands to conceal her tempting beauty. She was 
coal black with a face that would not have tempted a 
rhinoceros. The sea breeze blew the veil aside from time 
to time, and she hastily restored it to place so that 
predatory males like Gruger and myself should not be set 
ablaze. Her Arab husband smiled at us when he was near 
her, as though to say: 
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"You know how it is. I have to watch over this 
treasure." 

We smiled hack responsively as though to say: 
"She is all yours, old boy." 
Malta was a complete surprise. If it is true 

that I Jim part of all I have seen, then I am part of a 
rock rising out of the Mediterranean. As we approached 
it, we got the effect of a row of mighty ships standing 
out to sea. But it was only the coast of Malta. We 
landed with eagerness. "A brilliant sun was pouring a 
warm, tremulous light upon waters, forts and shipping, 
and suddenly Valetta, a radiant orange colored city 
touched up with green, like some successful stage setting, 
began to cascade backward before us to lure us up the 
rock, to lure and to invite." 

That is what I wrote about it at the time. I 
don't intend to repeat it here. Malta probably suffered 
more bombings during World War II than any spot in the 
Mediterranean. Many of those monolithic buildings, the 
entire city of Citta Vecchia, which seemed to have been 
built of a single chrome yellow rock, no doubt experienced 
untold damage from German bombs. Yet Malta and the 
Maltese survived. The secret was the catacombs. Those 
catacombs of Saint Paul probably go back to a time before 
the early Christians. Personally, I do not like catacombs. 
I seem to stop breathing when I enter them. Their sunless 
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air seems to act like a checkvalve on my pulmonary 
apparatus. But Gruger was perfectly at home in them. In 
any case, those catacombs made excellent bomb shelters 
and comparatively few of the inhabitants were killed or 
injured. 'The spirit of the Knights Hospitallers, who 
protected pilgrims and crusaders on the way to Jerusalem, 
still defended the Maltese from Hitler's bombers. 

The same sunny serenity that lay upon Malta when 
Gruger and I were there rests, I feel sure, once more upon 
that island. That serenity is commonly associated with 
ancient Greece. But to me it is Mediterranean rather than 
a national quality. It is made up of that sun and that 
sea and the tempered breezes. Mingle those ingredients 
with old civilization and a pinch of wisdom and the Greek 
"serenity" may appear anywhere in the region. So many 
places in the Mediterranean testify to the failure of human 
wisdom. This failure is, of course, common everywhere else. 
But in that Mare Nostrum it seems especially glaring. The 
Garden of Eden story and the legend of the lost Atlantis 
continent are both of Mediterranean origin. It is as 
though man woke up from time to time out of his drunken 
stupor, looked at the destruction he has wrought by his 
wars and rages, and ruefully murmured: "I have been drunk 
again." 

And speaking of unwisdom, it was on leaving Malta 
that I was guilty of my first and last attempt at smuggling. 
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The cigarettes of Malta are, or were, very good. Those 
of Italy were very bad. The duty on them was high. So 
both Gruger and I bought many packages before we left 
Valetta and disposed them judiciously, as we thought, in 
coat and overcoat pockets. When we arrived at the shabby 
little custom house In Syracuse, we showed our passports, 
answered the stereotyped questions, with "nothing to declare" 
and were just about to pass out of the door, when a short, 
stocky young man impertinently felt the overcoats hanging 
over our arms. In New York east side English he asked to 
see the contents. That cooked our goose, and were our 
faces red! The chief customs inspector, a gentle soul, 
evidently noting our embarrassment, was himself a picture 
of distress. "We will keep these in youtr name," he 
stammered soothingly. "You may have them back when you 
return to Malta." The little repatriated east side tough 
who caught us doubtless enjoyed those cigarettes for many 
a day. Sternly, Gruger and I resolved never to smuggle 
again. 

We were as happy to return to Taormina as though 
it had been our home from everlasting. Our adventures 
fell somewhat short of those of Ulysses in the Odyssey, 
but our Penelopes were nevertheless eager to hear them. 
They liked especially the part about the smuggled cigarettes. 
It put us in our places as the common fallible mortals they 
knew us to be. Wives, I believe, like to have their 
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husbands appear at least occasionally unwise. It helps 
to balance the budget. 

We still had trips to make, but our life in 
Taormina was too comfortable and joyous to make us hurry. 
In the evenings we would all go to the Cafe Huovo and sip 
liqueurs and syrups, while the band played Sicilian tunes 
on guitars and mandolins. This may sound like common 
fare, but when one has been looking for long at remains 
of vanished life, one has to restore the equilibrium. 
Besides, nearly everything in Sicily has the quality of 
looking new, of seeming new. I suppose it began with 
Ulysses. To him Polyphemus seemed to have but a single 
eye in the middle of his forehead. The shepherds today 
are not one-eyed. One sees them in the mountains some-
times. With their pipes and bagpipes they play the tunes 
that the musicians in the Cafe Nuovo tried to imitate. 
The haunting chords of the Pastorale, their favorite tune, 
are whistled by every Sicilian boy. And when the Padrone 
of the cafe deferentially asks visitors what to play for 
them, they almost invariably answer, the Pastorale. It 
is old as the hills, but it seems fresh and new—Sicilian. 

All this time I should have been writing the 
articles for Harper's. But I wasn't doing it. I was 
seeing, hearing, talking, making notes. But not writing. 
One writer, considerably younger than I, wintering in 
Taormina that year, put me to shame. He worked steadily, 
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despite all distractions, and from time to time he would 
bring me one of his stories to read, inviting criticism. 
That was John P. Marquand. The days of his great successes, 
The Late Georp;e Appley. H. H. Pulham, Esq, and So Little 
Time were still in the future. He had, however, already 
given up his job in an advertising office and sold stories 
to the Saturday Evening Post and was taking his career 
seriously. Though he would have smiled if anyone had used 
the word "career" in connection with him. 

We first met on the ship that carried us both to 
Sicily. Sidney Howard, his friend and mine, knexsr we were 
to be fellow passengers and had asked me to look him up. 
On ships, unless you arrange your dining room seat before-
hand, or fight for your hand, the steward makes arrange-
ments to suit his own economy and convenience. Marquand 
was sharing a small table with a forlorn looking lady and 
her five year old brat, Beulah. Wo one could have appeared 
more misplaced. Quickly I arranged for a seat at our 
table and a transfer. He was an agreeable fellow passenger 
and, having enjoyed a liberal education at an ancient seat 
of learning, he played a good hand at bridge. 

The satirist in him was already making his 
appearance. He imitated dear old ladies and nice Nellies, 
asking: "Oh, you're going to Italy to get some local color?" 
There was nothing Bohemian, bizarre or outre about him. 
It was amusing to see him juxtaposed with such a person as 
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D. H. Lawrence. They seemed to be at opposite poles. 
One day, when I was strolling in the Greek theater with 
Lawrence, John Marquand came walking toward us. I intro-
duced them. The two men stood gazing at each other in 
silence for a long moment, then Marquand turned on his 
heel and walked away. A day or two later, when I saw 
Marquand again, I asked him what he thought of Lawrence. 

"Oh, he's a nut!" he announced with unusual energy. 
"IIow," I asked him, "can you talk like that about 

one of the foremost living English writers?" 
"I don't care," was the vigorous retort. "He's 

a nut." 
I had to laugh. "Do you know how he described 

you the other day as you walked off?" He said: "He is quite 
mad. " 

If ever there was a case of what Charles Lamb 
called "imperfect sympathy," that was it. For those comments 
were evoked from each with scarcely a word of conversation 
between them. It was a case of soul answering soul. The 
tartness and the astringent humor of the mature Marquand 
still awaited development. But in embryo, they were 
already present in his conversation, if not in the slick 
stories he was writing for popular magazines. He still 
had to write many such stories before he could write them 
with the full flavor of George Annley and H. M. Pulham. 
Lawrence, however, was already a man of mark as well as a 
marked man. 
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It was both startling and enlightening to observe 
the manner in which the English colony in Taormina drew 
its respactable skirts away from possible Lawrencian con-
tamination. There is always an English colony in every 
resort town in Italy. And without a tea shop an English 
colony, however small, is unthinkable. One day I asked 
Lawrence to tea in the Taormina shop. He hesitated for a 
moment. He knew how he stood with his compatriots. But 
I did not. I was wholly unprepared for the chill that 
seemed to fill the room as we entered. Theretofore, the 
ladies who ran the shop had chatted pleasantly whenever my 
wife and I came in, even though we, mere Americans, did 
not hail from Cranford or little Fuddlington. Now, however, 
there wa3 no chatting, no smiles. A late frost seemed to 
have struck every face in the room. For Lawrence, not 
only had no caste, he was outcast, untouchable. Lawrence 
was the author of Sons and Lovers. But recently he had 
published a far greater outrage—Lady Chatterly's Lover. 
It was a shocking thing. Yet all the colony was surrepti-
tiously reading it. One elderly gentleman, in a sort the 
local leader of the group, owing to the fact that he had 
a title, lent me the book on making me promise solemnly 
that r>o one should know of it. 

Personally, I do not care for erotic novels. 
But I do care for any writing that is touched with genius. 
And to me, Sons and Lovers was such writing. Much of what 
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I read by Lawrence made me feel that he was giving the 
English language a new dimension. How did this provincial 
school teacher, son of a miner, achieve such a style? 
That is one of the mysteries which not even another genius 
could fathom. 

I do not know whether it was his red beard or 
his lank frame that repelled Marquand. Lawrence was not 
in good health at the time. Somehow he made that healthy 
young American feel ill at ease. I imagine he had that 
effect on many people, just as Dostoyevsky must have had 
a similar effect. Both writers, in their different ways, 
out of vastly different experiences, seemed to have been 
writing directly from their nerves. His language, someone 
has said, makes a physical impression. Some of his words 
and phrases seem to be aimed directly at the senses and 
nervous system rather than at the intellect. I remember 
asking him why he departed from the manner of Sons and 
Lovers, which to me seemed an almost perfect novel. His 
answer was, with a tolerant half smile, that his first 
drafts of subsequent books were much like Sons and Lovers 
but that re-writings departed radically from that style. 

At Fontana Vecchia, the villa Lawrence occupied 
in Taormina, he appeared an entirely different person. 
His wife, Frieda, was there and she seemed to diffuse a 
glow of warmth and naturalness. Frieda had left a husband 
and three children to take up with Lawrence. So human and 
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wholesome a figure did she present in that little villa in 
the hills that somehow she seemed to connect Lawrence with 
the rest of the world. He could not have been easy to live 
with. I recall coming in one day when Lawrence was sitting 
at his tahle, working. His bare and sandaled feet looked 
blue with chill. It was a dull day and some mist came 
drifting in through the wide open windows, which could not 
have been good for his delicate chest. I wanted to leave 
and apologized for disturbing him. 

"No, sit down," he said. "I am tired of working 
anyhow." He was at work not upon anything of his own, but 
upon translation of some stories by the Sicilian writer, 
Giovanni Verga. He opened a box on the table to offer me 
a cigarette. The box was empty. 

"Friedal" he shouted toward the kitchen. "Where 
are the cigarettes?" 

"In that box on the table," she told him. 
"It's empty," he called back. "This morning 

there were fifty cigarettes in the box." 
"Fifty, Lawrence?'' from Frieda. 
"Well, there were at least five." 

We all laughed together and the atmosphere became warmer. 
He was really gentle and especially genial to anyone who 
admired his work. He wanted to be hospitable, expansive. 
Life, however, in that little mountain villa could not 
help being somewhat primitive at best. Frieda Lawrence 
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evidently did her own cooking and housework. I do not 
remember ever seeing a servant in the house. In her 
memoir of her husband she wrote: "It was a hard life with 
him, hut a wonderful one." It was clear that he leaned 
on her strength. Notwithstanding his red heard, he gave 
an impression of physical frailty, and her care of him had 
a maternal quality. Her own health appeared to be robust 
and it sustained hijn. 

Though generally shunned by the English colony, 
there were nevertheless people who brought him homage. 
I recall meeting a Scandinavian writer, Danish I believe, 
who sat reverently at his feet. To visitors like that, 
who admired his work, he was warm and sympathetic and 
concerned about their comfort. When I told him that I 
might go to Malta, he wrote a letter to a friend there 
bespeaking his help and hospitality. Though apparently 
withdrawn, he was interested in the gossip and chit-chat 
of the town. A certain Italian baron had been threatening 
for years to buy a car. Finally he got one. But evidently 
his possession was considered precarious. For every time 
I saw Lawrence he inquired whether the Baron^ still had 
his car. 

Lawrence left Taormina for India and Australia 
in February while Gruger and I were exploring Southern 
Italy and especially the province of Calabria. George 
Gissing had written about it. He fell ill and nearly died 
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there. Norman Douglas's Old Calabria, a classic of its 
kind, I had not yet read. My own desire was to see at 
least certain places that had been notable in the greater 
Greece of history. Sybaris, which has given us synonyms 
for luxurious living, was a spot I wished to see. But, 
even more, I desired to have a look at Cotrone, the ancient 
Crotona, where Pythagoras, one of the wise men of all times, 
had established his school to teach people how to live in 
harmony with the universe. 

Pythagoras has always ranked high in my particu-
lar Pantheon, Each one of us, I suppose, has a private 
personal gallery of demi-gods and heroes to whom, however 
desultorily, he gives reverence and homage. Pythagoras 
has long been one such personality to me. He seems to 
have been in the direct line, a link in the great chain of 
the teachers of the human race, who have transformed life 
on earth. Obsessed as we are today by our gadgets and 
our comforts, our skills and our scientific knowledge, our 
wars and our armaments, we hardly ever stop to think of 
the tremendous bursts of light those great human beings 
flashed upon a struggling and evolving humanity in the past. 
We know about Edison and Alexander Graham Bell. But what 
do we know about Orpheus and Pythagoras, about Buddha and 
Zoreaster, about Lao-tse and Confucius? Fortunately, we 
do know something of Moses and Jesus. But those others 
are also great links in the chain. Whether we know it or 
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not, they are part of our heritage and in one way or another 
influence the world to this day. Anyone will admit that 
Plato is still an important factor in the element of 
Ilelenic culture we have Inherited, But Plato was a 
Pythagorean. Pythagoras tried to establish a religion of 
the spirit, based on justice, harmony, charity, peace. 
He came to colonial Greece because the homeland was too 
materialistic, much as William Perm came to Pennsylvania 
because Charles II's England was no place for the Quaker 
faith. 

I don't mean to dwell at length on Pythagoras 
here, besides, I have written about him elsewhere. But 
that city he established, Crotona, was one of the most 
beautiful in Greater Greece; It was also known as the 
healthiest. His disciples underwent a stern discipline 
and a wonderful training. Greek cities wanted Pythagoreans 
for their managers and administrators, because they knew 
them to be honest and unassailable. 

Naturally, 1 didn't expect to find the ancient 
Crotona intact in twentieth-century Italy. But I was 
unprepared for the ugliness of the modern provincial town 
and the apparent unhealthiness of its inhabitants. All 
Calabrians seemed stunted to me and, in Crotona, some eye 
trouble that appeared to be endemic was widely prevalent. 
Of the school and enclosure of Pythagoras a single column 
was left, remnant of the temple of Ilera, far out bn a cape 
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that could be reached only by boat. Gruger and I decided 
to leave the place at the earliest moment. We did not wish 
to repeat George Gissing's experience of lying ill in 
Gotrone. 

As to Sybaris, that city of luxury from which 
blacksmiths and roosters were banned as too noisy, which 
had an awning over the entire town to shade it from the 
sun, not even one stone was left standing. That great 
leveler, the Past, had razed it flat as the palm of one's 
hand. 

When we returned to Taormina there seemed to be 
no further excuse for delaying the articles. But, on the 
other hand, there seemed to be no further excuse for stay-
ing in Taormina. Away from Sicily the mental pictures of 
the place might appear more clearcut. The south of France 
beckoned as a pleasant place in which to do the work. The 
number of alibis and excuses for not writing one can think 
of is known only to writers and writers' wives. To the 
south of France we accordingly went and settled in a 
fairly comfortable pension in Kenton. We scarcely had 
time to unpack our bags when a cable came from a New York 
editor asking whether I would go to Florence and do an 
article on Giovanni Papini. Papini had written a somewhat 
flamboyant and sensational life of Christ. It had been 
translated into English and was about to be serialized in 
Pictorial Review. Its editor, Arthur Turner Vance, thought 
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that an article introducing the Italian author to the 
American public was essential. I accepted immediately 
and two days later I was in Florence. My family stayed 
behind in the South of France, A. week of visits, inter-
views and conversations with Papini, who spoke no word of 
English, was enough to supply the necessary material and 
I returned to Menton. 

As a matter of course the article ordered by 
cable took precedence over everything else. It must be 
written without delay. It was a windfall and therefore 
exciting. But to write it I needed a library, references, 
which Menton did. not afford. Useless to linger there; 
since we were ultimately going to Paris in any case, we 
might as well go there at once. Paris would really be 
the best place in which to do one's writing. By way of 
a last fling and as a treat before leaving the south of 
France, I took my family for a day to that factitious 
paradise, Monte Carlo. We were sitting on the terrace 
of the Cafe de Paris near the casino and watching with 
interest the varied visitors from all lands who make a 
kaleidoscopic assortment of humanity. The faces, my wife 
observed, were all somewhat strained, excited, especially 
those coming from the gambling halls of the casino. One 
face, however, was an exception. Through the crowd a tall 
man, gray haired, with his hands in his pocket, came 
strolling with an air of leisure and serenity matchless in 
that collection. 
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"There," said my wife, "is the only wholesome 
face in the lot. I'm perfectly sure he's an American." 

"You like that face?" I asked her. 
"It's certainly the finest face here." 
"Very well, I'll bring it to you," I said. I 

went and shook hands with the man and introduced him to 
my wife. It was Max Eastman, author of The En.joyment of 
Poetry and many other books, whom Somerset Maugham has 
since described as the handsomest man in America. I 
observed that all other women, and men too, looked at him 
with similar expressions of approbation. It must be 
pleasant to have a face that i3 in itself a passport. Max 
was motoring to Paris and stopped long enough at Monte 
Carlo to leaven the crowd. 

We settled in a small hotel in Paris and in a 
few days I wrote the Papini article and sent it off to 
New York. The Sicilian-Calabrian material was still 
untouched. Then came another happy thought. The back-
ground for the Harper'3 articles involved so much mythology 
and ancient historical allusion that it was really not 
worthwhile starting them in Paris. London, now—that was 
a different story. The British Museum is a library like 
no other. There you do not need to ask whether or not they 
have a certain book or document. You simply find it in 
the catalogue, make out a slip and the attendant brings 
it to your desk. The Rotunda of the reading room is a 



334-

little gloomy, "but still it is paradise. London was 
clearly indicated. 

Unlike most Americans I cannot "be a bohemian in 
Paris. But being inordinately fond of the theater, both 
my wife and I enjoyed the plays, from the Comedie Fran^aise 
classics to the broad, uproarious Palais Royale farces. 
My young son, who had been happy in Sicily, felt himself 
somewhat of a prisoner in Paris. There was nothing for him 
to do. In Sicily we had hired a donkey for him and a 
Sicilian boy of about his own age led it by a halter when 
he rode it. Since two small boys thrown together need 
communication, each one gave the name of an object in his 
oivn language and thus they taught each other. On the 
steep path leading up to Lawrence's villa, I walked behind 
them one day and overheard their conversation, without 
their knowledge. 

"Asino," said the Italian boy pointing to the 
donkey. 

"Donkey," said my son. And the Italian boy repeated 
gingerly "don-kay—don-kay." 

My boy took out a small knife from his pocket 
and demanded: "Q.uesto?" 

"Coltello." sang out the Italian lad. 
"Knife!" cried the American boy. "Coltello— 

knife. " 
It seemed as good a way as any other to learn the 
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language. But in Paris there were no such opportunities. 
It is a city for adults. When one sees children there, 
they are either in charge of nurses or they are school 
children walking somberly in rows with a seemingly unwil-
ling teacher in charge. 

I may as well^say here that neither in Paris 
nor in London did I write any of the Italian articles. 
The British Museum was a superlative help with books and 
references and I made copious notes. But not until I 
returned to the farm in Connecticut did I do the actual 
writing. There, surrounded by my own books, in my familiar 
work room, I had no difficulty at all in setting them down. 
Most people believe that one of the great advantages of 
the writer's profession is that he can do his work any-
where. In theory that is true, since no office and no 
hours bind him. But actually he is like a cat in a strange 
house. It takes a certain length of time to still the 
sense of unease and overcome the strangeness of new places. 
My own room in Connecticut was, after all, the ideal 
place for me. As the French workman says of a familiar 
tool, "fa me connait:" I feel at home with it. That 
feeling 13 very necessary for the writer. 

Harper's editors were pleased with the articles 
on Sicily written on a Connecticut farm, and took more of 
them than they had contracted for. Other magazines asked 
for similar ones. Subsequently they were collected into 
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a book, Grecian Italy. For the English edition, published 

by Jonathan Cape, Henry Festing Jones, friend and traveling 

companion of Samuel Butler, wrote a friendly introduction. 

However tenuous, this link with the author of Alps and 

Sanctuaries and The Way of All Flesh, was one of the 

pleasant consequences for me. Books of that kind do not 

make fortunes for their authors. But the intangible 

rewards console for much. During World War II, I was 

startled to receive a check and a statement from England, 

showing that Grecian Italy had enjoyed a burst of sales. 

Since no one was doing much traveling I could not at 

first understand the sudden interest in a book twenty years 

old. But when the Allied armies invaded Sicily, the enigma 

was clarified. We are all, even the least of us, links 

in a chain. 



LONDON R1CVI3ITED 

To many people, London is merely a great 
sprawling city, noted for grime, soot, fog and rain. To 
me London lias always spelled Romance. Americans, for the 
most part, overwhelmingly prefer Paris. Paris, they say, 
is gay. It is picturesque. It has so many bright 
restaurants, such excellent cooking. There, too, they 
can talk to the taxi driver in their highschool French. 
Women can see Paris hats and frocks in the shop windows, 
lien feel doggy and mention the Folies Bergere and similar 
places. There is, of course, a great deal more than that 
to Paris, but for me London has always been the beginning 
or end of any European trip, and often both. 

Though I had landed in Palermo and stuck to the 
Mediterranean all winter, spring saw me and my family in 
London again and I was supremely happy. We took rooms in 
Bloomsbury once occupied, so the landlord said, by Joseph 
Conrad. I got a ticket for the reading room of the 
British Museum, and ordered' some clothes from a good 
tailor. What more could one ask? One thing more: we had 
to find a school for our young son for the spring term. 
That was not so simple. No school wants to take a boy 
for a single term. But we did finally hear of a school 
originally established for the choir boys of Savoy Chapel 
Royal. So ancient was the foundation, it went back to 
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Chaucer, who was said to have heen its first headmaster. 
However that may he, the school now set among green fields 
in the suburbs not far from Dulwich, was willing to take 
Hal at a price, for the terra of our stay. The price did 
not terrify us. The check for the article on Papini had 
arrived and, in our modest style of living, was enough to 
pay for our entire London sojourn. It was almost like 
a fellowship. I was reading Greek history and archeology, 
especially the French archeologist, Lenormant, whom I 
could just as well have read in Paris. But as I have 
mentioned before, Paris was not London. 

London had magic in it. The .Strand and 
Piccadilly, Temple Bar and Fleet Street, the gray Law 
Courts with their look of having risen from the sea and 
still dripping, the smell of tar and paving blocks; all 
these were among the stimulating ingredients of its charm. 
It contained, besides, not only all the literary back-
ground that has meant so much in my life, but also 
acquaintances and friends in whose company I delighted. 
There wa3 H. G. Wells for one. During the war years 
when Collier's had serialized Mr. Britllnp; Sees It Through 
and others of his novels, our correspondence had been 
frequent and on my part respectful. To me his genius was 
an established fact and his fame was at its height. I 
did not aspire to intimacy. But that spring in London 
when I met him again he showed every sign of warm 
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friendliness. By this time he had long since given up 
his home in Hempstead and now had a London flat, wide and 
spacious, in Whitehall Court. Some of his neighbors in 
that large Westminster apartment house were G. B. Shaw 
and the widow of Sir Henry M. Stanley, as well as many 
other British notables. His country home was in Easton 
Glebe near Dunmow, in Essex, but for the season H. G. and 
Jane Wells were mostly in town. 

The season is always spelled with a capital 
"S" when the rich and the fashionable speak of it. My 
wife and I, however, used the word in quotation marks and 
we smiled when we uttered it. The "Season" began after 
Easter and culminated with St. Grouse's Day on August 12. 
St. Grouse's Day is, of course, the purely jocular holiday 
of a purely jocular saint. In those days, at least, every-
body who was anybody went to shoot grouse. And I have 
had the experience of being told by men who may never have 
gone beyond the sound of Big Ben that they had run up to 
Scotland "for a bit of shootin'." However Pickwickian the 
Season, as far as we were concerned, that particular one 
in London proved very agreeable. All our friends in 
England were bent on being pleasant to us. 

I remember my first meeting with Wells at his 
house in Church Street, Hempstead. At that time I was 
seeing him on business. He was stiffish and rather formal. 
Later, there was our after dinner visit, before we left 
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London, Since then he had acquired great fame and far 
greater ease. He could not have been more than five foot 
five in height. His eyes were blue and bright and he was 
an extraordinarily brilliant talker. I don't mean a 
maker of artificial epigrams, like Oscar Wilde. But he 
had an amazingly elastic vocabulary that enabled him to 
say things in a way that gave them a droll, a brilliant, 
a surprisingly apt turn, in the most natural manner. As 
a host he was delightful. He was able to convey the impres-
sion that he was happy in the pleasure of having each 
particular guest at his table. Many of them were, of 
course, his friends. But some like ourselves, comparative 
strangers, felt no less welcome. 

My favorite among his novels was Mr. Polly. And 
at times I thought I saw Mr. Polly, after all his vicis-
situdes, finally coming to his haven in that charming 
room, at that glittering table, as its lord and amphitryon. 
Mr. Polly had what he himself described as Joy de Vive. 
And so had his creator. The very choice of names for some 
of his characters, Uncle Pentstemon, Mr. Hoopdriver, 
Ponderevo, Isbister, are in the Polly tradition. England, 
I have always believed, is never long without its great 
novelist who is also a humorist. Laurence Sterne, 
Thackeray, Dickens, George Meredith—they are, however 
different, in a direct line. I tried to get him to talk 
about Mr. Polly, but the Princess Bibesco, who sat between 
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us, insisted that Kipps vta,s his best novel. Kipps had 
his points. Each of them was a draper's shop assistant, 
or as we should say, a department store clerk, who has 
to appear "genteel" on the lowest possible wages, and 
carry a persuasive line of sales talk without aitches. 
As comedy figures, they are unmatched even by Wells. He 
had begun life a3 one of them. Those two humorous 
chronicles of lower middle class English life have, to 
my mind, a better chance of survival than any of their 
author's more serious work. 

Of the serious novels, Tono-Bunp;a.y is the most 
impressive. The title is an advertising slogan for a 
patent medicine. The book is a mordant satire on an 
early phase of modern advertising, long before the age of 
radio, the "huckster," and the singing commercial. But 
the novel that blazed the trail away from Victorian 
primness was undoubtedly Ann Veronica. Ann Veronica was 
a young girl student who saw in her instructor the man 
she wanted and frankly told him so, regardless of the 
fact that he was already married. They then went to live 
together. Today that doesn't sound so startling. But at 
the time of its appearance, the novel created a scandal. 
Sermons were preached against it. Nice people turned away 
from it3 author. It was pronounced an outrage. It was 
very successful. Yet, as Wells tells In his Experiment 
in Autobiography, that was almost exactly the way he and 
his wife had come together. 
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But all that was far behind. At the dinner 
party I have in mind were present some of the best known 
names of the day. Princess Bibesco was the daughter of 
Herbert Asquith, a former Prime Minister of England. At 
the farther end of the table I noticed, talking to my wife, 
were Sir Richard Gregory, Editor of Nature, the most 
authoritative science publication of Britain, and Lord 
Sidney Olivier, an early Pabian, a Labor Lord, and a 
colonial governor. Miriam was an excellent listener, so 
those great men naturally appreciated her conversation. 
Thomas Lamont, a partner of J. P. Morgan of New York, and 
Mrs. Lamont, a noted friend of English authors, were there 
and so were a number of others, including Hugh Walpole 
and the strikingly handsome Lady Russell, author of 
Elizabeth in Her German Garden, The Enchanted April, and 
many another favorite. Like good hosts H. G. and Jane 
Wells were principally interested in leading their guests 
to talk, so everyone felt the conversation was brilliant. 

I saw Wells many times after that and each time 
he was more friendly and genial. He was, besides, perhaps 
the frankest person I have ever met. He once told me: 
"You know, I am grossly rich." The riches came mainly 
from the Outline of History. Even to conceive such a book, 
Arnold Bennett declared, was a stroke of genius. At that 
time, be it remembered, there were as yet no United 
Nations and no organization of World Federalists. But 
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the purport of the "outline" is to show that if civili-
zation is to continue, a world federation is inevitable. 
And it was an astounding success. It made Wells rich and 
it made him even more famous than he already was. The 
world of readers responded to hira because his best thought 
was directed toward making life better. To him, the 
present age of confusion was a race between education and 
catastrophe, and he did all that in him lay to educate 
the world toward cooperation, toward using our phenomenal 
scientific progress constructively instead of destructively. 

I suppose I have read all his utox̂ ias and his 
romances, including The Sleeper Wakes, The War of the 
Worlds, The Food of the Gods, and In the Bays of the Comet. 
In all these there is a passionate longing for a better, 
a brighter world, which mankind could so easily have if 
only it could forget greed and aggression. A man who 
virtually gave his life for such an idea deserved success. 
That he was able to achieve success already marks him as 
a genius, for deserts and attainment are two widely 
separate things. Someone has described him as caught up 
in the mystique of science. Actually, he was the voice 
of science, the articulate speech of the tremendous dis-
coveries of the last sixty or seventy years. 

I mentioned his frankness. I telephoned him 
one morning suggesting lunch. He said if I would come 
over to Whitehall Court we could have a chat and then go 
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out to a restaurant. His family was in the country. He 
was alone in the flat and, when I arrived, he was just 
finishing his night's work, I was surprised to hear that 
most of his work was done between midnight and breakfast 
time. 

"There is the thing that keeps me going," he 
pointed to a kettle swinging from a bracket over the gas 
log in the fireplace. "Tea," he added laconically. He 
had not yet shaved. It ha6 been said that nobody ever 
saw him work. But this nocturnal labor explained his 
tremendous output. His constitution must have been 
amazingly strong. One of his kidneys had been removed in 
early manhood. His lungs had been delicate. Yet, to 
almost his eightieth year he went on producing. A.s he 
opened his bedroom door to go in I saw a group of photo-
graphs on the wall, among them one of his wife, and a 
much larger one of the lady with whom his name had long 
been associated. 

"H. G.1" I exclaimed. "You can't mean you have 
that photograph there all the time?" 

"Certainly," was the answer. "Jane knows all 
about it. Jane knows everything." 

In his autobiography he tells something of the 
compromise he had made with his wife, to whom he was 
devoted, but who was too fragile for conjugal life. Such 
compromises, one must suppose, do occur. But few would 
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care to speak or write about it with Wellsian frankness, 
and there cannot be many wives like Jane. She accepted 
the fact that her husband was an amorist as she accepted 
his genius. Once he told me something of his first 
marriage to hi3 cousin, Isabel, and of their early 
separation after he met Jane. Even after their divorce, 
Isabel and he continued to be on friendly terms. She even 
did some of his typing. Eventually Isabel married and 
went into the laundry business. The business failed and 
Isabel was in need of £ 1,600. "What did you do about 
it?" I asked. 

"Bless you, I gave it to her. What, after all, 
is money for? Certainly not to let those near you suffer." 

Nor was that all. Years after their separation, 
when Isabel had been gravely ill and needed a period of 
careful convalescence, Wells and Jane brought her to 
Easton Glebe, situated in Lady Warwick's park, and there 
they took care of her until she was well. To people who 
had a claim on his affection or friendship, Wells was 
generosity itself. Frank Swinnerton, of whom the Wellses 
were exceedingly fond, tells a similar experience of 
being taken out of a nursing home to that hospitable 
Glebe House for recuperation. 

During one of his New York visits, I took Well3 
to lunch at the Algonquin Hotel. Almost a3 an after-
thought I said: "Would you like me to ask anybody else?" 
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Yes, he answered, he would like to see Christopher Morley. 
I telephoned Chris Morley in various places hut was unable 
to find him. 

"Why," I could not help asking, "did you particu-
larly want to see Christopher Morley?" 

"Oh," was the reply, "he's a great man." 
He never seemed to be aware that he was himself 

a great man; that his name, as Swinnerton put it, "was 
known from Archangel to Timbuctoo and Paraguay." He 
knew it of course. But being pompous and pretentious was 
not in his nature. There is a story that one of our genial 
American columnists at a party grew tired of calling him 
"Mr. Wells" and addressed him as "Herbert." "Oh, call 
me 'erbert," said Wells. 

One of my great pleasures was to see Wells with 
Swinnerton and Arnold Bennett at the same time. Each of 
them was, in his own way, a highly distinguished man of 
letters. The bond of friendship between them was palpable. 
They seemed to enjoy merely being in each other's company. 
On one such occasion, Siegfried Sassoon, writer of both 
exquisite poetry and distinguished prose, joined us. He 
evidently was one of the favorites of all three. We sat 
in a corner of what I believe was the periodical reading 
room of the Reform Club of which all, excepting myself, 
were members. Conversation was permitted in the room, 
and in that group it was delightful. The corner was famous, 
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I gathered, precisely because those particular members 
were accustomed to sit there. 

It was Frank Swinnerton, surely the kindest and 
most friendly of living English authors, who took me there 
from time to time. He was and is still youthful enough 
in spirit to know how much one enjoyed being with the 
authors one admired. For many years now, one of the chief 
reasons I have looked forward to a London visit was 
because Swinnerton would be there. His genius for 
friendship must be based on a broad tolerance and adapta-
bility, for certainly very few others can. match the 
affection in which both Wells and Bennett held him. They 
vrere as different from each other as two men could be. 
But on Swinnerton they agreed perfectly. They seemed to 
look upon him as their younger brother, who might be 
teased but must not be hurt, and must be treated tenderly. 
Oddly, a couplet from some book of George Sorrow's runs 
in my head when I think of them: 

"On Dovrefield in Norway were once 
together seen 

The twelve heroic brothers of 
Ingaborg, the Queen." 

I know nothing of Queen Ingaborg, or her brothers, 
but to me the sight of those three brothers in letters was 
especially exciting. Bennett, notwithstanding his careful 
grooming, his fob and his forelock, which invited caricature, 
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liad something burly about him, enhanced perhaps, by his 
stutter. He had been a clerk in a solicitor's office, and 
perhaps for that reason as well as the stutter he talked 
with a kind of explosive brevity. Wells really must have 
loved mankind. For his voice, thin and reedy though it 
was, had some genial and gentle quality that sounded almost 
caressing. There was nearly always some playful quality 
in his speech which Bennett wholly lacked. A3 to Swinnerton, 
his laugh, his chuckle, his smile even, is infectious. 
I cannot believe that he ever had an enemy in his life. 
And besides, he is a fine novelist and a distinguished 
critic. In him the creative and critical faculty seemed 
to be in so happy a combination, he is virtually ambi-
dextrous. He has published two notable critical books on 
George Gissing and Robert Louis Stevenson, scores of 
literary essays and hundreds, perhaps thousands, of reviews. 

When and where I first met Swinnerton, I cannot 
quite remember. Dimly, I have a feeling that we were 
Introduced by George Doran, then Swinnerton's American 
publisher. But I cannot be sure. I seem to have known 
him all my life, which is, of course, absurd. But for 
many years, whenever I have thought of England, I have 
thought of Swinnerton, and vice versa. His letters to me 
in a unique microscopic script, are warm, chatty, personal, 
as letters should be. I like to hear about his doings, 
his writing, his family, his young daughter, Olivia, the 
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apple of her father's eye no less than of her mother's. 
The Swinnertons' household in Surrey is what a writer's 
household should be. He sometimes, though rarely, com-
plains of interrupting events, illnesses and digressions. 
But that home is a perfect background for a working author. 
And he knows it. He Is as happy a man as I have ever met, 
and far happier than most writers I have known. 

He sometimes blames himself for laziness and then 
I shudder at my own unproductivity. For to me his output 
seems stupendous. A novel about every eighteen months, 
critical articles, reviews, books of literary essays—it 
is endless, When I first knew him he was a reader, or 
what we call literary adviser, to the English publishing 
house of Chat to and Wind us. It was an old established 
house and, like most English publishing offices, it seemed 
to consist of no more than a couple of rooms on the ground 
floor of 111 St. Martins Lane. Of course, there are 
invisible rooms a visitor cannot see. The vast spaces in 
skyscraper buildings, characteristic of American publishers, 
are unknown in England. Whenever I called to see Swinner-
ton I seemed to crowd the place by my mere presence. Yet 
it has published some of the best known English authors 
and some of the most notable successes. Swinnerton spent 
many years of his life there and appeared to be completely 
happy. Printer's ink is a great tonic for those who love 
it. But aside from being in his right niche, he probably 
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enjoys the sunniest disposition of any British author. 
One hears or reads of irrascihle ones, like Walter Savage 
Lander, who was always having law suits, or Carlyle, or 
even Dickens himself, who cQiricatured Landor. But 
Swinnerton has the happy gift of ignoring any he doesn't 
like, or of mentioning them only when it is absolutely 
necessary. I know one English woman writer whose name is 
famous. But I never heard Swinnerton refer to her, simply 
because he doesn't like her. 

Not that he doesn't see the foibles of those he 
likes. Arnold Bennett was a man he admired and loved. 
But no one in England could imitate Bennett's Johnsonian 
utterances and his stutter, like Swinnerton. Yet if ever 
there was a man without malice, he is that man. His 
loyalty to his friends is like a solid pier. It happened 
that I was in England when Bennett was in his last illness, 
That was the only time I saw Swinnerton depressed. 

Another of his warm friends was Gene Saxton, a 
former editor of Harpers trade books, that i3—fiction and 
general literature. His work at Harpers was much the same 
as Swinnerton's at Chatto's. It was not alone the 
similarity of interest that drew them together, but also 
some affinity that made them seem to bask in each other's 
company. Gene Saxton was not loquacious. Swinnerton, on 
the other hand, was exceedingly conversible. But their 
minds "clicked," When Gene Saxton died, Swinnerton's 
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correspondence reflected his loss for some time. 
Swinnerton was John 0'London. The weekly-

article he wrote under the heading "Letters to Gog and 
Magog" had been a feature of long standing in John 
0'London's Weekly. It was urbanely literary, full of 
charm, yet of solid substance. I recall one piece Swin-
nerton wrote about Professor George Saintsbury. Saintsbury 
was a broad-based man of letters of vast reading and 
sound scholarship who, like Sainte-Beuve, could write with 
authority on virtually any literary subject. Saintsbury 
was, for a time and in a sense, the Grand Old Man of 
English letters. When Swinnerton heard that the previous 
incumbent John O'London had died he remarked to his wife, 
"Now that page is something I'd like to do." The very 
next morning came an offer for him to do that page hence-
forth. He was the obvious choice. Except that I can't 
ever see him as old, he is himself, the best candidate 
for the GOM of English letters. 

To me he seems to be an unerring critic. The 
more than thirty-five novels he has published have not in 
the least blunted that common sense critical faculty of 
his which made him so valuable a publisher's reader. 
Some sixth sense, of an olfactory nature, enables him to 
smell a fake with uncanny sureness. More than once I have 
mentioned some novel that was attracting attention in 
literary columns, or was being mentioned by those who get 
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their opinions at second hand. If Swinnerton smiled and 
shook his head, I knew that, like Disraeli acknovvl edging 
a book by an unknown author, I must lose no time in reading 
it. A critic however, is but half a critic when he can 
only point out deficiencies. Swinnerton is just as sure 
of himself and as stout a defender of merit as he is an 
exploder of pretentiousness. Personal considerations do 
not sway him when it comes to judging a novel or any other 
book. Not even in judging his own work. When he" thought 
Arnold Bennett was over-praising some of his early work, 
Swinnerton smiled and shook his head. "Don't you believe 
in yourself?" demanded Bennett in exasperation. "Not 
to that extent," answered Swinnerton. 

Association with them was ultimately to produce 
far reaching effects on my own fortunes. It came about 
naturally enough. Their work, it seemed to me, was so 
much bigger than my own, so much more mature, that almost 
unconsciously I began to contemplate my next novel In 

• 

terms of what I thought a much bagger theme than I had 
tackled before. The travel articles were still to be 
written, of course, but now they seemed mere trifles to 
be got out of the way as quickly as possible and the decks 
cleared for the new attack. 

Writers are always thinking of new ways, new 
methods. The outstanding example Is Henry James. His 
works show three different manners of writing, from the 
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comparative limpidity of hi3 youth to the complicated, 
involved style of his late maturity, that became a subject 
for humor and parody. Someone has cleverly said that 
there was James the First, James the Second, and the Old 
Pretender. And Wells, who deeply respected James, earned 
his undying displeasure by comparing the later Jamesian 
style to a hippopotamus trying to pick up a pea. I 
mention these things as an illustration that changes in 
manner, in approach, in style of presentation, occur on 
even the highest levels of writing. 

I did not imagine that I could produce any novel 
like Bennett's The Old Wives' Tale, or Wells's Tono-Bungay, 
or Swinnerton's Nocturne. But to the extent of my own 
ability I wanted to write a much more serious novel than 
I had yet written. Cloudily at first, but with ever more 
instant clarity, certain characters kept appearing before 
my mind's eye. A mature couple who lived in the poverty 
that tries to pass for frugality, suddenly inherits great 
and completely unexpected wealth. What they do with it, 
especially what it does to them, was the story that now 
came to me like a forbidden tryst. At the absolutely 
earliest moment I must get to that task* Already I began 
to make notes of character traits, appearance, mannerisms. 
I did not confide my idea to my wife. She might have 
cautioned me, and rightly, against divided attention. But 
intruding ideas, fugitive suggestions, even the merest 
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notion, are grist to the writer. They may be useful at 
some future time. That is one of the reasons some writers 
keep journals or diaries. Bennett, for one, not only kept 
a journal, but for some years he privately printed extracts 
from it and sent little books as Christmas greetings to 
his friends. The record of his ideas, observations, the 
number of thousands of words written at a given time, were 
both an inspiration and a reproach to less industrious 
writers. 

Together those three—Bennett, Wells and Swinner-
ton—seemed to me to be carrying on the long-lived tradition 
of English letters. Strikingly different though they were 
from each other, each in his own way was a weighty con-
tributor. There were many others, of course, like John 
Galsworthy, Conrad, Ford, Hay Sinclair—all in high 
productivity. Hay Sinclair, an old friend, was in London 
when we first arrived. By June 3he had gone out to her 
peculiar summer home, which i*as a bedroom and a sitting 
room in a country inn. For her writing she took in 
addition a one room cabin perhaps a hundred yards from 
the inn. She pressed us to visit her and, when we came, 
she simply took an additional room in the inn. The county, 
if I am correct, was Gloucestershire. At all events, it 
was a short drive from Broadway, a.town which I know is 
in Gloucestershire. The houses, all beautiful, were built 
of stone, with colorful gardens about them. Among the 
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summer residents were Mary Anderson, a once famous 
American actress who had max'ried a millionaire, and J, M. 
Barrie, the favorite author of so many of his contemporaries, 
whose Peter Pan still has and probably long will have 
revivals on our stage. 

May Sinclair had no car of her own but for the 
purpose of driving us about she hired a car and chauffeur 
and for two or three days we toured Gloucester and 
Warwickshire. 

For Miss Sinclair to take that much time off when 
she was in the niidst of a novel, partook of the incredible. 
She was the most painstaking and meticulous writer I knew. 
Her second draft of any book was like a painting. She 
drew every letter so clearly that no one could mistake it. 
It was a kind of print, and I believe compositors could set 
type from it as easily as from a typewritten copy. She 
did her re-writing while making this clear copy, and it-
matched the clarity of her thought. Her novels never 
achieved the great popularity of certain of her contempo-
raries, but some of them were serialized in the Atlantic. 
That was the kind of public they appealed to. Though 
herself unmarried, her books were much preoccupied with 
criticizing the marriages of her characters with an 
incisiveness and acerbity that lingered with the readers. 
Generally speaking, the wives got the worst of it, and 
that no doubt accounted for her limited popularity. To 
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writers like Wells or Ford she ivas an austere virgin who 
was chiefly concerned with morality. 

Ford Maddox Foi'd was no longer living in Violet 
Hunt's house in Kensington. That pail' was now separated. 
The mating habits of the Trobriand Islanders were no more 
curious than the mating habits of certain of my \-rriting 
friends. Ford was now living in the country in a tiny 
cottage with a young Australian woman who painted little 
pictures. How, why and when all this had come about I 
did not presume to inquire. Nor did I ask to see the 
marriage certificate. Ford pressed us to come out and 
visit hin and we spent the weekend in that tiny place, the 
guest room of which was reached by a ladder. It was a 
very different matter from the gracious house of Violet 
Hunt. But the couple was happy and I could only conclude 
that genius suffers from a periodic urge to renew its 
youth. The conditions of life were primitive, but there 
was a nightingale singing in the garden. Possibly Ford 
needed the nightingale more than the comforts. 

In one of his biographical books he describes 
how his grandfather, Ford Haddox Brown, the Victorian 
historical painter and intimate of Dante Gabriel Rosetti, 
directed his education toward becoming a genius. Not 
everybody's grandfather can do that, nor does every such 
grandson produce the desired result. But Ford undeniably 
had a touch of genius and many talents. He was a fine 
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stylist. He was perhaps the best collaborator for Joseph 
Conrad to be had in England. He founded the English 
Review, which for a time wa3 an important influence in 
English letters. He wrote some beautiful poetry, and he 
was a distinguished novelist. He lacked only the commercial 
talent that would have made him a popular success. He 
seemed always to be hard up. When I was with Collier's 
I cabled him an assignment to go to Rome for us and write 
an article about a Papal inauguration. He was himself a 
Catholic. Ily impression is, we paid him one hundred and 
fifty pounds for it. He always spoke with gratitude of 
that assignment. 

During the visit at his cottage, he showed me 
the manuscript of a novel. I cannot recall its title, but 
I believe it antedated the series of post-war novels 
beginning with Some Do Hot. I was amazed at the 
resemblance to Henry James. "If I didn't know it was yours," 
I told him "I might have sworn Henry James had written it." 
He seemed confused and murmured, "Well, we had the same 
masters." Doubtless, that was true. In the 90's of the 
preceding century, Henry James was not the only English 
speaking novelist who had discovered the Russian writers, 
notably Turgenev, and the French giant, Gustave Flaubert. 
But that particular manuscript did not remind me of either 
Turgenev or Flaubert, but only of Henry James. I do not 
know whether it was ever published. Hot having been an 
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assiduous reader of Ford, I am not familiar with all of 
his work. But that series of World War novels, Some Do 
Not, and No More Parades, A Man Could Stand Up, and Last 
Post, I have read. To me they are far ahove any of his 
other work, with the exception of some of his poetry. 
Whoever were or were not his masters, he had found himself 
in these novels. And for the most part they rank high 
among the fiction of their time. 

Ford's weakness was his too great zeal to go 
"modern." Perhaps it was his English Review experience 
that gave him the habit of "discovering" young talents 
until it became an obsession. It began, I think, with 
Ezra Pound. He also claimed D. H. Lawrence. Later, when 
I saw him in Paris, a year or two after that country 
visit, he was editing a little advance guard magazine to 
which Ernest Hemingway was a contributor. Him, too, Ford 
claimed to have discovered. His young woman, who was 
still painting little pictures, was, so he said, creating 
a new school of painting. All his geese had to be 
incontinently converted into swans. Perhaps that was one 
way by which he sought to rejuvenate himself and discover 
"young talent" in his own brain. In a sense and to a 
degree he succeeded. But the process, as one watched it, 
was a trifle ridiculous. After he came to the United 
States I used to see him at times at Theodore Dreiser's 
lively evening parties. And to hear a dignified veteran 
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of English letters address every woman as "darling," 
because that was the silly vogue of the moment, was a 
little nauseating. 

It was Ford who told me the story about Henry 
James and the two old ladies as his own personal experience. 
Ford once took two quite old ladies, passionate admirers 
of the master, to call on Henry James at Rye, Afterwards, 
when he saw James again, he apologized for taking up his 
time. Henry, always courteous, reassured him, then added 
reflectively: 

"One of the wantons was not without a certain 
languishing grace." Had I told this story as an experience 
of Ford's to some of his contemporaries they would have 
smiled and shaken their heads. Somehow he had acquired 
among them a reputation for inaccuracy. Even people like 
Wells, or Rebecca West, would have registered doubt, and 
Rebecca is the soul of generosity. 

Earlier, I have spoken of meeting her directly 
after the Armistice of World War I. She was then in her 
early twenties and exceedingly attractive. I have never 
been good at remembering women's eyes. Hers, I believe, 
were dark brown and singularly luminous. She gave an 
impression of warm vitality and unfailing vivacity. 
During our stay in London, when my wife met her for the 
first time, I asked her whether she thought Rebecca West 
was pretty. "No," she answered "not pretty. She is 
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beautiful." Her conversation was a delight. She was 
probably the most brilliant woman conversationalist I have 
ever met. At the time I first met her she had already 
published two books: The Return of the Soldier, the romance 
of a man whom the concussions of war had thrown back to 
the personality of his early youth, and a brief study, 
for a popular series, of the life and work of Henry James. 
That little book is now before me and I see the date of 
the inscription by the author was December 24, 1918. 

Much has been written concerning Henry James 
since then. But her brief study still seems to me 
permeated with a freshness, a charm and a penetrating 
critical judgment I do not recall in any other work on 
Henry James, at least, not in that combination. She has 
occasion to defend the novel of ideas, though admitting 
that most of that species are bad, And is not the reason 
for that, she submits, because "the majority of people 
reserve passion for their personal relationships and 
therefore never 'feel' an idea with the sensitive fingertips 
of affection?" Of certain Victorian works, as for 
instance, the novels of Mrs. Humphrey Ward, she declares 
that they "are no more matter for criticism than a pair 
of elastic-sided boots." Her book abounds in phrases like 
that. She and I were once discussing a man we both liked 
who was noted for his many amours. 

"You musn't think he's polygamous," she said. 
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"What would you call him?" I asked her. 
"I would say he is progressively monogamous." 
01 Thomas Carlyle she said that his sentences 

were confused disasters, like railway accidents. Con-
cerning Herbert Spencer's style she said that he "wrote 
as though he were the offspring of two Times leaders," 
(editorials). She si>oke in that way always, without 
effort and as though she was hardly aware of her phrasing. 

One cannot help wondering what Henry James 
would have said had he lived to read her book about him. 
With her diamond-pointed phrases, she shreds that great 
reputation into glittering small fragments. He was 
commonly held to be a great literary critic. The twenty-
odd year young woman, however, found him to be "entirely 
lacking in that necessary element of great criticism, the 
capacity for universal reference." Hi3 Partial Portraits 
she describes as "footnotes to the obvious." Not that 
she denies his genius. Washington Square was a work of 
"great genius." It took him, she declares, another ten 
years to produce work of comparable quality. Al^together 
her little book is a delight. Since then we have come to 
know her as an outstanding English writer and an outstand-
ing English journalist. She was a sought after journalist 
quite early in her career. Once, when I gave a dinner 
during that spring season after Sicily, so that Sinclair 
Lewis might meet II. G. Wells, the writer he most admired, 
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Rebecca West could not come. A journalistic assignment 
that would bring her a few pounds kept her away. She was 
still a journalist. There were long spaces between her 
novels, but recently she published The Fountain. Overflows, 
one of her finest novels. Journalism, so often the 
enemy of style, has failed to rob her of any of her 
distinction. 

At times when we saw her at parties, she was, 
as usual, the brightest spot in the gathering. She is 
happily married now and writing with increasing rather 
than diminishing energy. When we saw her during a recent 
visit to England, she v/as almost her old self, which means 
her young self. 

Our time in London was drawing to a close. 
There were those magazine articles to be written. Besides, 
there was the pull of the new idea for the "big" novel 
that was already germinating. I had easily two years 
labor ahead of me urgently pressing to be done. The 
need to get to work became as insistent as had been the 
need for a holiday the previous autumn. To be working in 
my own room, at my own desk, appeared as the highest bliss. 
As the weather grew hotter, the Connecticut farm grew 
ever dearer and more alluring. Our son's fcccent in the 
English school to which we had sent him had become so 
completely Anglicized, we were troubled lest he should 
encounter ridicule when he returned to an American school. 
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Toward the end of June we eagerly set our faces homeward. 
We took an American ship, manned by an American crew. By 
the time we were two days out of Southampton, not a trace 
of Hal's English accent remained. Adaptation to environment 
has been a mighty force in evolution, and the prize 
adapters are children. After all our European and 
cosmopolitan wanderings, the three of us were almost aching 
to return to our little version of IMn Street. 



WORKS AND DAYS 

The Greek singer Hesiod's best known poem is 
"Works and Days." Hesiod described in it his daily life 
and tasks, plus some fable, some allegory, a little 
personal history, a little gossip. Most of life can be 
broken down under those headings and summed up under 
"works and days." 

I have already expressed my gratitude to 
Connecticut. Upon our return from Europe I doubly blessed 
it. It was home. The rolling hills, the stone fences 
separating field from field, meadow from meadow, all this 
was like a symbol of the prevailing character among the 
natives. 

"What's mine is mine, and you keep out," those 
fences seemed to say. "I'll not interfere in your affairs 
and don't you interfere in mine." 

Every denizen of Connecticut comes to respect 
that philosophy and lives it. In a class report on the 
twenty-fifth anniversary of my graduation from Harvard 
College, the class secretary wrote of me: 

"Of the very small group of literary men in the 
class, he is probably the one who has stuck most con-
sistently to writing, and seems to be the only member of 
the class who would be described as an established novelist." 

Bless Roger Ernst, most faithful, most thorough 
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of class secretaries. He is gone now, passed away after 
our fiftieth reunion. The class has established a scholar-
ship in his name. Roger Ernst would not wish for a 
finer monument. 

Established novelist or not, I certainly stuck 
to writing. There was nothing else I wished to do, 
nothing else I could do. 

riy first novel, The Captain of His Soul, 
published in 1914, 1 had almost forgotten. That and the 
two travel books, The Ideal Italian Tour and London— 
An Intimate Picture, published in 1911 and 1913 respectively, 
seemed to be so far behind me I could barely remember them 
without an effort. The years of the Great War and the 
constant pressure of editing an illustrated weekly during 
war time, seemed to obliterate all other years. 

Upon my return from Europe after the war's end, 
as I have said, I embraced the trade of the writer in 
earnest. The first novel of that period was Fire of Youth. 

Herbert Jenkins, a member of the firm of Little 
Brown and Company of Boston, used to come into my office 
at Collier's, now and then offering me the serial rights 
of some of the novels his firm published. Some of them 
I bought and others, by far the majority, I declined. 
That seemed to make no difference to Jenkins. In editorial 
offices he often discerned potential writers, future 
novelists. He thought he discerned some such possible 
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prospect in me. He wanted me to promise that the first 
novel I wrote would be submitted to his firm, I promised. 
It is easy to promise books one hasn't written. But that 
was not the only reason. Little Brown and Company was 
one of the most distinguished firms among publishers, and 
one of the most successful. It was said that the trade, 
that is, the booksellers, would order blindly, before 
publication, as many as five thousand copies of any novel 
with the Little Brown imprint. In those days that was a 
large number for a firm to receive in advance orders from 
the booksellers. 

So the three novels, Fire of Youth, The Man Who 
Lived in a Shoe and The Enchanted Garden were published by 
Little Brown in fairly rapid succession. The monetary 
results were not princely, but in our simple Connecticut 
way they spelled a livlihood. 

The Man Who Lived in a Shoe, though it was the 
romance of a diletante touched with scholarship, a book 
lover and in a modest way a book collector, yet somehow 
it had found favor with a larger public than any previous 
book of mine. Carl Brandt, my literary agent at that time, 
had actually sold the serial rights to Woman's Home 
Companion for several thousand dollars, and came within 
an ace of selling the motion picture rights for even more. 
There was the English edition, published by tshe enter-
prising firm of Hodder and Stoughton, Ltd., the reprint 
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rights in America—altogether the goose hung high. 
It was very natural and sensible on the part of 

my agent to urge me at once to get to work on a new novel 
in the category or manner of The Man Who Lived in a Shoe. 
An agent proposes, but a stubborn author disposes. Having 
written that particular book I simply could not bring myself 
to write another like it. I knew there were some authors 
who were able to write the same story over and over, with 
very slight change in plot and new names for the characters. 
But essentially their stories were repetitions—to their 
great profit and financial benefits. I, however, was not 
able to do that. Having written that story, my mind 
rebelled at even thinking in the same mode. I wanted to 
write something entirely different, yet not even remotely 
resembling the preceding book- • 

In proof of that, The Enchanted Garden, which 
followed The Han Who Lived in a Shoe, was very far from a 
bibliophile's library. It's scene was a Pacific island. 
The answer of the public wa3 immediate. Though the 
publisher's advance was higher, that was based on the 
sales of the previous book. The income as a whole from 
this book was less than half earned by its predecessor. 
Perhaps that should have been a lesson to the author? 

This author, however, had that strange new bee 
in his bonnet—of writing a serious novel. He did not for 
a moment pretend that he was in the same class with Arnold 
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Bennett, H. G. Wells, or John Galsworthy. But from his 
point of view those were the writers worth emulating, ox* 
at least trying to emulate. 

The preparation for the opus were so elaborate, 
they took a great deal of time. A variety of detail was 
filling notebooks. Character sketches of principal charac-
ters. A diary for the chief protagonist and one or two 
other prominent characters. All this took time, meanwhile 
expenses continued. Taxes had to be met and the family 
must eat. 

Connecticut can be cold in winter and the roads 
in our farming region were not very good, after a heavy 
snowfall, often impassable. We usually took a couple of 
rooms in some small hotel during the worst part of the 
winter. Moving about, removal, is always very disturbing 
to a writer in the midst of a piece of work. It takes 
some time, in the New England phrase, to get one's claws 
into the carpet. By way of ao&imatizing myself, I decided 
to start a mystery story. I had never written one. Any-
way, I should be working instead of idly brooding. 

The tale went like a house afire. It was 
literally dashed off. It seemed to require no thought, 
nothing but a sort of semi-immersed day dreaming. In a 
few weeks it was finished. I had no intention of publish-
ing it. By the time it was done I felt I could resume 
work on the novel. I kept out of the way of my agent. But 
inevitably we ran into each other. 
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"What have you been doing lately?" Carl Brandt 
searched my face for evidence of guilt, very easy to find 
in the face of a writer who had been idling. 

"Oh," I said lightly, "I've been scribbling a 
mystery tale»" 

"May I see it?" 
"It isn't typed. I have no intention of trying 

to publish it. I only wanted to see if I could write one." 
Carl looked at me quizzically. There is some-

thing fishy about a professional writer who wishes to 
abstain from publication. 

"I'll tell you what I'll do," said Carl. "Let 
me have it and I'll get it typed, so that I can read it. 
If I sell it I'll charge you for the typing. If not, it 
will cost you nothing." 

That sounded fair enough. It was an easy way 
of getting ray pencil script typed free of cost. I agreed. 
Then I dismissed it from my mind. Within something like 
a week or ten days the story which I had hastily entitled 
Guilt, had been typed, read by the agent, and sold to a 
magazine for serialization. The price was not large, but 
it was a substantial help toward the winter's expenses. 
Now that it was a magazine serial, the agent unhesitatingly 
sent It to my regular publishers, Little Brown and Company. 
I went back to the novel with a somewhat more cheerful 
spirit and a lighter heart. 
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Now that the mystery novel was going into print, 
now that someone had paid money for it, new values began 
to exfoliate from it like leaves in springtime. It was 
not an ordinary mystery, (Ordinary stories are invariably 
written by other people, not by ourselves.) It had a 
psychological denouement. Psychoanalysis was just begin-
ning to gain prominence in newspapers and in conversation. 
My story bordered on the psychoanalytic. No one had tried 
to do that before In a mystery story. By consequence it 
had a certain freshness. 

I still did not expect anyone to publish it in 
book form. For one thing, it was short, barely forty 
thousand words. In those days, at least in publisher's 
reckoning, a book was not a book unless it had at least 
seventy thousand words. And on precisely this ground 
Little Brown and Company refused the book. I did not care, 
since I never expected book publication from it. 

Nevertheless, when the agent offered the book 
to another firm and it wa3 immediately accepted, I found 
it easy to attribute the refusal by the Boston publisher 
to ultra-conservatism, and was glad to have the story 
published by someone else. Years later I still felt I 
was justified when Willard Huntington Wright, he who was 
"Philo Vance," declared in an essay prefatory to a collec-
tion of mystery tales, that my story, Guilt, was the 
first psychoanalytic mystery published in the United States. 
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I returned to my novel with renewed energy. 
Sinclair Lewis, whose Main Street had been published a year 
or so earlier, was going, as they say, great guns. Main 
Street was a serious novel and there seemed to be no end 
to its success. I used to drop in at times to see his 
publisher, Alfred Harcourt. As a friend, I had an interest 
in the success of Alfred's publishing house, Harcourt 
Brace and Company, and also in the success of Lewis. At 
one period Lewis and I frequently lunched together and 
talked of literary ambitions. To write Plain Street 
Lewis had staked all his savings and took whatever time 
was needed to make his serious effort. 

After the book had been out some weeks I recall 
asking Alfred Harcourt how it was doing. In almost a 
mysterious whisper Alfred, bending toward me, said: 

"I believe we shall sell twenty thousand." 
That would have spelled success. The actual 

sale, I learned some years later, was three hundred and 
eighty-four thousand copies J I can honestly say, however, 
that ray desire to write a successful serious novel had 
very little of any mercenary taint in it. I simply felt 
the time had come for me to be serious. 

The firm that had published the mystery story, 
Guilt, in the diplomatic phrase, made representations to 
my agent that my next full length novel should be submitted 
to them. They quite truthfully explained that in a forty 
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thousand word mystery, that is no runaway best seller, 
there is very little profit for the publisher. I saw their 
point. I did not like to leave Little Brown, but, after 
all, they had refused Guilt, xirhich the other publisher 
had accepted gladly. 3o with pangs of regret I left the 
Boston house and became an author on a wholly new and 
very different list. 

Horace Idveright, something of a gambler, did 
nothing by halves. He even offered to publish a collec-
tion of the Mediterranean travel articles I had written 
for Harper1s and other magazines, colored illustrations 
and all. So it came about that in a single year I 
published three books, a mystery, a travel book, and a 
serious novel. 

Probably most of us have met authors who say 
they never read reviews of their own books. I never reply 
or comment upon such a statement. Possibly it is true. 
But I, for ray part, certainly never made any such claim. 
Many reviews are merely condensations of the publisher's 
blurb on the jacket. Many are not worth reading for other 
reasons. But I read them all, and among them, here and 
there is a review that may bring you a surge of exultation 
or one that may make you sink your head. 

The reviews of my novel, Sudden Wealth, were 
mixed, notably those in American newspapers. But almost 
all were somewhat facetious. Wha£*—a sudden inheritance 



373-

of great wealth produced perplexities and problems and 
even unhappiness? The general attitude seemed to be, 
"Only lead me to those millions and never mind the troubles." 
In England the book was published by Jonathan Cape and 
there it fared better. Arnold Bennett, to whom the 
publishers had sent a copy, called it "a remarkable book." 
Others, too, were complimentary. But neither in America 
nor in Britain were the sales overwhelming. It sold out 
its printing in both countries, but no one demanded new 
editions. It was a sobering experience. 

Many a writer has stoutly declared that great 
popularity means nothing to him. Rather it is a detriment. 
Possibly they believe in the sincerity of their words. As 
for me, I have never felt quite that way. If a writer is 
to live by his work, his books must sell. He may write 
with the style of Walter Pater. But if no one will read 
him he writes in vain. Besides, by virtue of some of my 
previous books I had already enjoyed a certain degree of 
popularity. The obvious course was to return to the kind 
of novels my agent had urged me to write, something like 
The Man Who Lived in a Shoe. That, however, seemed 
impossible to me. I must think the situation through. 

In the meanwhile I did what I could by means of 
articles, a short story or two, book reviewing, odd jobs 
of that sort, to keep myself busy. But like the fox with 
the Spartan boy, the problem kept gnawing at my vitals. 
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I even made a hurried trip abroad. In those days a trip 
overseas still seemed a panacea for all ills. My problem, 
however, remained unsolved. Another thing I was con-
cerned about was the sales of motion picture rights of 
some of my books. The Man Who Lived in a Shoe, for 
instance, had actually drawn some offers, but the agent 
who was handling it, (not Carl Brandt) had bungled the 
matter and the rights remained unsold. 

I attempted to make the sale myself. The New 
York story editor of Paramount had expressed some interest, 
then he seemed to forget about it. This blowing hot and 
cold was exasperating. In a burst of unaccustomed bravado 
I informed him that the day would come when he would be 
only too eager to take up an idea of mine. "Do you happen 
to have such an idea now?" he queried with a quite 
unexcited smile. 

"Yes," I told him. "I have. It is a story based 
on the Pony Express. It's terrifically exciting." 

"Why don't you write out a couple of pages of 
outline and let me see it?" he suggested mildly. 

"Perhaps I shall," I retorted and left him. I 
returned to my so-called farm and forgot all about my 
"big idea." It had popped into my head suddenly because 
I had to tell the man something;. Years earlier, when I 
was buying fiction for Collier's, I had suggested to 
Charles E. Van Loan to try writing' either a serial or a 



375-

series of short stories ahout the Pony Express. He refused 
because it required what he called research, namely the 
reading of a few books. "Why don't you do it yourself?" 
he demanded. But at that time I was not writing, I was 
urging others to write. 

Two days after my interview with the story editor 
I received a long distance call from him. Would I please 
come into the Paramount office the following day and bring 
my Pony Express outline. His voice was urgent. 

I begged off for that day and suggested the day 
after. But I went into New York immediately, and began to 
read voraciously all that I could find on the Pony Express, 
I took notes as best I could and scribbled an outline of 
three or four pages. On my way to the Paramount office I 
had it typed by a public stenographer. 

In the office of Paramount the atmosphere was 
entirely changed. The story editor's brows were knitted. 
His air of leisure was gone. He looked at my outline 
hastily and disappeared in an inner office. He was there 
for some time. Finally he emerged. 

"They will see you in a few minutes," he said. 
Who "they" were I did not know. In almost no time I was 
shown into a private office. There I discovered that 
"they" consisted of Jesse Lasky, Walter Wanger, a director, 
James Cruze, and a script writer. The tenor of our 
conversation I can barely remember. The drumming in my 
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ears I suppose drowned out most of it. The long and the 
short of it was that Paramount was buying the idea for 
Cruze, as a follow up to the Covered Wagon, and that I 
should have to go to Hollywood for at least three months 
to write the story while the scenarist was making a 
"shooting script" of it. 

The truth is, Paramount had found itself un-
prepared for the great success of The Covered Wagon. Now 
they had an entire unit, director, producer and all, in 
instant need of a theme and a story with which to follow 
it up. The theme of the Pony Express, however wobbly my 
first outline of it, struck them as possible material. 
The price they contracted to pay was not of a size studios 
later paid for stories. But at the moment it removed the 
necessity of planning a next book, brought some much 
needed income quickly, and also an expense-paid trip to 
the fabled El Dorado Hollywood was then supposed to be. 
We closed our house in Connecticut, took our son out of 
school and left for Los Angeles almost immediately. 

The four months we spent in Hollywood in a rented 
house gave us oddly the effect of living in a camp. 
Hollywood was still an unfinished town, with many vacant 
spaces. The Paramount studio was at Sunset Boulevard and 
Vine Street and, on the corner across the way was a vast 
empty lot. Many of the buildings seemed to be hastily run 
up and jerry-built. Somehow it produced the effect of a 
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boom town, a fair, and a mining camp all at once. 
The picture was written feverishly, the produc-

ing unit was already preparing the locations, and a few 
weeks after I left there the spectacle, with its hundreds 
of Indians and its horses, its stagecoaches, and its hell-
for-leather riders was already in production. Part of my 
contract was to novelize it, that is to write a novel 
carrying the plot and the chief ingredients of the story. 
Go that upon my return to Connecticut I would be immediately 
occupied. The writing of that novel took up six weeks of 
time. Al^jkogether the Hollywood adventure gave me some 
six months of respite from having to think about my next 
novel. 

The Pony ] express was published not by any of my 
regular publishers, but by a reprint house, Grosset and 
Dunlap. The reason I wished it to be published in that 
way is because a reprint house does not send out copies to 
critics and reviewers. I had no desire to submit this 
hastily composed western thriller to reviewers who had 
looked upon my previous novels as serious efforts. It 
contained "stills" or photographs from the motion picture 
and appeared simultaneously with the opening of the film. 
The rights of the book belonged to me. It was also 
published in England. Altogether it brought in far more 
income than either my serious or not so serious novels. 

Though that did not tempt me to become a movie 
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writer, it nevertheless gave some food for reflection. 
At any rate, I 3till had not started on the next novel. 
That summer and autumn, too, I was occupied with entering 
my son in a hoy's school, preparing him for the event, 
taking him to New Hampshire, spending some time there while 
he was getting acclimated, and, generally, keeping myself 
away from writing. I read hooks, I reviewed hooks, I 
wrote an occasional magazine article, hut still, in 
Hamlet's phrase, I was absenting myself from the felicity 
of writing a novel. Bu|r why? What was the secret? The 
secret was that I could not face starting another novel. 
I could not undertake a light or frivolous one. And my 
mind no less than my hand seemed paralyzed at the thought 
of a serious one. I even wrote a play which was produced 
privately at the McMillan Theater of Columbia University. 
But not even that started me in the direction of the next 
novel. 

Then came a series of events which seemed 
especially designed to change my life radically. A scarlet 
fever epidemic broke out in my son's school. Many of the 
boys came down with it and we immediately went up there. 
Our son was still on his feet, but when we asked him how 
he felt, he in turn asked: 

"How sick do you have to be before you go to bed?" 
He was immediately hospitalized in an infirmary 

already pretty full and soon was a mighty sick boy. We 
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stayed on for several weeks, his mother getting special 
permission to nurse him herself, as an aid to the over-
worked trained nurses. He recovered, fortunately, and 
resumed his classes, "but we were troubled. He began to 
grow fast and look thin and, in the New England phrase, 
peaked. It was decided that he was, in the old fashioned 
expression, "outgrowing his strength." 

In a few swift moves and actions we sold a 
cottage on our place, closed up our house for a year, made 
all the necessary arrangements for a prolonged absence, 
and left for Switzerland. In the small French-Swiss 
town of Vevey, where generations of American and foreign 
boys have gone to school, we entered our son with a proviso 
that he should be given only a modest amount of instruc-
tion, that his sojourn be regarded as a rest rather than 
a strenuous scholastic year. My wife and I took up 
residence in a small hotel near by, so that we could see 
our boy virtually every day. Possibly that enforced 
leisure would prove to be exactly what I needed to 
incubate and start that novel. 

So far as our son was concerned the move was a 
happy one. Since the school was small, he was needed on 
every team, squad and crew that school possessed. At 
first we refused to let him participate in the strenuous 
games and exercises. But since that depressed him, we 
finally agreed to let him participate in anything he wished. 
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He responded immediately. He became cheerful, even gay, 
rowed on a winning crew, played soccer, ice-hockey, tennis, 
and everything else that wa3 going. By the end of the 
school year he had put on twenty-five pounds in weight, 
took some college board entrance examinations at Geneva, 
passed them easily, including the equivalent of three years 
of high school French learned in that single year. 

It now began to look as though I should never 
start on that novel, When we returned home in June there 
were many other things to see to, many threads to be 
picked up, magazine articles to be done for the much-needed 
immediate cash, and to find a school for Hal where he could 
finish his college preparation, That school we luckily 
found within less than fifty miles from our home. It was 
the Kent School, established by Father Sill, an episcopal 
clergyman. It ranks as one of the best college preparatory 
schools in the country. Two years later Hal wa3 admitted 
to Harvard College from that school. 

It gave me a peculiar lift and pleasure to take 
my son up to Cambridge and to introduce him to the uni-
versity that has meant so much to me throughout life. 
The new houses, into one of which, Eliot House, Hal and 
his roommate moved, was a very different matter from my 
own Yard room heated by an open fire, to which I myself had 
carried the coal from a little bin in the cellar. The 
rooms in Eliot House were a suite of two bedrooms, a 
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living room, and a bathroom. How we used to shudder 
running through the cold halls and stairways to the showers 
in the cellar! Why we did not all get pneumonia is more 
than I can say, but somehow we survived. 



HARVARD AT TITj:: TURN OF THE CENTURY 

Harvard is to me still a magic word. Everyone 
who has been there unconsciously lowers his voice when he 
utters the word Harvard, and assumes a shade of humility, 
for feat of betraying his pride. 

What it is like now after a half a century of 
change I cannot say, but at the turn of the century, when 
I was a student, it seemed to me the ultimate on this 
continent in character and scholarship. If I was wrong 
it mattered little, for such things are as much in the eye 
of the beholder as beauty itself. 

Yet it was by no means a bed of roses for me and 
very far from being a primrose path. The anount of effort 
I had put into getting there might have brought to some 
wealth and treasures. But a.3 for me I wanted neither. 
Eingleminded and unswerving, I directed all the drive 
within me to that unique goal. I could not even think of 
failure. Either my imagination was rudimentary or abso-
lutely concentrated. Harvard was the university for me. 
To Harvard I must go and to Harvard I went. 

My total cash resources when I arrived in 
Cambridge consisted of $80, saved in three years of hard 
labor. Being a reader of Thomas Hardy, (whom nobody reads 
today) with an unforgettable impression of Jude the 
0 scure, I looked for the towers and spires of Harvard to 
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parallel those of Oxford, but of towers and spires there 
were virtually none. Eighteenth century Georgian brick 
had to supply the romance. 

Grouped around the trim lawns of the Yard, 
gray paths cutting it into geometrical patterns, those 
buildings were simple enough in all conscience. But to 
me their simplicity was salient, special and mysterious, 
carrying a secret message down the centuries. There, in 
the building called Hollis, had lived Emerson, Thoreau, 
and I don't know what other giants, who had made New 
England shine across the oceans. They had been students 
here, even as I, treading these stairs, walking those 
paths, eager and hungry and thoughtful even as I. The 
message of this serene academic little world seemed to be, 
"Nothing is here held back from you, provided you can 
take it." The place had a soul. 

In Vanity Fair I remember reading how the 
adventurous Becky Sharp and her husband, Rawdon Crawley, 
contrived to live on nothing a year. To me that seemed no 
trick at all. The $80 I brought quickly evaporated in a 
few necessary purchases, since we were obliged to furnish 
our own rooms. A small grant that the college had made 
to me on the basis of my examination mark took care of 
tuition and the first term bill. All I had to do in 
addition to ray studies was to earn my board, my rent, 
and whatever incidentals were indispensably necessary. 
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When I went to see the Dean my knees, I still 
remember, quaked somewhat. Wasn't that after all an 
impertinence to throw oneself on the college when one had 
so little to go on? I felt confident enough that I could 
make my way. But why should the college share that 
feeling? Very soon I saw that the college, in the person 
of the Dean, actually outdid me in confidence. 

Wot for nothing was Le Baron Russell Briggs the 
most famous dean Harvard College ever had. His homely, 
spontaneous courtesy and all but limitless kindness, out-
shone anything in the way of a college officer I had ever 
met or could imagine. He was at once paternal without 
sternness and maternal without sentimentality. The 
Quakers hold that there is that of God in each of us. In 
him the benign consideration of every human being really 
suggested some such exalted quality. When he had settled 
me near his desk and made me feel at home he asked in the 
tone of the kindest of family physicians: 

"Tell me frankly, how much money have you?" 
That was the question I had dreaded and I was 

prepared to assure him that I could work hard and was 
sure to earn more. But it was unnecessary. His gentle 
gaze was also penetrating. He knew all that. To no one 
but myself had my coming- here been a tremendous adventure 
and undertaking. To mo one else but Dean Briggs. Some 
sixth sense, a highly delicate perceptiveness, enabled him 
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to read a student's mind and heart, to sympathize with 
his struggles, to sorrow for his failures. 

"We're in luck," he said when I had mentioned my 
$80. "The college librarian has just told me he has a 
job for someone three evenings a week. It doesn't pay 
much, but it runs throughout the college year. You've 
had some library experience, haven't you? You will be 
able to read and study there, at least part of the time. 
A very auspicious beginning don't you think so?" In that 
brief colloquy all my life had changed. It was on another 
level, on a higher plane. He had promoted me to a higher 
degree of confidence in myself. Indeed it was no longer 

« 

mere confidence. It was f^fk* 
To say that I walked on air would be a trite 

figure and inexpressive. More useful than walking on air 
was a well-spring, a little private fountain of ecstasy, 
that bubbled up, and throughout my sojourn there it 
virtually never left me. For my strong desire to be there 
was largely based on the teachers with whom I wished to 
work, on the books bearing their names which I had read, 
and only in a lesser degree upon the prestige of the 
university itself. 

Students of psychology today can hardly realize 
how relatively new the science was half a century ago, and 
how thrilling such a text as that of William James made 
the subject. Classical psychology may amuse the present-day 
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student. But the pages of William James made it literature 
as well as psychology. Perhaps some day the Freudians will 
produce literature. But they will have to go far to equal 
the pages of James's Principles of Psychology or Varieties 
of Religious Experience. Long before I came to Harvard 
I had passages of, or even whole pages of, the "principles" 
by heart. 

The entire chapter on habit is a little American 
classic. The last half-dozen pages I knew by heart long 
before I went to Harvard. Over the cancellation machines 
in the Chicago Post Office where I had worked, or in the 
long corridors of the Newberry Library on Sundays, I used 
to say some of the passages that rang in my head so 
enchantingly. 

"Habit is the enormous flywheel of society, it's 
most precious conservative agent. It alone is what keeps 
us all within the bounds of ordinance, and saves the 
children of fortune from the envious uprising of the poor... 
It keeps the fisherman and the deckhand at sea through the 
winter; it holds the miner in his darkness, and nails the 
countryman to his log cabin and his lonely farm through 
all the months of snoxv. " No such English prose appeared 
in textbooks, and seldom in any other books. No wonder 
President Eliot, when conferring an honorary degree upon 
William Jame3, cited him as a "master of style." He was 
perhaps the finest stylist living in America at the time, 
and possibly the finest human being besides. And he was 
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here at Harvard, whither I had come as a sort of eager 
postulant. 

Any day I could see him walking quickly along one 
of the gray geometrical paths in the Yard, his Oxford 
jacket open, hi3 belt gently dangling behind him. With a 
beard something like that in the familiar pictures of 
Charles Dickens, his face and head had something of an old 
world nobility that today we associate with such nineteenth 
century scholars and writers as Huxley, Wallace, Victor 
Hugo, Turgenev, and the whole race of that era's resounding 
names. Unassuming though he was, the aura of greatness 
clung about him unmistakably. He was no longer teaching 
in the college, but many an undergraduate flocked to hear 
him lecture on some of the varieties of religious experience, 
though most of us could hardly connect his remarks with 
current actuality. His books, however, were all the more 
influential with me now that I could see him in the flesh. 

"Let no youth," he wrote, "have any anxiety about 
the upshot of his education, whatever the line of it may 
be. If he keep faithfully busy each hour of the working 
day, he may safely leave the final result to itself. He 
can with perfect certainty count on waking up some fine 
morning to find himself one of the competent ones of his 
generation, in whatever pursuit he may have singled out." 

That was a gospel I could not resist. It 
supplemented so authoritatively the drive that had kept 
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me going almost blindly. Besides, I had thought of being 
someday both a physician and a writer. The physician was 
to be the breadwinner for the writer. But with devotion 
to one calling I need not provide for another. Also, four 
years more of self-support while going through the medical 
school lost its allure as time went on. One calling, if 
I wa3 single-minded, would be enough. So I bade goodbye 
to the old medical ambition dating to childhood and 
centered my attention on English literature and the 
practice of writing. 

Barrett Wendell was an academic name to conjure 
with. His meticulous English Composition was perhaps the 
most popular textbook on the subject at that time. Even 
before I went to Harvard I had read it with attention. 
But it had proved to be hard going. Those clear-looking 
pages in Oxford English about clearness, force, simplicity, 
etc., needed expounding by someone who could supply 
luminous examples of those sterling qualities. That some-
one, the Grand Inquisitor himself, wa3 here in person. 
One entered his class by a sort of competitive examination. 
That is, by submitting a piece of writing which his 
Rhadamanthine judgment accepted. Luckily I was one of 
those admitted. 

In all academic life, and certainly in the Harvard 
community, there was no one even remotely resembling 
Barrett Wendell. He was a sort of Back-Bay Elizabethan. 
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With his small well-trimmed Van Dyck beard, his grizzled 
hair, unimpeachable English clothes, gray spats, and an 
accent meant to be Oxford or at least British, he could 
rip out an oath that would have done credit to Poins, or 
Bardolph, or the ancient Pistol. The stories about him 
and his spicy sayings in a Tudor vocabulary were constantly 
passed about. If ever he met one of his students in the 
streets of Back-Bay Boston he never acknowledged any 
acquaintanceship, unless the student was himself of proper 
Bostonian Back-Bay origin. As 'Dean Briggs used to say, 
"B. Wendell does and says a hundred things one wishes he 
wouldn't. But he's a great teacher." It was true. 

Barrett Wendell was one of the most stimulating 
teachers I remember. He had two indispensable qualities: 
he expected the best from his students and he took them 
seriously. Painstakingly he marked their themes, discussed 
them, read them in class. It was impossible not to improve 
under his tuition. His old friends, clearness, force and 
elegance, came forward to do their duty. At least students 
learned to write correctly and to avoid the more ordinary 
errors and cliches. No one ever learned to write who did 
not already possess an aptitude when he came to a class 
or a teacher. In this study as in so many others education 
must be used in its literal sense of bringing or leading 
out. And Barrett, as his charges spoke of him, had the 
gift of bringing out what wa3 in them. In some respects 
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a very caricature of conventionality, he was nevertheless 
free of the shackling fears that silence most teachers. 
"My father," he once threw off, "was a very respectable 
merchant, but not the sort of a man you would want to 
invite to dinner." A classmate of mine wa3 wont to burlesque 
Wendell as inaugurating a course of study with the follow-
ing opening remarks: "Gentlemen, the instruction you are 
about to derive from this course will not be considerable. 
But—I am a gentleman, and the association is important." 
Nevertheless, everyone who worked under him for forty 
weeks or so writing short pieces daily, and longer pieces 
fortnightly, felt that he profited from Barrett Wendell's 
tuition. Where work was involved most of his quirks and 
crochets fell away and he was all searching sincerity and 
keen judgment. But of all the men I ever met no one gave 
a more distinct impression of being born out of his time. 
I have called him an Elizabethan. But the dramatists of 
Charles II's time would have found him no less assimilable. 

Dean Briggs, an even better teacher, was almost 
his exact antithesis. His judgment of writing was almost 
infallible, but he always contrived to criticise without 
stinging. The late Robert Benchley preserved a year's 
themes of his undergraduate days with all of Briggs's 
comments. He lent me the entire bundle and I wish I had 
them now. Some of the comments I remember are these: 
"This is as good as much that appeared in Judge; but it is 
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not very good." Another was: "The trouble with the word 
'meticulous' is that I always have to look in the dictionary 
to make sure it is not being misused." On a piece of 
writing of "Sdward Weeks, now Editor of the Atlantic, he 
noted: "A good story, but there is too much porch for the 
meeting house." 

To my lasting regret I never actually had a 
course under him. However, I saw him in other ways. In 
the kindness of his heart he used to invite me to his 
house, and to talk with him for more than a few minutes 
was always an experience. He seemed to be the embodiment 
of sheer goodness. One evening in Hovember of my first 
year, I was sitting in front' of my fireplace (the only 
source of heat), when I heard a knock on the door. I 
thought it was another student who saw the glow through the 
window of my first floor room and was coming in to join 
the two or three others for warmth, "Come in!" I sang out, 
but the door did not open. I got up and opened it. To 
my astonishment I saw Dean Briggs in the dim gaslight. In 
almost a whisper he said: "Mrs. Briggs and I would be very 
glad if you can take Thanksgiving dinner with us. It will 
be at one o'clock." Even as I stammered my acceptance and 
thanks he smiled, nodded and vanished from the entry. A 
classmate of mine wrote this verse: 

"Of all the sprightly figures that adorn the 
college scene 
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The most supremely genial is our own beloved 
Dean. 

He'll kick you out of college, and he'll never 
shed a tear, 

But he does it so politely that it's music to 
the ear." 

Time and again during the half-century since 
graduation I have met contemporaries and sooner or later 
our talk drifted to Dean Briggs. "Did I know the Dean? 
I knew him as probably nobody else knew him. Fact is, 
there was a special bond between us." That was what we 
all felt—that there was a special bond between him and 
ourselves. So rich was the store of his humanity that 
everyone who drew on it came to believe that he had all 
of it. We all had a special bond. Many a gray and gray-
ing head even after several decades cannot think of him 
without emotion. 

Perhaps his exact antithesis among the faculty 
was Professor George Santayana. The Department of 
Philosophy of that era is commonly spoken of as a Galaxy. 
If that i3 what it was, Santayana was doubtless one of 
its brightest stars. So great was his fame when he was 
still in his thirties, one felt obliged to take some 
course with him, for fear of overlooking genius in broad 
daylight. The course in which I enrolled was called the 
Philosophy of History. I remember no single idea gleaned 
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from it, not so much as a syllable of its content. But 
Santayana I remember even today with singular vividness. 

With a suggestion of olive tint to his skin, his 
moderate mustache, his excellently cut and expensive 
clothes, he came as near being the glass of fashion as 
anyone in the university. He was handsome, aristocratic, 
quiet, and cool. One could not imagine him embracing any 
cause ardently. One could not imagine him embracing 
anything or anyone. "Nothing to excess," was his obvious 
motto. One never heard of any intimate friends of his. 
Intimacy, ardor, these were not in his makeup. His voice 
was striking for clearness and purity. To hear him 
lecture for an hour was an aesthetic experience. The 
silvery voice, the perfect phrases, impeccable sentences, 
so well-ordered, so mellifluous, all these fell in a 
pleasant harmony upon the ear, a soothing music for the 
spirit. It scarcely mattered what he said. One only 
wanted him to go on saying it. His materialistic outlook 
was less apparent then% It has emerged since, but it was 
already showing. Someone has flippantly summed up 
Santayana's philosophy in these brief words: "There is no 
God, but Mary is His mother." At the time I was his 
student, however, nothing so definite could have been said 
about his philosophy. 

Once after an evening party in the house of 
Professor Hugo Hunsterburg Santayana and I left the house 
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together. Though a mere undergraduate, I had been honored 
with an invitation owing to a letter I had brought to 
Professor Mu'nsterburg. Santayana asked me what I was 
chiefly interested in—whether it was psychology. I told 
him that I hoped to become a writer. 

"A writer? I have published five b o o k s h e 
said and his tone, one of disdain, conveyed that It did 
not mean very much. There was something chill and blase' 
about him. That was not what I wanted at the time. The 
struggle I was engaged in was too hard and intensive for 
cold analysis. What I needed most was encouragement. But 
if Santayana's motto could have been "Nothing excess," 
his philosophy would never have been that of the Good 
Samaritan. His way was always aloof. Persons, however, 
who visited him in the Roman convent that had been his 
home for many years before his death, found him in his 
eighties far more genial than ever he was in his thirties. 

A wholly different type of philosopher was the 
Californian Josiah Royce. To begin with Royce was an 
idealist. But before you came to his philosophy, there 
was the man. Just as Santayana was handsome, well-dressed 
and well-groomed, so Royce was homely, plain, a little 
slovenly, and generally, in appearance, insignificant. 
Yet he was one of the great philosophers of America. 
Universities vied in ironferring honorary degrees upon him. 
Ky own course with him had to do with Logic, but I am quite 
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sure I never carried away any logic from his lectures. 
He once asked me what I intended to do after graduation, 
when I told him I meant to write he said, "Well, there's 
plenty to write about." He was himself the author of many 
books. But he never spoke of them. His was an almost 
shrinking modesty. There was a story told about his 
coming face to face with Santayana in Madison Avenue in 
New York during an Easter recess. 

"Why, Mr. Eoyce," asked Santayana, "do I see 
you here when one block west on Fifth Avenue you can see 
all the galaxy of rank, fashion, and beauty?" 

"If you looked so much like a toad as I do," 
Royce is supposed to have answered, "you too would haunt 
the back streets." That this homespun American philosopher 
envied the aristocratic port of his handsome colleague 
strikes one as touching. Or perhaps it was more nearly a 
pure expression of humility. For his idealism approached 
closely to religion. Imperative he deemed only loyalty 
to the Great Community, that is, to the entire world of 
individuals. And that is no different" from the injunction 
to love one another. 

I dare|not allow myself to become too nostalgic. 
People prefer their own nostalgia. But the simple truth 
is Harvard at the time was a sort of enchanted garden, 
with wonders at every turn. To hear Professor George 
Herbert Palmer, for instance, lecture on Greek philosophy, 
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on the trial and death of Socrates, was an experience the 
veriest loafer could not resist. Short and slight though 
Palmer was, his voice seemed rich with wisdom and his 
eloquence had a quality that made one think of characters 
like Demosthenes and Cicero and Daniel Webster. 

Philosophy, however, was only one of my interests. 
Comparative literature had an almost equally luring 
fascination. Irving Babbitt was a great scholar and 
profoundly versed in French literature. He was the sworn 
foe of Jean Jacques Rousseau and the constant and devoted 
advocate of Sainte-Beuve, whom he regarded as the greatest 
of all literary critics and certainly the greatest of 
French critics. Professor Babbitt was steeped in French 
literature. He had probably the woi'st French accent of 
anybody I ever heard. Yet he knew a great deal of its 
literature, particularly its poetry, by heart. Notwith-
standing his versatility in the Romance languages he 
published a translation of Buddha's Dhammapada, or the 
Path of Wisdom, from the original Pali text. And Pali as 
we know is a form olose to Sanscrit. 

Professor Charles Grandgent, with whom I read 
the entire works of Dante, including the Latin texts, was 
so proficient in Italian that years later, in Florence, I 
was startled to see a placard announcing that a "Professore" 
Carlo Grandgent, was going to lecture there on Dante. 
Could it be that my former teacher had some Italian 
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relative? Very soon I learned that it was indeed 
Professor Charles Grandgent of Cambridge, Massachusetts, 
who lectured in Italian, in Florence, upon the city's 
greatest son, Dante Alighieri. 

Grandgent's predecessor as Harvard's great Dante 
scholar was Charles Eliot Norton. Norton was no longer 
teaching when I was in Cambridge, but his influence was 
still present. If as no more than a legend, he was still 
vaguely pervasive, like a perfume. Though some make fun 
of him as ultra-cultured, his was nevertheless the credit 
of doing more for American culture and letters than anyone 
else. Just as in America his friends had been Holmes, 
Lowell, and Longfellow, so in England they had been 
Carlyle, Ruskin, Edward Fitzgerald, and many of the other 
creators of English literature. Today they are little more 
than names. But when Norton was young they were the makers 
and shakers of the English-speaking world. At Christmas 
time most students went home. But of the newcomers 
those who stayed in Cambridge were invited for an evening 
at Shady Hill, the spacious old-fashioned home of Charles 
Eliot Norton. There was a collation, of course, and his 
daughters were the hostesses. But it was the old gentle-
man who was the center of awesome attraction, and one 
wished one could think what question to ask him. He knew 
so much. Not that anybody, excepting specialists, spent 
much time reading Ruskin or Carlyle, even in those days. 
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But Norton carried their aura. He had been their con-
temporary and friend. "Goose Norton came in today," 
begins one letter of the period (I think it was Fitz-
gerald's.) This immortal in evening dress came right out 
of the Valhalla of English letters and apostolically 
touched hands with a generation that wa3 soon to fly, a 
generation very remote from his kind of culture. 

But enchanted garden though Harvard was, one 
still had to eat. To earn enough money for even the most 
frugal living was a constant obligato that beat like a 
pulse beneath every other interest and thought. Now and 
then students came to me to be tutored, but there were 
better tutors than I. Besides, there was the "widow." 
By one of the inexplicable quirks of undergraduate thinking, 
a man named Nolan who had been an instructor at Harvard, 
had set up a tutoring school that could supply expert 
coaching in any course. Why he was known as the "widow 
Nolan" nobody could explain. But the slogan humorously 
associated with his prowess was, "Dead or drunk he'll put 
you through." "Through" meant through the examinations. 
The system then was very different from what it is today. 
President Charles W. Eliot had Introduced the elective 
system. Virtually any course, or isolated courses that 
pleased you, you were free to choose. So long as you 
passed in sixteen or seventeen such courses you were 
entitled to a degree. That was what was known as the 
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"cafeteria" style of learning. For those mature enough to 
know what they wanted it was an admirable plan. For the 
others it was confusing, if not bewildering. For me it 
was a paradise. Being slightly older than the majority 
of my classmates, I knew very clearly what I wanted. I 
wanted far more than I was allowed to take. Six courses 
was the limit in any one year, in any one term. That was 
the number I carried. 

Years later I met the man whom the Dean had 
named as my adviser. Jilvery student had an adviser. Mine 
was Dr. William Alan Melson, afterwards for many years 
the President of Smith College. Though an admirable person 
and a great scholar, he confined his "advising" me to one 
visit at his rooms and a brief general conversation. 
Jocularly I later charged him with neglect of duty as a 
Harvard student adviser. But this he denied. He saw, he 
maintained, that I knew what I wanted, that I had no 
tendency to pick snap courses simply to get by, and so he 
let me be. I could not prove that he was wrong. 

The time for graduation was drawing near. What 
I was going to do when I left Harvard I did not know. In 
a way departing from Harvard was like departing from life. 
This was but a sojourn all too brief, but this I knew— 
and it was wonderful. Outside Heaven might be waiting with 
gates ajar, but the other place was also a possibility. 
For a moment I was haunted by the fear of the outside 
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world that in academic, as well as in monastic life, is 
not unknown. I had not planned at any time to be a 
teacher. But nevertheless I went to see Barrett Wendell. 
My written work in his course had received commendation. 
Timidly I asked whether he would recommend me as a teacher. 

"No!" he blazed at me. "Anyone like you should 
not stay within academic walls. Go out into the world and 
fight." It was in his character to appear robust and 
slightly melodramatic, but he meant what he said. 

A more friendly and genial teacher and human 
being was Professor Charles Townsend Copeland, the "Copey" 
in the affections of generations of students. How we 
loved to hear him read ".Danny Deever" and "Boots" and 
"Gunga Din"I Copey had been a newspaper editor for some 
years before he settled doim in his celibate, academic 
life and became a beloved character at Harvardi I had 
spent many evenings in his rooms. 

With his slightly affected academic drawl Copey 
said: "Ho, my friend, plenty of time to shut yourself up 
in our cloisters. Go out into the world. See some life. 
Get some experience. Then, if you want to come back— 
but you won't want to." 

My decision like all the important decisions of 
life must be taken alone. Go out into the world? That 
was all very well. But I had been in the world. The 
bicycle factory, the creamery supply company, the hideous 
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din of the post office cancelling machine with the over-
hanging cloud of dust—all of these flashed hack before 
me. There was also the library. But somehow I could not 
think of returning to any of the old employments. What 
else could I do? What was my equipment? I mentally took 
a hasty inventory. 

Courses in philosophy with Palmer, Royce and 
Santayana—purely decorative. Courses in English—possibly 
these might be put to some use. Gome four or five 
languages—perhaps there was some utility in those. But 
where? Outside of a college or university, only a large 
city, a metropolitan city, might find a niche for the 
possessor of so tenuous an outfit. 

Eevertheless, with the fatuity of parents, I 
wanted my son to find much of what I had found at Harvard. 
I searched in vain for the giants who had peopled that 
campus when I was there. Of these virtually none remained. 
Professor Kittredge, luckily, was still giving his famous 
course in Shakespeare, and that, I made ray son. feel, was 
a must in his curriculum. The result was happy and to this 
day he has stories to tell of Kittredge. But for the 
most part all was new. A university is like a stream. 
It is the same through the ages, but no drop of water is 
the same as last year or even last week. As Professor 
George Herbert Palmer was fond of repeating, the Greek 
philosopher Heraclitus had a philosophy that could be 
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summed up in two words: Panta rhei—everything flows. You 
cannot descend into the same stream twice. 

My visits to my son while he was there accustomed 
me to that new Harvard little by little, but never quite 
completely. That old Harvard that I had known at the 
turn of the century still gleamed and shone like a detached 
jewel in space with hardly any relevance to the newer 
scene—brilliant, unforgettable, and so it gleams and 
shines to this day. 

We were in the depths of the depression when my 
son entered college, and yet I seem to have no memory of 
any great anxiety. If I had been rich with many govern-
ment bonds stored away, that could explain it. But I had 
nothing of the sort, fly savings were quite modest and 
my current funds were tied up for a time by the closing 
of the banks. n̂d yet what memory I have of those days is 
far from Thoreau's "quiet desperation." If anything it 
was an impression of quiet joy. 

My son, realizing that times were hard, went to 
work at his studies with so much will, he made honor 
grades in his first semester exams and attained not only 
the Dean's list, but a scholarship that paid nearly half 
of his expenses there. That acted as a powerful analgesic 
to a good many pains and worries. And although magazines 
stopped almost all buying of material with the first 
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impact of the depression, they soon realized that a 
periodical with issues every month cannot live forever on 
accumulated inventories of stories and articles. Particu-
larly articles. For these too long kept, are like fish 
similarly outdated, a little worse than useless. 

It is true, I had lost something between ten 
and twenty thousand dollars in the crash. But oddly that 
worried me much less than I should have expected. I had 
my house in Connecticut, my son was doing well in college, 
and I was able to earn enough for our modest current needs. 
A. small and pleasant diversion was another mystery story. 
A publisher on the strength of my previous mystery, Guilt, 
risked an advance on a mystery in the hope it might lead 
to another Philo Vance series. It never did that, but 
after I had written it, it did fairly well in America and 
proved to be a mystery book-of-the-month in England. That 
too helped somexvhat. 

But the fact remained—no serious or any other 
sort of novel was being written, or even begun. For some 
reason I shrank from the very thought of beginning what 
might prove to be a two-year undertaking. Another 
reason for not beginning a serious novel was a proposal 
that came from a fund—a fund that undertook a serious 
inquiry into the effects and influence upon children and 
young people of the current motion pictures. Especially, 
pictures of anguish and crime. Psychologists believed 
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that these have a devastating effect upon the minds of 
young children and, thanks to a fund hacked by a rich 
woman, something like a quarter of a million dollars was 
set aside for an inquiry into the influences of those 
movies. Some six or eight universities undertook the 
research by means of their departments of psychology, 
sociology, and education. The research lasted for some 
two or three years, and the results were set forth in a 
series of monographs, nine or ten in number, giving the 
results of those studies. Those results were as thorough 
as it was possible to make them and they were alarming. 
Being as they were actually scientific studies, with graphs, 
tables of statistics, and generally in scientific 
language, I was approached on the subject of writing a 
popular book for the general reader, so that parents and 
teachers could be apprised of what the influences of the 
movies actually were. And as I was not engaged on a novel 
at that time and, truth to tell, eager to do something 
that would preclude my starting on a novel, I readily 
agreed to do such a book. It was considered that I might 
be able to do the book in six months. Actually it took 
more than a year. Finally the book was published by the 
riacMillan Company and it attracted immediate attention. 
Not only did it attract attention in this country but also 
in Europe and even in Asia. I remember it was the fashion 
at that time to ask noted authors and scientists what their 
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ten favorite books of the year were, and I was gratified 
that Sigrid Undset gave my book, Our Moviemade Children, 
as one of the ten books that made most impression on he*. 
For more than a quarter of a century that book had a sale 
and was in demand and Macmillan's kept it on their list. 
Out of that book grew another interest that was both an 
industry and a distraction for me. I received many 
invitations to lecture, and before long I was traveling 
over the country and lecturing to clubs and to teachers' 
associations and parent-teacher associations. Possibly 
that was a good experience for me, but it certainly 
precluded sticking to a desk and writing. 



NEW DIRECTIONS 

Lecturing for most people is simply a device for 
earning some quick money. The advance I had received on 
Our Moviemade Children was handsome as such things go, 
but one could not live on it indefinitely. It had been 
assumed by the fund backing the research that I should 
complete the book in six months. It took nearer fifteen 
months. It was not a general essay, like a newspaper 
editorial or a magazine article, based on a group of facts. 
It amounted not only to an interpretation, but to a 
distillation of the contents of those nine volumes of 
case histories, experimental data, facts, figures, graphs— 
a distillation so prepared and presented that even the 
most meticulous professor could find no fault with it. 
Some did find fault, and I was obliged to travel to their 
universities to appease them. I had to point out that 
the language of graphs and statistics must be translated 
into the kind of language the layman can understand. And 
if there is one thing the layman is repelled by, it is 
monotony. Finally I received some sort of accolade. The 
professor in charge of the research actually wrote an 
introduction to the volume, which I am proud to say, had 
a longevity of more than a quarter of a century. 

Unless one is born with a special talent for it, 
lecturing is the hardest work I know. My first experience 
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of it was in the days of the North American Review, when 
I was running an Esperanto department. In view of that I 
was obviously an authority and therefore invited to deliver 
a lecture on the new language at Chautauqua, New York. 
I had never lectured before. I quaked a bit at the knees, 
but of necessity I accepted. To address an outdoor 
audience of several thousand people was probably easy for 
William Jennings Bryan, Theodore Roosevelt, or any one 
of the spellbinders. But for me, once I looked upon that 
audience, stretching seemingly for acres and acres, it 
had an effect the exact reverse of stimulating. It seemed 
to freeze my lips, my tongue and my vocal chords. 

The master of ceremonies, Dr. Vincent, said a 
few kind words introducing me to the audience, added 
something humorous, I presume, for they laughed, and then 
I suddenly stood alone in a morning coat before those 
thousands of faces. I remained on my feet, but in every 
other way I was in some sort of a swoon, what is today 
described as "blacked out." At all events, I have no 
recollection what I said, or whether I had said anything 
at all during the first fourteen or fifteen minutes. Then, 
strangely, I seemed to emerge as from a tunnel, and I heard 
myself uttering perfectly correct sentences about Esperanto. 
I looked over the audience to see whether they marveled at 
my sudden appearance or emergence. But none looked 
surprised. Their palm-leaf fans were swaying before their 
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faces, as though nothing at all had happened. 
That baptism of fire, or water, or darkness, 

stood me in good stead now that I wa3 a lecturer on the 
effects of the movies on children. I no longer swooned, 
blacked out, or feared ths audience. But it was fatiguing 
all the same, endlessly fatiguing. An author is supposed 
to be able to do anything. What though he sat for fifteen 
months with secretaries, stacks of index cards, type-
writers clicking, and he ,as sedentary as a broody hen? 
He must be able to take to the lecture platform, speak 
often txvice a day, and in addition, meet numerous womens' 
club members, committees, audiences, all with the freshness 
of youth, with the zest of a devotee, and the zeal of an 
apostle. 

Since my lecture agent under our contract paid 
the railway fare, my very irregular orbit kept me mostly 
in the eastern states. But I penetrated as far as 
Michigan and Illinois. Wherever I spoke there was interest. 
But fche question was, what can be done about it? My 
answer was, they must organize their protest, by means of 
clubs, assemblies, resolutions, and pressure upon the 
producers. Almost overnight I had become a sort of 
crusader. I was appearing before Senate committees, 
before state legislative committees, things I never dreamed 
of doing when I undertook to write the book. But the hand 
was at the plow, the furrow must be cut. 
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At the same time the process was wearing me 
down to a nervous wreck. When I was lecturing in and 
around Chicago I went before each lecture to a certain 
doctor who was both an osteopath and a physician. His 
treatment saw me through, provided it was renewed before 
the next lecture. No writing task, and not even the heavi-
est pressure during my editorial years, had ever required 
such physical therapy to keep me going. Lecturing, for 
me, was more exhausting than anything I had ever under-
taken. I gave it up as soon as I could discharge my 
commitments. I went back to article writing and even 
gave a course in creative writing at Temple University 
one evening a week. It was heavily attended. The majority 
of students however, informed me it was not writing they 
were interested in 30 much as information, discussion 
about writing. 

Before long my son was graduating from college 
and that wa3 a ipajor event. It was one of those milestones 
on the road that compels one to look both ways—to the 
years that are behind, with such meager accomplishment as 
they bear, and to the future that remains. To me this was 
so floodlighted by the hopes for my son, it blotted out 
the years that had to be lived and somehow filled with 
work. What was that work to be? I still recoiled from 
starting on a novel. 

For a number of years I had amused myself by 
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cutting from the newspapers some of the prophecies various 
so-called prophets and prophetesses gave out round the 
first of each year on what was to come. Was there any 
truth in those soothsayings? Was there such a thing as 
fore-vision, clairvoyance, or whatever the terms, that 
enable a man or a woman to see what lies ahead? Those 
clippings I kept in a folder to check them against events. 
Some were, of course, erroneous. Others, however, were 
amazingly true, often with remarkable detail. As I began 
to delve further into the matter I found that through 
the ages man has been fascinated by prophets and soothsayers. 
Even when they were wrong, as they so often were, that did 
not deter them from seeking for others who might be right. 

Altogether I was accumulating a good deal of 
material on the subject until, one day, I began to wonder 
what I should do with it. It was, of course, a hobby. 
But the writer, notably the freelance, who is unrelated 
to a weekly or a monthly paycheck, cannot afford many 
hobbies that are not somehow self-supporting. Tentatively 
I began to think in terms of a book. How to organize the 
mass of material I scarcely knew. Yet I was acquiring 
more and more material. The Harvard College Library, one 
of the finest in the world, seems to have a warm spot in 
its capacious shelves for its alumni. Mr. Walter Briggs, 
one of its librarians, readily agreed to send me by parcel 
post any books I desired from the millions of volumes in 
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its stacks. That was a tremendous help. 
I hegan to write. I began in the middle because 

I had as yet no notion as to where the natural beginning 
would be. Lafcadio Hearn in his admirable Talks to Writers 
makes out an excellent case for not beginning at the 
beginning. It is a mere superstition of the tyro that 
every piece of writing must be begun at the beginning. 
He tells of watching a very fine Japanese artist in Kyoto 
who was noted for his drawings of horses. That artist 
always began his drawings with the tail of his horse. We 
in the west would usually begin with the head. In short, 
it does not, except in certain special cases, matter 
where you begin. 

The writing I began with later proved to be 
chapters 9 and 10 in a book of eighteen chapters. In a 
way the book shaped itself. Of the remaining material 
some belonged before these chapters and some came naturally 
later, in an orderly sequence. The book with its index, 
notes, and bibliography, came out as quite a massive 
volume. The question then was what to do with it. Unlike 
Our rioviemade Children it brought no advance of any sort, 
though Macmillan, the publisher of the movie book, was 
encouragingly inviting to bring in the script as soon as 
it was finished. Macmillan considered it for a month and 
finally decided against it—to my chagrin. The interest 
of their editors had been so constant I had no shadow of 
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a doubt they would publish It. But nothing is less 
certain than a publisher's reaction to one's work. 

The reason given for the Macmillan refusal 
seemed ludicrous. Their experts, to whom they submitted 
non-fiction works for opinions, declared that it defied 
their powers of classification. They did not know how to 
classify the book or in what category to place it. I was 
so annoyed, that instead of taking the Fifth Avenue bus, 
which passes Ilacmillan's door, I tucked the fairly bulky 
manuscript under my arm and decided to walk uptown to get 
rid of some of my annoyance. By the time I reached 
Thirty-fifth Street the bundle under my arm became a 
very ponderable reason for going no further. I happened 
to recall that the office of Farrar and Sinehart as the 
Rinehart firm was then called, was at Thirty-seventh and 
Madison Avenue. Like a pilgrim with his pack I trudged 
on and sent in my name to John Farrar. 

John received me cordially, took the manuscript 
from my hands, and a few days later telephoned me to come 
in and sign a contract. 

The reviews were grudgingly friendly. Most 
who were interested felt obliged to convey that they 
ought not to be or at least that it was a whimsical sort 
of interest. The general public, however, seemed to feel 
differently. It bought the book. In some cities it 
appeared in the best-seller list. Newspapers sent 
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interviewers. Those reporters wanted to know why this 
and why that. I explained that my book was only an 
historical sketch of prophecy. Then they wanted me to 
prophesy about the future. I had to emphasize that I 
myself was no prophet, but -only a sort of historian. The 
book kept selling in reprint for a number of years. 

It was almost immediately on publication in both 
America and in England translated into French, and every 
time I open that volume I have a quaint feeling that in 
some past incarnation I may have been a French author. 
The translators had made a very good job of it. It reads 
as though French were its original language. 

The Italian and German language rights were also 
sold. A Dutch firm of publishers pirated it, as is 
frequently the case I am told, and upon detection they 
were made to pay some trifling sum. And one day when I 
was in the Library of Congress, I looked in the catalogue 
under my own name, something which no author can resist. 
For here is a library which nothing escapes. I was 
somewhat startled to see an entry of the Story of Prophecy 
in Spanish, pirated apparently in Buenos Aires. That 
Latin American publisher also was obliged to disgorge some 
small pittance by way of royalty. The book kept selling 
in reprint editions and occasionally I still hear about it.. 
Some twenty years after its publication, in Taormina, 
Sicily, my wife and I were looking at some decorative 
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tiles in a back street of that ancient and charming city. 
An elderly couple, also rummaging, fell into talk with us. 
They were Belgians and gave us their name. We told them 
ours. Some echo woke a memory in their minds. Was I 
by any chance related to a monsieur who had written The 
Story of Prophecy? They had read the French edition. 

Let none believe that now I suppinely rested on 
non-fiction laurels, satisfied for evermore. No one who 
has written novels, thought like a novelist, and felt like 
a novelist, is ever again free of the feeling of guilt if 
he is not writing novels. The proper studjr of mankind is 
man. Alexander Pojae knew what he was talking about. But 
for the novelist that study is neither anthropology nor 
sociology, nor such things as prophecy. It is a constant 
study of the human soul, it is the never ending study of 
man's life, and man's emotions during his so brief transit 
on earth. Still, I was not starting on the next novel. 
Whatever I did seemed to take me farther away from the 
novel. 

For instance, I liked to review books. Mr,. 
Brooks Atkinson, when he was editor of the New York Times 
Book Review, and Mr. J. Donald Adams, his successor, kept 
sending me at least one book a week and sometimes more 
than one, to review for the Times. I never refused. And 
I was a conscientious reviewer, who read every word of 
every book I reviewed. Some reviewers, I am told, are far 
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more cursory. Arnold Bennett somewhere tells that he 
could give his critical impression of a book in five 
minutes. Wot because he was negligent, but because he 
was an expert. I for my part had to read the book and 
make notes as I read. 

Generally the editor sent me the more serious 
among the popular books* Will Durante's Story of Philosophy 
is a case in point. I knew that professors of philosophy 
would consider the book too popular, but I also realized 
that many thousands of people who had never before read a 
book on philosophy and, still less likely, have heard a 
lecture on philosophy, would find this book a delightful 
open sesame to the whole subject of philosophy. Besides, 
I enjoyed it myself, notwithstanding all the philosophy 
courses in college. I gave it an enthusiastic review. 
Nr. Brooks Atkinson gave it the most prominent position 
owing to my enthusiasm. It became a tremendous success. 

A new career literally opened for Will Durant. 
Those lectures he had been delivering at the Labor Temple, 
and later publishing in the little five-cent blue books 
which Haldemann-Julius was scattering over the country, 
were now united and embodied in one of the most popular 
books of our time. It has sold thu3 far I believe some-
thing close to two million copies. And here is a point 
I must mention. Authors are not generally grateful to 
reviewers for speaking well of their books. There are of 
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course exceptions, but they are rare. Will Durant is one 
of those rare exceptions. Whenever he makes a speech 
bearing on his career, or gives a talk about his early 
days, he never fails to mention that review in the New 
York Times of The Story of Philosophy to declare firmly 
that it wa3 I who had "put him on the map." This is all 
the more remarkable since he must know that no single 
review would bring about the sale of two million copies, 
unless the book itself carried great popular appeal. But 
his is a generous nature. 

Similarly when Charles Doughty's Arabia Deserta 
was published, ox* rather re-published with an introduction 
by T. E. Lawrence (of Arabia) the book came to me for 
review. Por some reason the two-mile long Hajj caravan 
to Mecca took my fancy. Besides, in Charles Doughty, of 
whom I had never heard before, I felt I had discovered an 
old Elizabethan author come to life in the twentieth 
century. There was something in that rugged prose, part 
Biblical part Arabic, rendered into English that took my 
fancy. As in the case of the Story of Philosophy I let 
myself go with so much enthusiasm, Brooks Atkinson again 
featured it on the front page of The Book Review. By 
noon of the Monday following, so the publishers told me, 
the edition was sold out. They had not a copy left to 
supply book sellers. They reordered editions from England 
in sheets many times. After that someone got the idea 
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that I was an authority on Arabia and things Arabic, and 
book after book relating to Islam and Araby came to me for 
review. 

At this point I cannot help adding a word on the 
man who first made of me a prolific reviewer. I mean Mr. 
Brooks Atkinson. As I write he is still the most honored 
of New York dramatic critics, though I hear about to retire. 
But when he first came to New York Times, it was as its 
literary editor, that is, editor of the Book Review. He 
never talked much, nor did he make any searching inquiries. 
But once he had satisfied himself as to a writer's fitness 
for a certain job, he gave him his head with full con-
fidence. He is a born man of letters. His dramatic 
critiques in the Times are not only keen, penetrating, 
perceptive, but all are touched with style and full of 
exquisite gleams of humor. At heart he Is an essayist. 
At his best with subjects and authors like Thoreau and the 
Concord group. 

Nearly all my reviews, and I must have written 
hundreds of them, appeared in the Times. Now and then, 
though rarely, I would write one for the Saturday Review, 
but somehow I never felt at home anywhere so much as in 
the Times Book Review. That book reviewing paid a sub-
stantial role in my life. The books I received made a 
large contribution to my library. Not only the single 
volumes that were constantly added, but such complete sets 
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as the works of George Moore, II. G. Wells, The Yale 
Chronicles, and many others, filled my shelves with great 
rapidity. I confess freely that the mere physical presence 
of hooks gives ne pleasure. I am a bookman. From child-
hood on the contents of books have meant much to me and 
played an important role in my life. And so it will be, 
in the old phrase, until doomsday morning. 



BOOKMANSHIP 

The bookmanship mentioned above began very 
early. Here, as the television announcers say, is a 
specimen picture of it. A carriage was standing on one 
side of a street, the coachman on his box, and a small boy 
of five or six was the sole occupant. The boy's father 
was making a brief call upon someone in one of the 
residences near by, prior to returning to his home in the 
country. Across the street from the carriage was a book 
shop. 

Suddenly the small boy left the carriage and, at 
some risk, crossed the street to the book shop. The 
coachman, lost in his own thoughts, or perhaps drowsing 
in his seat, never noticed the child's departure. Once in 
the book shop the small boy, to the astonishment of the 
woman in the shop, announced that he wished to buy a story. 
"What kind of a story?" asked the saleswoman. It must be 
a new story answered the child. 

"Well, here is The Death of Ivan Il.yltch. by 
Count Lyof Tolstoy," the lady told him, trying not to 
betray her amusement by her voice. "Would you like that?" 

"Yes," answered the boy and, after a moment'3 
reflection, "how much does it cost?" 

'The price is twenty-five kopecks." 
"I have that much," agreed the child. "Here it 

is." At that moment his father came into the book shop, 
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and there was a little conversation with gestures and 
lifting of eyebrows on the part of the woman, and some 
light laughter on the part of the boy's father. The boy 
got his story and he was not scolded for crossing the 
street alone. 

That boy was I. The scene obviously took place 
on Russian soil. On a large wheat-growing estate, some 
fifteen miles from the city of the book shop, was the 
place where I was born and spent the first eight or nine 
years of my life. My father was not the owner of the 
estate, but its manager and agronomist in charge. In 
that place I seemed to remember him always on horseback, 
riding off now to this field now to that, telling peasant 
overseers what was to. be done, giving instructions to 
plowmen, sowers, scythemen, woodcutters, always briefly, 
and he was always obeyed. 

As I look back I am to this day astonished at 
his knowledge of agriculture. Without being a chemist or 
even an especially educated man, he understood soils and 
growing conditions with almost uncanny sureness. He 
could sift a bit of earth between his fingers and he 
knew whether it was good for a particular crop, whether it 
needed manure, fertilizer, and how much; and other things 
being equal and propitious (as for instance the weather) 
he could quite closely predict the yield. The peasants 
who worked the estate, the peasants of that village and 
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of neighboring villages, said he was either a wizard or a 
prophet—which of course was nonsense, but he loved the 
earth. 

He must have loved it, for he left his home and 
his parental calling to run off a long distance and 
become an assistant overseer on a similar estate. Once 
there he soon proved his worth and In due course became 
manager and agronomist, pulling up the yield and prosperity 
of the estate that employed him. His family, as a matter 
of fact, had little to do with the soil. His father and 
grandfather before him and perhaps generations back, were 
handicraft workers. They were woodworkers and leather 
workers, his own father being a saddle maker, and working 
at his trade into his eighties. According to tradition, 
which is vague among working people, the family had 
originally come to Russia from Holland, either at the end 
of the seventeenth or early in the eighteenth centuries, 
possibly under the stimulus of Peter the Great's invitation 
to handicraft men in. the Low Countries. 

In any case there we were living in the midst of 
a large estate with scores of working peasants surrounding 
us, and plenty of servants to drive carriages, to plant 
the gardens, to milk cows, to hew wood, to carry water, to 
do the hundred and one things needful in a place where the 
life was nearer to fourteenth century than to twentieth 
century conditions. The fourteenth century, however, had 
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its points. When I was learning to ride, and all through 
my childhood, I had a groom always accompanying me lest 
harm should befall me. There was no school, naturally, 
but I had a tutor to teach me the rudiments, including 
French, of which he knew little, and German, of which he 
knew little more. He must have been good at something 
since I undertook to read the Death of Ivan Ilyitch at 
the age of five or six. 

The winters, with their months of snow from 
November to April, were strangely alluring, yet oppressively 
limiting. On the other hand, the summers, with their 
haying and harvesting, were a rich experience, probably 
incomprehensible to people of today. There was no machinery. 
Everything was done by hand. The scythe and the sickle, 
not the harvester and the tractor, were the instruments. 
Scores and scores of peasants, some of them from many miles 
away, came to assist with the harvest and to earn a few 
rubles of cash, their scarcest commodity. Their wagons 
and springless carts were lined along the road, and those 
vehicles were their homes during the harvest. If it 
rained while they slept they were drenched. If a chill 
wind blew they were cold. But they seemed not to mind, the 
women as little troubled as the men. All day from a little 
after sunrise until sunset, they worked with bent backs, 
yet they had energy enough to sing songs, play such 
instruments as they had, and even to dance after hours. 
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Child though I was, I was to such an extent fascinated by 
those things, I still remember the words and the tunes of 
some of their songs. 

Occasionally there were quarrels and brawls in 
their gypsy-like encampment along the dusty roadside. 
Sometimes a peasant would pursue a man and beat his own 
wife. Like a film, or pictures in space, these things 
registered on my childish consciousness. I seemed to 
understand the implications, but no emotion entered into 
the matter. It was simply another phenomenon, like the 
plowing and the sowing and the harvesting, like the heron 
in the pond, or the crows and jackdaws on the roof. 

The time came when we must leave that halcyon 
spot. How does one leave a place that seems as permanently 
home as the earth itself? It seemed unbelievable, but 
happen it must. It came about in this way, The nobleman 
owner of the estate, who had been living mostly in Paris, 
decided to return and to take a hand in the management. 
No sooner had he begun to visit the place, than he had 
fault to find. Not with the management of the land, for 
that was prospering. But he fastened on quite another 
matter. 

Our peasants were without exception illiterate, 
The priest, of course, could read and so could the "dyachok," 
a sort of combined sexton and clerk of the Orthodox church. 
He taught one or two bright peasant boys their letters. 
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Glowing with their new knowledge, those peasant lads came 
to our house to exhibit their prowess by reading such 
fables as "The Fox and the Grapes," and "The Fox and the 
Stork," and others. For them a new world had opened. This 
so pleased my father he gave the dyachok some money to 
teach more boys to read, some ten or a dozen, in short to 
start a class. The owner of the village and the estate, 
when he heard of it, was displeased. Once the peasants 
become educated, he reasoned, he would lose their absurdly 
cheap labor (it was something like seven and a half cents 
a day) that helped make his estate so profitable. Announc-
ing that he was going to manage the place himself, he did 
not renew my father's contract. Not only that, but he 
influenced other landholders in the region against my father. 

It was then that my father, who disliked the idea 
of migration, began to think of America. Unfortunately^— 
he was not a linguist. English was a completely unknown 
tongue in our region. Still, there were said to be great 
opportunities in that remote continent on the other side 
of the world. When, however, my father applied for a 
passport for travel abroad, the Governor of the Province, 
said to have been related by marriage to the owner of our 
place, put up a variety of hurdles. He kept reiterating 
that the best place to go was not Europe, but Siberia, 
where there was endless land to be cultivated, and where 
agricultural experts were in great demand. This was 
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alarming. Sentences of so-called free exile were quite 
frequent in Tsarist Russia, and almost without provocation. 
Ny father had had no idea of the extent to which his 
employer was undermining him. More than ever he resolved 
to leave the country, with or without a passport. 

To leave without a passport involved considerable 
risk. Hundreds, perhaps thousands, were doing it every 
year. Guards were bribed, it was a well-known traffic. 
But in theory guards could shoot fugitives to death, or 
certainly, arrest them, with Siberia as a penalty. With 
all the chagrin, the disappointment, and the jockeying, 
however, my father was ready to undertake such risks, 
though a wife and young children required deep consideration. 

Nevertheless, one summer day we boarded a train 
and left in the direction of the Prussian frontier. The 
town in which we arrived was a strange place, reputedly a 
fortress town, where troops were stationed and, so it was 
said, especial vigilence was maintained. Why then was 
that the spot chosen for crossing the frontier illicitly? 
Because, I heard it whispered, there bribery of guards 
was easiest. With that we had nothing to do. There were 
regular entrepreneurs who contracted to get us across for 
a stipulated sum and guaranteed success. It is they who 
did all the arranging, selecting the hours, giving the 
instructions, and supplying the guides, sturdy peasants 
who could carry people aci'oss the shallow boundary stream, 
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if necessary. The younger children were always carried on 
their shoulders or in their arms. 

It was so the younger children in our family 
were carried. In pitch darkness we arrived in a spring-
less wagon at the brink of the river and asked to descend. 
Then, guided by the freetraders in hoarse and urgent 
whispers, we entered the river. The adults were wading, 
hand clinging to hand, my own head (I was a big boy, nearly 
ten) bobbing on the surface of the chilly stream. A 
frontier guard bent over from the bank and in a tense 
whisper counted: "One, two, three, four," and so on. He 
was getting so much a head. Around a tree in the stream 
the water swirled in a sort of eddy into my mouth, nearly 
choking me. But I knew I must not cough. Anyway we were 
soon on the other bank: we had arrived in Prussia. Nothing 
should have astonished me after that last adventure, but 
something did. The innkeeper of the Prussian inn to which 
we were guided brought out cognac and other refreshments 
and put us all before a wood-burning fireplace to dry out. 
He too, there in East Prussia, was part of that underground 
railroad. 

By way of England and Canada we finally reached 
our destination in the United States and, among such 
extremely meager possessions as we were able to bring, 
there was not a word of English. 

If I were able I would sing a song in praise of 
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the American public school. It accepts all comers. Its 
organization and machinery are simple. Yet in three months 
I was speaking English. In the space of a school year, I 
was not only an American, but bent on being a complete 
American. I quickly realized that I had much to learn 
that others had absorbed, as the saying is, with their 
mother's milk. I may have known some of the Slavic folk 
lore and bits of Russian history, but I soon sensed that 
it was imperatively urgent for me to know not about Baba 
Yaga, or Rurik, but about Mother Goose and George Washington. 
The frequent references to such universally known charac-
ters and bits of background knowledge drove me to more and 
more discovery in this strange world, that was now my 
world, in which I must not for even a moment remain alien. 

That is where my natural bookmanship came in 
strong and helpful. Next to the public school, the public 
library was for me the most sustaining pillar of wisdom. 
Child though I still was, the public library refused me 
nothing I asked for, provided I knew how to ask for it. 
I recall applying for Henry K. Stanley's In Darkest Africa, 
and at that the pretty librarian lifted her eyebrows. She 
did not ask how old I was, but merely said, "You're of 
course at least fifteen," as she gave me the book. I was 
eleven. Stanley's prose was heavy going for me, but I 
soon found that if one tries for things over one's head 
one learns to reach all the faster. I made progress. I 
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passed through all the grades of the grammar school in 
three years and entered the high school by means of a 
special examination. 

That golden state of teenagedom with pleasures 
and dances and dating was not to be my lot. To go to 
high school at all I had need of earning my own livelihood, 
plus. The younger children naturally could not earn. But 
neither could my father. J?or some reason he could not 
learn English enough to assume any post or any responsi-
bility. He who had been so able an administrator of a 
large estate and could command many Ukrainian peasants, 
found himself helpless, shrinking and disappointed here. 
Our circumstances were not merely straitened, they were 
all but non-existent. To continue my schooling I obtained 
two newspaper routes, one in the afternoon and one before 
school that compelled me to rise every morning at four 
o'clock. Come rain come snow, come blizzard come hail 
storm, or twenty below zero, seven days a week, three 
hundred and sixty-five days a year by four-thirty I was 
at the newspaper office, and by five delivering the papers 
over the city. By seven-thirty I was home to wolf a 
hurried breakfast, and by eight-thirty on school days I 
was in my place in the school assembly hall. 

Bookmanship then was a tremendous help in that 
it made scholastic subjects so much easier to assimilate. 
When one turned from Jules Verne, or Captain liarryatt, or 
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Dickens, or Thackeray, or the English poets, to a history 
lesson, or a composition, or a page of Ceasar, one felt 
positively condescending toward those simple things. 
What did present difficulty was the thought that began to 
occupy my mind of going to some college or university. 
At the age of fifteen or sixteen I already saw clearly two 
aspects of my situation: college for me was imperative and 
indispensable; second, that if I am to go I must defray the 
costs myself. 

It is astonishing what one can do once one 
decides about a course firmly and rejects any doubts or 
thoughts of defeat. Every move and every action then 
contributes to the one exclusive plan. When I left the 
high school in Wisconsin I went at once to Chicago, sought 
and found employment in the office of a bicycle manufactur-
ing concern, and enrolled immediately in courses that would 
lead to my preparation for college. I needed more Latin, 
some Greek, and I forget what other courses. The point 
is I never wavered. It was not a question, in Hamlet's 
phrase, of absenting myself from felicity, those courses 
were my felicity, for I felt they were moving me nearer 
to my objective. The combined work of office and hard 
study kept my time filled to the brim. But that was the 
way it had to be. In order to earn more to pay for the 
courses, I took a Civil Service examination and was 
appointed a clerk in the Post Office. There I could obtain 
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a schedule of night hours, theoretically from five to one 
in the morning (though often much later) enabling me to 
enroll in the University of Chicago as a regular student. 

At times, when the mail was almost heavier than 
the understaffed post office could cope with, I did not 
get to bed until three or four or even five in the 
morning, but nevertheless appeared in classes at nine. 
Just when this kind of living began to tell upon my health, 
and I feared a breakdown, one of the most fortunate 
episodes of my life came to pass. I was asked to join the 
staff of the Newberry Library in Chicago. I had had no 
library training, I had never worked in a library before. 
But someone who knew my proclivity to languages suggested 
my name, and I was offered the position of classifier 
in the cataloging department of that famous reference 
library. And though the stipend was something less than 
my post office salary, I accepted gladly, for I took the 
move as a liberation. 

A liberation it certainly was. That city of 
books in the block-long library building, compared to the 
dust and noise and brutal machinery of the post office, 
was like Paradise after Inferno. Sundays the library was 
closed, but as a staff member I naturally had admission. 
The lone watchman in the building, a melancholy Norseman, 
was glad of ray company. I, upon the other hand, had the 
reading rooms to myself and almost, as I felt, all the 
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books in the world. It was like some magical gift 
bestowed upon a poor mortal by a wizard or a fairy god-
mother. Any book I wanted or even thought of, I could 
instantly lay my hands on. The poetry I had longed for 
but had neither the time to read nor the money to buy-
it was all here. Alone on Sundays I paced the block-long 
corridor, reading to myself and shouting strophes and 
stanzas; and, in the phrase of the Latin poet Horace I 
was just then reading, cried: "Vester, Camenae, vester1" 
I'm yours, oh ye Muses. I realized once and for all that 
books and the printed word were henceforth and irrevocably 
my world. All the literatures of the human race were ready 
to my hand—John Keats's realms of gold were all about me I 

I wanted no other. Owing to the hours from 
nine to five I dropped out of the morning classes at the 
University and registered for only one or two evening 
courses, until such a time as I could get a different 
sequence of hours. But my heart was untroubled. Plenty 
of time, I thought. Was I not in the most joy-bringing 
world I could have? Here was where my bookmanship took 
a great spurt. By a kind of osmosis, knowledge of books 
seemed to seep in through the pores. If I needed the 
rudiments of a language to identify or to classify a book, 
I found the necessary grammar and dictionary and in a few 
hours learned what was necessary. A truckload of books 
would be wheeled up to my desk, three or four shelves full. 
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Easy enough to deal with the generality of them, hut 
suddenly my hand opened a "book completely strange in, say, 
Arabic, or Armenian, or some other wholly alien tongue. 
Automatically the hand placed them behind ray desk for future 
handling. Came Sunday. The necessary texts were dug out, 
the alphabet and a few elementary rules learned, and the 
book was classified and sent on the next day or the next, 
without a word of comment, I was ashamed to speak of it, 
for fear the head classifier might think me ignorant. How 
right he would have beenl 

The change in hours finally came. I was 
appointed Assistant in charge of the reading room for the 
Department of Philosophy, Religion, and Social Sciences. 
The man I was assisting was by birth an Icelander, Dr. 
Steingrimur Steffansson, one of the most learned men I have 
known,. He was said to be master of thirteen languages, 
and to know the contents of every book in his department, 
to say nothing of other departments. He gave me an example 
of devotion to knowledge. Someone would come in, say a 
lad of sixteen, and ask for a book on a certain subject. 
Dr. Steffansson would bring him not one but a dozen or 
more books bearing upon the subject. When I came to know 
Dr. Steffansson better I protested at this, as it seemed 
to me, waste of effort. The boy had probably come in to 
get warm. 

"You never can tell," the scholar spluttered in 
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his Norse accent. "That "boy may he a fool, but he may 
be a ganius." 

The reading room was open until ten o'clock in 
the evening. My hours were changed to the period from 
three to ten. From five o'clock on I was in sole charge 
of the department. That helped the bookmanship mightily, 
but it also made possible my return to the university as 
a full-time student. The mornings were once again my own. 
More than that, in a writing course, part of the curricu-
lum, conducted by a highly competent teacher, I began to 
write under virtually professional criticism. Professor 
Lindsay T. Damon, a Harvard graduate and an excellent 
teacher of English, and James Webber Linn, the biographer 
of Jane Addams of Hull House, who conducted the course, 
were both highly stimulating teachers. In. a writing 
course the interest and stimulation of the teacher is more 
than half the battle. Say what one will, the writer must 
have an audience. And even If the audience consists of 
but one, provided his interest Is genuine, that is already 
a considerable spur to expression and even to achievement. 

Long before I entered the University of Chicago 
I had resolved that for me the only University was Harvard. 
At that time this seat of learning enjoyed a prestige that 
even in the matter of athletics was superlative. But it 
was not of athletics I was thinking. In English Professors 
Adams Sherman Hill, Barrett Wendell, and LeBaron Russell 
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Briggs were revolutionizing the teaching of composition. 
Phrases one often heard in both academic and lay circles 
ran something like this: "He says he wants to write. In 
that case he'd better go to Harvard." It seemed to be a 
specific prescription. Besides there was the Department 
of Philosophy. It was often spoken of as a "galaxy." 
Headed by William James, the department included Josiah 
Royce, George Herbert Palmer, George Santayana, and Hugo 
Ilunsterberg in Psychology. Where could one find a com-
parable faculty? Already I knew Barrett Wendell's English 
Composition and William James's textbook on Psychology 
almost by heart. There were also other considerations. 
Harvard was the academic home of Emerson, of Thoreau, of 
Oliver Wendall Holmes, James Russell Lowell, and how many 
men of mark and letters besides I I was perplexed. Por 
President William Rainey Harper, the first president of the 
University of Chicago, had given me a scholarship and 
singled me out for kindness. What would he say? I 
decided to ask him. His answer was as large-minded as he 
was large-hearted. 

"Forman," he said, "if you feel that way about 
Harvard you certainly ought to go there. If you don't you 
may regret it all you life*" 

I feel 3ure that had I asked for it he would have 
written a letter on my behalf to the admission office at 
Cambridge. Possibly he did write such a letter. That, 
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however, was scarcely necessary. On the strength of my 
credits the college gave me a grant-in-aid. Those were 
the days of miracles. 



THE RIVIERA AND ZEN 

How a modest author, with the fluctuating 
irregularity" of an income that was certainly not spectacu-
lar, could spend nearly every winter on the Riviera for a 
series of years, gave some of my acquaintances food for 
thought. Even closer friends were puzzled. To these, 
however, it was not difficult to explain. 

One of our friends was a painter, John Ery. Back 
in the days when I first met Miriam, she had a residential 
studio in an old studio building on the west side of New 
York. On the same floor lived a middle-aged couple in a 
much smaller studio. Both John and Georgia were painters. 
We met at times and had dinner together in a sort of 
boardinghouse restaurant near by. 

Those boardinghouse restaurants seem largely to 
have disappeared from New York. And a great pity, too. 
Some very cheerful companionship was available there among 
those who came regularly, or at least semi-regularly. In 
one such, for instance, in West 22nd Street, lived John 
Butler Yeats, father of W. B. Yeats, the Irish poet. 
Many young men and women were drawn to that place simply 
to hear John Yeats'3 inexhaustible flow of talk about 
"Willy," a3 he called hi3 gifted son, about George Moore, 
about Lady Gregory and the Abbey Theater players, about 
every Irish literary person of note, which meant nearly 



437-

all the population of Dublin. Old John Yeats was what 
the ladies called a "darling." Sooner or later he did a 
drawing of nearly everyone who sat at his feet. And that 
included Edward Sheldon, the young playwright, Van Wyck 
Brooks, literary historian, Montague Glass, short story 
writer and his wife, and hosts of others. I regret that 
his drawing of me was lost. 

All that, however, is digression. John Fry and 
his wife and Miriam and I developed a friendship which 
continued long after we were married, and long after John 
and Georgia Fry had moved away from that very cramped 
studio into wealth and luxury. For that is what came to 
pass. Georgia Fry, upon the death of her industrialist 
father, had inherited a fortune in millions, thus entering 
upon a wholly new and different life. Inevitably, we came 
to see less of each other. But whenever we met we met as 
warm friends. 

Georgia, while on a trip to China, went out 
into one of the bazaars of Peking to look for some rare 
stuffs and silks, for drapes and hangings in her studio. 
She handled many different pieces. When she returned to 
her hotel she felt ill. In less than twenty-four hours 
she was dead. 

John never married again. He bought a villa in 
Bordighera, Italy, close to the French border, built a 
studio in the magnificent garden, and spent at least six 
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months of every year there. The villa was charming. It 
had been built for his retirement by Charles Garnier, the 
architect of the Paris Opera House. Many French artists, 
who had been guests at the villa, left mementoes in the 
form of enchanting murals in the rooms and on the stairways. 
The garden had, I believe, four thousand palms and I forget 
how many varieties of flowers. It was altogether a 
delightful spot, less than an hour's drive from Monte Carlo 
on the north or from San Remo to the south. John was 
very comfortable and quite happy at the Villa Garnier—but 
for one thing. He was lonely. He spoke neither Italian 
nor French. And while some of his guests were multi-
lingual, most of them spoke no English. 

He invited us to accompany him on one of his 
annual autumnal migrations. Who could refuse? For the 
winter we closed our house in Connecticut, usually after 
Thanksgiving, and moved into a small apartment in New York. 
To hibernate on the Riviera is at least as good. John, 
moreover, considered us his guests even before we boarded 
the ship. For his manservant, Gino, many years in his 
employ, saw to our tickets, collected our luggage, and 
checked it with his master's. This began when our son 
was 3till in college. We arranged that he was to spend the 
holidays with relations in Washington. His mother's sister 
was Mrs. R. Beecher Howell, wife of the then Senator from 
Nebraska, and she was very happy to have Hal as a guest. 
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Later on, after my son was married, there was no problem. 
The occasional invitations became more frequent. 

Indeed, they became annual. Somewhere about mid-November 
or early December we would receive a cable: "Can you come 
over for consultation and relaxation?" 

If the answer was affirmative we were instructed 
where we should find the transportation and further 
instructions. Usually it was in a bank. It was very 
pleasant, but quite anomalous* For people in our bracket 
it seemed almost a kind of lawbreaking to travel on the 
most luxurious steamers, to be met by a luxurious car at 
a convenient Mediterranean port, to be whisked to a 
beautiful villa where a suite of rooms awaited us. The 
service was perfect, the cuisine was good and the leisure 
matchless and faintly guilty. After the usual early 
Italian luncheon, as we sat in the garden, our host would 
say: 

"I think we have all worked pretty hard this 
morning." (I had done nothing, he had puttered for an 
hour in his studio.) "I believe we ought to drive over to 
Monte Carlo for a little diversion." 

The diversion often included dinner at the 
Cafe de Paris and an evening at the Sports Club, which is 
part of the Casino. He played steadily, carefully, at 
the tables and, like most rich people, won heavily. 
Occasionally we would vary the program by driving to 
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San Remo, or to Nice, or to Oannes. Formerly that kind 
of life was lived mostly by Russian Grand Dukes, But 
they now being extinct, a number of Americans and a very 
few other nationals took it over, 

I had hoped I should be able to write during the 
winter. But when one's time is to a considerable extent 
commanded by one's host, and when the hours are such as 
they were, to fit in writing time became exceedingly 
difficult. On rare occasions, when our host did not feel 
like driving, he offered us the car and chauffeur for 
anything we wished to do. Once we drove over to Grasse, 
near Cannes, where H. G. Wells had built a villa. He 
spent his winter months in that perfume-laden air and there 
he mourned the death of Jane, his beloved, devoted wife. 
The lady who managed his household (her name was Odette) 
confided to my wife that every now and then she would 
find II. G. weeping in his study with a portrait of Jane 
before him. That, however, did not preclude his life with 
Odette, nor the inscription chiseled on the stone above 
the fireplace: "This house was built by two lovers." 

How much work he did there I, of course, do not 
know. But the party at the table was a gay one and 
included the illustrator and map maker of his Outline of 
History. I tried to persuade Wells to drive over and visit 
us at Bordighera but that, he said, was too risky. He had 
been outspoken about the tyranny of Mussolini, who was then 



very much in power. And Mussolini, he believed, was 
waiting to get him into Italy. Only a year or so after 
our visit to him a friend saw Wells in London during the 
winter. 

"How is it you are not at your villa at Grasse?" 
he was asked. 

"I don't like the people who live there," was 
the answer. He had given the villa to Odette and never 
went back. Somewhat later, when he was in New York and 
lunching with me at the Algonquin, I was startled to see 
Odette walking into the room with two ladies, I was much 
embarrassed and told Wells how sorry I was to have brought 
him there. 

"It doesn't matter," he said. "Odette and I 
are quite friendly." On our way out he paused at her 
table and greeted her warmly. 

To return to the Riviera, however, there my 
life was becoming increasingly unsatisfactory, owing 
largely to a kind of enforced idleness. I do not remember 
how I was first attracted to Zen. I had long been 
interested in Buddhism, which is one of the great 
religious philosophies on earth. But the offshoot of 
Buddhism known as Zen I knew very little about. Aldous 
Huxley says it is a combination of Buddhism and Taoism. 
Whatever it is, it is a most engaging philosophy. I could 
not and would not write a treatise upon it, but two 
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points made a strong appeal to me. It leads to "seeing 
into one's own nature" and it teaches the basic oneness 
of all creation. It is my belief that when we pause to 
reflect on the multifarious variety of the universe, we 
almost instinctively feel an underlying basic unity per-
vading it. As an old Zen master said poetically: 

"We can only say, 'Not two' 
In being not two all is the same, 
All that is is comprehended in it; 
The wise in the ten quarters, 
They all enter into this absolute faith." 
I knew I was far from the wise in the ten or any 

other number of quarters, but I did wish to know more 
about Zen. How to get books? That was another Riviera 
limitation. Plenty of novels in the bookshops, but of 
serious books there is a natural scarcity. I read many 
French novels, including the works of that great French 
novelist and Nobel prize winner, Roger Martin DuGard. But 
no one had ever heard of Zen in Monte Carlo. I knew no 
bookseller in London well enough to ask for credit, and 
it was forbidden to send money out of Italy. So I used a 
simple device. When we drove into Monte Carlo for the 
afternoon and evening, I enclosed an Italian 100 lira note 
in an envelope, put Monaco postage on it and mailed it to 
Luzac in Great Russell Street in London. Within five or 
six days I received by post in Italy one of Dr. D. T. Suzuki's 
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volumes of Essays In 2en Buddhism. 
Anyone familiar with that series of essays knows 

what a mine, not alone of wisdom, hut of sheer pleasure 
they are. The deep knowledge of Dr. Suzuki, his profound 
faith in Zen as the royal road to enlightenment, the very 
quaintness of his English style, make of his hooks almost 
a special branch of knowledge. Reading him does not 
necessarily bring enlightenment or the profoundest Zen 
experience. But the reader cannot help gaining in the 
process. 

Presently another Italian note was dispatched 
from Monte Carlo and another volume of Zen essays landed 
like the dove of peace at Bordighera. I say a dove of 
peace advisedly, for the conflict inside me, the sense of 
guilt, vanished. A certain serenity took its place. 
Whenever we went to Monte Carlo or San Remo John would 
spill a handful of chips before me and urge me to play, 
so as not to be bored. Por some reason I always lost in 
Monte Carlo and always won in the Casino at San Remo— 
hence those 100-lira notes that paid for the Zen books. 
Volume followed volume, and to this day I am a reader of 
Zen literature. Nowadays there are even primers of Zen 
and treatises in paperback editions. At the time I was 
on the Riviera there were only the Suzuki volumes, so far 
as I knew, massive, with reproductions of Chinese and 
Japanese drawings and voluminous notes in Chinese. This 
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kind of reading, I could see, carried me further and 
further away from novel writing, and more and more toward 
the study of the religions by which so many of our two and 
one-half billion human beings on earth live. 

There was no use denying it. The subject of 
religion had become intensely Interesting to me. It was 
not a matter of any particular creed, or any Teacher, but 
the subject as a whole, which appeared to me as an almost 
instinctive need of the human psyche. I know that many 
scientists and psychologists would shy away from it. But 
it seemed equally true that some of the greatest among 
them felt the absolute necessity of religion in life. 
The book Modern Man in Search of a Soul, by the famous 
Swiss psychiatrist, C. F. Jung, which I reviewed for the 
Times, accurately bore out this premise. None, he declared, 
of the hundreds of patients over thirty-five he had 
treated, was ever completely cured until he found a 
religious outlook on life. Spiritual life in short was a 
psychic therapy, an essential hygiene. "We moderns," he 
said, "are faced with the necessity of rediscovering the 
life of the spirit; we must experience it anew for out-
selves. " This was a twentieth century scientist speaking. 

The quotations from Jung are not given as 
justification or causes of my own feeling, but as showing 
that this interest was in the air, and felt by many in both 
.Europe and America. It intensified my own reading and 
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studying in this field begun many years earlier. The Zen 
studies were only one part of my almost constant study of 
the subject. I thought a great deal about it. The world 
seemed to be engaged in a sort of startled flight from 
materialism. For all its forward leaping in technology 
and science, for all the war and turmoil, it seemed to be 
seeking serenity and refuge in the spirit where alone it 
can be found. 

During one of my Italian sojourns I chanced to 
meet Axel Munthe. His extraordinary autobiography entitled 
San Michele, brought him fame and gave him a stature far 
above the usual notoriety of a popular author. He really 
towered, both intellectually and physically. For he was 
a very tall man with a Viking build and an imposing head, 
but, like Don Quixote, of a sad countenance. I remember 
how impressed I was when I first saw hira. To me his book 
San Michele, so graphic, so warm, so filled with the 
sense of life and passion, ranked very high. I wanted 
eagerly to talk to him about his book, but that was not 
possible at a huge oval luncheon table, seating about 
twenty guests, in the palace of the French Ambassador to 
the Vatican. The Ambassador's lady was a famous Roman 
hostess, fond of giving these large repasts of an inter-
national color. 

Later, however, we walked together toward the 
Villa Borghese, and the next day Munthe came to lunch with 
me at the Excelsior Hotel. He wanted some publishing 
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advice, which I was glad to give hira, according to my 
lights. But the reason that I speak of him here is that 
he seemed to me completely disoriented spiritually. One 
felt that his melancholy expression, which seemed almost 
forcefully to convey a sense of futility, of emptiness in 
his life, needed some advice like that of Jung's, which 
he would doubtless have scorned to receive: "Your picture 
of God or your idea of immortality is atrophied; conse-
quently your psychic metabolism is out of gear." I may, 
of course, have been wrong, but that is the total impression 
I got from my contact with this Swedish physician of 
royalty and truly great personality. 

Such being my general preoccupation, I began to 
cast about for some way of conveying it to readers—an 
article, a series of articles, perhaps a book. The 
number of books that libraries and book reviewers classify 
as "religious" must surely represent a total so staggering, 
no one who has not studied the subject would believe it. 
To add another grain to those mountains—who is brave 
enough or foolish enough to embark on so useless a task? 
To answer "legion" would only faintly convey the truth; 
yet, though I knew the conditions, I decided to undertake 
it. 

My book, however, was to be unlike any previous 
book on the subject. Needless to say it was to be wholly 
free of dogma, or of petty sectarianism, or of anything 
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resembling a fixed or narrow creed. It was to try to 
bring home to every reader that idea of oneness, that what 
is called in Eastern religions the "heresy of separateness" 
was the most foolish, the most harmful of heresies; that 
the universe, in short, was one, in the Zen phrase, "not 
two. " 

Not only did I spend much time in library reading 
rooms, I visited and talked with certain divines, a number 
of psychologists, and some of the most eminent psychiatrists. 
For while this book was to be popular, it was nevertheless 
to be irreproachably documented. I put more work and 
study into this book than into any I had previously written. 
I wrote it, as the Italians might say, di cuore, with all 
my heart. To this day when I open it, I am struck by 
passages more laden with feeling than many in impassioned 
novels. The very chapter headings still interest me. 
"The Wide Open Secret," "Life Lives You," "The Way of 
Wisdom," "The All Inclusive One," "Re-discovering the 
Spirit"—these are some of the chapters. "You should 
realize your unity with all being," that idea, in the 
words of Aldous Huxley, is really an eleventh commandment. 
That is what I wished to hammer home into the reader's mind. 

I cannot recall how long it took me to write 
that book. I worked under great self-imposed pressure. 
I realized that I was privileged to have the time for 
writing a book like that, to say my say, to express what 
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I really felt on this most intimate of all subjects. 
Would anyone publish it? I did not know, Rinehart, 
according to my contract with them, had the option on 
this book. But option also meant the right to refuse it. 
All such mundane considerations faded into the shadows 
beyond the white heat which seemed to glow about me as I 
wrote. 

There is, I suppose, no way of explaining such 
obsessions, or how they take hold of one's spirit. But 
if it were not for these, there would be no inventions, no 
art, no new discoveries, no outstanding books. All during 
the writing I seemed to be making discoveries. Jesus, 
Krishna, Pythagoras, Lao Tse, Gautama the Buddha—in 
dealing with these I seemed to be dealing with the only 
beings worth dwelling on. Their wisdom was the wisdom of 
the ages, the only wisdom worth deep study. There was no 
doubt, this book represented a turning point for me, one 
of the important turning points that come in most human 
lives. I could hardly wait to finish it and to take it to 
the publisher. 

John Farrar, having read the book, or the report 
of his reader, was dubious. In those years both publishers 
and editors still had a mortal terror of the word 
"religion." The title of my book was Have You a Religion? 
John Farrar thought the "you" should be underlined. I 
agreed. But still he ivas dubious. He wanted to have it 



449-

read by some reliable disinterested person upon whom we 
both agreed. He suggested John G'Hara Cosgrave, formerly 
editor of Everybody's Magazine and himself a writer on 
philosophical subjects. I agreed readily. John Cosgrave 
read it and declared he had never seen a book of this 
order better done. He was enthusiastic. The firm 
published the book. 

Recently I searched my files for clippings of 
reviews bearing on this book. Thus far I have not found 
them. But I do remember that there was not one unfavorable 
review among them. It is true that books with the word 
"religion" in the title are seldom reviewed by themselves. 
They generally are lumped together under one heading, and 
where there are three or four, or even half-a-dozen noticed 
at once, each title may receive anywhere from one to three 
lines or sentences. Gome individual reviews, however, 
there were. And these were laudatory. But being non-
sectarian, being general, monistic, universal, and group-
ing under no particular church, it attracted no partisan 
attention. And even the most broadminded of sectarians 
are quite tepid when it comes to non-sectarian writings or 
teachings on the subject of religion. As one man wrote 
me, "Why don't you write a book about Christ and about 
Him crucified?" Others wrote in the same vein. 

Yet, I found great satisfaction in that little 
book. It did not sell more than its first printing. It 
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is long out of print, but I still hear of people who speak 
of it warmly* Not long ago a university professor in a 
western state wrote that he prescribes a portion of it, 
notably the chapter "Life Lives You," for supplementary 
reading to certain of his science students. Why, he asks, 
is not the book reprinted as a paperback? I have often 
asked the same question. 

In any case, I was farther than ever removed 
from novel writing. This was my subject. There was, of 
course, the possibility of writing a religious novel. 
But I hardly felt ready for that. Somerset Maugham tried 
it in The Razor's Ed^e, but only because he was Somerset 
Maugham was the novel a popular success. From the point 
of view of the religionist, or the saint, it was anything 
but successful. Yet on the whole, The Razor's Edp;e is a 
fine performance, though Maugham never tried it again. 
No one, certainly, would take Mr. Maugham for a saint. 
Yet even he had his mystical experience, which he describes 
in his book, The Summing; Up. He was sitting in one of the 
empty mosques near Cairo, Egypt, when he had an experience 
similar to that of Ignatius Loyola, founder of the Jesuit 
order, by the river at Manresa. Maugham writes: "I had 
an overwhelming sense of the power and import of the 
universe and an intimate, a shattering sense of communion 
with it. I could almost bring myself to say that I felt 
the presence of God." 
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That is the kind of experience called satorl, or 
enlightenment, which the monks in the Zen monasteries in 
Japan spend months and years of meditation in trying to 
attain. Whether anyone in the Occident attains it merely 
by reading Zen books is extremely doubtful. The reading 
may do one no harm. Indeed it may be highly beneficial, 
as the reading of the Suzuki literature was for me. But 
even attending a Zen school for a time, as I did when there 
was a man who was recognized as a Zen master in New York, 
led to no great advance. It showed to a degree the 
practice of Zen in. a monastery meditation hall, but 
enlightenment remained elusive. 

My one slight experience probably had nothing to 
do with Zen. A holy man from India, whom I knew, was 
passing through Hew York, and staying, of all places, in 
the Hotel Astor, at Broadway and Forty-fourth Street. I 
dropped in to greet him and we passed a few minutes 
together. As I rose to go, he also rose, to give a bles-
sing to the departing guest. In so doing he lightly laid 
his hand on my shoulder, as he nodded goodbye. I felt a 
strange electric thrill down my spine the while his hand 
was on my shoulder. I went out of the room in a curious 
state of elation, hardly feeling the floor under my feet. 
I crossed Broadway to Forty-fourth Street and walked the 
block to the Algonquin Hotel, in a somewhat heady state 
of exaltation. I went to the small table that used to be 
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reserved for me near the door, and looked over the faces 
of the few guests In the dining room who had come early. 
Almost I hroko the silence with the question, "Don't you 
know that I love you all?" It was even to aie slightly 
ludicrous, and yet I felt intensely serious, intensely 
secure and happy. But—to write a religious novel would 
mean to write the psychology of a saint. And that could 
be done only by a saint. 3o far all have testified that 
it is beyond words. 



"THE TRAGIC MISCHIEF" 

Notwithstanding the absence of riches from my 
life, I could not disguise from myself that I have been 
exceptionally lucky. Both my mother and my father had 
passed away and I naturally mourned for them. But grief 
for those who die in old age is in the nature of things. 
So far as I personally was concerned I had always enjoyed 
excellent health. Except for a rare occasional minor 
ailment, like a cold, I had never known illness. And 
Miriam, too, had a record of good health. My son had had 
both diphtheria and scarlet fever as a child and a school 
boy, but fortunately triumphed over them, and today there 
are shots against those things. He saw to it that his own 
children had the shots. 

Something that I had never expected to happen 
again, an offer to go to Hollywood to assist on a picture, 
had suddenly come, almost literally from the blue. It 
came about in this way. In the town of Redding, Connecti-
cut, where I lived, certain zealots had formed a history 
club. Our town had in its way a rich history. One of 
its salient events was that Mark Twain had built Stormfield 
there, his last home before his death. Since I had come 
in contact with Mark Twain during my North American Review 
days, I was asked to act as a master of ceremonies during 
an evening devoted to his memory. 



454-

Stormfield no longer existed. Some years earlier 
It had hurned to the ground. But a number of people who 
had had dealings with Mark Twain and his family, farmers, 
milkmen, handicraft men, hewers of wood and drawers of 
water, even the man who was sheriff and arrested the 
burglars who had robbed Stormfield of some silver plate, 
many of these were still there and most of them I gathered 
in for the celebration. Each of them, in his own way, 
told of his contact with the great man and his family, and 
each, in his own way, was interesting. 

My own reminiscences took up about half an hour 
and culminated in a memory of Twain that to this day 
remains vivid. It was the memory of a dinner given him 
at the Lotos Club in New York, exactly twenty-five years 
after a dinner given at the same club when Mark had attained 
some landmark in his fame, some crest in his career. Since 
then, of course, much had happened to Mark. His daughter, 
Susy, had died. His beloved wife, Livy, had passed away. 
He had fallen into bankruptcy owing to the failure of his 
book publishing house and had circled the earth lecturing 
to pay off the debt. He had greatly aged. In his speech 
he did not review the vicissitudes, but he reminded him-
self, so he said, of a certain episode at sea in the clipper 
ship days. 

A great white-sailed clipper under full canvas, 
a long pennant at the masthead, and gleaming with white 
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paint and shining "brass work, was nearing the coast of 
Massachusetts. A little coastwise tub of a boat was 
plowing northward. Such is the courtesy of the sea that 
when the grubby little coaster hailed the clipper with a 
hoarse, "Ship ahoy—what ship's that?" The officer on 
the quarter-deck through a flashing trumpet answered*. 

"This is the Begum, of Boston, a hundred and forty 
days out of Canton, with a cargo of silks and spices, and 
homeward b-o-u-n-di What ship are you?" 

"This is the Mary Jane, of Bangor," the little 
coaster through the cupped hands of its master was barely 
audible, "with a cargo of tinware, notions, and, oh, never 
mind!" The voice died down into silence. 

At that dinner of twenty-five years earlier, 
Mark said, he was like that clipper laden with the wealth 
of the Orient. Now, after a quarter of a century, he was 
no more than the grubby little tub, the Mary Jane. He 
looked anything but grubby with his white leonine mane 
and a truly noble presence. 

That was one anecdote I told our rural little 
historical society, and anything else I could think of. 
A popular country newspaper, locally famous, reported the 
proceedings and mentioned me kindly. It happened that at 
the same time Jesse Lasky was preparing in Hollywood to 
make a picture of the Adventures of Mark Twain at the 
Warner Brothers studio. One of the studio sales staff, 
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then traveling in New England, saw the account of our Mark 
Twain evening in the Newtown Bee, clipped it, and sent it 
to Mr, Lasky, A few days later Mr. Lasky was in New York, 
telephoned that I come in to see him, and asked me to 
come out to Hollywood to work on his picture. His test of 
my knowledge of the subject was curious. 

"How long," he asked, "did you speak?" 
I told him I had spoken about half an hour. 
"Did you know Mark Twain well enough to speak 

about him for half an hour?" he asked. I admitted as much. 
He asked me to go down to Warner Brothers office in New 
York to sign a contract. Nothing just then could have 
suited me better. Miriam was ailing, I was at a loose end. 
After the publication of Have You a Religion? I had no 
idea as to what I should do next. A few months in Cali-
fornia with pleasant, well-paid work would exactly fill 
the bill. 

Hastily we closed the house in Redding, on a 
certain day took the train for California and, since 
Mr. Lasky and Howard Koch, the script writer, were on the 
same train, we even held conferences en route. In 
Hollywood I always felt like Gulliver among the various 
populations he visited. The manners and customs of writing 
are so entirely different. Writing usually is done in 
solitude. More than one writer has complained of the 
solitary nature of his work. In Hollywood writing is done 
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in conference, constant and endless conferences. Every-
one has a voice, the producer, his assistant, the director, 
his assistant, the carpenter, almost everybody. It is not 
surprising that some of the product is bad. The surprising 
thing is that some of it is as good as it is. 

The ten weeks I spent at the studio brought me 
into the dead of the winter. Who wants to return to New 
York in January and February? Besides, Miriam was ill a 
good deal of the time, and California was doubtless better 
for her than New York in mid-winter. We stayed on in our 
pleasant rooms in the old Villa Carlotta. June Walker and 
Spring Byington, I recall, were some of our neighbors, and 
a number of other pleasant people. 

It was the winter of Pearl Harbor, and all were 
waiting tensely for the punishment our forces would 
administer to Japan for its treacherous attack while their 
Ambassadors were negotiating in Washington. Comparable 
infamy was found only in ancient history. For instance, 
in the Greek colonies of Sicily ambassadors from Crotona 
were sent to Sybaris to negotiate. They were slain without 
a hearing. Crotona then made war on Sybaris and systemati-
cally destroyed it. Those old Greek city-states could 
destroy one another in quite the modern manner, even 
though they had no hydrogen bombs. Now, of course, we 
can do things faster. 

I returned to Redding in the spring and did 
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what I could to occupy myself and to earn the daily bread. 
Magazine articles were the only recourse. As yet I had 
no other book in mind. Besides, Miriam's health was giving 
me great concern. She had suddenly begun to fail in a 
variety of ways and doctors could do little or nothing for 
her. We closed our house and moved into town so she could 
be near the doctors. But whatever they tried only made 
her feel worse. She entered a rest home up the Hudson, 
above Hew York, to which I accompanied her. But she was 
no better. I took counsel with the doctors privately. 
Gould they tell me what the trouble was? Was it some form 
of malignancy, cancer of the liver, or something dreadful 
like that? They could not tell me. The only way they 
could find out was by an exploratory operation. 

To me that was frightening. Having never 
experienced any serious ailment myself, I recoiled from 
the possibilities the word operation spelled. Now, 
however, I was to experience the peine forte et dure, the 
harsh and heavy punishment of the old chronicles. What 
if Miriam should not recover? She had loved life and 
people. She was friendly and kind. Had she not lost her 
voice by the bad coaching she had received from an Italian 
teacher, after she had made her debut in opera, she might 
have been a great singer, she was in any case full of 
vitality. Now she was laid low. 

It was decided that she be moved into the 
Presbyterian Medical Center for tests and ultimately, if 
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it was deemed inevitable, for an operation tbat might 
save her. "Might" was the word. The doctors were none too 
sanguine. Those days I passed in the hospital by Miriam's 
bedside before the operation were a kind of slow torture, 
all the more since I had to pretend cheerfulness when I 
knew the doctors felt the chances were slim. Finally the 
grim day arrived. I promised Miriam I should be there well 
before she was taken to the operating room. The doctor 
had told me she would be taken at nine in the morning. I 
came at eight, and already the nurse and the orderly were 
wheeling the stretcher to the elevator for the operating 
room. 

"You failed me," Miriam murmured brokenly. She 
did not know, nor had I learned until later, they purposely 
mislead about the time, so as not to be encumbered by 
emotional relatives and emotional scenes. 

Miriam, owing to her great vitality and strong 
heart lingered on for five days in coma. When I came to 
the hospital on the sixth morning, her room was vacant 
and her effects were marked "Estate of Miriam C. Forman." 
That word estate seemed like a blow over the heart. I 
staggered to a chair. 

Hall Caine, a Victorian novelist, who had lived 
close to Dante Gabriel Rossetti, tells of reading the 
manuscript of his first novel to Rossetti, who told him 
that two fundamental factors of the novelist's art were 
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"the sympathy and the tragic mischief." All my life up 
to that point I had heen relatively free of the tragic 
mischief. Outside it, as it were. Now it began to operate 
in full force. I knew what it meant to be stricken. Every 
day, after the funeral, I needed to lie down for some hours 
to accumulate enough strength for the remaining hours. 
After more than thirty years of marriage I felt Miriam's 
passing as an amputation. I seemed no more than half 
present and much less than half alive. I thought of no 
future, in a sense there was no future. I seemed to be in 
a sort of vacuum, with nothing but the tragic mischief 
encompassing that' maimed solitude. 

;'he war was on. One could not travel. I could 
not even go longer than a weekend to my son's home in 
Connecticut. My own house was closed. I never again 
re-opened it. Even had travel been possible, I lacked 
the strength to undertake it. In a way, I was chained to 
the apartment in the small hotel from which Miriam had 
moved to the hospital—never to return. Those invisible 
bonds occur often in life. They are hard for others to 
understand. A friend of mine, Bill MacMi11an, who 
possessed a strange power of healing, came in to see me 
every day. That kind of healing I had never much believed 
In. Yet every time he laid his hands or his finger tips 
on my forehead or chest I felt a really strong current as 
from a galvanic battery, passing into my body. I do not 
pretend to explain it. I do know I benefited by it. After 
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a few days I felt more strength, and after a few weeks I 
could attend to necessary business. 

One of the first things I did was to sublease 
a small furnished apartment for six months to give me time 
to find myself. I felt quite lost. After more than thirty 
years of companionship it seemed all but impossible to live 
alone. As dusk approached and the shadows of evening 
gathered, the world appeared strangely alien and chill to 
the lonely figure that was myself in a set of rooms. I 
knew, of course, that some men live alone all their lives. 
I found it difficult to understand how they accustomed 
themselves to utter solitude. It seemed almost useless to 
work. I tried again and again, but I realized that time 
for work was not yet. The mind was too much in disarray 
for any concentration. I made occasional visits to people, 
and it seemed to me they examined me furtively, yet 
searchingly, to see if the wound was healed, I knew the 
only wound was in my spirit, but I felt as if it were exposed 
to all the world in all its rawness. 

Time is said to be the great healer and in its 
own slow way it is. Reviewing books for the Times proved 
to be something of an anodyne. What little philosophy I 
had also helped. I began to work more steadily. A 
neighbor who lived across the hall, kindly invited me to 
tea. She also was widowed, some years before me. We 
walked in Central Park occasionally and sometimes I drove 
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her out into Connecticut, though I still could not go 
hack into my own house there. We became more and more 
friendly, lunching and dining now and then, and sometimes 
going to the theater. We reached the conclusion that the 
widowed state was not good for either of us. We carefully 
grazed the idea of marriage. In some degree our past 
habits were not dissimilar. She was the widow of a man 
who had been a professor of Philosophy at the University 
of Pennsylvania. He was the author of a number of books 
so that the peculiarities of the writer's life were not 
unknown to her. Both she and I were tired of solitude. 
Rose Husik and I were married. 

I had brought some of my own things from Connecti-
cut, furnished a small apartment in the same building 
where I had subleased, and that apartment I kept as a 
place to work in. But my home was in my wife's apartment, 
and a very pleasant home it was. She is well-known to 
her friends as a successful homemaker. I went to work 
again, magazine articles, book reviews, but not yet a book. 
And yet every instinct told me I must plunge into more 
serious work. A novel. How long was it since my last 
novel? Even since my last fiction, a mystery story, 
The Rembrandt Murder, it was well over a decade. Neverthe-
less, I resolved to attempt a novel. 

The routine procedure began. Making notes, 
keeping folders for the main characters, keeping diaries 
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for the chief protagonists. Before long I began to write 
outlines, shorter at first, then longer outlines. Then I 
began chapter 1, The story was to deal with a young 
doctor who had possibilities of great success in fashionable 
practice in New York, but chose instead to identify him-
self with a scattered rural community in Connecticut, not 
unlike the community in which for a number of years I had 
lived. I spoke of routine procedure. The truth is it was 
too much routine. The spark of inspiration, the fire, 
which alone makes a novel worth writing, was not only 
elusive, it was absent, A kind of heavy air with far too 
much nitrogen and too little oxygen seemed to permeate 
that venture. There was a poem of Shelley's which, as I 
recall, begins, "Rarely, rarely, comest thou, Spirit of 
Delight." I had not read it since boyhood, but its 
plangent, nostalgic tone and words came back to me. What 
had become of the spirit of delight? 

The disrupting of a way of life is not an event 
to be immediately overcome or glossed over. It takes time 
for the old habits, customs, little daily rituals, to 
re-arrange themselves and fall into new patterns. The 
very molecules seemed to need re-adjustment. 'With the 
end of the war we began to move about more. We had 
already made trips to Florida and to California. One 
summer we took a cottage in northern Connecticut. That 
town, Roxbury, was the home of William McFee, the writer 
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of salt-water novels. He wa3 unfortunately deaf as the 
proverbial post, and conversati on had to be carried on by 
means of a pad of paper and a pencil. Yet there was 
genuine pleasure in being with him. Like Joseph Conrad, 
he had something lofty in his bearing and speech. In 
Elinor Wylie's phrase, "The sea was in his eyes." He, too, 
was not only a novelist, but even more inveterate than I 
as a reviewer. He reviewed several books a week for the 
Hew York Sun. He was an ideal person with whom to talk 
about English and American writers of our acquaintance. 
But the pad and pencil technique was somewhat in the way. 

One or two summers we went to Cape Cod or 
Nantucket. But finally we took the bull by the horns, 
agreed that New York in winter was harsh and difficult 
for both of us, and we moved down to Florida. Many people 
nowadays believe in reincarnation. It is not difficult to 
do so when one reflects on the changes of pattern even in 
a single lifetime. Winter Park, Florida, is a college 
town. Many men who retire from the various professions 
seem to end up in Winter Park. Lawyers, physicians, 
clergymen, scientists, professors, almost inevitably drift 
to Winter Park for their d@6lihing years. They have 
nothing to do there except to triM the hedges, cut the 
grass if they feel strong enough, and, generally, to putter 
about their premises. In the University Club, to which 
nearly all of them are immediately elected, it is 
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customary for each new member to give a five minute 
summary of hi3 past. One would say— 

"I was graduated from Yale in 1908. I took a 
Ph.D. In Chemistry, entered the X glassworks, was made a 
vice-president, and now I am retired, and I am a yardman." 

LVery great institution of learning was 
represented in the University Club. The proportion of the 
membership who figured in Who's Who in America and 
professional reference books was remarkable. They were 
all, or nearly all, yardmen. I for one had no ambitions 
toward horticulture. After some reflection and advising 
with local friends, I decided to start a class in creative 
writing. To do that in a college town, where extension 
classes in almost everything were already established, 
seemed foolhardy. My plans were largely experimental. 
If no one came in response to my announcement what had I 
to lose, but one more illusion? 

To my surprise, however, quite a number wrote in 
or telephoned. As I did not wish to have a class too 
large for individual contact with each student, I actually 
had two classes, one in the afternoon and one in the 
evening. Only two or three of the students were of yard-
man age. Most were their wives, who knew better than to 
spend all their time with domestic chores. Some were 
young married women in flight from domesticity, and younger 
men, already in the professions or in business, who -wished 
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to write, or to write better. Both my class and I were 
escaping the yardman complex. 

Aside from the addition to my income, I enjoyed 
the experience. I suppose we all have in us something of 
Chaucer's clerk of Oxenford—right gladly would we learn, 
and gladly teach. As the hair turns gray, we are, I 
surmise, better at teaching than at learning, though 
certain of my students tvere well in their seventies. 
When the class planned some celebration (possibly it was 
the end of the course) one student brought her husband 
who came armed with a twenty-pound roasted turkey. The 
husband owned a cattle ranch. I was glad he had not 
thought of bringing a stalled ox, or even a steer from 
his range. So far from finding the two-hour, seminar-
style sessions fatiguing, they actually seemed to bolster 
my energy. I may have felt tired directly the class was 
over, but the next day I was seeking worlds to conquer. 
That, in turn, led me to embark on a task which has brought 
me perhaps more satisfaction than anything else I have 
done. But that is another story. 



"TRUTH IS ONE" 

During the first years in Florida visits to New 
York seemed absolutely indispensible. Otherwise I could 
feel and perceive only stagnation on a scale surpassing 
the swamps of the Everglades. 

One of my New York friends was Roland Gammon, 
with whom I first became acquainted when he was on the 
staff of a magazine called Pageant. I had written at his 
request and sold to his magazine an article on one of my 
favorite prose writers. Henry David Thoreau. 

The book Have You a Religion? into which I had 
put so much heart and enthusiasm, was still somewhat of 
a sore memory whenever I thought about it. In a way it 
had been meant to speak to almost every man's condition. 
But it evidently failed of its mission, since it called 
for no printings after the first. Later I learned that 
the publishers did not even bother to make plates of the 
book. They simply printed it from type, to cut expenses 
and to fulfill their contract. 

In talking to Roland Gammon, I believe I 
mentioned that I meant one day to write another book about 
religions. He, too, he said, would like to write one, 
but he had in mind a profusely illustrated book. He was 
at that time on the staff of one of those picture magazines— 
I cannot recall its name—that carried a maximum of 
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pictures and a minimum of text. Almost before we knew it, 
we had agreed that I should write one or two chapters of 
text and he would lay out some pages of pictures, and the 
sample was to be shown to a publisher. I actually wrote 
four chapters of text. In Winter Park, Florida I came 
upon the publisher of my first book, In the, Footprints of 
Heine. Ferris Greenslet, now retired from the editorship , 1 

of the Houghton^Mifflin Company, of Boston, actually 
asked to see the chapters when I told him what I was doing, 
read them and liked them. He suggested I send them to 
his house in Boston. I sent them to Hew York instead, to 
my agent and to Roland Gammon. The whole thing was shown 
to Harper and Brothers. They offered a contract which we 
accepted. 

To me, regardless of what happened to the book, 
it was already a stupendous success. I was in Florida, 
one of a community of yardmen with college degrees and 
often with many letters after their names. Nearly all 
had come there to "end their days,"—hideous phrase. They 
xjent every Tuesday and every Saturday night to a lecture 
and a dinner, respectively, at the University Club. That 
was not only for sociability's sake, but to keep the cells 
of the gray matter from atrophy and dessication. Every 
autumn a troop of new members was elected to the University 
Club. 

"Why do you elect so many new members?" a 
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president of the club was asked. 
"Because we have such large graduating classes," 

was the answer. 
At one of the meetings a member was being con-

gratulated on his ninetieth birthday. When he rose to 
respond, a little man sitting next to me murmured, "That's 
my kid brother." 

"Is that a joke?" I whispered. 
"No—he's my brother. I'm ninety-two." 
Here was I with a contract, with an advance on 

royalties tucked, as they say, under ray belt, driving at 
a new book ivith a deadline. This was not only going back 
to the roaring forties, but to the dancing twenties. 

Books—references—naturally, the supply there 
was limited to a degree. My old friend, the Harvard 
University Library, came to my aid, I made a hurried trip 
to Washington, to the inexhaustible resources of the 
Library of Congress, where every needed reference was 
infallibly obtainable, My crowded little study in the 
small house we bought was bursting at the seams. My 
classes In writing had dwindled to one, and even for that 
I scarcely had the time. I was writing a book again—it 
was to be like no other. 

That book was to be so clear, so lucid, anyone 
could understand it. It was to tell the story of all the 
great religions now on earth. And it was to show that 
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man Is essentially divine. It wa3 not to show, as in the 
old theologies, filius in r̂eralo patris, the son in the 
hosora of the father, hut that we are all in that bosom, all 
included in the One. It was to he not only without a trace 
of bigotry, but without any bias. I did not yet know its 
title. But whatever the title was to be it must be 
inclusive. 

Every writer has his own way of working. 
Generally we picture him bending over the dancing keys of 
a typewriter. As for me, a soft pencil traveling as 
rapidly as thought would allow over the lines of ruled 
yellow legal pads is the pattern. How many of those pads 
I have covered! It was something I thoroughly knew, yet 
every day I kept discovering the basic unity that under-
lies all religions. Someday (it seems woefully far off) 
man will discover that the differences are unreal and the 
unity real. All of this I wanted to convey in my book. 

In one of the pseudo-scientific romances of II, G, 
Wells (I believe it was In the Days of the Comet) a comet 
that had passed almost too close to the earth leaves a 
something in the terrestrial atmosphere that causes the 
human inhabitants to look upon each father differently than 
theretofore, Men see one another with 1ri.ndn.e3s, under-
standing and sympathy, not with the ferocious competition 
or even habitual fault-finding peculiar to so much of our 
lives. It was essentially the brotherhood of man that errant 
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comet deposited like a patina upon the globe. I believed, 
and still believe, that one day, if the race is not 
completely extinguished, it will realize that this 
fraternal state is its only salvation. Well, the great 
religions, as I saw them, taught not only fraternity but 
the identity of all men with themselves and with the 
Supreme Intelligence that is their source. As to publi-
cation, I had no worry on that score. The publishers 
had already advanced some thousands of dollars. Their 

* 

interest was assured, 
I really worked. Later people asked me how long-

it had taken to write that book. My answer was that it 
was written during a winter, but it had taken thirty years. 
The amount of reading, hearing, and thinking I had done 
on that subject had spread over many years and had brought 
a saturation for which I was now grateful. Without such 
saturation I could never have met my deadline set by the 
publisher. Every day, rain or shine, hurricane weather 
or intense heat, I worked at this task with all the energy 
I possessed. Of all the kinds of writing that there are, 
none surpasses in interest for the writer that which is 
addressed to, and is concerned with, the soul of man. 
Fashions change in all things, but that subject is 
perennial. 

Fortunately, ours was a town with virtually no 
distractions. There was no theater, only one movie house 
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of indifferent quality, and only occasional evening meetings 
of a club or a group. For one not afraid of the heat (as 
I am not) the place is made for work. Idleness there is 
not attractive. I drove on with my task and sent the 
chapters off to New York as they were finished. Meanwhile 
Roland Gammon was assembling the pictures, most of them 
found in New York but some from various parts of the world. 

So easily did the book flow, I actually finished 
the writing before Roland had completed the collection and 
layouts of the pictures. There were more than two hundred 
and fifty of them. As to the writing, I was not ashamed 
of it. Arnold Bennett used to announce to his friends, 
"I wrote a thousand words today...of the best." I am not 
given to such announcements, but I knew that some of the 
best writing I had ever done went into that book. My 
heart seemed to sing as I wrote and there was never even 
a trace of a feeling of drudgery. 

Every chapter, however different from the others, 
seemed of itself without any contriving on my part to 
convey the philosophy of Monism, the philosophy that in 
terms of religion says, "I and My Father are one," "Thou 
art that," or in Buddha's quaint phrasing, the true nature, 
that neither departs nor comes, "is the same in the masses 
as in the worthies." For some reason man has been con-
stantly bombarded with the idea that he is a worm, a sinner, 
a mass of corruption, conceived in sin, born of iniquity— 
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x>rh.at an onslought on a creature struggling to reach the 
light I Monism, however, means oneness. It means that 
man and God are one. That is the sure knowledge that, 
according to a Zen master, "the wise in the ten quarters, 
they all enter in this absolute faith." Says another 
Eastern master: "Nothing gives us strength as this idea 
of Monism. Nothing makes us so moral as this idea of Monism. 
Nothing makes us work so well at our best and highest, as 
when all responsibility is thrown upon ourselves.11 The 
same authority makes this reasonable plea: 

"Dualistic ideas have ruled the world long 
enough, and this is the result. Why not make a new 
experiment? It may take ages for all minds to receive 
Monism, but why not begin now? If we have told it to 
twenty persons in our lives, we have done a great work." 

Almost before I knew it I wa3 reading proofs. 
Let no one sympathize with an author who complains of the 
drudgery of proofreading. He glories in that drudgery 
and it would be a sorrow to his heart if he never had to 
do it. He would be like the eternal bridesmaid who is 
never a bride. Proofreading of one's own book is a living 
over of the struggles of creation, but also of its joys. 
It brings home to the writer once and for all that he is 
the authority and his is the responsibility. 

Truth Is One was published early in October and 
the Pen Club gave ar-cocktail party for me. This I looked 
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upon as a good augury. A party by that sophisticated 
body to celebrate publication of a book about religions 
seemed like a good omen to me. 

It was good to see old friends of the craft, 
seasoned writers with well-known names, come to celebrate 
another milestone, a new book. For us, the writers, books 
are of acute importance. Aside from our private loves 
and attachments, what else have we got? What to the public 
is a title on a dust jacket in a book-seller's window, 
represents to the writer, oftener than one might think, 
a victory won not without sweat, blood, and even tears. 

Second only to the playwright's, after his 
opening night, is the writer's thirsty interest in the 
reviews. I do not mean to detail my book's reviews here. 
Many declare it to be 'h magnificent book," but what pleased 
me even more was that one review after another more or 
less duplicated the adjectives of the Dayton Journal 
Herald; "Impartial, unbiased." It seemed to me wonderful 
the way almost every reviewer grasped the intent and 
object of the book. More than one spoke of it as "a sure 
tonic against bigotry." Even before the book was published 
the editor at Harpers who had accepted it for publication, 
told me that what pleased him most was that the book was 
without bias. This fact and that the book, as one reviewer 
pointed out, "may initiate you into the discovery that 
all religions are indeed phases of one eternal religion," 
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are salient points to me. Altogether, one could not 
complain of being misunderstood. The word "Monism" was 
scarcely mentioned, yet most reviewers grasped it, and 
as one observed, referring to the chapters dealing with 
Krishna and Buddha, "They appear magnificent in their 
concept of God as One and All." 

Even further encouragement came when the public 
showed a growing interest. A book club took an edition 
of several thousand copies and the book sellers began to 
re-order. The publishers were satisfied with the book's 
progress and that in itself is major news. I lent back to 
Florida with a high-hearted feeling that at last my effort 
was being recognized. It was not fame I craved, but that 
people, at least in the numbers that read the book, should 
give a tolerant thought to the ideas expressed and implied. 
At this writing it is five years since Truth Is One was 
published. Yet the semi-annual statements of the publishers 
show that many hundreds of people buy the book every ye sir, 
which means that thousands read it. 

When we returned to our home in Winter Park 
there were the usual autographings, public appearances, 
and the like. By these I set little store. Those are the 
usual kindly expressions of one's neighbors. One is 
grateful, naturally, but in the arts it is what strangers 
say that counts. For their reactions are not personal. 
And the opinions of strangers take the form either of 
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mouth-to-mouth advertising and acceptance of the book, 
or else silence and rejection. In this case the reception 
was affirmative. For the book is still very much alive. 
That is one merit of being an author of non-fiction. The 
average life of a novel is said to be ninety days. But 
some of my books like The Story of Prophecy kept selling 
for more than fifteen years, and recently my publishers 
notified me that Our Movie-Made Children had still earned 
royalties in its twenty-sixth year. Few fiction writers 
can point to that kind of longevity among their novels. 

Only in his autobiography can an author afford 
to look back. In his working life his gaze must ever be 
straight ahead. Truth Is One was out and it was living 
its own life. There was nothing further to do about that. 
But what was I going to do next? At the request of a 
magazine I wrote six articles based on the material in the 
book. But that did not take much time. What was I to do 
after that? I did not know. There were especially tempt-
ing ideas clamoring for attention. I had heard of 
writers running out of ideas; that contingency, however, 
had never troubled me for long. At worst, travel was 
always a stimulant that started the mind working again. 
Many of us remember how Sinclair Lewis, for instance, 
would suddenly turn up in a new home in some unexpected 
place. 

My wife who has an eager mind and is fond of 
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travel, suggested that the time had come for us to go 
abroad. She more than suggested. She insisted. So a 
few months after the publication of the book we sold our 
Winter Park house, put our furniture in storage, took 
passage on a Norwegian freighter and embarked on a 
leisurely crossing for Europe, where neither of us had 
been since before the war. 

I have never posed as a sea-dog whose very blood 
is a mixture of salt water and iron. I like the sea when 
I am afloat on it, but I can go for long stretches 
without it. This crossing, however, was of a special 
importance to me. It gave me an unhindered opportunity 
not so much to survey the past as to peer into the future. 
What next? I not only had no pressing ideas for books but 
I seemed to myself unworried about it. Perhaps, I felt, 
I had filled my quota? I had published sixteen books 
and numerous magazine articles. That may seem a small 
number to the writer who has done nothing else but write 
books. I had been an editor for many years, a period during 
which there was no time for writing. That excuse, albeit 
slender, was something. Yet I had to admit that my rate 
of production had not been fast. Possibly these wanderings 
in Europe would speed it up. 

Our first stop was Casablanca, a port I had 
never visited. To me it was not too interesting. There 
is nothing of the movie thrill about Casablanca. The part 
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that was French consisted of opulent villas with spacious 
gardens; it might have been any French colony. The native 
part, the Moorish, was only moderately interesting and not 
too clean. The only really interesting spot is the hotel 
where President Franklin D. Roosevelt, during one of his 
secret flights in wartime, had had his headquarters. I 
felt no pangs when our ship left the port of Casablanca. 
We landed in Genoa on a rainy morning and within hours 
were on a train bound for Naples. There at least it was 
sunny. In Italy, if you have no sun for a day you feel 
cheated. 

Naples was by now an old stoiy to me. I had 
been there so many times, had written about it, romanticized 
it, but that was in the past. I did not feel romantic 
about it now. The sense of wonder never wholly dies out 
in a writer, but the feeling of romance certainly loses color 
with time. The urchins in the street, who looked so 
picturesque a generation ago, look only grubby now. And 
the shops with their overpriced trifles and gewgaws, how 
can they be of interest except to morons? Simultaneous 
with this, mental query came the thought: age is creeping on. 
That is what it means to be aging. Next thing you know 
even a pretty girl will be just a pretty girl and 
nothing more. 

Pompeii is one conventional, almost official, 
"sight" I never tire of. I wonder if that, too, spells 
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aging? I don't think so. It is exciting now and it was 
exciting forty years ago. The ancient Romans are one of 
the least sympathetic peoples in history. A hard, material-
istic, vengeful and destructive race, they dominated the 
known world for centuries and trod any number of nations 
under foot. But that is one reason that in a place like 
Pompeii, which is a kind of museum, one can study the 
Romans as one might study lepidoptera under glass. Always 
the reflection comes, as you review the evidences of their 
hardness, their vices, their pitiless attitude towards 
other nations, that is what sheer materialism leads to— 
extinction. When a Roman emperor, according to tradition, 
finally admitted that the Galilean had conquered, he was 
confessing a thousand years of misfeasance, if not barbarity. 

With all the old-lady tourists I thrilled in the 
motor bus ride from Pompeii to Amalfi, and finally to 
Sorrento and Naples. The chauffeur lightly mentioned that 
there were seventeen hundred turns, mostly hairpin turns, 
on that road. Whether this is true or not, it may console 
the driver to know that some of his passengers came to 
believe the number of turns to be nearer seventeen thousand. 
I had made this trip once before, but never at that seem-
ingly breakneck speed and never with that pervasive smell 
of danger. So skilled and confident, however, was the 
driver that the guide kept assuring us nothing could happen 
because of that driver's perfection. Nothing did happen. 
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But by the time we reached Amalfi our appetites for lunch 
were distinctly scotched. 

Although I had been in Capri more than once, I 
nevertheless wanted to visit it again, if only for the 
sake of seeing Axel Munthe's villa. I could not accept his 
invitation to come there while he was still living. I felt 
I must see it now. Munthe must have had wonderful taste. 
Not only is the villa itself a gem, but every art object 
in it, every bust, every article of furniture, seemed to 
me in perfect taste. Munthe must have spent happy years 
collecting these things. 

It was Sicily, however, and particularly Taormina, 
my wife desired to visit, since she had never been there. 
For me it was a second visit, and I could not help wonder-
ing how great were the changes I should find. Thirty-odd 
years I A generation had slipped by since my earlier 
sojourn. Fortunately, however, Sicily changes less than 
any spot in Europe. As I wrote to my son, who had been a 
3mall boy there, the only change in Taormina is a gasoline 
station outside the gate. In the town itself there is no 
taste for anachronism, nor any room for such extraneous 
growths as gasoline stations. Many centuries before, 
every available spot was planted with a building or a 
monument appropriate to it, and good taste had left them 
standing. Modernity has to accomodate itself as best it 
can. Taormina was in virtually all respects as I had 
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pictured it in my book, Grecian Italy. 
There was the same beauty, the same harmonious 

conformation of hills and valleys, groves and gardens, 
light and shade, sea and sky. And yet it was not the same. 
I could admire, but I could not rave over It as once I 
did, nor could I become exclamatory about it, as others 
around me became. I had in the interim, since I last saw 
this place, lived many lives, experienced many things, and 
lost the power of spontaneous exclamation. That does not 
mean I did not appreciate. But the wear and tear of the 
years muffles tendencies to demonstration. 

The old gardener at the '/ilia San Pancrazio, 
where we were staying, had been a young gardener when I 
had first stayed there. He declared he remembered me. I 
took that with the necessary grain of salt. No one else 
remembered me. How could they? Host of them were new 
people with new faces in new backgrounds. They doubtless 
felt they were Taormina. But to me they were usurpers, 
aliens. The stones of Taormina were my real link with the 
past, and the cone of Mt. Etna, and a few paths and byways. 
Por the rest, I might as well have been on the moon. 
Nevertheless, I was glad to revisit this lovely spot, 
where I had lived a winter with so much zest, where I had 
strolled with D. H. Lawrence and talked about his books 
and his style, and where his English countrymen and women 
had whispered so indignantly about him because of Lady 
Ghatterley's Lover. 
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Through. Rome we passed with 110 more than a change 
of trains. Neither my wife nor I cared to linger in Rome. 
We had both been there and neither of us felt lured to 
remain. The exact opposite was true of Florence. Florence 
was like Mecca to the Moslem, a lodestone that drew at the 
heartstrings. 80 much rich, intense, artistic life and 
creation of beauty is folded into the fabric of that by 
no means large city, one no sooner arrives there than one 
feels steeped in it. Be it painting, or poetry, or history, 
in all those major divisions of culture that medium-sized 
Tuscan city shines like a jewel. 

How faithfully I once marched through the galleries, 
the Pittl, the Uffizi, the churches and the palaces, the 
outdoor gallery, the Galleria dei Lanzi, all filled with 
the greatest art we possess. I did not do that now. 
Sightseeing I left for younger eyes and younger legs. What 
1 wanted was to drink in again the atmosphere of Florence, 
the clear air that had helped to produce masterpieces. In 
that we succeeded. We drove about on a tour of the gardens 
surrounding the famous villas, and that was pleasure 
unalloyed. We visited, among others, I Tatti, the villa 
in which Bernard Berenson, the world-renowned art critic 
and authority on the Renaissance painters was ending his 
days. I envied the Harvard students who would come here 
in the future to study and meditate on art. He had already 
willed the entire place, garden, villa, library and 
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collection of paintings, to Harvard University. He has 
passed from the scene since our visit, and I Tatti is 
already in possession of Harvard. 

We did not see Berenson. He was in Africa, 
according to his servants. But I remember meeting him at 
a luncheon in New York where he and his wife were guests. 
He was a tiny man with a light-brown small beard. Or 
perhaps he only seemed tiny, because his wife, who was 
both older and taller than he, seemed to be constantly and 
protectively hovering over him. She was a sister of Logan 
Pearsall Smith, the brilliant essayist, who though an 
American, chose to live in England. Mrs. Berenson was 
evidently accustomed to greatness. She certainly knew how 
to foster her husband's genius, by both her means and her 
care. He literally seemed to bask in her presence. He 
told story after story, mostly about Americans abroad, 
and mostly concerned with their poor command of Italian, 
which he spoke perfectly. One story I recall had to do 
with a cabman's overcharge in Florence, and the American 
lady-passenger's protest in her Italian. Said she: ""Vol 
credete che vol potete sedere sopra una cittadina Americana?" 

Which, aside from the absurd combinations of 
sounds and silly use of words, translates into:— 

"Do you believe you can sit on top of an American 
citizeness?" 

The other stories were of similar nature. But 
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in art appraisal and judgment, notably the art of the 
Renaissance, he was the greatest living authority and had 
grown not only famous, but rich from his judgments. He 
was one of those first-generation immigrants from Eastern 
Europe that have enriched America. 

k week of pigeon-feeding in Venice, and another, 
to rest up from our too-rapid traveling, in Lausanne, 
Switzerland, and we felt ripe for Paris. Like all women, 
my wife loves Paris. I cannot say as much. Shop windows 
and. fashions do not intrigue me. The theater in Paris 
was once the gayest and the brightest in the world. Since 
the wars that is no longer the case. No great dramatist 
or brilliant playwright now enlivens the Paris stage. As 
to sightseeing, that I have given up long ago. Like 
many another Paris bourgeois, all I could do was to sun 
myself in the Tuileries Gardens, or browse at bookstands 
on the banks of the Seine. I was glad when the time came 
to move on to London. 

London even today is another story. I say even 
today because of course, London too has changed. I am 
not now speaking of the bomb-damaged buildings, or of the 
few gaps created by bombardment, but of the disappearance 
of so many vivid people. H. G. Wells, who in his lifetime 
seemed like a phenomenon of nature, a constantly bubbling 
well of ideas, is no more. There is no Ilay Sinclair, no 
Hamilton Pyfe, no Violet Hunt—at- least they were not 
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available for any contact. 3o many and so many are no more. 
Happily, however, Frank Swinnerton was still 

quick to respond to a hail. He came into London from his 
Surrey retreat, Old Tokefield in Cranleigh, and like the 
stout fellow he is, stood us lunch at the Cafe Royale, an 
old and favorite haunt of his. And how brilliantly he 
still talks! My wife was enchanted with him. 

And Rebecca West, though now living in the country 
on broad acres, responded quickly to a greeting and asked 
us to come out to her home in Bucks. She wanted us for a 
weekend, but we were leaving for Scotland and a day was all 
the time we had. As one might have expected, her house 
was delightful, filled with books and weekend guests. 
Rebecca is a grandmother now and a very busy writer, as 
well as the chatelaine of a large country place. But her 
zest for life is still keen and her mind as sparkling as 
when I first knew her, when she was a girl of twenty-four. 

No one knows what posterity will do. One would 
think that a woman with the mental vigor, the zest, the 
brilliance of Rebecca West would be known to posterity 
much as Madame de Stael is known, or Mile, de L'Espinasse, 
or at least Margaret Fuller. It is possible, of course, 
that she may outshine them all. But with posterity you 
never know. It may lift one up in a blaze of glory or 
drop one down with a thud into the nethermost pits of 
oblivion. Rebecca has done enough good writing to fill a 
niche in a library. Some of her work is of classic quality, 



486-

as for instance, Black Lamb and Gray Falcon. She has 
written excellent novels and more journalism than Daniel 
DeFoe—and of a higher quality. But what posterity will 
say or do nobody knows. 

Recently it was announced among the Birthday Honors 
that Rebecca had been created a Dame of the British Empire— 
if that is the title. I wrote a line of congratulations. 
She wrote me in reply that her servants now call her "My 
Lady" and insist that she ought to let others know that is 
now the appropriate way of addressing her. 

"I see myself telling anybody to call me My Lady 111 

writes Rebecca, who is perhaps less of a snob than any 
woman I have ever known. 

We enjoyed our day with her, returned to London, 
and then on to Scotland to the annual Music Festival, which 
my wife, who had herself been a concert accompanist and is 
still a devoted musician, could not miss. Notwithstanding 
my numerous visits and sojourns in England I had never 
before been in Scotland. People nowadays do not make pious 
pilgrimages to Scotland merely for the sake of visiting 
Abbotsford and other shrines sanctified by Sir Walter 
Scott. They don't read Sir Walter, excepting possibly 
Ivanhoe. As a Stevensonian, however, I ought to have gone 
to Scotland before. So steeped was I in Stevenson, I 
wrote a continuation of Treasure Island, and the chapter 
was printed in the Harvard Monthly, a magazine of my college. 
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But even before that I pored over every line of his writing 
I could lay hands on, and his essay entitled "A College 
Magazine," in which he tells how he learned to write, 
became a sort of sacred text to me. I knew most of it by 
heart. I tried to follow his method of carrying notebooks 
in my pocket, and furtively jotting; down descriptive phrases, 
or what I thought were apt adjectives. 

That was a strange period in our peculiar 
literary development. There is no doubt that Robert Louis 
Stevenson brought a whiff of the eighteenth century prose 
writers into our lives. Swift and Steele, and Addison, 
and perhaps Dr.yden, all went to make up Stevenson's style, 
which captivated most of us so much. Though later, Dr. 
William Allen Neilson, my faculty adviser in college, told 
me that Patrick's Lives of the Covananters was the true 
progenitor of that style. But however that may be, the 
Stevensonian influence was widespread. Even the veriest 
country newspaper reporter and editor began to write with 
something like ease under that influence. 

Now at last, thanks to my wife's dedication to 
music, I was in Scotland visiting Stevenson's shrine. 
Our rooms were in Heriot Row, a few doors from where 
Stevenson had lived through his school and college years 
in Edinburgh. There was a time when I would have been 
beside myself even to catch a glimpse of the door. But as 
it was I passed it every day without a tremor. Nevertheless, 
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something* that had heen lacking within me seemed to he satis 
Tied by this visit. I roved over Edinburgh, which seemed 
a kind of monument to greatness. Here Sir Walter Scott 
lived from such and such a year to such and such another. 
Here Alexander Graham Bell was born. And here in that 
rather somber house Robert Louis Stevenson was born. 

The place is kept as a little helter-skelter 
Stevenson museum, holding some of his books, a penny plain 
and twopence colored, various objects pertaining to his 
childhood, and a heavy wooden bureau made, it is said, by 
Deacon Brodie, who was a handicraft man and a deacon by 
day, and a robber at night. He is believed by some to 
have suggested Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde, though Stevenson 
himself declared the idea came to him in a dream. That 
however, does not preclude the deacon as the source. 
Altogether, Edinburgh with its Castle of Holyrood, with 
its memories of Mary, Queen of Scots, its bursts of p'langent 
piping by kilted musicians, its tartans, and its willful 
weather, is one of the most romantic cities in Britain, if 
not in Europe. My wife calls it the most dramatic of 
cities. I can see now how it could produce both Scott and 
Stevenson, both Deacon Brodie and John Knox. 

On our return journey we decided to stop at the 
Lakes, with which so much of English literature is 
saturated. The Lake country is too near Scotland not to 
partake of its weather. But we were favored with sunshine 
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at Keswick, stayed in a pleasant hotel and had some scope 
for moving ahout. In the ancient days when I was a 
schoolboy, I read the unforgettable poem by Robert Southey 
on how the waters come down at Lodore. I forget in which 
of McGuffey's Readers I came upon that gem of tinkling 
sound. But such was its impact, it has remained with me 
throughout all the years. My wife also recalled it from 
her school days. Nothing for it but we must make a pious 
pilgrimage to the cataract of Lodore. Half an hour's ride 
on an electric tram and the conductor told us we had 
arrived, Lodore must have grown with the years in our 
imaginations. For though we did not expect a Niagara, I 

for one expected a waterfall of some proportions. We saw 
nothing. "Where is Lodore?" I asked. "It is be'ind the 
'ouse," I was informed, and the conductor pointed to a 
small resort hotel. Behind the house it surely was. In 
the little wilderness screened by the hotel was a broken 
facade of rock, such as might be found in someone's rock 
garden, and several rills of water came plashing softly 
down the face of the rocks. It must have shrunk since 
Southey's day, as an old person's features shrink with age. 
Well, we had seen Lodore. 

The rest of our stay in London was for me, at 
least, a leave-taking. I seemed to be pervaded by a 
feeling that I should return to London nevermore. So, 
with a sentiment that seemed at once humorous and sad, I 
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found myself mentally saying goodbye to every spot and 
corner I visited during those remaining days. Goodbye 
to Regent Street, St. James* Park, Bond Street, and the 
lions of Trafalgar Square. Goodbye to Piccadilly, to 
Westminster, to Whitehall and the glittering Horseguards. 
Goodbye to Soho, to Russell Square, and to the British 
Museum. Everyone of these quarters was dear to me, and 
so were many more. But I somehow believed I was leaving 
and renouncing them forever. 

It was a strange feeling which I had experienced 
nowhere else, and never quite disentangled. There was a 
certain regret in it, yet it wasn't all regret. There 
was a mingling of joy in it, too, joy that life, with 
which so many human beings find great fault, had never-
theless laid out so much of happiness along my path, and 
brought me such a heady zest in living. And most of my 
joy in life was not dependent on possessions. Whether I 
ever came back to London or not, it was part of the great 
feast life had spread before me, as though I were a 
pampered prodigal newly returned to his father's house. 

Hor is the feast over yet. I1y wife, who is not 
only a talented musician, but also has a gift for home-
making, has recently created a new and delightful home 
for us in California, with new surroundings and a new 
circle of friends. In this excellent climate life seems 
always to be near its peak, with the morning stars singing 
together. 
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BIBLIOGRAPHY OP THE WORKS OF 
HENRY JAMES FORMAN 
by Elizabeth I. Dixon 

1. In the Footprints of Heine; with illustrations by 
Walter King Stone. Boston, Houghton Mifflin 
Co., 1910. 

The author's tramp through the Hartz moun-
tains of Germany, visiting the actual spots madv 
famous by Heine's "Harzreise," furnishes the 
reader with a refreshing glimpse into the de-
lightful simplicity of life and travelling in 
the early part of the century. The reader of 
today finds himself permeated with envy while 
reading of this marvelously enticing holiday of 
yesterday. 

2. The Ideal Italian Tour. Boston, Houghton Mifflin 
Co., 1911. 

Charmingly written, and based on actual 
experience, this small book supplies a mixture 
of history, art lore and practical information 
for the traveller whose time and funds are li-
mited. For the armchair traveller, the prin-
cipal appeal will be found in the general 
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impressions written .in the polished style of 
the essayist with which Mr. Forraan is so gifted. 

3. London, an Intimate Picture. New York, McBride, 
Nast and Co., 1913. 

"To those whose tongue is English, London 
is the most romantic spot on earth," begins Mr, 
Forman, as he proceeds to demonstrate with his 
delightful style the lure of the London of the 
early twentieth century. The modern reader is 
almost overcome with nostalgia as he reads of 
the charming, easy confidence with which life 
was lived in this London of half-a-century ago. 

4, The Captain of his Soul. New York, McBride, Nasi 
and Co., 1914. 

Mr. Forman*s first novel is the story of 
Gilbert Spottswood, who comes to New Tork as a 
young man filled with ideals and with ambition« 
to become a playwright. Gilbert, however, suc-
cumbs to the lure of high finance on Wall Stre»t, 
loses his ideals, and becomes involved in a 
sordid love affair. Finally, contemplating sui-
cide, Gilbert becomes master of his soul. One 
of his plays is accepted and he faces the world 
with a clearer understanding of reality. The 
author's perceptive character delineations save 
the work from triteness. 

5« Fire of Youth; with frontispiece by Richard Culter. 
Boston, Little, Brown and Co., 1920. 

This is the story of a young country boy, 
Anthony West, who travels to the city to make 
his fortune, gets off on the wrong foot, but 
eventually finds the right track and returns to 
the small country town from which he came. 
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A1though this is not one of Mr. Forman's better 
efforts, his delineation of character and his 
descriptive passages of London and New York 
rescue the work from complete mediocrity. 

6. The Man Who Lived in a Shoe. Boston, Little, 
Brown and Co., 1922. 

Mr. Forman's excursion into gentle humor 
and whimsy provides the reader with a light 
narrative in which the life of Randolph Byrd, 
a bookwormish bachelor, is completely upset by 
the arrival of his dead sister's three children 
and their "mother's helper," Alicia. Uncle 
Ranny is forced to change his entire way of 
life, even to moving to the country, for the 
benefit of his three charges. The story is 
clean, clear-cut, at times sentimental, written 
in the author's deceptively easy style. 

7. The Enchanted Garden; with frontispiece by A.D. 
Rahn. Boston, Little, Brown and Co., 1923. 

Applying his skills in characterization 
and description, Mr. Forman limns the story of 
Roderic, who flees his New England home to 
prove his manhood. Eventually young Roderic 
is shipwrecked on an island in the South Paci-
fic, where he marries Alene, the daughter of the 
island's master. Nostalgia for New England 
causes Roderic to rush home, but he finds his 
old life completely destroyed. From his posi-
tion in the past, Roderic comes to appreciate 
the present and returns to his life on the is-
land. The story is pleasant, the style master-
ful, the work entirely pleasing. 
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8. Grecian Italy, Adventures of Travel in Sicily, 
Calabria, and Malta; with illustrations by 
Frederic R. Gruger. New York, Boni and Live-
right, 1924. 

F.V. Roman, writing in the New York World t 
said of this hook, "The words of love for the 
unspoiled, ancient Sicily ring with genuine 
feeling, reaching a sweetness that would make 
Theocritus cry with gratitude." No words could 
better describe Mr.Forman's work. This is not 
a guidebook in the ordinary sense, but rather 
it is capsuled history for the traveller, giv-
ing the reasons why each spot on the itinerary 
is worthy of interest. 

9. Guilt; A Mystery Story. New York, Boni and Live-
right, 1924. 

This is the first American mystery novel 
to employ psychoanalysis in the solution. The 
story of Lowell Bradbury's search for the mur-
derer of his friend, Van Wyck Greenfield is 
exciting as a mystery, enthralling in its des-
cription, and absorbing in its solution. Mr. 
Forman employs all his talents to present the 
reader with an exciting evening of reading. 

10. Sudden Wealth. New York, Boni and Liveright, 1924. 
This story of George and Laura Pollock 

might seem at first to be a rather ordinary 
tale of the reactions of two people to the sud-
den possession of large sums of money. However, 
Mr. Forman has described with consummate artis-
try the changes in character and in values which 
occur when persons of limited means are cata-
pulted to affluence. With no prior experience 
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in handling large sums of money, George and 
Laura at first indulge in small benevolence, 
but eventually settle down to a steady spending 
spree in orgy of self-satisfaction. As usual, 
Mr. Forman's character delineations are superb. 

11. The Pony Express; illustrated with scenes from the 
photoplay. A Paramount picture. New York, 
Grosset and Dunlap, 1925* On cover: By Henry 
Jajnes Forman and V/alter Woods. 

Mr. Forman and Mr. Woods have novelized 
the script of the photoplay, which glamorizes 
the short life of the pony express. The work 
is not one of Mr. Forman's best, and suffers 
from collaboration. 

12. The Rembrandt Murder. New York, R.R. Smith, 1931. 
Once again Mr. Forman invades the realm of 

the mystery writers and proves that he is equal 
to the task. We venture into a world of vio-
lent melodrama with the Professor, a man of 
erudition, well-versed in modern psychological 
techniques^ Mr. Forman, with his sensitive 
abilities, once more provides exciting reading 
with an ingeniously suspenseful tale. 

13* Our Movie Made Children; with an introduction by 
Dr. W.W. Charters. New York, Macmillan Co., 
1933. 

This book is a summary of the facts col-
lected by Mr. Forman and a group of investi-
gators working under the direction of the Mo-
tion Picture Research Council and supported by 
the Committee on Education of the Payne Fund. 
Utilizing all his literary skills Mr. Forman 
discusses the influence of motion pictures on 



the children of today, from the movie-going 
habits to the influences on physical well-being, 
psychological states, and moral development. 
Some rather alarming conclusions are reached. 
This work is still used as a standard reference 
work in various Psychology Departments in many 
universities and colleges in the United States. 

14. The Story of Prophecy in the Life of Mankind from 
Early Times to the. Present Day. New York, 
Farrar and Rinehart, 1936. 

Making use of a hobby of many years stan-
ding, Mr. Forman presents a descriptive study 
of the past and present in prophecies and the 
men and women who made them. In the main, the 
work is admirably objective, as Mr. Forman pre-
sents the prophets as their followers see them. 
Sometimes skeptical, sometimes spoofing, the 
work is, nevertheless, an informative guide for 
those who search for knowledge. The index and 
bibliography are useful for those who care to 
pursue the subject further. 

15. Las Profecias de Nostradamus. Traduccion de A.G. 
M. Buenos Aires, Editorial Tor, 1940. 

Selections from The Story of Prophecy. 
16. Have You a Religion? The Supreme Hygiene of Life. 

New York, Farrar and Rinehart, 1941. 
Mr. Forman presents here the necessity fox-

religion, any religion, in the life of modern 
man. He reviews the history of the various 
religions and the parts they have played in the 
development of civilizations. Not a profoundly 
scholarly work, but sincerely written with the 
author's usual skill at description. 
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17. Truth is One; the Story of the World1s Great Li-
ving Religions in Pictures and Text. Photo-
graphs by Roland Gammon. New York, Harper, 1954. 

Mr. Forman and Mr. Gammon present the story 
of the world's living religions with closely 
correlated text and phoptographs. Spiritual 
unity and the essential harmony of all religions 
forms the basic theme of the work. Although the 
text is disarmingly brief, a great deal of in-
formation on the origin and teaching of the 
ten great religions is packed into the limited 
space. 

18. "The Romance of Esperanto," Harper's Weekly, LI 
(Jan. 19, 1907), 94. 

19. "Why Women Should Study Esperanto," Harper's 
Bazaar, XLI (Mar., 1907), 24. 

20. "Nazimova," Harper's Weekly, LI (Apr. 20, 1907), 
576. 

21. "Esperanto Congress at Cambridge," Harper's Weekly, 
LI (Sept. 28, 1907), 1412-3. 

22. "Progress in Esperanto," North American Review, 
CLXXXVI (Oct., 1907), 276-80. 

25. "Portrait," Current Literature, XLIII (Oct., 1907), 
577. 

24. "Dresden Esperanto Congress," North American Re-
view. CLXXXVIII (Oct., 1908), 609-15. 

25. "The Most Eloquent Woman in the World," Harper's 
Weekly. LII (Nov. 28, 1908), 7-8. 

26. "Roosevelt the Husbandman," Review of Reviews, 
XLII (Aug., 1910), 175-9. 



2 7 . "In the Footprints of Heine," Bookman, XXXII (Sept., 
1910), 40-52. 

28. "Portrait," Review of Reviews, XLII (Dec., 1910), 
760. 

29. "Eugenics in England," Independent, LXXII (June 20, 
1912), 1573-6. 

50. "Melancholy of Paris," Living; Age, CCLXXIV (July 20, 

1912), 184-7. 
51. "Sunken Galleon," Collier's, LIV (Dec. 26, 1914), 

13. 
52. "The Monk and the Stranger," Collier's, LVI (Dec. 

25, 1915), 9-10. 
33. " and Forty-five Missionaries," Ladies Home 

Journal, XXXVI (Nov., 1919), 53+. 
34. "The Man Who Lived in a Shoe," Woman's Home Com-

panion, XLIX (Aug., 1922), 13-17, (Sept., 1922), 
19-24, (Oct., 1922), 23-6. 

35. "Tobacco Evil; a Monolog," Theatre Arts Monthly, 
VII (Jan., 1923), 77-82. 

A translation from an article written 
originally by A.P. Tchehoff. 

36. "Nights and Sights of Malta," Harper's Magazine, 
CXLVII (July, 1923), 154-66. 
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