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FOREWORD

following stories in book form. “Carter” was originally published in Harpers Monthly Magazine under the
title “The Mulatto.”

“Death and Old Man Murtrie” was printed in The New Republic; others were first brought out in
Everybody's Magazine, Short Stories, Putnam's Magazine and the Saturday Evening Post. “The Penitent” was
originally printed in The Pictorial Review, with the title “The Healer and the Penitent.” The plot of this story
is taken from two poems, one by Browning and one by Owen Meredith. Happening to read these two poems,
one after the other, I was struck by the fact that Owen Meredith had unwittingly written what was in effect a
continuation of a situation invented by Browning; the plot of the one poem, telescoped into the plot of the
other, made in effect a complete short story. I pasted the two situations together, so to speak, inventing an
ending of my own, and had a short story which neither Browning nor Owen Meredith could claim as his-and
which I scarcely have the nerve to claim as mine. And yet this story, taken piecemeal from the two poets,
gave me more trouble than anything else I ever tried to write; it was all there, apparently; but to transpose
the story into a modern American setting was a difficult job. It is my only essay in conscious plagiarism-I hate
to call it plagiarism, but what else could one call it?—and I give you my word that it is easier to invent than to
plagiarize.

The one-act play, “Words and Thoughts,” was written ten years ago-in 1911-and has been offered to every
theatrical manager in America, and refused by them all. I still believe in it as a thing that could be acted with
effect, and I am determined to get it read, even if I cannot get it produced. The fact that it has been going the
rounds of theatrical managers for ten years is no indication that it has ever been read.

Don Marquis
New York

I wish to acknowledge my indebtedness to the editors of several magazines for permission to reprint the

I.-Carter

Caucasian. The eighth, being African, classified him. The white part of him despised and pitied the
black part. The black part hated the white part. Consequently, wherever Carter went he carried his
own hell along inside of him.

Carter began to learn that he was a nigger very early in life. Nigger children are not left long in doubt
anywhere, and especially in the South. Carter first saw the light—and the shadows—of day in Atlanta. The
color line itself, about which one hears so much talk, seemed to run along one end of the alley in which he
was born. It was an alley with a gutter and a great deal of mud in it. At the corner, where it gave into a little
narrow street not much better than an alley itself, the mud was the thickest, deepest, and best adapted to
sculptural purposes. But in the little street lived a number of white families. They were most of them mill
hands, and a numerous spawn of skinny children, little “crackers,” with faces white and sad even from
babyhood, disputed the mud with the nigger children. Nigger babies of five, four, three, and even two,
understood quite well that this most desirable mud, even though it was in the nigger alley, was claimed by
the white babies as their mud. It was in every way a more attractive sort of mud than any in the little street
proper; and juvenile race riots were of almost hourly occurrence—skirmishes in which the very dogs took
part. For the dogs grasped the situation as clearly as did the children; a “nigger” dog, even though he may
have started in life as a white man's dog, soon gets a certain look about him.

So there was no chance for Carter to escape the knowledge that he was a nigger. But it was with a thrill
that he perceived in his youthful excursions from the home alley, that he was sometimes mistaken for a white
child. He was so white in color that one could not tell he was a nigger at a casual glance.

As he grew up, he made another discovery that elated and embittered him still more. He found out who his
father was—or rather, who his father had been, since he never saw that gentleman. The white blood in
Carter's veins was no common ichor. Because white people seldom speak of these things it does not follow
that they are not known pretty generally among the negroes. They are, in fact, discussed.

Carter went to school; he made the further discovery that he had brains—“white man's brains” is the way
he put it to himself. Given the opportunity, he told himself, he could go as far as the average white man—
perhaps further than the average. The white man's standard, nigger though he was, was still the standard by
which he must measure himself. But the opportunity! Even as the youth prepared himself for it he perceived,
hopelessly, that it would be denied him.

As he matured he began to feel a strange, secret pride in that white family whose blood he shared. He
familiarized himself with its genealogy. There is many a courtier who cannot trace his ancestry as far back as

( : arter was not exactly a negro, but he was a “nigger.” Seven drops of his blood out of every eight were



Carter could. One of his forebears had signed Magna Charta; several had fought in the Revolutionary War.
There had been a United States Senator in the family, and a Confederate General. At times, feeling the
vigorous impulse of hereditary instinct and ambitions, Carter looked upon himself as all white man, but never
for long, nor to any purpose. The consciousness of his negro blood pulled him down again.

But, as he grew up, he ceased to herd with black negroes; he scorned them. He crept about the world
cursing it and himself—an unfortunate and bitter creature that had no place; unfortunate and bitter, cursed
with an intellect, denied that mitigation that might have come with a full share of the negro jovialty of
disposition, forever unreconciled.

There was one member of that white family from which he drew so much of his blood whom Carter
particularly admired. Willoughby Howard was about Carter's own age, and he was Carter's half-brother.
Howard did not distinguish Carter from any other mulatto; probably did not know of his existence. But as
Howard reached manhood, and, through virtue of his wealth and standing and parts, began to attain an
excellent place in the world, his rise was watched by Carter with a strange intensity of emotion. Carter in
some occult way identified himself with the career of Willoughby Howard—sometimes he almost worshiped
Willoughby Howard, and then he hated him; he envied him and raged over him with the same breath.

But mostly, as the isolation of his own condition, ate into his soul, he raged over himself; he pitied himself;
he hated himself. Out of the turmoil of his spirit arose the one despairing cry, Oh, to be white, white, white!

Many a night he lay awake until daybreak, measuring the slow minutes with the ceaseless iteration of that
useless prayer: Only to be white! O God, for one little year of being white!

Fruitless hours of prayers and curses!

Carter went North. He went to New York. But the North, which affects to promise so much to the negro, in
a large, loose, general way, does not perform in the same degree. There was only one thing which Carter
would have thanked any one for performing; it was the one thing that could never be performed—he wanted
to be made white. Sometimes, indeed, from the depths of his despair, he cried out that he wanted to be
altogether black; but in his soul he did not really want that.

Nevertheless, at several different periods he yielded to temptation and “went over to the whites.” In the
South he could not have done this without discovery, in spite of the color of his skin. But in the Northern
cities, with their enormous numbers of aliens, all more or less strange to the American eye, Carter found no
great difficulty in passing as white. He “looked a little foreign” to the casual glance; that was all.

But if there was no great difficulty in it, there was no great satisfaction in it, either. In fact, it only made
him the more bitter. Others might think him a white man, but he knew that he was a nigger.

The incident which sent him back South, resolved to be a nigger, and to live and die among the niggers,
might not have affected another in his condition just as it did Carter. But to him it showed conclusively that
his destiny was not a matter of environment so much as a question of himself.

He fell in love. The girl was a waitress in a cheap restaurant near the barber shop where Carter worked.
She was herself a product of the East Side, struggling upward from the slums; partly Italian, with some
Oriental strain in her that had given the least perceptible obliqueness to her eyes—one of those rare hybrid
products which give the thinker pause and make him wonder what the word “American” will signify a century
from now; a creature with very red lips and very black eyebrows; she seemed to know more than she really
did; she had a kind of naive charm, a sort of allurement, without actual beauty; and her name had been
Anglicized into Mary.

And she loved Carter. This being, doomed from the cradle to despair, had his moment of romance. But even
in his intoxication there was no hope; his elation was embittered and perplexed. He was tempted not to tell
the girl that he was a nigger. But if he married her, and did not tell her, perhaps the first child would tell her.
It might look more of a nigger than he did.

But if he told her, would she marry a nigger? He decided he would tell her. Perhaps his conscience had less
to do with this decision than the fatalism of his temperament.

So he made his revelation one Sunday evening, as they walked along the boardwalk from Coney Island to
Brighton. To him, it was a tremendous moment. For days he had been revolving in his mind the phrases he
would use; he had been rehearsing his plea; in his imagination he saw something spectacular, something
histrionic, in his confession.

“Mary,” he said, as they sat down on a bench on the beach, “there is something I think I ought to tell you
before we get married.”

The girl turned toward him her big, sleepy, dark eyes, which always seemed to see and understand so much
more than they really did, and looked away again.

“I ought to tell you,” he said—and as he said it, staring out to sea, he was so imposed upon by the
importance of the moment to himself that he almost felt as if the sea listened and the waves paused—*“I ought
to tell you that I have negro blood in my veins.”

She was silent. There was a moment before he dared look at her; he could not bear to read his doom in her
eyes. But finally he did muster up courage enough to turn his head.

The girl was placidly chewing gum and gazing at an excursion vessel that was making a landing at one of
the piers.

He thought she had not heard. “Mary,” he repeated, “I have negro blood in my veins.”

“Uh-huh,” said she. “I gotcha the first time, Steve! Say, I wonder if we couldn't take the boat back to town?
Huh? Whatcha say?”

He looked at her almost incredulous. She had understood, and yet she had not shrunk away from him! He
examined her with a new interest; his personal drama, in which she, perforce, must share, seemed to have
made no impression upon her whatsoever.

“Do you mean,” he said, hesitatingly, “that it will—that it won't make any difference to you? That you can
marry me, that you wi/l marry me, in spite of—of—in spite of what I am?”



“Gee! but ain't you the solemn one!” said the girl, taking hold of her gum and “stringing” it out from her
lips. “Whatcha s'pose I care for a little thing like that?”

He had looked for a sort of dramatic “situation”; and, behold, there was none! There was none simply
because the girl had no vantage point from which to look at his life and hers. He had negro blood in his veins
—and she simply did not care one way or the other!

He felt no elation, no exultation; he believed that she should have cared; whether her love was great
enough to pardon that in him or not, she should have felt it as a thing that needed pardon.

As he stared at the girl, and she continued to chew her gum, he swiftly and subtly revised his estimate of
her; and in his new appraisement there was more than a tinge of disgust. And for a moment he became
altogether a white man in his judgment of the thing that was happening; he looked at the situation as a
patrician of the South might have looked at it; the seven eighths of his blood which was white spoke:

“By God!” he said, suddenly leaping to his feet and flinging aside the startled hand which the girl put out
toward him, “I can't have anything to do with a woman who'd marry a nigger!”

So Carter went back to Atlanta. And, curiously enough, he stepped from the train almost into the midst of a
strange and terrible conflict of which the struggle in his individual breast was, in a sense, the type and the
symbol.

It was a Saturday night in September, an evening on which there began a memorable and sanguinary
massacre of negroes; an event which has been variously explained and analyzed, but of which, perhaps, the
underlying causes will never be completely understood.

There was riot in the streets, a whirlwind of passion which lashed the town and lifted up the trivial souls of
men and spun them round and round, and passed and left the stains of blood behind. White men were making
innocent negroes suffer for the brutal crimes of guilty negroes. It had been a hot summer; scarcely a day had
passed during July and August without bringing to the newspapers from somewhere in Georgia a report of a
negro assault upon some white woman. A blind, undiscriminating anger against the whole negro race had
been growing and growing. And when, on that Saturday afternoon, the newspapers reported four more
crimes, in rapid succession, all in or near Atlanta, the cumulative rage burst into a storm.

There was no danger for Carter in the streets; more than a hasty glance was necessary to spy out his negro
taint. He stood in a doorway, in the heart of the business district of the town, and watched the wild work that
went on in a large, irregular plaza, where five streets come together and all the car lines in the place
converge. From this roughly triangular plaza leads Decatur Street, at one time notorious throughout the
South for its negro dives and gambling-dens.

Now and then Carter could hear the crack of a pistol, close at hand or far away; and again some fleeing
negro would start from a place of temporary concealment, at the approach of a mob that beat its way along a
street, and make a wild dash for safety, as a rabbit startled from the sedge-grass scurries to the brush. There
was not one mob, but several; the different bands united, split up, and reunited, as the shifting winds of
madness blew. The plaza, with arc lights all about it, was the brilliantly illuminated stage on which more than
one scene of that disgusting melodrama was played out; from some dim hell of gloom and clamor to the north
or east would rush a shouting group that whirled and swayed beneath the lights, dancing like flecks of soot in
their brightness, to disappear in the gloom again, shouting, cursing, and gesticulating, down one of the
thoroughfares to the west or south. And to Carter, in whose heart there waxed a fearful turmoil of emotions,
even as the two races clashed along the echoing streets, there was a strange element of unreality about it all;
or, rather, the night was dreadful with that superior reality which makes so much more vivid than waking life
the intense experience of dreams. Carter thrilled; he shook; he was torn with terror and pity and horror and
hatred.

No white man felt all that Carter felt that night; nor yet any negro. For he was both, and he was neither;
and he beheld that conflict which was forever active in his own nature dramatized by fate and staged with a
thousand actors in the lighted proscenium at his feet.

This thought struck Carter himself, and he turned toward another man who had paused in the doorway,
with no clear intention, but perhaps with the vague impulse of addressing him, as a point of solid contact and
relief from the sense of hurrying nightmare that possessed both the streets and his own spirit.

Startled, he saw that the other man was Willoughby Howard. Carter hesitated, and then advanced a step.
But whatever he had to say was interrupted by a crowd that swept past them from Decatur Street in pursuit
of a panting negro. The fleeing colored man was struck a dozen times; he fell at the street corner near them,
and the mob surged on again into the darkness beyond, already in full chase of another quarry—all but one
man, who left the mob and ran back as if to assure himself that the prostrate negro was really dead.

This was a short man, a very short man, a dwarf with a big head too heavy for him, and little bandy legs—
legs so inadequate that he wabbled like an overfed poodle when he ran. Carter had seen him twice before
that night, dodging in and out among the feet of the rioters like an excited cur, stumbling, falling, trodden
upon; a being with bloodshot eyes and matted hair, hoarse voice and menacing fist, drunken and staggering
with blood lust; the very Gnome of Riot himself come up from some foul cave and howling in the streets. “Kill
them! Kill them!” he would cry, and then shake with cackling laughter. But he was only valiant when there
was; no danger. As he approached the negro who lay upon the ground, and bent over him, Willoughby
Howard stepped down from the doorway and aimed a blow at the creature with a cane. The blow missed, but
the dwarf ran shrieking down Decatur Street.

Howard bent over the negro. The negro stirred; he was not dead. Howard turned toward Carter and said:
“He's alive! Help me get him out of the street.”

Together they lifted the wounded man, moving him toward the curbstone. He groaned and twisted, and
they laid him down. Howard poured whisky into him from a pocket flask, and a little later he managed to
struggle to a sitting posture on the curb, looking up at them with dazed eyes and a bloody face.

Howard took his slow gaze from the negro and covered his face with his hands.
Carter watched him.



Of all men in the world this was the one whom Carter most honored and most loved—honored and loved,
while he envied; he was the only man, perhaps, that could have touched Carter through his crust of
bitterness. Carter listened with strained attention for what Howard would say, as if with some premonition
that the words would be the cue for the most vital action of his life.

“My God! My God!” said Willoughby Howard, “will this thing never stop?” And then he straightened himself
and turned toward the shadow into which Carter had retired, and there was the glow and glory of a large
idea on his face; the thought of a line of men never lacking, when once aroused, in the courage to do and die
for a principle or a human need. “There is one way,” he cried, stretching out his hands impulsively to Carter,
and not knowing to whom or to what manner of man he spoke—“there is one way to make them pause and
think! If two of us white men of the better class offer our lives for these poor devils—die in their defense!—
the mob will halt; the crowd will think; we can end it! Will you do it, with me? Will you do it?”

Two of us white men of the better class! Willoughby Howard had taken him for a white man!

It was like an accolade. A light blazed through the haunted caverns of his soul; he swelled with a vast
exultation.

Willoughby Howard had taken him for a white man! Then, by God, he would be one! Since he was nothing
in this life, he could at least die—and in his death he would be a white man! Nay, more:—he would die
shoulder to shoulder with one of that family whose blood he shared. He would show that he, too, could shed
that blood for an idea or a principle! For humanity! At the thought he could feel it singing in his veins. Oh, to
be white, white, white! The dreams and the despairs of all his miserable and hampered life passed before him
in a whirl, and now the cry was answered!

“Yes,” he said, lifting his head, and rising at that instant into a larger thing than he had ever been, “I will
stand by you. I will die with you.” And under his breath he added—“my brother.”

They had not long to wait. In the confused horror of that night things happened quickly. Even as Carter
spoke the wounded negro struggled to his feet with a scarce articulate cry of alarm, for around the corner
swept a mob, and the dwarf with matted hair was in the lead. He had come back with help to make sure of his
job.

With the negro cowering behind them, the white man and the mulatto stepped forth to face the mob. Their
attitude made their intention obvious.

“Don't be a damned fool, Willoughby Howard,” said a voice from the crowd, “or you may get hurt yourself.”
And with the words there was a rush, and the three were in the midst of the clamoring madness, the mob
dragging the negro from his two defenders.

“Be careful—don't hurt Willoughby Howard!” said the same voice again. Willoughby turned, and,
recognizing the speaker as an acquaintance, with a sudden access of scorn and fury and disgust, struck him
across the mouth. The next moment his arms were pinioned, and he was lifted and flung away from the negro
he had been fighting to protect by half a dozen men.

“You fools! You fools!” he raged, struggling toward the center of the crowd again, “you're Killing a white
man there. An innocent white man——— Do you stop at nothing? You're killing a white man, I say!”

“White man?” said the person whom he had struck, and who appeared to bear him little resentment for the
blow. “Who's a white man? Not Jerry Carter here! He wasn't any white man. I've known him since he was a
kid—he was just one of those yaller niggers.”

And Carter heard it as he died.

II—O0Old Man Murtrie

ld Man Murtrie never got any fresh air at all, except on Sundays on his way to and from church. He

lived, slept, cooked and ate back of the prescription case in his little dismal drug store in one of the

most depressing quarters of Brooklyn. The store was dimly lighted by gas and it was always damp and
suggested a tomb. Drifting feebly about in the pale and cold and faintly greenish radiance reflected from
bottles and show cases, Old Man Murtrie with his bloodless face and dead white hair and wisps of whisker
was like a ghost that has not managed to get free from the neighborhood of a sepulcher where its body lies
disintegrating.

People said that Old Man Murtrie was nearly a hundred years old, but this was not true; he was only
getting along towards ninety. The neighborhood, however, seemed a little impatient with him for not dying.
Some persons suggested that perhaps he really had been dead for a long time, and did not know it. If so, they
thought, it might be kind to tell him about it.

But Old Man Murtrie was not dead, any more than he was alive. And Death himself, who has his moments
of impatience, began to get worried about Old Man Murtrie. It was time, Death thought, that he was dead,
since he looked so dead; and Death had said so, both to God and to the Devil.

“But I don't want to garner him, naturally,” Death would say, “till I know which one of you is to have him.
He's got to go somewhere, you know.”

God and Death and the Devil used to sit on the prescription counter in a row, now and then, and watch Old
Man Murtrie as he slept in his humble little cot back there, and discuss him.

God would look at Old Man Murtrie's pale little Adam's Apple sticking up in the faint gaslight, and moving
as he snored—moving feebly, for even his snores were feeble—and say, with a certain distaste:



“I don't want him. He can't get into Heaven.”

And the Devil would look at his large, weak, characterless nose;—a nose so big that it might have suggested
force on any one but Old Man Murtrie—and think what a sham it was, and how effectually all its contemptible
effort to be a real nose was exposed in Old Man Murtrie's sleep. And the Devil would say:

“I don't want him. He can't get into Hell.”
And then Death would say, querulously: “But he can't go on living forever. My reputation is suffering.”

“You should take him,” the Devil would say to God. “He goes to church on Sunday, and he is the most meek
and pious and humble and prayerful person in all Brooklyn, and perhaps in all the world.”

“But he takes drugs,” God would say. “You should take him, because he is a drug fiend.”

“He takes drugs,” the Devil would admit, “but that doesn't make him a fiend. You have to do something
besides take drugs to be a fiend. You will permit me to have my own notions, I am sure, on what constitutes a
fiend.”

“You ought to forgive him the drugs for the sake of his piety,” the Devil would say. “And taking drugs is his
only vice. He doesn't drink, or smoke tobacco, or use profane language, or gamble. And he doesn't run after
women.”

“You ought to forgive him the piety for the sake of the drugs,” God would tell the Devil.

“I never saw such a pair as you two,” Death would say querulously. “Quibble, quibble, quibble!—while Old
Man Murtrie goes on and on living! He's lived so long that he is affecting death rates and insurance tables, all
by himself, and you know what that does to my reputation.”

And Death would stoop over and run his finger caressingly across Old Man Murtrie's throat, as the Old Man
slept. Whereupon Old Man Murtrie would roll over on his back and moan in his sleep and gurgle.

“He has wanted to be a cheat all his life,” God would say to the Devil. “He has always had the impulse to
give short weight and substitute inferior drugs in his prescriptions and overcharge children who were sent on
errands to his store. If that isn't sin I don't know what sin is. You should take him.”

“I admit he has had those impulses,” the Devil would say to God. “But he has never yielded to them. In my
opinion having those impulses and conquering them makes him a great deal more virtuous than if he'd never
had 'em. No one who is as virtuous as all that can get into Hell.”

“I never saw such a pair,” Death would grumble. “Can't you agree with each other about anything?”

“He didn't abstain from his vices because of any courage,” God would say. “He abstained simply because he
was afraid. It wasn't virtue in him; it was cowardice.”

“The fear of the Lord,” murmured the Devil, dreamily, “is the beginning of all wisdom.”
“But not necessarily the end of it,” God would remark.

“Argue, argue, argue,” Death would say, “and here's Old Man Murtrie still alive! I'm criticized about the
way I do my work, but no one has any idea of the vacillation and inefficiency I have to contend with! I never
saw such a pair as you two to vacillate!”

Sometimes Old Man Murtrie would wake up and turn over on his couch and see God and Death and the
Devil sitting in a row on the prescription counter, looking at him. But he always persuaded himself that it was
a sort of dream, induced by the “medicine” he took; and he would take another dose of his “medicine” and go
back to sleep again. He never spoke to them when he waked, but just lay on his cot and stared at them; and if
they spoke to him he would pretend to himself that they had not spoken. For it was absurd to think that God
and Death and the Devil could really be sitting there, in the dim greenish gaslight, among all the faintly
radiant bottles, talking to each other and looking at him; and so Old Man Murtrie would not believe it.

When he first began taking his “medicine” Old Man Murtrie took it in the form of a certain patent
preparation which was full of opium. He wanted the opium more and more after he started, but he pretended
to himself that he did not know there was much opium in that medicine. Then, when a federal law banished
that kind of medicine from the markets, he took to making it for his own use. He would not take opium
outright, for that would be to acknowledge to himself that he was an opium eater; he thought eating opium
was a sin, and he thought of himself as sinless. But to make the medicine with the exact formula that its
manufacturers had used, before they had been compelled to shut up shop, and use it, did not seem to him to
be the same thing at all as being an opium eater. And yet, after the law was passed, abolishing the medicine,
he would not sell to any one else what he made for himself; his conscience would not allow him to do so.
Therefore, he must have known that he was eating opium at the same time he tried to fool himself about it.

God and the Devil used to discuss the ethics of this attitude towards the “medicine,” and Old Man Murtrie
would sometimes pretend to be asleep and would listen to them.

“He knows it is opium all right,” God would say. “He is just lying to himself about it. He ought to go to Hell.
No one that lies to himself that way can get into Heaven.”

“He's pretending for the sake of society in general and for the sake of religion,” the Devil would say. “If he
admitted to himself that it was opium and if he let the world know that he took opium, it might bring discredit
on the church that he loves so well. He might become a stumbling block to others who are seeking salvation,
and who seek it through the church. He is willing to sacrifice himself so as not to hamper others in their
religious life. For my part, I think it is highly honorable of him, and highly virtuous. No person as moral as
that in his instincts can get into Hell.”

“Talk, talk, talk!” Death would say. “The trouble with you two is that neither one of you wants Old Man
Murtrie around where you will have to look at him through all eternity, and each of you is trying to put it on
moral grounds.”

And Old Man Murtrie kept on living and praying and being pious and wanting to be bad and not daring to
and taking his medicine and being generally as ineffectual in the world either for good or evil as a butterfly in
a hurricane.

But things took a turn. There was a faded-looking blonde woman with stringy hair by the name of Mable



who assisted Old Man Murtrie in the store, keeping his books and waiting on customers, and so forth. She
was unmarried, and one day she announced to him that she was going to have a child.

Old Man Murtrie had often looked at her with a recollection, a dim and faint remembrance, of the lusts of
his youth and of his middle age. In his youth and middle age he had lusted after many women, but he had
never let any of them know it, because he was afraid, and he had called his fears virtue, and had really
believed that he was virtuous.

“Whom do you suspect?” asked Old Man Murtrie, leering at Mable like a wraith blown down the ages from
the dead adulteries of ruined Babylon.

“Who?” cried Mable, an unlessoned person, but with a cruel, instinctive humor. “Who but you!”

She had expected Old Man Murtrie to be outraged at her ridiculous joke, and, because she was unhappy
herself, had anticipated enjoying his astounded protests. But it was she who was astounded. Old Man
Murtrie's face was blank and his eyes were big for a moment, and then he chuckled; a queer little cackling
chuckle. And when she went out he opened the door for her and cocked his head and cackled again.

It gave Mable an idea. She reflected that he took so much opium that he might possibly be led to believe
the incredible, and she might get some money out of him. So the next evening she brought her mother and
her brother to the store and accused him.

Old Man Murtrie chuckled and... and admitted it! Whether he believed that it could be true or not, Mable
and her people were unable to determine. But they made the tactical error of giving him his choice between
marriage and money, and he chose matrimony.

And then Old Man Murtrie was suddenly seized with a mania for confession. God and Death and the Devil
used to listen to him nights, and they wondered over him, and began to change their minds about him, a little.
He confessed to the officials of his church. He confessed to all the people whom he knew. He insisted on
making a confession, a public confession, in the church itself and asking for the prayers of the preacher and
congregation for his sin, and telling them that he was going to atone by matrimony, and asking for a blessing
on the wedding.

And one night, full of opium, while he-was babbling about it in his sleep, God and Death and the Devil sat
on the prescription counter again and looked at him and listened to his ravings and speculated.

“I'm going to have him,” said the Devil. “Any one who displays such conspicuous bad taste that he goes
around confessing that he has ruined a woman ought to go to Hell.”

“You don't want him for that reason,” said God. “And you know you don't. You want him because you
admire the idea of adultery, and think that now he is worthy of a place in Hell. You are rather entertained by
Old Man Murtrie, and want him around now.”

“Well,” said the Devil, “suppose I admit that is true! Have you any counter claim?”

“Yes,” said God. “I am going to take Old Man Murtrie into Heaven. He knows he is not the father of the
child that is going to be born, but he has deliberately assumed the responsibility lest it be born fatherless,
and I think that is a noble act.”

“Rubbish!” said the Devil. “That isn't the reason you want him. You want him because of the paternal
instinct he displays. It flatters you!”

“Well,” said God, “why not? The paternal instinct is another name for the great creative force of the
universe. I have been known by many names in many countries... they called me Osiris, the All-Father, in
Egypt, and they called me Jehovah in Palestine, and they called me Zeus and Brahm... but always they
recognized me as the Father. And this instinct for fatherliness appeals to me. Old Man Murtrie shall come to
Heaven.”

“Such a pair as you two,” said Death, gloomily, “I never did see! Discuss and discuss, but never get
anywhere! And all the time Old Man Murtrie goes on living.”

And then Death added:

“Why not settle this matter once and for all, right now? Why not wake Old Man Murtrie up and let him
decide?”

“Decide?” asked the Devil.

“Yes,—whether he wants to go to Hell or to Heaven.”

“I imagine,” said God, “that if we do that there can be no question as to which place he would rather go to.”

“Oh, I don't know,” said the Devil. “Some people come to Hell quite willingly. I've been to Heaven myself,
you know, and I can quite understand why. Are you afraid to have Old Man Murtrie make the choice?”

“Wake him up, Death, wake him up,” said God. “It's unusual to allow people to know that they are making
their own decision—though all of them, in a sense, do make it—but wake him up, Death, and we'll see.”

So Death prodded Old Man Murtrie in the ribs, and they asked him. For a long time he thought it was only
opium, but when he finally understood that it was really God and Death and the Devil who were there, and
that it was really they who had often been there before, he was very much frightened. He was so frightened
he couldn't choose.

“I'll leave it to you, I'll leave it to you,” said Old Man Murtrie. “Who am I that I should set myself up to
decide?”

“Well,” said God, getting a little angry, perhaps, “if you don't want to go to Heaven, Murtrie, you don't have
to. But you've been, praying to go to Heaven, and all that sort of thing, for seventy or eighty years, and I
naturally thought you were in earnest. But I'm through with you... you can go to Hell.”

“Oh! Oh! Oh!” moaned Old Man Murtrie.

“No,” said the Devil, “I've changed my mind, too. My distaste for Murtrie has returned to me. I don't want
him around. I won't have him in Hell.”

“See here, now!” cried Death. “You two are starting it all over again. I won't have it, so I won't! You aren't
fair to Murtrie, and you aren't fair to me! This matter has got to be settled, and settled to-night!”



“Well, then,” said God, “settle it. I've ceased to care one way or another.”

“T will not,” said Death, “I know my job, and I stick to my job. One of you two has got to settle it.”
“Toss a coin,” suggested the Devil, indifferently.

Death looked around for one.

“There's a qu-qu-quarter in m-m-my t-t-trousers' p-p-pocket,” stammered Old Man Murtrie, and then stuck
his head under the bedclothes and shivered as if he had the ague.

Death picked up Murtrie's poor little weazened trousers from the floor at the foot of the cot, where they lay
sprawled untidily, and shook them till the quarter dropped out.

He picked it up.

“Heads, he goes to Heaven. Tails, he goes to Hell,” said Death, and tossed the coin to the ceiling. Murtrie
heard it hit the ceiling, and started. He heard it hit the floor, and bounce, and jingle and spin and roll and
come to rest. And he thrust his head deeper under the covers and lay there quaking. He did not dare look.

“Look at it, Murtrie,” said Death.

“Oh! Oh! Oh!” groaned Murtrie, shaking the cot.

But Death reached over and caught him by the neck and turned his face so that he could not help seeing.
And Old Man Murtrie looked and saw that the coin had fallen with the side up that sent him to——

But, really, why should I tell you? Go and worry about your own soul, and let Old Man Murtrie's alone.

III.—Never Say Die

|There seemed nothing left but suicide.

But how? In what manner? By what method? Mr. Gooley lay on his bed and thought—or tried to think. The
pain in his head, which had been there ever since the day after he had last eaten, prevented easy and
coherent thought.

It had been three days ago that the pain left his stomach and went into his head. Hunger had become a
cerebral thing, he told himself. His body had felt hunger so long that it refused to feel it any longer; it had
shifted the burden to his brain.

“It has passed the buck to my mind, my stomach has,” murmured Mr. Gooley feebly. And the mind, less by
the process of coherent and connected thought than by a sudden impulsive pounce, had grasped the idea of
suicide.

“Not with a knife,” considered Mr. Gooley. He had no knife. He had no money to buy a knife. He had no
strength to go down the three flights of stairs in the cheap Brooklyn lodging house where he lay, and borrow
a knife from the landlady who came and went vaguely in the nether regions, dim and damp and dismal.

“Not with a knife,” repeated Mr. Gooley. And a large cockroach, which had been crawling along the
footpiece of the old-fashioned wooden bed, stopped crawling at the words as if it understood, and turned
about and looked at him.

Mr. Gooley wondered painfully, for it was a pain even to wonder about anything, why this cockroach should
remind him of somebody who was somehow connected with a knife, and not unpleasantly connected with a
knife. The cockroach stood up on the hindmost pair of his six legs, and seemed to put his head on one side
and motion with his front legs at Mr. Gooley.

“I get you,” said Mr. Gooley, conscious that his mind was wandering from the point, and willing to let it
wander. “I know who you are! You were Old Man Archibald Hammil, the hardware merchant back in
Mapletown, where I was a kid, before you dried up and turned into a cockroach.” And Mr. Gooley wept a few
weak tears. For old Archibald Hammil, the village hardware merchant, had sold him the first knife he had
ever owned. His father had taken him into Hammil's store to buy it on his seventh birthday, for a present, and
it had had a buckhorn handle and two blades. Again he saw Old Man Hammil in his dingy brown clothes,
looking at him, with his head on one side, as this cockroach was doing. Again he felt his father pat him on the
head, and heard him say always to remember to whittle away from himself, never toward himself. And he saw
himself, shy and flushed and eager, a freckle-faced boy as good and as bad as most boys, looking up at his
father and wriggling and wanting to thank him, and not knowing how. That was nearly forty years ago—and
here he was, a failure and starving and———

Why had he wanted a knife? Yes, he remembered now! To kill himself with.

“It's none of your damned business, Old Man Hammil,” he said to the cockroach, which was crawling back
and forth on the footboard, and pausing every now and then to look at him with disapproval.

Old Man Hammil had had ropes in his store, too, and guns and pistols, he remembered. He hadn't thought
of Old Man Hammi's store in many years; but now he saw it, and the village street outside it, and the place
where the stores left off on the street and the residences began, and berry bushes, and orchards, and clover
in the grass—the random bloom, the little creek that bounded the town, and beyond the creek the open
country with its waving fields of oats and rye and com. His head hurt him worse. He would go right back into
Old Man Hammil's store and get a rope or a gun and end that pain.

But that was foolish, too. There wasn't any store. There was only Old Man Hammil here, shrunk to the size
of a cockroach, in his rusty brown suit, looking at him from the footboard of the bed and telling him in



pantomime not to kill himself.
“T will too!” cried Mr. Gooley to Old Man Hammil. And he repeated, “It's none of your damned business!”

But how? Not with a knife. He had none. Not with a gun. He had none. Not with a rope. He had none. He
thought of his suspenders. But they would never hold him.

“Too weak, even for me,” muttered Mr. Gooley. “I have shrunk so I don't weigh much more than Old Man
Hammil there, but even at that those suspenders would never do the business.”

How did people kill themselves? He must squeeze his head till the pain let up a little, so he could think.
Poison! That was it—yes, poison! And then he cackled out a small, dry, throaty laugh, his Adam's apple
fluttering in his weazened throat under his sandy beard. Poison! He hadn't any poison. He hadn't any money
with which to buy poison.

And then began a long, broken and miserable debate within himself. If he had money enough with which to
buy poison, would he go and buy poison? Or go and buy a bowl of soup? It was some moments before Mr.
Gooley decided.

“I'd be game,” he said. “I'd buy the soup. I'd give myself that one more chance. I must remember while I'm
killing myself, that I'm not Kkilling myself because I want to. I'm just doing it because I've gof to. I'm not
romantic. I'm just all in. It's the end; that's all.”

Old Man Hammil, on the footboard of the bed, permitted himself a series of gestures which Mr. Gooley
construed as applause of this resolution. They angered Mr. Gooley, those gestures.

“You shut up!” he told the cockroach, although that insect had not spoken, but only made signs. “This is
none of your damned business, Old Man Hammil!”

Old Man Hammil, he remembered, had always been a meddlesome old party—one of the village gossips, in
fact. And that set him to thinking of Mapletown again.

The mill pond near the schoolhouse would soon be freezing over, and the boys would be skating on it—it
was getting into December. And they would be going into Old Man Hammil's store for skates and straps and
heel plates and files. And he remembered his first pair of skates, and how his father had taught him the
proper way to keep them sharp with a file. He and the old dad had always been pretty good pals, and——

Good God! Why should he be coming back to that? And to Old Man Hammil's store? It was that confounded
cockroach there, reminding him of Old Man Hammil, that had done it. He wanted to die decently and quietly,
and as quickly as might be, without thinking of all these things. He didn't want to lie there and die of
starvation, he wanted to kill himself and be done with it without further misery—and it was a part of the
ridiculous futility of his life, his baffled and broken and insignificant life, that he couldn't even kill himself
competently—that he lay there suffering and ineffectual and full of self-pity, a prey to memories and
harassing visions of the past, all mingled with youth and innocence and love, without the means of a quick
escape. It was that damned cockroach, looking like Old Man Hammil, the village hardware merchant, that
had brought back the village and his youth to him, and all those intolerable recollections.

He took his dirty pillow and feebly menaced the cockroach. Feeble as the gesture was, the insect took
alarm. It disappeared from the footboard of the bed. A minute later, however, he saw it climbing the wall. It
reached the ceiling, and crawled to the center of the room. Mr. Goo-ley watched it. He felt as if he, too, could
crawl along the ceiling. He had the crazy notion of trying. After all, he told himself light-headedly, Old
Cockroach Hammil up there on the ceiling had been friendly—the only friendly thing, human or otherwise,
that had made overtures to him in many, many months. And he had scared Cockroach Hammil away! He shed
some more maudlin tears.

What was the thing doing now? He watched as the insect climbed on to the gas pipe that came down from
the ceiling. It descended the rod and perched itself on the gas jet. From this point of vantage it began once
more to regard Mr. Gooley with a singular intentness.

Ah! Gas! That was it! What a fool he had been not to think of it sooner! That was the way people killed
themselves! Gas!

Mr. Gooley got himself weakly out of bed. He would get the thing over as quickly as possible now. It would
be damnably unpleasant before he lost consciousness, no doubt, and painful. But likely not more unpleasant
and painful than his present state. And he simply could not bear any more of those recollections, any more
visions.

He turned his back on the cockroach, which was watching him from the gas jet, and went methodically to
work. The window rattled; between the upper and lower sashes there was a crevice a quarter of an inch wide.
He plugged it with paper. There was a break in the wall of his closet; the plaster had fallen away, and a chink
allowed the cockroaches from his room easy access to the closet of the adjoining room. He plugged that also,
and was about to turn his attention to the keyhole, when there came a knock on his door.

Mr. Gooley's first thought was: “What can any one want with a dead man?” For he looked upon himself as
already dead. There came a second knock, more peremptory than the first, and he said mechanically, “Come
in!” It would have to be postponed a few minutes, that was all.

The door opened, and in walked his landlady. She was a tall and bulky and worried-looking woman, who
wore a faded blond wig that was always askew, and Mr. Gooley was afraid of her. Her wig was more askew
than usual when she entered, and he gathered from this that she was angry about something—why the devil
must she intrude her trivial mundane anger upon himself, a doomed man? It was not seemly.

“Mr. Gooley,” she began severely, without preamble, “I have always looked on you as a gentleman.”

“Yes?” he murmured dully.

“But you ain't,” she continued. “You ain't no better than a cheat.”

He shrugged his shoulders patiently. He supposed that she was right about it. He owed her three weeks'
room rent, and he was going to die and beat her out of it. But he couldn't help it.

“It ain't the room rent,” she went on, as if vaguely cognizant of the general trend of his thoughts. “It ain't
the room rent alone. You either pay me that or you don't pay me that, and if you don't, out you go. But while



you are here, you must conduct yourself as a gentleman should!”
“Well,” murmured Mr. Gooley, “haven't I?”

And the cockroach, perched on the gas jet above the landlady's head, and apparently listening to this
conversation, moved several of his legs, as if in surprise.

“You have not!” said the landlady, straightening her wig.

“What have I done, Mrs. Hinkley?” asked Mr. Gooley humbly. And Old Cockroach Hammil from his perch
also made signs of inquiry.

“What have you done! What have you done!” cried Mrs. Hinkley. “As if the man didn't know what he had
done I You've been stealin' my gas, that's what you have been doin'—stealin', I say, and there's no other word
for it!”

Mr. Gooley started guiltily. He had not been stealing her gas, but it came over him with a shock for the first
time that that was what he had, in effect, been planning to do. The cockroach, as if it also felt convicted of
sin, gave the gas jet a glance of horror and moved up the rod to the ceiling, where it continued to listen.

“Stealin'!” repeated Mrs. Hinkley. “That's what it is, nothin' else but stealin'. You don't ever stop to think
when you use one of them gas plates to cook in your room, Mr. Gooley—which it is expressly forbid and
agreed on that no cooking shall be done in these rooms when they're rented to you—that it's my gas you're
using, and that I have to pay for it, and that it's just as much stealin' as if you was to put your hand into my
pocket-book and take my money!”

“Cooking? Gas plate?” muttered Mr. Gooley. “Don't say you ain't got one!” cried Mrs. Hinkley. “You all got
'em! Every last one of you! Don't you try to come none of your sweet innocence dodges over me. I know you,
and the whole tribe of you! I ain't kept lodgers for thirty years without knowing the kind of people they be!
'Gas plate! Gas plate!' says you, as innocent as if you didn't know what a gas plate was! You got it hid here
somewheres, and I ain't going to stir from this room until I get my hands on it and squash it under my feet!
Come across with it, Mr. Gooley, come across with it!”

“But I haven't one,” said Mr. Gooley, very ill and very weary. “You can look, if you want to.”

And he lay back upon the bed. The cockroach slyly withdrew himself from the ceiling, came down the wall,
and crawled to the foot of the bed again. If Mrs. Hinkley noticed him, she said nothing; perhaps it was not a
part of her professional policy to draw attention to cockroaches on the premises. She stood and regarded Mr.
Gooley for some moments, while he turned his head away from her in apathy. Her first anger seemed to have
spent itself. But finally, with a new resolution, she said: “And look I will! You got one, or else that blondined
party in the next room has lied.”

She went into the closet and he heard her opening his trunk. She pulled it into the bedroom and examined
the interior. It didn't take long. She dived under the bed and drew out his battered suitcase, so dilapidated
that he had not been able to get a quarter for it at the pawnshop, but no more dilapidated than his trunk.

She seemed struck, for the first time since her entrance, with the utter bareness of the room. Outside of the
bed, one chair, the bureau, and Mr. Cooley's broken shoes at the foot of the bed, there was absolutely nothing
in it.

She sat down in the chair beside the bed. “Mr. Gooley,” she said, “you ain't got any gas plate.”

“No,” he said.

“Mr. Gooley,” she said, “you got nothing at all.

“No,” he said, “nothing.”

“You had a passel of books and an overcoat five or six weeks ago,” she said, “when you come here. It was
seein' them books, and knowing what you was four or five years ago, when you lived here once before, that
made me sure you was a gentleman.”

Mr. Gooley made no reply. The cockroach on the foot of the bed also seemed to be listening to see if Mrs.
Hinkley had anything more to say, and suspending judgment.

“Mr. Gooley,” said the landlady, “I beg your pardon. You was lied on by one that has a gas plate herself, and
when I taxed her with it, and took it away from her, and got rid of her, she had the impudence to say she
thought it was allowed, and that everybody done it, and named you as one that did.”

Mrs. Hinkley paused, but neither Mr. Gooley nor the cockroach had anything to contribute to the
conversation.

“Gas,” continued Mrs. Hinkley, “is gas. And gas costs money. I hadn't orter jumped on you the way I did,
Mr. Gooley, but gas plates has got to be what you might call corns on my brain, Mr. Gooley. They're my
sensitive spot, Mr. Gooley. If I was to tell you the half of what I have had to suffer from gas plates during the
last thirty years, Mr. Gooley, you wouldn't believe it! There's them that will cheat you one way and there's
them that will cheat you another, but the best of them will cheat you with gas plates, Mr. Gooley. With the
exception of yourself, Mr. Gooley, I ain't had a lodger in thirty years that wouldn't rob me on the gas. Some
don't think it's stealin', Mr. Gooley, when they steal gas. And some of 'em don't care if it is. But there ain't
none of 'em ever thinks what a /andlady goes through with, year in and year out.”

She paused for a moment, and then, overcome with self-pity, she began to sniffle.

“And my rent's been raised on me again, Mr. Gooley! And I'm a month behind! And if I ain't come across
with the two months, the old month and the new, by day after to-morrow, out I goes; and it means the
poorhouse as fur as I can see, because I don't know anything else but keeping lodgers, and I got no place to
go!”

She gathered her apron up and wiped her eyes and nose with it. The cockroach on the footboard wiped his
front set of feet across his face sympathetically.

“I got it all ready but fifteen dollars,” continued Mrs. Hinkley, “and then in comes the gas bill this morning
with arrears onto it. It is them arrears, Mr. Gooley, that always knocks me out! If it wasn't for them arrears, I
could get along. And now I got to pay out part of the rent money onto the gas bill, with them arrears on it, or



the gas will be shut off this afternoon.”

The pain in Mr. Gooley's head was getting worse. He wished she would go. He hated hearing her troubles.
But she continued:

“It's the way them arrears come onto the bill, Mr. Gooley, that has got me sore. About a week before you
come here again to live, Mr. Gooley, there was a fellow stole fifteen dollars worth of my gas all at once. He
went and killed himself, Mr. Gooley, and he used my gas to do it with. It leaked out of two jets for forty-eight
hours up on the top floor, before the door was busted in and the body was found, and it came to fifteen
dollars, and all on account of that man's cussedness, Mr. Gooley, I will likely get turned out into the street,
and me sixty years old and no place to turn.”

Mr. Gooley sat up in bed feebly and looked at her. She was in real trouble—in about as much trouble as he
was. The cockroach walked meditatively up and down the footboard, as if thinking it over very seriously.

Mrs. Hinkley finally rose.

“Mr. Gooley,” she said, regarding him sharply, “you look kind o' done up!”

“Uh-huh,” said Mr. Gooley.

She lingered in the room for a few seconds more, irresolutely, and then departed.

Mr. Gooley thought. Gas was barred to him now. He couldn't bring himself to do it with gas. There was still
a chance that the old woman might get hold of the gas money and the rent money, too, and go on for a few
years, but if he selfishly stole twelve or fifteen dollars' worth of gas from her this afternoon it might be just
the thing that would plunge her into immediate destitution. At any rate, it was, as she had said, like stealing
money from her pocketbook. He thought of what her life as a rooming-house keeper must have been, and
pitied her. He had known many rooming houses. The down-and-outers know how to gauge the reality and
poignancy of the troubles of the down-and-out. No, he simply could not do it with gas.

He must think of some other method. He was on the fourth floor. He might throw himself out of the window
onto the brick walk at the back of the building, and die. He shuddered as he thought of it. To jump from a
twentieth story, or from the top of the Woolworth Tower, to a certain death is one thing. To contemplate a fall
of three or four stories that may maim you without killing you, is another.

Nevertheless, he would do it. He pulled the paper out of the crevice between the window sashes, opened
the window and looked down. He saw the back stoop and there was a dirty mop beside it; there was an ash
can, and there were two garbage cans there. And there was a starved cat that sat and looked up at him. He
had a tremor and drew back and covered his face with his hands as he thought of that cat—that knowing cat,
that loathsome, that obscene cat.

He sat down on the edge of the bed to collect his strength and summon his resolution. The cockroach had
crawled to the head of the bed and seemed to wish to partake of his thoughts.

“Damn you, Old Archibald Hammil!” he cried. And he scooped the cockroach into his hand with a sudden
sweep and flung it out of the window. The insect fell without perceptible discomfort, and at once began to
climb up the outside wall again, making for the window.

The door opened and Mrs. Hinkley entered, her face cleft with a grin, and a tray in her hands.

“Mr. Gooley,” she said, setting it on the wash-stand, “I'll bet you ain't had nothing to eat today!”

On the tray was a bowl of soup, a half loaf of bread with a long keen bread knife, a pat of butter, a boiled
egg and a cup of coffee.

“No, nor yesterday, either,” said Mr. Gooley, and he looked at the soup and at the long keen bread knife.

“Here's something else I want to show you, Mr. Gooley,” said the landlady, dodging out of the door and
back in again instantly. She bore in her hands this time a surprising length of flexible gas tubing, and a small
nickel-plated pearl-handled revolver.

“You see that there gas tubing?” she said.

“That is what that blondined party in the next room had on to her gas plate—the nerve of her! Strung from
the gas jet clear across the room to the window sill. And when I throwed her out, Mr. Gooley, she wouldn't
pay her rent, and I took this here revolver to part pay it. What kind of a woman is it, Mr. Gooley, that has a
revolver in her room, and a loaded one, too?”

Just then the doorbell rang in the dim lower regions, and she left the room to answer it.

And Mr. Gooley sat and looked at the knife, with which he might so easily stab himself, and at the gas cord,
with which he might so easily hang himself, and at the loaded revolver, with which he might so easily shoot
himself.

He looked also at the bowl of soup.

He had the strength to reflect—a meal is a meal. But after that meal, what? Penniless, broken in health,
friendless, a failure—why prolong it for another twenty-four hours? A meal would prolong it, but that was all a
meal would do—and after that would come the suffering and the despair and the end to be faced all over
again.

Was he man enough to take the pistol and do it now?

Or did true manhood lie the other way? Was he man enough to drink the soup, and dare to live and hope?

Just then the cockroach, which had climbed into the window and upon the washstand, made for the bowl of
soup.

“Here!” cried Mr. Gooley, grabbing the bowl in both hands, “Old Man Hammil! Get away from that soup!”
And the bowl being in his hands, he drank.
“What do you mean by Old Man Hammil?”

It was Mrs. Hinkley who spoke. She stood again in the doorway, with a letter in her hands and a look of
wonder on her face.

Mr. Gooley set down the soup bowl. By an effort of the will he had only drunk half the liquid. He had heard



somewhere that those who are suffering from starvation had better go slow at first when they get hold of food
again. And he already felt better, warmed and resurrected, from the first gulp.

“What,” demanded the landlady, “do you mean by yelling out about Old Man Hammil?”

“Why,” said Mr. Gooley, feeling foolish, and looking it, “I was talking to that cockroach there. He looks sort
of like some one I knew when I was a kid, by the name of Hammil—Archibald Hammil.”

“Where was you a kid?” asked Mrs. Hinkley.

“In a place called Mapletown—Mapletown, Illinois,” said Mr. Gooley. “There's where I knew Old Man
Hammil.”

“Well,” said the landlady, “when you go back there you won't see him. He's dead. He died a week ago. This
letter tells it. I was his niece. And the old man went and left me his hardware store. I never expected it. But
all his kids is dead—it seems he outlived 'em all, and he was nearly ninety when he passed away.”

“Well,” said Mr. Gooley, “I don't remember you.”

“You wouldn't,” said the landlady. “You must have been in short pants when I ran away from home and
married the hardware drummer. But I'll bet you the old-timers in that burg still remembers it against me!”

“The kids will be coming into that store about now to get their skates sharpened,” said Mr. Gooley, looking
at the boiled egg.

“Uh-huh!” said Mrs. Hinkley. “Don't you want to go back home and help sharpen 'em? I'm goin' back and
run that there store, and I'll need a clerk, I suppose.”

“Uh-huh,” said Mr. Gooley, breaking the eggshell.

The cockroach, busy with a crumb on the floor, waved his three starboard legs genially at Mr. Gooley and
Mrs. Hinkley—as if, in fact, he were winking with his feet.

IV.—McDermott

cDermott had gone over with a cargo of mules. The animals were disembarked at a Channel port,

received by officers of that grand organization which guesses right so frequently, the Quartermaster

Corps, and started in a southerly direction, in carload lots, toward the Toul sector of the Western
Front. McDermott went with one of the carloads in an unofficial capacity. He had no business in the war
zone. But the Quartermaster Corps, or that part of it in charge of his particular car, was in no mood to be
harsh toward any one who seemed to understand the wants and humors of mules and who was willing to
associate with them. And so, with his blue overalls and his red beard, McDermott went along.

“I'll have a look at the war,” said McDermott, “and if I like it, I'll jine it.”
“And if you don't like it,” said the teamster to whom he confided his intention, “I reckon you'll stop it?”

“I dunno,” replied McDermott, “as I would be justified in stoppin' a good war. The McDermotts has niver
been great hands f'r stoppin' wars. The McDermotts is always more like to be startin' wars.”

McDermott got a look at the war sooner than any one, including the high command of the Entente Allies,
would have thought likely—or, rather, the war got a look at McDermott. The carload of mules, separated from
its right and proper train, got too far eastward at just the time the Germans got too far westward. It was in
April, 1918, that, having entered Hazebrouck from the north, McDermott and his mules left it again, bound
eastward. They passed through a turmoil of guns and lorries, Scotchmen and ambulances, Englishmen, tanks
and ammunition wagons, Irishmen, colonials and field kitchens, all moving slowly eastward, and came to a
halt at a little village where they should not have been at all, halfway between the northern rim of the forest
of Nieppe and Bailleul.

The mules did not stay there long.

“I'll stretch me legs a bit,” said McDermott, climbing off the car and strolling toward a Grande Place
surrounded by sixteenth-century architecture. And just then something passed over the Renaissance roofs
with the scream of one of Dante's devils, struck McDermott's car of mules with a great noise and a burst of
flame, and straightway created a situation in which there was neither car nor mules.

For a minute it seemed to McDermott that possibly there was no McDermott, either. When McDermott
regained consciousness of McDermott, he was sitting on the ground, and he sat there and felt of himself for
many seconds before he spoke or rose. Great guns he had been hearing for hours, and a rattle and roll of
small-arms fire had been getting nearer all that day; but it seemed to McDermott that there was something
quite vicious and personal about the big shell that had separated him forever from his mules. Not that he had
loved the mules, but he loved McDermott.

“Mules,” said he, still sitting on the ground, but trying to get his philosophy of life on to its legs again, “is
here wan minute an' gawn the nixt. Mules is fickle an' untrustworthy animals. Here was thim mules, wigglin'
their long ears and arsk-in' f'r Gawd's sake c'u'd they have a dhrink of wather, an' promisin' a lifelong
friendship—but where is thim mules now?”

He scratched his red head as he spoke, feeling-of an old scar under the thick thatch of hair. The wound had
been made some years previously with a bung starter, and whenever McDermott was agitated he caressed it
tenderly.

He got up, turned about and regarded the extraordinary Grande Place. There had once been several pretty
little shops about it, he could see, with pleasant courtyards, where the April sun was trying to bring green



things into life again, but now some of these were in newly made and smoking ruins. The shell that had
stricken McDermott's mules from the roster of existence had not been the only one to fall into the village
recently.

But it was neither old ruins nor new ruins that interested McDermott chiefly. It was the humanity that
flowed through the Grande Place in a feeble trickle westward, and the humanity that stayed there.

Women and old men went by with household treasures slung in bundles or pushed before them in carts and
perambulators, and they were wearing their best clothes, as if they were going to some village féte, instead of
into desolation and homelessness; the children whom they carried, or who straggled after them, were also in
their holiday best. Here was an ancient peasant with a coop of skinny chickens on a barrow; there was a girl
in a silk gown carrying something in a bed quilt; yonder was a boy of twelve on a bicycle, and two things were
tied to the handlebars—a loaf of bread and a soldier's bayonet. Perhaps it had been his father's bayonet.
Quietly they went westward; their lips were dumb and their faces showed their souls were dumb, too. A long
time they had heard the battle growling to the eastward; and now the war was upon them. It was upon them,
indeed; for as McDermott gazed, another shell struck full upon a bell-shaped tower that stood at the north
side of the Grande Place and it leaped up in flames and fell in dust and ruin, all gone but one irregular point
of masonry that still stuck out like a snaggle tooth from a trampled skull.

These were the ones that were going, and almost the last of the dreary pageant disappeared as McDermott
watched. But those who stayed astonished him even more by their strange actions and uncouth postures.

“Don't tell me,” mumbled McDermott, rubbing his scar, “that all thim sojers is aslape!”

But asleep they were. To the east and to the north the world was one rip and rat-a-tat of rifle and machine-
gun fire—how near, McDermott could not guess—and over the village whined and droned the shells, of great
or lesser caliber; here was one gate to a hell of noise, and the buildings stirred and the budding vines in the
courtyards moved and the dust itself was agitated with the breath and blast of far and near concussions; but
yet the big open Place itself was held in the grip of a grotesque and incredible slumber.

Sprawled in the gutters, collapsed across the doorsills, leaning against the walls, slept that portion of the
British army; slept strangely, without snoring. In the middle of the Grande Place there was a young lieutenant
bending forward across the wreck of a motor car; he had tried to pluck forth a basket from the tonneau and
sleep had touched him with his fingers on the handle. And from the eastern fringes of the village there
entered the square, as actors enter upon a stage, a group of a dozen men, with their arms linked together,
swaying and dazed and stumbling. At first McDermott thought that wounded were being helped from the
field. But these men were not wounded; they were walking in their sleep, and the group fell apart, as
McDermott looked at them, and sank severally to the cobblestones. Scotchmen, Canadians, English, torn and
battered remnants of many different commands, they had striven with their guns and bodies for more than a
week to dam the vast, rising wave of the German attack—day melting into night and night burning into day
again, till there was no such thing as time to them any longer; there were but two things in the world, battle
and weariness, weariness and battle.

McDermott moved across the square unchallenged. He had eaten and slept but little for two days himself,
and he made instinctively for the open door of an empty inn, to search for food. In the doorway he stumbled
across a lad who roused and spoke to him.

“TJack,” said the boy, looking at him with red eyes out of an old, worn face, “have you got the makin's?”

He was in a ragged and muddied Canadian uniform, but McDermott guessed that he was an American.

“I have that,” said McDermott, producing papers and tobacco. But the boy had lapsed into slumber again.
McDermott rolled the cigarette for him, placed it between his lips, waked him and lighted it for him.

The boy took a puff or two, and then said dreamily: “And what the hell are you doin' here with them blue
overalls on?”

“I come to look at the war,” said McDermott.

The soldier glanced around the Grande Place, and a gleam of deviltry flashed through his utter exhaustion.
“So you come to see the war, huh? Well, don't you wake it now. It's restin'. But if you'll take a chair and set
down, I'll have it—called—for—you—in—in—in 'n 'our—or so————"

His voice tailed off into sleep once more; he mangled the cigarette, the tobacco mingling with the scraggly
beard about his drawn mouth; his head fell forward upon his chest. McDermott stepped past him into the
Hotel Faucon, as the inn had called itself. He found no food, but he found liquor there.

“Frinch booze,” said McDermott, getting the cork out of a bottle of brandy and sniffing it; “but booze is
booze!”

And more booze is more booze, especially upon an empty stomach. It was after the fourth drink that
McDermott pulled his chair up to one of the open windows of the inn and sat down, with the brandy beside
him.

“I'm neglictin' that war I come all this way to see,” said McDermott.

The Grande Place, still shaken by the tremendous and unceasing pulsations of battle, far and near, was
beginning to wake up. A fresh, or, at least, a fresher, battalion was arriving over the spur line of railroad
along which McDermott's mules had been so mistakenly shunted, and was moving eastward through the town
to the firing line. The men whom McDermott had seen asleep were rising at the word of command; taking
their weapons, falling in, and staggering back to the interminable battle once more.

“I dunno,” mused McDermott, as the tired men straggled past, “whether I want to be afther j'inin' that war
or not. It makes all thim lads that slapey! I dunno phwat the devil it is, the Frinch booze bein' so close to me,
inside, or that war so close to me, outside, but I'm gittin' slapey m'silf.”

It was, likely, the brandy. There had not been a great deal of French brandy in McDermott's previous
experience, and he did not stint himself. It was somewhere between the ninth and the fifteenth swallows of it
that McDermott remarked to himself, rubbing the scar on his head:

“I w'u'd jine that war now, if I c'u'd be sure which way it had wint!”



And then he slid gently out of his chair and went to sleep on the floor just inside the open window of the
Hotel Faugon.

The war crept closer and took another look at McDermott. As the warm golden afternoon waned, the British
troops, fighting like fiends for every inch of ground, exacting a ghastly toll of lives from the Germans, were
forced back into the eastern outskirts of the town. There, with rifle and machine gun, from walls, trees,
courtyards, roofs and ruins, they held the advancing Germans for an hour. But they were pushed back again,
doggedly establishing themselves in the houses of the Grande Place. Neither British nor Germans were
dropping shells into that village now, each side fearful of damaging its own men.

A British subaltern with a machine gun and two private soldiers entered the inn and were setting the gun
up at McDermott's window when a German bullet struck the officer and he fell dead across the slumbering
McDermott. Nevertheless, the gun was manned and fought for half an hour above McDermott, who stirred
now and then, but did not waken. Just at dusk an Irish battalion struck the Germans on the right flank of their
assaulting force, a half mile to the north of the village, rolled them back temporarily, and cleared the village
of them. This counter attack took the firing line a good thousand yards eastward once more.

McDermott roused, crawled from beneath the body of the British officer, and viewed it with surprise. “That
war has been here ag'in an' me aslape,” said McDermott. “I might jine that war if I c'u'd ketch up wid it—but
'tis here, 'tis there, 'tis gawn ag'in! An' how c'u'd I jine it wid no weapons, not even a good thick club to m'
hands?”

He foraged and found a piece of sausage that he had overlooked in his former search, ate it greedily and
then stood in the doorway, listening to the sound of the firing. It was getting dark and northward toward
Messines and Wytschaete and southward for more miles than he could guess the lightning of big guns
flickered along the sky.

“Anny way I w'u'd go,” mused McDermott, “I w'u'd run into that war if I was thryin' to dodge ut. And anny
wray I w'u'd go, I w'u'd miss that war if I was thryin' to come up wid ut. An' till I make up me mind which wan
I want to do, here will I sthay.”

He opened another bottle of brandy, and drank and cogitated. Whether it was the cogitation or the drinks
or the effect of the racket of war, his head began to ache dully. When McDermott's scar ached, it was his
custom to take another drink. After a while there came a stage at which, if it still ached, he at least ceased to
feel it aching any more.

“The hotel here,” he remarked, “is filled wid hospitality and midical tratement, and where bet-ther c'u'd I
be?”

And presently, once more, a deep sleep overtook him. A deeper, more profound sleep, indeed, than his
former one. And this time the war came still nearer to McDermott.

The British were driven back again and again occupied the town, the Germans in close pursuit. From house
to house and from wall to wall the struggle went on, with grenade, rifle and bayonet. A German, with a
Scotchman's steel in his chest, fell screaming, back through the open window, and his blood as he died
soaked McDermott's feet. But McDermott slept. Full night came, thick and cloudy, and both sides sent up
floating flares. The square was strewn with the bodies of the dead and the bodies of the maimed in increasing
numbers; the wounded groaned and whimpered in the shadows of the trampled Place, crawling, if they still
could crawl, to whatever bit of broken wall seemed to offer momentary shelter and praying for the stretcher
bearers to be speedy. But still McDermott slept.

At ten o'clock that night two Englishmen once more brought a machine gun into the Ho6tel Faugon; they
worked the weapon for twenty minutes from the window within ten feet of which McDermott now lay with his
brandy bottle beside him. Once McDermott stirred; he sat up sleepily on the floor and murmured: “An' where
is that war now? Begad, an' I don't belave there is anny war!”

And he rolled over and went to sleep again. The men with the machine gun did not notice him; they were
too busy. A moment later one of them sank with a bullet through his heart. His comrade lasted a little longer,
and then he, too, went down, a wound in his lungs. It took him some weary minutes to choke and bleed to
death, there in that dark place, upon the floor, among the dead men and McDermott's brandy bottles and the
heap of ammunition he had brought with him. Hist struggle did not wake McDermott.

By midnight the British had been driven back until they held the houses at the west end of the town and the
end of the spur railroad that came eastward from Hazebrouck. The Germans were in the eastern part of the
village, and between was a “no man's land,” of which the Grande Place was a part. What was left of the Hotel
Faucon, with the sleeping McDermott in it, was toward the middle of the south side of the square. In the
streets to the north and south of the Place patrols still clashed with grenade and bayonet and rifle, but the
Germans attempted no further advance in any force after midnight. No doubt they were bringing up more
men; no doubt, with the first morning light, they would move forward a regiment or two, possibly even a
division, against the British who still clung stubbornly to the western side of the town. All the way from
Wytschaete south to Givenchy the battle-line was broken up into many little bitter struggles of this sort, the
British at every point facing great odds.

When dawn came, there came with it a mist. And three men of a German patrol, creeping from house to
house and ruin to ruin along the south side of that part of “no man's land” which was the Grande Place,
entered the open door of the H6tel Faugon.

One of them stepped upon McDermott's stomach, where he lay sleeping and dreaming of the war he had
come to look at.

McDermott, when he had been drinking, was often cross. And especially was he cross if, when sleeping off
his liquor, some one purposely or inadvertently interfered with his rightful and legitimate rest. When this
coarse and heavy-footed intruder set his boot, albeit unwittingly, upon McDermott's stomach, McDermott sat
up with a bellow of rage, instinctively and instantaneously grabbed the leg attached to the boot, rose as
burning rocks rise from a volcano, with the leg in his hands, upset the man attached to the leg, and jumped
with two large feet accurately upon the back of that person's neck. Whereupon the Boche went to Valhalla.



McDermott, though nearer fifty than forty years old, was a barroom fighter of wonderful speed and
technique, and this instinctive and spontaneous maneuver was all one motion, just as it is all one motion
when a cat in a cellar leaps over a sack of potatoes, lands upon a rat, and sinks her teeth into a vital spot. The
second German and the third German hung back an instant toward the door, and then came on toward the
moving shadow in the midst of shadows. For their own good they should have come on without hanging back
that second; but perhaps their training, otherwise so efficient, did not include barroom tactics. Their
hesitation gave McDermott just the time he needed, for when he faced them he had the first German's gun in
his hands.

“No war,” said McDermott, “can come into me slapin' chamber and stand on me stomach like that, and
expict me to take it peaceful!”

With the words he fired the first German's rifle into the second German. The third German, to the rear of
the second one, fired his gun simultaneously, but perhaps he was a hit flurried, for he also fired directly into
the second German, and there was nothing the second German could do but die; which he did at once.
McDermott leaped at the third German with his rifle clubbed just as the man pressed the trigger again. The
bullet struck McDermott's rifle, splintered the butt of it and knocked it from his hands; but a second later
McDermott's hands were on the barrel of the German's gun and the two of them were struggling for it.

There is one defect in the German military system, observers say: the drill masters do not teach their men
independent thinking; perhaps the drill-masters do not have the most promising material to work upon. At
any rate, it occurred to McDermott to kick the third German in the stomach while the third German was still
thinking of nothing else than trying to depress the gun to shoot or bayonet McDermott. Thought and kick
were as well coordinated as if they had proceeded from one of McDermott's late mules.

The Boche went to the floor of the Hotel Faucon with a groan. “Gott!” he said.

“A stomach f'r a stomach,” said Mc-Dermott, standing over him with the rifle. “Git up!”

The German painfully arose.

“Ye are me prisoner,” said McDermott, “an' the furst wan I iver took. Hould up y'r hands! Hould thim up, I
say! Not over y'r stomach, man, but over y'r head!”

The Boche complied hurriedly.

“I see ye understhand United States,” said McDermott. “I was afraid ye might not, an' I w'u'd have to shoot
ye."

“Kamerad!” exclaimed the man.

“Ye are no comrade av mine,” said McDermott, peering at the man's face through the eery halflight of early
morning, “an' comrade av mine ye niver was! I know ye well! Ye are Goostave Schmidt b' name, an' wanst ye
tinded bar in a dive down b' the Brooklyn wather front!”

The man stared at McDermott in silence for a long minute, and then recollection slowly came to him.
“MagDermodd!” he said. “Batrick MagDermodd!”
“The same,” said McDermott.

“Gott sei dank!” said the German. “I haf fallen into der hands of a friend.” And with the beginning of a smile
he started to lower his hands.

“Put thim up!” cried McDermott. “Don't desave y'silf! Ye are no fri'nd av mine!”

The smile faded, and something like a look of panic took its place on the German's face.

“Th' last time I saw ye, ye was in bad company, f'r ye was alone,” said McDermott. “An' I come over here
lookin' f'r ye, an' I find ye in bad company ag'in!”

“Looking?” said the German with quite sincere perplexity. “You gome here looking for me?”

The wonder on the man's face at this unpremeditated jest of his having crossed the Atlantic especially to
look for Gustave Schmidt titillated McDermott's whole being. But he did not laugh, and he let the German
wonder. “And phwy sh'u'd I not?” he said.

The German thought intensely for a while. “Why should you gome all der vay agross der Adlandic looking
for me?’ he said finally.

“Ye have a short mimory,” said McDermott. “Ye do not recollict the time ye hit me on the head wid a bung
starter whin I was too soused to defind m'silf? The scar is there yet, bad luck to ye!”

“But dot was nudding,” said the German. “Dot bung-starder business was all a bart of der day's vork.”

“But ye cript up behint me,” said McDermott; “an' me soused!”

“But dot was der bractical vay to do it,” said the German. “Dot was nuddings at all, dot bung-starder
business. I haf forgodden it long ago!”

“The McDermotts remimber thim compliments longer,” said McDermott. “An' b' rights I sh'u'd give ye wan
good clout wid this gun and be done wid ye. But I'm thinkin' I may be usin' ye otherwise.”

“You gome all der vay agross der Adlandic yoost because I hit you on der head mit a bung starder?”
persisted the German, still wondering. “Dot, MagDermodd, I cannot belief—Nein!”

“And ye tore up y'r citizenship papers and come all the way across the Atlantic just to jine this gang av
murtherin' child-killers,” said McDermott. “That I c¢'n belave! Yis!”

“But I haf not dorn up my American cidizen papers—Nein!” exclaimed the German, earnestly. “Dose I haf
kept. I gome across to fight for mein Faderland—dot vas orders. Ja/ But mein American cidizenship papers I
haf kept, and ven der war is ofer I shall go back to Brooklyn and once more an American citizen be, undill der
next war. Ja/ You haf not understood, but dot is der vay of it. Ja/”

“Goostave,” said McDermott, “ye have too many countries workin' f'r ye. But y'r takin' ordhers from m'silf
now—do ye get that? C'n ye play that musical insthrumint there by the window?”

“Ja!” said Gustave. “Dot gun I can vork. Dot is der Lewis machine gun. Id is not so good a gun as our
machine gun, for our machine gun haf been a colossal sugcess, but id is a goot gun.”



“Ye been fightin' f'r the Kaiser f'r three or four years, Goostave,” said McDermott, menacing him with his
rifle, “but this mornin' I'll be afther seein' that ye do a bit av work f'r thim citizenship papers, an', later, ye
can go to hell, if ye like, an' naturalize y'rsilf in still a third country. Ye will shoot Germans wid that gun till I
get the hang av the mechanism m'silf. And thin I will shoot Germans wid that gun. But furst, ye will give me

(]

that fancy tin soup-bowl ye're wearin'.
Gustave handed over his helmet. McDermott put it on his red head.

(]

“I've been thinkin',” said McDermott, “will I jine this war, or will I not jine it. An' the only way ye c'n tell do
ye like a thing or do ye not is to thry it wance. Wid y'r assistance, Goostave, I'll thry it this mornin', if anny
more av it comes my way.”

More of it was coming his way. The Germans, tired of trifling with the small British force which held the
village, had brought up the better part of a division during the night and were marshaling the troops for their
favorite feat of arms, an overwhelming frontal attack en masse. The British had likewise received
reinforcements, drawing from the north and from the south every man the hard-pressed lines could spare.
But they were not many, perhaps some three thousand men in all, to resist the massed assault, with the
railroad for its objective, which would surely come with dawn. If troops were needed in the village they were
no less needed on the lines that flanked it. The little town, which had been the scene of so much desperate
skirmishing the day before and during the first half of the night, was now about to become the ground of
something like a battle.

“There's a French division on the way,” said the British colonel in command in the village to one of his
captains. “If we can only hold them for an hour——"

He did not finish the sentence. As he spoke the German bombardment, precedent to the infantry attack,
began to comb the western fringes of the town and the railroad line behind, searching for the hurriedly-
digged and shallow trenches, the improvised dugouts, the shell holes, the cellars and the embankments
where the British lay. The British guns to the rear of the village made answer, and the uproar tore the mists
of dawn to tatters. A shell fell short, into the middle of the Grande Place, and McDermott saw the broken
motor car against which the sleeping lieutenant had leaned the day before vanish into nothingness; and then
a house directly opposite the Hotel Faugon jumped into flame and was no more. Looking out across the back
of the stooping Gustave at the window, McDermott muttered, “I dunno as I w'u'd want to jine that war.” And
then he bellowed in Gustave Schmidt's ear: “Cut loose! Cut loose wid y'rgun! Cut loose!”

“I vill not!” shrieked Gustave. “Mein Gott! Dat is mein own regiment!”

“Ye lie!” shouted McDermott. “Ye will!” He thrust a bit of bayonet into the fleshiest part of the German's
back.

“I vill! I vill!” cried Gustave.

“Ye will that,” said McDermott, “an' the less damned nonsinse I hear from ye about y'r own rigimint the
betther f'r ye! Ye're undher me own ordhers till I c'n make up me mind about this war.” The mists were
rising. In the clearing daylight at the eastern end of the square, as if other clouds were moving forward with
a solid front, appeared the first gray wave of the German infantry. Close packed, shoulder to shoulder, three
deep, they came, almost filling the space from side to side of the Grande Place, moving across that open
stretch against the British fire with a certain heavy-footed and heavy-brained contempt of everything before
them. Ten steps, and the British machine guns and rifles caught them. The first wave, or half of it, went down
in a long writhing windrow, across the east end of the square, and in the instant that he saw it squirm and
toss before the trampling second wave swept over it and through it, the twisting gray-clad figures on the
stones reminded McDermott of the heaps of heaving worms he used to see at the bottom of his bait-can when
he went fishing as a boy.

“Hold that nozzle lower, Goostave!” he yelled to his captive. “Spray thim! Spray thim! Ye're shootin' over
their heads, ye lumberin' Dutchman, ye!”

“Gott!” cried Gustave, as another jab of the bayonet urged him to his uncongenial task.

And then McDermott made one of the few errors of his military career. Whether it was the French brandy
he had drunk to excess the night before, or whether it was the old bung-starter wound on his head, which
always throbbed and jumped when he became excited, his judgment deserted him for an instant. For one
instant he forgot that there must be no instants free from the immediate occupation of guiding and directing
Gustave.

“Let me see if I can't work that gun m'self,” he cried.

As he relaxed his vigilance, pushing the German to one side, the Boche suddenly struck him upon the jaw.
McDermott reeled and dropped his rifle; before he could recover himself, the German had it. The weapon
swung upward in the air and—just then a shell burst outside the open window of the Hoétel Faugon.

Both men were flung from their feet by the concussion. For a moment everything was blank to McDermott.
And then, stretching out his hand to rise, his fingers encountered something smooth and hard upon the floor.
Automatically his grasp closed over it and he rose. At the same instant the German struggled to his feet, one
hand behind his back, and the other extended, as if in entreaty.

“Kamerad,” he whined, and even as he whined he lurched nearer and flung at McDermott a jagged, broken
bottle. McDermott ducked, and the dagger-like glass splintered on his helmet. And then McDermott struck—
once. Once was enough. The Boche sank to the floor without a groan, lifeless. McDermott looked at him, and
then, for the first time, looked at what he held in his own hand, the weighty thing which he had wielded so
instinctively and with such ferocity. It was the bung starter of the Hotel Faugon.

“Goostave niver knowed what hit him,” said McDermott. And if there had been any one to hear, in all that
din, a note of regret that Gustave never knew might have been remarked in his voice.

McDermott turned his attention to the machine gun, which, with its tripod, had been knocked to the floor.
He squatted, with his head below the level of the window sill, and looked it over.

“'Tis not broken,” he decided, after some moments of examination. “Did Goostave do it so? Or did he do it
so?” He removed his helmet and rubbed the scar under his red hair reflectively. “If I was to make up me mind



to jine that war,” mused McDermott, “this same w'u'd be a handy thing to take wid me. It w'u'd that! Now,
did that Goostave that used to be here pull this pretty little thingumajig so? Or did he pull it so? Ihaveut! He
pulled it so! And thim ca'tridges, now—do they feed in so? Or do they feed in so? 'T w'u'd be a handy thing,
now, f'r a man that had anny intintions av jinin' the war to know about all thim things!”

And, patiently, McDermott studied the mechanism, while the red sunlight turned to yellow in the Grande
Place outside, and the budding green vines withered along the broken walls, and the stones ran blood, and
the Hoétel Faugon began to fall to pieces about his ears. McDermott did not hurry; he felt that there was no
need to hurry; he had not yet made up his mind whether he intended to participate in this war. By the time he
had learned how to work that machine gun, and had used it on the Germans for a while, he thought, he might
be vouchsafed some light on that particular subject. It was one of McDermott's fixed beliefs that he was an
extremely cautious sort of man, though many of his acquaintances thought of him differently, and he told
himself that he must not get too far into this war until he was sure that it was going to be congenial. So far, it
promised well.

And also, McDermott, as he puzzled over the machine gun, was not quite the normal McDermott. He was,
rather, a supernormal McDermott. He had been awakened rudely from an alcoholic slumber and he had been
rather busy ever since; so many things had taken place in his immediate neighborhood, and were still taking
place, that he was not quite sure of their reality. As he sat on the floor and studied the weapon, he was
actually, from moment to moment, more than half convinced that he was dreaming—he might awaken and
find that that war had eluded him again. Perhaps he is scarcely to be chided for being in what is sometimes
known as a state of mind.

And while McDermott was looking at the machine gun, the British commander prayed, as a greater British
commander before him had prayed one time, for assistance, only this one did not pray for night or Blucher as
Wellington had done. Night was many hours beyond all hope and would probably bring its own hell when it
came, and as for Prussians, there were too many Prussians now. His men would hold on; they had been
holding on for epic days and unbelievable nights, and they would still hold while there was breath in their
bodies, and when their bodies were breathless they would hold one minute more. But—God! For Foch's
poilus! There is a moment which is the ultimate moment; the spirit can drag the body until—until spirit and
body are wrenched into two things. No longer. His men could die in their tracks; they were dying where they
stood and crouched and lay, by dozens and by scores and by heroic hundreds—but when they were dead, who
would bar the way to Hazebrouck, and beyond Hazebrouck, to the channel ports?

That way was all but open now, if the enemy but realized it. Any moment they might discover it. A half-mile
to the south of the village the line was so thinly held that one strong, quick thrust must make a gap. Let the
enemy but fling a third of the troops he was pounding to pieces in the bloody streets of the town, in the torn
fields that flanked it, and in the shambles of the Grande Place that was the center of this action, at that weak
spot, and all was over. But with a fury mechanical, insensate, the Germans still came on in direct frontal
attacks.

The British had slain and slain and slain, firing into the gray masses until the water boiled in the jackets of
the machine guns. Five attacks had broken down in the Grande Place itself—and now a sixth was forming.
Should he still hold fast, the colonel asked himself, or should he retire, saving what machine guns he might,
and flinging a desperate detachment southward in the attempt to make a stronger right flank? But to do that
might be the very move that would awaken the Germans to their opportunity there. So long as they pounded,
pounded at his center, he would take a toll of them, at least—but the moment was coming—

“I have ut!” cried McDermott, and mounted his gun at the window.
“It is time to retire,” said the British colonel, and was about to give the order.
“Right in their bloody backs,” said McDermott to himself.

And so it was. For the sixth advance of the German masses had carried them well into the Grande Place.
McDermott, crouched at his window, cut loose with his gun at pointblank range as the first wave, five men
deep, passed by him, splashing along the thick ranks from behind as one might sweep a garden hose down a
row of vegetables. Taken thus in the rear, ambushed, with no knowledge of the strength of the attacking
force behind them, the German shock troops swayed and staggered, faced about and fell and broke. For right
into the milling herd of them, and into the second advancing wave, the British poured their bullets. The
colonel, who had been about to order a retreat, ordered a charge, and before the stampeded remnant of the
first two waves could recover themselves the British were on them with grenades and bayonets, flinging them
back into the third wave, just advancing to their support, in a bleeding huddle of defeat.

McDermott saw the beginning of that charge, and with his bung starter in his hand he rushed from the door
to join it. But he did not see the end of it, nor did he see the poilus, as they came slouching into the village
five minutes later to give the repulse weight and confirmation, redolent of onions and strange stews, but with
their bayonets—those bayonets that are part of the men who wield them, living things, instinct with the
beautiful, straight, keen soul of France herself.

McDermott did not see them, for some more of the Hotel Faugon had fallen on him, crushing one of his
ankles and giving him a clout on the head.

“Whoever it was turned loose that machine gun from the inn window, did the trick,” said the colonel, later.
“It's hardly too much to say that he blocked the way to Hazebrouck—for the time, at least, if one man can be
said to have done such a thing—what's that?”

“That” was McDermott, who was being carried forth, unconscious, to an ambulance. It was his blue overalls
that had occasioned the colonel's surprise. He was neither French nor British nor German; palpably he was a
civilian, and a civilian who had no business there. And in his hand he clasped a bung starter. His fingers were
closed over it so tightly that in the base hospital later they found difficulty in taking it away from him.

Owing, no doubt, to the blow on his head, McDermott was unable to recall clearly anything that had taken
place from the moment he had first fallen asleep under the influence of French brandy until he awakened in
the hospital nearly four weeks later. During this period there had been several intervals of more open-eyed
dreaming, succeeded by lapses into profound stupor; but even in these open-eyed intervals, McDermott had



not been himself. It was during one of these intervals that a representative of the French Government
bestowed the Croix de Guerre upon McDermott, for it had been learned that he was the man behind the
machine gun that had turned the tide of combat.

McDermott, his eyes open, but his mind in too much of a daze even to wonder what the ceremony was
about, sat in a wheel chair, and in company with half a dozen other men selected for decoration, listened to a
brief oration in very good French, which he could not have understood had he been normal. In answer he
muttered in a low tone, rubbing his broken and bandaged head: “I think maybe I will jine that war, afther
all!”

The French officer assumed that McDermott had spoken some sort of compliment to France and kissed
McDermott on both cheeks, in front of the hospital staff, several American reporters, and as much of the
French army as qould be spared to do honor to the occasion. The Croix de Guerre made no impression upon
McDermott, but the kiss briefly arrested his wandering consciousness, and he cried out, starting up in his
chair and menacing the officer: “Where is me bung starter?” Then he fainted.

A good many thousands of people in France and England and America learned from the newspapers the
story of the nondescript in the blue overalls, who had behaved so gallantly at the crucial moment of a crucial
fight. But McDermott never did. He seldom read newspapers. No one had been able to learn his name, so the
reporters had given him a name. They called him “Dennis.” And it was “Dennis” who got the fame and glory.
McDermott would not have identified himself with Dennis had he seen the newspapers. When he awakened
from his long, broken stupor, with its intervals of dazed halfconsciousness, the first thing he did was to steal
away from that hospital; he left without having heard of Dennis or of the decoration of Dennis.

There was one thing that he had experienced that did live hazily and confusedly in his memory, however,
although he could not fix it in its relationship to any other thing. And that was the fact that he had met
Gustave Schmidt. Three or four months after he slipped away from the hospital—a period of unchronicled
wanderings, during which he had tried unsuccessfully to enlist several times—he limped into a saloon on the
Brooklyn water front and asked Tim O'Toole, the proprietor, for his usual. He had just got back to Brooklyn,
and he carried his earthly possessions in a bundle wrapped in brown paper.

“I hear Yordy Crowley isn't givin' his racket this year,” said McDermott, laying his bundle on the bar and
pouring out his drink.

“He is not,” said Tim. “He is in France helpin' out thim English.”

“Yordy will make a good sojer,” said McDermott. “He is a good man of his fists.”

“The Irish is all good sqjers,” said Mr. O'Toole, sententiously. “There was that man Dinnis, now, that was in
all av the papers.”

“I did not hear av him,” said McDermott. “An' phwat did he do?”

“He licked th' entire German army wan morn-in',” said O'Toole, “an' saved England, an' the Quane of
France kissed him for it. 'Twas in all the papers. Or, maybe,” said Mr. O'Toole, “it was the King av Belg'um
kissed him for ut. Anny-way wan of thim foreign powers kissed him wid the whole world lookin' on.”

“An' phwat did this Dinnis do thin?” asked McDermott.

“He attimpted to assault the person that kissed him,” said O'Toole. “Maybe 'twas the King av Italy. "Twas in
all the papers at th' time. Some wan told me ye were in France y'rsilf, Paddy.”

“I was that,” said McDermott. “I wint wid mules.”

“Did ye see annything av the war?”

“I did not,” said McDermott. “Divil a bit of ut, barrin' a lot o' racket an' a big roarin' divil av a stame-boiler
thing that come bustin' through th' air an' took away the mules that was me passport. But I come near seein'
some av ut, wan time.”

“An' how was it that ye come near it, an' missed it?” inquired Tim.

“I wint to slape,” said McDermott. “The war was slapin', an' I laid m'silf down b' the side av ut an' took a
nap, too. Later, I woke up in the hospital, some wan havin' stipped on me whilst I was slapin', or somethin'.
They was afther keep-in' me in th' hospital indefinite, an' I slipped away wan mornin', dodgin' the orderlies
an' nurses, or I might have been there yet eatin' jelly an' gettin' me face washed f'r me. An' afther I got back
here I thried to jine that war, but th' Amurrican Army w'u'd not have me.”

“And phwy not?”

“Because av me fut.”

“And how did ye hurt y'r fut?”

“Divil a bit do I know how,” said McDermott. “I'm tellin' ye 'twas done whilst I was aslape. I remimber
gettin' soused in wan av thim Frinch barrooms, an' I w'u'd think it was a mule stipped on me fut whin I was
slapin' off me souse, excipt that thim mules was gone before I got me souse.”

“An' ye saw naught av the war?” Tim was distinctly disappointed.

“But little of ut, but little of ut,” said McDermott. “But, Timmy,—wan thing I did whilst I was in France.”

“An' phwat was that?”

“T avened up an ould grudge,” said McDermott. He put away a second drink, rolling it over his tongue with
satisfaction. “Do ye mind that Goostave Schmidt that used to kape bar acrost the strate? Ye do! Do ye mind
th' time he hit me wid th' bung starter? Ye do!”

“Phwat thin?”

“Well, thin,” said McDermott, “I met up wid him ag'in in wan av thim Frinch barrooms. I do not remimber
phwat he said to me nor phwat I said to him, for I was soused, Timmy. But wan word led to another, an' I give
him as good as he sint, an' 'twas wid a bung starter, too. I brung it back wid me as a sooveneer av me travels
in France.”

And, undoing his brown paper bundle, McDermott fished forth from among his change of socks and shirts
and underwear the bung starter of the Hotel Faugon and laid it upon the bar for his friend's inspection.



Something else in the bundle caught O'Toole's eye.

“An' phwat is that thing ye have there?” asked Tim.

“Divil a bit do I know phwat,” said McDermott, picking the article up and tossing it carelessly upon the bar.
“'Twas layin' by me cot in the hospital, along wid m' bung starter an' me clothes whin I come to m'silf, an'
whin I made me sneak from that place I brung it along.”

It was the Croix de Guerre.

V.—Looney the Mutt

After he found Slim, things would be different, things would be better, somehow. Just how, Looney did
not know.

Looney did not know much, anyhow. Likely he would never have known much, in the most favorable
circumstances. And the circumstances under which he had passed his life were scarcely conducive to mental
growth. He could remember, vaguely, that he had not always been called Looney Hogan. There had been a
time when he was called Kid Hogan. Something had happened inside his head one day, and then there had
come a period of which he remembered nothing at all; after that, when he could remember again, he was not
Kid any more, but Looney. Perhaps some one had hit him on the head. People were always hitting him, before
he knew Slim. And now that Slim was gone, people were always hitting him again. When he was with Slim,
Slim had not let people hit him—often. So he must find Slim again; Slim, who was the only God he had ever
known.

In the course of time he became known, in his own queer world, from Baltimore to Seattle, from Los
Angeles to Boston, as Slim's Lost Mutt, or as Looney the Mutt. Looney did not resent being called a dog,
particularly, but he never called himself “The Mutt”; he stuck to “Looney”; Slim had called him Looney, and
Looney must, therefore, be right.

The humors of Looney's world are not, uniformly, kindly humors. Giving Looney the Mutt a “bum steer” as
to Slim's whereabouts was considered a legitimate jest.

“Youse ain't seen Slim Matchett anywheres?” he would ask of hobo or wobbly, working stiff or yeggman, his
faded pale-blue eyes peering from his weather-worn face with the same anxious intensity, the same eager
hope, as if he had not asked the question ten thousand times before.

And the other wanderer, if he were one that knew of Looney the Mutt and Looney's quest would answer,
like as not:

“Slimmy de Match? Uh-huh! I seen Slim last mont' in Chi. He's lookin' fer youse, Looney.” One day the
Burlington Crip, who lacked a hand, and who looked so mean that it was of common report that he had got
sore at himself and bitten it off, varied the reply a bit by saying:

“I seen Slim las' week, an' he says: "Where t' hell's dat kid o' mine? Youse ain't seen nuttin' o' dat kid o'
mine, has you, Crip? Dat kid o' mine give me de slip, Crip. He lammistered, and I ain't seen him since. If
youse gets yer lamps on dat kid o' mine, Crip, give him a wallop on his mush fer me, an' tell him to come an'
find me an' I'm gonna give him another one."”

Looney stared and wondered and grieved. It hurt him especially that Slim should think that he, Looney, had
run away from Slim; he agonized anew that he could not tell Slim at once that such was not the truth. And he
wondered and grieved at the change that must have taken place in Slim, who now promised him “a wallop on
the mush.” For Slim had never struck him. It was Slim who had always kept other people from striking him. It
was Slim who had, upon occasion, struck other people to protect him—once, in a hangout among the lakeside
sand dunes south of Chicago, Slim had knifed a man who had, by way of jovial byplay to enliven a dull
afternoon, flung Looney into the fire.

It never occurred to Looney to doubt, entirely, these bearers of misinformation. He was hunting Slim, and
of course, he thought, Slim was hunting Looney. His nature was all credulity. Such mind as the boy possessed
—he was somewhere in his twenties, but had the physique of a boy—was saturated with belief in Slim, with
faith in Slim, and he thought that all the world must admire Slim. He did not see why any one should tell lies
that might increase Slim's difficulties, or his own.

There was a big red star he used to look at nights, when he slept in the open, and because it seemed to him
bigger and better and more splendid than any of the other stars he took to calling it Slim's star. It was a
cocky, confident-looking star; it looked as if it would know how to take care of itself, and Slim had been like
that. It looked good-natured, too, and Slim had been that way. When Looney had rustled the scoffin's for Slim,
Slim had always let him have some of the best chow—or almost always. And he used to talk to that star about
Slim when he was alone. It seemed sympathetic. And although he believed the hoboes were telling him the
truth when they said that they had seen Slim, it was apparent even to his intelligence that they had no real
sympathy with his quest.

Once he did find a certain sympathy, if no great understanding. He worked a week, one Spring, for a farmer
in Indiana. The farmer wished to keep him, for that Summer at least, for Looney was docile, willing enough,
and had a natural, unconscious tact with the work-horses. Looney was never afraid of animals, and they were
never afraid of him. Dogs took to him, and the instant liking of dogs had often stood him in good stead in his
profession.

I ooney had but one object in life, one thought, one conscious motive of existence—to find Slim again.



“Why won't you stay?” asked the farmer.

“Slim's lookin' fer me, somewheres,” said Looney. And he told the farmer about Slim. The farmer, having
perceived Looney's mental twilight, and feeling kindly toward the creature, advanced an argument that he
thought might hold him.

“Slim is just as likely to find you if you stay in one place, as if you go travelin' all over the country,” he said.

“Huh-uh,” said Looney. “He ain't, Mister. It's this way, Mister: every time I stop long any-, wheres, Slim, he
passes me by.”

And then he continued, after a pause: “Slim, he was always good to me, Mister. I kinda want to be the one
that finds Slim, instead of just stayin' still an' waitin' to be found.”
They were standing in the dusk by the barn, and the early stars were out. Looney told him about Slim's star.

(]

“I want to be the guy that does the findin',” went on Looney presently, “because I was the guy that done the
losin'. One night they was five or six of us layin' under a lot of railroad ties we had propped up against a fence
to keep the weather off, an' we figgered on hoppin' a train fer Chi that night. Well, the train comes along, but
I'm asleep. See? The rest of t' gang gits into an empty in de dark, an' I don't wake up. I s'pose Slim he t'inks
I'm wit' t' gang, but I don't wake up under them ties till mornin'. I went to Chi soon's I could, but I ain't never
glommed him since, Mister. I didn't find him dere. An' dat's t' way I lost Slim, Mister.”

“Maybe,” suggested the farmer, “he is dead.”

“Nit,” said Looney. “He ain't dead. If Slim was croaked or anything, I'd be wised up to it. Look at that there
star. Dat is Slim's star, like I told youse. If Slim had been bumped off, or anything, Mister, that star wouldn't
be shinin' that way, Mister.”

And he went back to his own world—his world—which was a succession of freight and cattle cars, ruinous
sheds and shelters in dubious suburbs near to railroad sidings, police stations, workhouses, jails, city
missions, transient hangouts in bedraggled clumps of wood, improvised shacks, shared with others of his kind
in vacant lots in sooty industrial towns, chance bivouacs amidst lumber piles and under dripping water tanks,
lucky infrequent lodgings in slum hotels that used to charge fifteen cents for a bed and now charge a quarter,
golden moments in vile barrooms and blind tigers, occasional orgies in quarries or gravel pits or abandoned
tin-roofed tool houses, uneasy, loiterings and interrupted slumbers in urban parks and the squares or
outskirts of villages. Sometimes he worked, as he had with the Indiana farmer, with the wheat harvesters of
the Northwest, or the snow shovelers of the metropoli, or the fruit gatherers of California; but more often he
loafed, and rustled grub and small coin from the charitably disposed.

It all seemed the natural way of life to Looney. He could not remember anything else. He viewed the people
of the world who did not live so, and whom he saw to be the majority, as strange, unaccountable beings whom
he could never hope to understand; he vaguely perceived that they were stronger than he and his ever-hiking
clan, and he knew that they might do unpleasant things to him with their laws and their courts and their
strength, but he bore them no rancor, unlike many of his associates.

He had no theories about work or idleness; he accepted either as it came; he had little conscious thought
about anything, except finding Slim again. And one thing worried him: Slim, who was supposed to be looking
for Looney, even as Looney was looking for Slim, left no mark. He was forever looking for it, searching for the
traces of Slim's knife—a name, a date, a destination, a message bidding Looney to follow or to wait—on
freight sheds and water tanks, and known and charted telegraph poles and the tool houses of construction
gangs. But Slim, always just ahead of him, as he thought, continually returning and passing him, ever
receding in the distance, left no mark, no wanderer's pateran, behind. Looney left his own marks everywhere,
but, strangely enough, it seemed that Slim never saw them. Looney remembered that one time when he and
Slim were together Slim had wished to meet and confer with the Burlington Crip, and had left word to that
effect, penciled and carved and sown by the speech of the mouth, from the Barbary Coast to the Erie Basin.
And the Burlington Crip, with his snaggle teeth and his stump where a hand had been, had joined them on
the Brooklyn waterfront within two months. It had been simple, and Looney wondered why Slim omitted this
easy method of communication. Perhaps Slim was using it and Looney was not finding the marks. He knew
himself for stupid, and set his failure down to that, never to neglect on Slim's part. For Slim was Slim, and
Slim could do no wrong.

His habit of searching for some scratched or written word of Slim's became known to his whole section of
the underworld, and furnished material for an elaboration of the standing jest at his expense. When ennui
descended upon some chance gathering in one of the transient hangouts—caravanserai as familiar to the
loose-foot, casual guests, from coast to coast, as was ever the Blackstone in Chicago or the Biltmore in New
York to those who read this simple history—it was customary for some wag to say:

“Looney, I seen a mark that looked like Slim's mark on a shed down in Alexandria, Virginny, right by where
the Long Bridge starts over to Washington.”

And it might be that Looney would start at once, without a word, for Alexandria. Therein lay the cream of
this subtle witticism, for its perpetrators—in Looney's swift departures.

Or it might be that Looney would sit and ponder, his washed-out eyes interrogating the speaker in a
puzzled fashion, but never doubting. And then the jester would say, perhaps: “Why don't you get a move onto
you, Looney? You're gonna miss Slim again.”

And Looney would answer, perchance: “Slim, he ain't there now. The' was one of them wobblies' bump-off
men sayin' he seen Slim in Tacoma two weeks ago, an' Slim was headin' this way. I'm gonna wait fer him a
while longer.”

But he never waited long. He could never make himself. As he had told the Indiana farmer, he was afraid to
wait long. It was the Burlington Crip who had made him afraid to do that. The Crip had told him one time:
“Looney, Slim went through here last night, while youse was asleep over on that lumber pile. I forgets youse
is lookin' fer him or I'd a tipped him off youse was here.”

Slim had been within a hundred yards of him, and he had been asleep and had never known! What would
Slim think, if he knew that? So thereafter he was continually tortured by the fancy that Slim might be passing



him in the night; or that Slim, while he himself was riding the rods underneath a railway car, might be on the
blind baggage of that very train, and would hop off first and be missed again. From day to day he became
more muddled and perplexed trying to decide whether it would be better to choose this route or that,
whether it would be better to stop here a week, or go yonder with all possible speed. And from month to
month he developed more and more the questing, peering, wavering manner of the lost dog that seeks its
master.

Looney was always welcome In the hang-outs of the wandering underworld. Not only was he a source of
diversion, a convenient butt, but few could rustle grub so successfully. His meager frame and his wistfulness,
his evident feebleness of intellect, drew alms from the solvent population, and Looney faithfully brought his
takings to the hangouts and was dispatched again for more. Servant and butt he was to such lords as the
Burlington Crip and the English Basher. But he did not mind so long as he was not physically maltreated—as
he often was. The occasional crimes of his associates, the occasional connection of some of them with
industrial warfare here and there, Looney sometimes participated in; but he never understood. If he were told
to do so and so, for the most part he did it. If he were asked to do too much, or was beaten up for his
stupidity, and he was always stupid, he quietly slunk away at his first opportunity.

The English Basher was a red-faced savage with fists as hard and rough as tarred rope; and he conceived
the idea that Looney should be his kid, and wait upon him, even as he had been Slim's kid. Looney, afraid of
the man, for a time seemed to acquiesce. But the Basher had reckoned without Looney's faculty for
blundering.

He dispatched Looney one day, ostensibly to bum a handout, but in reality to get the lay of a certain house
in a suburb near Cincinnati, which the Basher meditated cracking the next convenient night. Looney returned
with the food but without the information. He had been willing enough, for he admired yeggmen and all their
ways and works, and was withheld by no moral considerations from anything he was asked to do; but he had
bungled. He had been in the kitchen, he had eaten his own scoffin's there, he had talked with the cook for
twenty minutes, he had even brought up from the cellar a scuttle of coal for the kitchen range to save the
cook's back, but he actually knew less about that house, its plan, its fastenings, its doors and basement
windows than the Basher had been able to gather with a single stroke of the eye as he loitered down the
street.

“Cripes! Whadje chin about with the kitchen mechanic all dat time, you?” demanded the Basher.
“She was stringin' me along,” said Looney humbly, “an' I spilled to her about me an' Slim.”

“Slim! —— ——— yer, I've a mind t' croak yer!” cried the Basher.

And he nearly did it, knocking the boy down repeatedly, till finally Looney lay still upon the ground.

“'S'elp me,” said the Basher, “I've a mind to give yer m' boots! You get up an' beat it! An' if I ever gets my
lamps onto you again I will croak you, by Gawd, an' no mistake!”

Looney staggered to his feet and hobbled to a safe distance. And then, spitting out a broken tooth, he dared
to mutter: “If Slimmy was here, he'd see de color o' youse insides, Slimmy would. Slimmy, he knifed a yegg
oncet wot done less'n dat t'me!”

It was only a week or two after he left the Basher that Looney's faith in Slim's star was tested again. Half a
dozen of the brotherhood were gathered about a fire in a gravel pit in northern Illinois, swapping yarns and
experiences and making merry. It was a tremendous fire, and lighted up the hollow as if it were the entrance
to Gehenna, flinging the grotesque shadows of the men against the overhanging embankments, and causing
the inhabitants of a village a mile or so away to wonder what farmer's haystack was aflame. The tramps were
wasting five times the wood they needed, after their fashion. They had eaten to repletion, and they were
wasting the left-over food from their evening gorge; they had booze; they were smoking; they felt, for the
hour, at peace with the world.

“Wot ever did become of dat Slim?” asked the Burlington Crip, who happened to be of the party, looking
speculatively at Looney. Even the sinister Crip, for the nonce, was not toting with him his usual mordant
grouch.

Looney was tending the fire, while he listened to tales of the spacious days of the great Johnny Yegg
himself, and other Titans of the road who have now assumed the state of legendary heroes; and he was, as
usual, saying nothing.

“Slim? Slimmy t' Match wot Looney here's been tailin' after fer so long?” said the San Diego Kid. “Slim, he
was bumped off in Paterson t'ree or four years ago.”

“He wasn't neither,” spoke up Looney. “Tex, here, seen him in Chi last mont'.”

And, indeed, Tex had told Looney so. But now, thus directly appealed to, Tex answered nothing. And for the
first time Looney began to get the vague suspicion that these, his friends, might have trifled with him before.
Certainly they were serious now. He looked around the sprawled circle and sensed that their manner was
somehow different from the attitude with which they had usually discussed his quest for Slim.

“Bumped off?” said Tex. “How?”

“A wobbly done it,” said the San Diego Kid. “Slim, he was scabbin'. Strike-breakin'. And they was some
wobblies there helpin' on the strike. See? An' this wobbly bumps Slim off.”

“He didn't neither,” said Looney again.

“T" hell he didn't? He said he did,” said the San Diego Kid pacifically. “Is a guy gonna say he's bumped off a
guy unless he's bumped him off?”

Looney, somewhat shaken, withdrew from the group to seek comfort from the constellations; and
particularly from that big, red star, the apparent king of stars, which he had come to think of as Slim's star,
and vaguely, as Slim's mascot. It was brighter and redder than ever that night, Looney thought, and sitting on
a discarded railroad tie and staring at the planet, Looney gradually recovered his faith.

“He ain't neither been bumped off, Slim ain't,” he muttered, “an' I'm gonna find him yet.”

And Slim had not been bumped off, however sincere the San Diego Kid may have been in his belief.



It was some months later that Looney did find him in a little city in Pennsylvania—or found some one that
looked like him.

Looney had dropped from a freight train early in the morning, had rustled himself some grub, had eaten
two good meals and had part of a day's sleep, and now, just as dark was coming on, and the street lamps
were being lighted, was loafing aimlessly on the platform of the railway depot. He purposed to take a train
south that night, when it became so dark that he could crawl into an empty in the yards without too much
danger of being seen and he was merely putting in the time until full night came on.

While he was standing idly so, an automobile drew up beside the station platform and an elegantly dressed
and slender man of about thirty got out. He assisted from the car a woman and a small child, and they made
toward the door of the waiting room.

“Slim!” cried Looney, rushing forward.

For this was Slim—it must be Slim—it was Slimmy the Match in every feature—and yet, the car!—the
clothes—the woman—the baby—the prosperity——- Was it Slim?

“Slim!” cried Looney again, his heart leaping in his meager body. “It's me, Slim! It's Looney! I've got youse
again, Slim! Gawd! I've found yuh!”

The woman hastily snatched the child up into her arms, with a suppressed scream, and recoiled.

The man made no sound, but he, too, drew back a step, not seeming to see Looney's outstretched hand.

But he did see it—he saw more than that. He saw, as if they were flashed before him at lightning speed
upon a cinema screen, a dozen scenes of a wild and reckless and indigent youth that he had thought was dead
forever; he saw these roughneck years suddenly leap alive and stalk toward him again, toward him and his;
he saw his later years of industry, his hard-won success, his position so strenuously battled for, his
respectability that was become so dear to him, all his house of life so laboriously builded, crumbling before
the touch of this torn and grotesque outcast that confronted and claimed him, this wavering, dusty lunatic
whom he dimly remembered. If his wife knew—if her people knew—if the business men of this town were to
know——

He shuddered and turned sick, and then with a sudden recovery he took his child from its mother and
guided her before him into the waiting room.

Looney watched them enter, in silence. He stood dazed for a moment, and then he slowly turned and
walked down the railroad track beyond the limits of the town. There, upon a spot of turf beside the right of
way, he threw himself upon his face and sobbed and moaned, as a broken-hearted child sobs, as a dog moans
upon its master's grave.

But after a while he looked up. Slim's star was looking down at him, red and confident and heartening as
ever. He gazed at it a long time, and then an idea took form in his ruined brain and he said aloud:

“Now, dat wasn't really Slim! I been lookin' fer Slim so long I t'ink I see Slim where he ain't! Dat was jus'
some guy wot looks like Slimmy. Slimmy, he wouldn't never of gone back on an old pal like dat!”

The rumble of an approaching train caught his ears. He got to his feet and prepared to board it.

“Slim, he's waitin' fer me somewheres,” he told the star. “I may be kinda looney about some t'ings, but I
knows Slim, an' dey ain't no yellow streak nowheres in Slim!”

And with unshaken loyalty Looney the Mutt boarded the train and set off upon his endless quest anew.

VI—Kale

f ; ee that old fellow there?” asked Ed the waiter. “Well, his fad is money.”

The old fellow indicated—he must have been nearly eighty—sat eating corned beef and cabbage in a

little booth in a certain delightful, greasy old chophouse in downtown New York. It was nearly time to

close the chophouse for that day for it was almost eleven o'clock at night; it was nearly time to close the

chophouse forever, for it was the middle of June, 1919. In a couple of weeks the wartime prohibition act
would be in force, and Ed and I had been discussing what effect it would have upon our respective lives.

There was no one else in the place at the time except the cashier and the old man whose fad was money,
and so Ed had condescended toward me, as a faithful customer, and was sitting down to have a drink with
me.

“His fad is money?” I questioned, glancing at the old gentleman, who seemed to be nothing extraordinary
as regards face or manner or attire. He had a long, bony New Englandish head and a short, white, well-
trimmed beard; he was finishing his nowise delicate food with gusto. “I should say,” I added, “that his fad was
corned beef and cabbage.”

“That's one of his fads,” admitted Ed the waiter, “and I don't know but that it's as strong in him as his
money fad. At any rate, I've never seen him without one or the other was near him, and both in large
quantities.”

We had been conversing in a mumble, so that our voices should not carry to the old gentleman. And now Ed
dropped his voice still lower and whispered:

“That's Old Man Singleton.”

I looked at him with a renewed interest. Every one knew who Old Man Singleton was, and many persons
liked to guess how much he was worth. Ostensibly he had retired, leaving to his two sons the management of



the Singleton banking business, with its many ramifications; but actually he kept his interest in the concern
and was reputed to be coaching his grandsons in the ways of the world, and especially that part of the world
known as “The Street.”

Starting out as a New England villager who hated poverty because his family had always known it, he had
come to New York as a lad of twenty, with red knitted mittens on his osseous hands, and he had at once
removed the mittens and put the hands to work gathering money; it was rumored that the hands had never
turned loose any of the garnered coin; it was even said by some persons that he still had the same pair of
mittens.

The details of his rise I cannot give; he had achieved his ambition to be one of the very rich men of America
because the ambition was so strong within him.

“Of course his fad is money,” I muttered to Ed the waiter. “Everybody knows that Old Man Singleton's fad
is money.”

Ed was about to reply, when Mr. Singleton looked up and motioned for his check. Ed brought it, and gave
the old gentleman his hat and his stick and his change.

“I hope everything was all right,” Mr. Singleton said Ed, palpably bidding for recognition and a tip.

“Eh? said Singleton, looking blankly at Ed You know me, hey? I don't recall you. Yes, everything was all
right, thank you.” He gave the waiter a dime and passed out, after another blank, fumbling look at Ed, and a
shake of his head. There was something feeble and wandering in the old fellow's manner; his memory was
going; it was obvious that before long the rest of him would follow his memory. He shouldn't be allowed to go
around this way alone at night,” murmured Ed, watching the door through which he had made his exit. “But I
suppose he's as bull-headed as ever about doing what he pleases, even if his legs are shaky.”

“He didn't know you,” I hinted, for I wished to learn all that Ed knew about Old Man Singleton.

Ed is a person who has been in the world nearly fifty years; he has had some very unusual acquaintances
and experiences. It is never safe to predict just what Ed will know and what he will not know. One afternoon,
after I had known Ed for about a year, I was attempting to argue some scientific point with a friend who was
lunching with me, and Ed, who was waiting on us and listening, remarked: “I beg your pardon, sir, but it
wasn't in The Descent of Man that Darwin said that; it was in The Origin of Species.”

And yet, if you deduce from that remark that Ed knows a great deal about modern science, you will be
mistaken; as likely as not he could quote pages of Marcus Aurelius to you, and at the same time he might
pronounce “Euripides” as if the last two syllables were one, riming with “hides”; his reading, like his life, has
been elective.

“He doesn't recall you,” I repeated.

“And that's ingratitude,” said Ed, “if he only knew it. I saved the old man's life once.”

And Ed limped over to the table and resumed his seat opposite me. He has a bullet under one kneecap, and
at times it makes him very lame. He would never tell me how it came there; to this day I do not know.

“From what did you save his life?” I asked. “From a man,” said Ed moodily. “From a man who had a notion
to bean him one night. And to this day I ask myself: 'Did I do right, or did I do wrong?'”

“Tell me about it,” I insisted,

“Drink up,” said Ed, manipulating the Scotch bottle and the siphon of seltzer. “This is one of the last
highballs you'll ever have, unless you sneak around and take it on the sly. I don't know that I should have
another one myself; it settles in this damned knee of mine if I get a little too much.”

“Tell me when, where and how you knew Old Man Singleton,” I demanded again.

“This knee of mine,” went on Ed, disregarding me, “is a hell of a handicap. We were talking about
prohibition—what's prohibition going to do to me? Hey? It puts me out of a job in a barroom like this the first
thing. And what else