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THE MAN FROM 4URICH

A%Washipgton with its,Aprik veéi .of green is worth looking
at, Sterling.*

“It is Markus,, and a breakfast table in the window of
this “waFden spartment of yourSIZn ideal place to do the lookings
Have some sugar for your grape fruit." It's odd how ducalikihim
sarkus, soieasily. In the beginning hé was ‘'the man from Zusich
rich' -- theaur. markus -- now simply Markus. He doesn't know
how easily I could spell it é-o-d -- or does he? Thanks to
<himy-end his gospel according to the eurich school of modern
psychology, L've been lborn:aggain'. Why shouldn't 4 think of
him ag -- my creator at 1east? For a man who less than- a—yeary
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ago made an earnestgattempt at SulCIdefl m. certalnly finding

~
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postwar Washington remarkably livable,

hhax a wierd and dreamlike struggle - begvnnlng over
there across the park in the walter Ree% and carried from
there to St. Elizabeth's hospital for the, insane. How little
A @t e ¥ L AT LA R
?iﬂﬂﬁ people who have always been<eame know ahout themselves!
Except Markus. Markus kngﬂ? He kngaghow to take the essence
of psychoanalytical science, and distill it by the synthetic
method until it reappearéa as the essence of religion. That's
what he's doing every day over there at St. Elizabeth's --
crowded llttle community of devil fighters a¥33¥2 looking down

J'qs (/,4 ,"’ .l/
—onwthe capltol city from the ﬁnacostla hllls. Washlngton
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goes @ ghout its business =-- quaie unaware “of all that devil

fighting -- much worse than any fighting I saw in Frence --




It was a great day for me when Markus brougit me here last

fall., ®Said, 'A hospital for the insane is no place for you.
I'm going to take you home with me if you'll come.' We were
walking while we talked -- in the St. Elizabeth grounds, and
he looked at the hospital walls with distaste. 'It's for those
who need it, which you do not. Will you come home with me?'
And when I said it would be an imposition on his wife he said
she had left that morning for New York. 'Sails tomorrow for
Switzerland to investigate the children we left over there a

yi?{ ?§g;.:;m%§1neskfye{lneed a, bit of maternal overhauling.
%§od,re goaﬁ company, Stéillng: come along and help me fill up
the emptiest place in the universe!'

And so I moved from an asylum for the insane to one of
'ashlngten s most papular asylums:for the sane, where you can
buy a toothbrush, order a suit of clothes, go swipming, attend
the theater, or dine and dance to the Wardman Park Hotel or-
chestra without leaving the premises. An agreeable change,
Marked my passing from illness to health. The final skirmishes
won énd peace between myself and my alienated soul declared in
the apartment of Dr., John Markus -- fall of 1920,

And 1 am well., A mild winter has played into my hands =--
witR all the golf and horseback riding in Rock Creek Park I
believe I'm back te prewar vigor. And mentally -- spiritually
-- 1 haven't known such happiness since -- that awful thing
when I was a boy. Will I ever be able to remember that without

this sensation of illness? 4t was the beginning of 211 ﬁ}




trouble. I should have had more philosophy. These mornings

spent in the congressional Library exploring philosophies, a-

mazing worlds of thought more fascinating than primitive civ=-

ilizations or polar continents -- To hdve reached the thirties
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such an inter-
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without ever having heard of them!
esting and detached impression of naive humanity so feverishly
creating itself.a And the theaters -- L've never been a theater
goer'before. Asjpﬁychological phenoménon, quite aside from its
artistic value the drama is amusing at its worst; and at its
best it's an emotional outlet comparable to the old-fashioned
religious revival, or the older fashioned Dionysian orgy.
Undoubtedly the satisfactions of the park and the library
and the theater have done a lot for me, but theysink into insig
nificance compardlwith the priceless companionship of the man
from $urich -- who sits there finishing his grape fruit‘as
busy with his thoughts as I am with mine. How good these grape
fruit e®®. One reason I enjoy Markus so much is that he doesn't
chatter. He never se}eiit unless it's worth saying. 4 believe

1'1]l ask him -- L1 wonder why 1 never have. The question's

e

been lying there unaskeéd for montha\ “Markus -- after what
/
I've been through --" odd how dry my throat is -- *“Have Il a

right to marry and have children?"

"Good Lordl Yes! Why not?" Surprise, kindling inte
reassurance. <lhe clean-cut Markus features are always so ex-
pressive. "Nothing hereditary about your trouble. That.shock-

ing experience at the end of your childhood =- a tragedy so




dreadful you'd never been able to talk about it to anyone till
you told me about it -- And even after twenty years you could
could hardly get it oute. It was that cruel death of the child
utterly .
you loved, leaving youkkexiyx alone in the world, that made you
so reticent. You were excessively aloof from young companion=-
ship. Serious. Studious. Good for your engineering studies,
but bad for you. Business success as you know often means
A bead o e
psychological S$eftture. At the outbreak of the war you were
one-sided, but not -- Not I believe more neurotic than the
average American businessman.. And after the war -- analyze
your situation. Engineering interests gone. In their place
a serious injury, with nothing ashead but a dreax&, tedious and
intensely painful convalescence with: the outcome decidedly
doubtful, and your habitual reticence redoubled. W%hy, you
didn't have a handhold on life -- not a handhold. If the
little sister had lived, or if you'd had a father or mother
or wife or child of your own, or if you'd been less reticent --
able to make friends -- or lacking relatives and friends, if
you'd had the religious essentiaks as you have them now, life
would have been worth the effort and pain of recovery. You'd
not have wanted to snuff it out. And that little episode over
at St. Elizabeth's -- 4t was faulty treatment”fhat took yoﬁ
there. Should never have happéned. Means no more than any-
body's nightmare, I should have told you this before -- not
left you wondering. uertainly -- By all means, marry. Who is

she Sterling?"




"Haverft found her yet. Only asked -- in case --" <“The

relief of knowing -- getting the question out of the way --
Odd. I hadn't any any idea I cared so much. "Ready for your
cereal, Markus?" One could always cover emotion hy changing
the subject to something stupid like oatmeal.

But why all this emotion? well -- I can't always stay
with Markus, and 1 suppose -- He's so much more than a physicia
-- more even that/'friend. Just how much more than friemd I
probably haven't admitted even to myself. Uf course -- I
understand as well as any specialist the problem of !transfer-
rence to the physician', the 'resolution' of which is the final
task of the psychoanalyst in the case of every patient. Psychic
energy -- interest, love, libide -- released from the tormenting
complexes that have been ferreted out of the unconscious, con-
sciusly dealt with and disposed of, is transferred to the analpt
who consequently becomeg mhg more or less embarrassed recipient
of the pasalonateneéggglnée primeval time has been lavished
upon parent,lover and god. The procesgesiby which analysts
are accustomed to free themselves froqéﬁhﬁelcome idolatry --

Why hasé Markus not used them? Why has he made no effort to

be rid of me? The only possible explanation ie that in this

case the physician desires the friendship of the patient, and

is leaving to me the responsibility

tween us at whatever time and in whatever manner ¥~see fit.
And not wishing to sever the bond I've comprémised by

tempering my devotion. I haven't worshipped -- because for




the most part I'm finding God in another direction -- and I've

steered pretty clear of the rocks of homosexuality. But the
parent and son relationship exists between us == undoubtedly,
In spitq_of the mere decade between our birthdays. Well --
wit‘ff)i e my own parents fading -- But it can't

go on indefinitely¥s Very soon I'll have to make what Markus
calls 'the sacrifice', youth's renunciation of infantile indo-
lence and freedom at the call of biological destiny -- to sweat
and toil under‘the inescapable lash of maturing ambition and
desire. Just now I'm remarkably content. Snatched so to speak
from the scrap-heap, I'm still young if I count time from the
date of my rebirth. Younge. Untroubled by ambition or desire --
for the time being.

This coffee's strong. The cream -- Perhaps Markus --
No, he's had the creanm. What's he studying his coffee so for --
as if something were wrong with it, dipping the spoon in and
out, observing it critically. Odd. Wardman Hotel coffee is
usually beyond criticism., And mine -- Mine is excellent.
“What do you see in that cup, Markus?"

“Vortices, Sterling.® &How like a pleased urchin Markus
could look! "I'm making coffeESforms. cyclones in miniature,
clockwise and counterclockwise. See! You put your spoon down
in -- like that. A little more slanting! That's it} ureltes
anveeWun;, - Isn't that pretty?®

"Very." Easy to be as much of an urchin =-- create twin

whirlpools of coffee as industriously as Markus.
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"You know, oterling, Af there were two of me the other
one would be a physicist., The@se physicists out khere in the
Bureau of Standards -- Honestly, L believe they'‘re the hap-
piest men in the world -- earning their living by exploring
the mysteries of creation,"

"Not much of a living, is it? The way the government
pays its research meni"

“Tha..t‘s just ®ke point. Niggardly pay they get, but --
You know Oliver. Gets about five thousand'at the Bureau,
when he could get three times that outside, but he loves his
work about as he loves his children. And by the way -- 1
nearly forgot. He's coming to dinner tonight,"

"Paying some more of your social debts?"

"Yes, and bringing together another interesting clash of
types."® The Markus eyes, deepset and blue, twinkl¥@ humorously.
“Science and religion are to dine together at our table. Oliver,
the abstract thinker, who has been courteously inquiring how a
man of my scientific attitude can believe in prayer, is to meet
the Reverend Dr. Clements who has been probing to discover how
so devout a man as I can believe that all religion is myth-
ology."

"And do you intend to satisfy their curiosity?"
"Thought ¥ might as well -- but not at dinner. A dozen

or. so other curious ones are going to join us afterward. I've
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agreed to answer anything they want to ask."

“Stagg affair?" :

"No, The wives are included. Ever meet Mrs. Oliver?"

“Once.‘ 8he seemed very intellectuale®

“She is, and less orthodox if possible than her husband.
At least she's more completely emancipated from the early
training in fundamentalism -- her emancipation no longer shocks

her. And Mrs. Clements is her precise opposite, a feeling type

who questions nothing she was taught in childhood to believe."

Home early from the golf links -- only five o'clock.
No telling when Markus will get in. Hope he arrives before his
guests! What'll I do with 'em if he doesn't! Get these daffo-
dils and sweet peas in water first thing. No, that vase looks
too valuable -- like a wedding present or something -- better
put them in this. No, that's a milk bottle. This will do.
and thise Kind of brighten the place up to have some flowers.
Lord, look at the dust! And this dust cloth -- it's so full
now -- Wonder if there's law against shaking it out the window.
If there is I =~ That's a little better. I don't suppose
Markus would see this dust in a hundred years, but the ladies
would. Can't have them turning up their noses and telling their
friends =-=

Knee deep in newspapers! At the rate of two a d&y, it's
amazing -- Where'll I put 'em? Under the kitchen table I

guess, since we don't use the kitchen. We could. I could cook




camper fashion, but -- It would hardly go after the stuff

they bring us from down stairs. And there' fl have to one grand
clearing out before you could even boil a potato! How things
do accumulate in a room you don't use!

All these magazines and journais -- no, they can't go on
the table -- nor on that other table. With six people at din-
ner we'll kaxexwetkXkX have to put the t&dvfoééther. They can
go on the piano. ©an't help it if they do look a little =k
cluttered -- these technical journals of Markus' are the sheep,
and they can't go out in the kitchen with the goats. Lord,
here's a lot more! Well -- I'll put ‘'em under my bed -- get
'em out again when the party's over.

There, that looks -- Good heavens the cigar ashes! I'll
have to sweep. 'Fraid I've got things in the wrong order --
one should sweep before one dusts, but -- Can't help it now.

4 wonder if Mrs, Oliver and Mrs. ¥®lements can tell whether
the sweeping came in the proper place on the program. There,

with the two tables put toegether -- the room almost has the
T
n

feminine touch. Better get the ext®a chairs out of the bed

rooms -- need 'em all when the extras come in after the
| \ )
eating is attended to. L
Wonder if I'd better dress -- not eVemimg clothesy, net-~

even.a~tux. Markus won't -- nor the otherg probably. A clean
collar -- I believe I'm getting stout -- a little, I'd stand
another ten pounds though, with my height. Always was pretty

lean. +his suit -- The other trousers are sharper. However,




Markus will be a bit baggy, and Oliver, too,probably. Don't

know about ulementéL

Queer mixtures Markus gets together. Instead of inviting
the people who have common interests, he enjoys getting together
a clash of types as he calls it, like a chemist putting various
substances in a test tube and studying the reactions. I won-
der why he doesn't come. .Wowl I hope he getshere before they

,cb;él What would I say to them? And what on earth would such
a mixture of types find to say to eachother?

Here they come‘now -- and Markus with them. Must have
brovgit them in his car. And I needn't have worried about what
they'd find to talk about. <hey're talking about their child-
ren so fast.-- 1'm sure that's it. What a clatter of tongues
in this quiet placel! Well, I suppose i must go out and meet
thems "How do you de, Mrs..0liver -- and &r. Oliver."

"How are you, Mr. Sterling." ©liver's voice i@: such a
big Bass rumble -- it completely drowned the greetings of his
wife,

"Mrg, “lements, 4 want you meet my friend Mr. Sterling --
and Mr. Clements, Sterling.“

Made one think of the old nursery rhyme -- 'How do you
do, and how do you de, and how do you do, again?' Introduc-
tions arec always so stiff and formal. I wonder if they make
othe;eg%ggle as uncomfortable as they do me. FProbably not,
OtherpX® -- most of them -- have the gift of making friends.

what I've always lacked. How does one get over being reticent?

e
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~ btill talking about their children -- but not to me.
Names, ages, contageous diseases, vaccination, schools -~ Se-
fore ever their wraps are laid aside -- and the men, including
Markus, are listening as if it were interesting. Wwell -~ 1l
suppose it is. JDomesticity for the domestiec. I don't believe
1 ever heard.a bunch of parents talk like that befﬁie -= real
domestic parents. No, 4 know I haven't.

Here comes the dinner -- two waiters with loaded trayse.
Here's where I escape the mothers! meeting, and boss the waiters.
“I'1ll put this bowl of sweet peas in the middle when you get
the cloth laid, Henry. That's it. No, not -so much on the table,
You can -- let's see -- Set your tray on the victrola, Henry.
Charles can serve while you bring up the rest of the stuff."
Miarkus is so fond of oyster cocktails -- Vell, they certainly
ao lodk gé&. If everybody is as hungry as I am --

Guess they are, the wgy, they're drifting around the
table -- informal as possible =-- still talking about their
offspring. "My husband tells me, Dr. Markus that you're ed-
ucationg your children in Switzerland.® Mrs. Oliver -- per-
haps forty-five. Looked younger. The education of children
was no doukt the subject uppermost in her very active and able
mind. ®"Is it because you think the schools over there are
better than ours?" 2 .

"Partly. Our youngsters are doing especially well with
languages -- speak English, French and German like natives.
But it wasn't altogether on that account that we left them

dier there." fthey're rallying round the oyster cocktails
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with their minds intent upon the young Markuses -- and never

a break in the discussion,

"Now old are your children?" Mrs. Clements might be any
age -- with her white hair and yoﬁthful complexioﬁ. ;ﬁﬁ; you'd
know by her voice that shéﬁﬁas.a feeling type -- and some
people are so dense that they scout the type theory! Her ques-
tion suggests that she has a feeling against children of any
age being separated from their parents.

"The girl is fourteen." Markus knewsi.bel'ss shocking the
minister's lady. "The boys are twelve and ten,"

"And so far away! But of course their mother is with
them -- looking after them."

"She's been spending the winter over there. Trying to
renew her acquaintance with them without being in the way. But
when she went over last fall she hadn't seen them for a year."

“But why, Dr. Markus?" Mrs. Oliver is taking advantage
of the otﬁer woman's speechless disapproval. "You haven't
given us your real reason, What iscypur aim®f; -t7”

"To apply the new psychology as we see it to the educa-

tion of our children., The infantile personality =--="

"Dr. Markusi" Mrs. Clements has recovered her voice,
"Do you mean to tell me that you left those little children
away off there alonel For a whole year!"

" Hardly alone, Mrs. Clements. There were many other
children, and plenty of high grade teachers, and friends who
could be counted upon in any emergency. But wé did give our

children a full year in which they were absolutely tinhampered
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by the subtle leading strings of the family relationship."

wrg, Oliver, with such a resolute, not-to-be-thwarted
expression == "What were you saying about the infantile
personality, Dr. Markus?" She ' éetermined to get her
psychology lesson in spite of this conversation scatterer,

"It's very prevalent. Every child has some sixteen
different ways of remaining permanently infantilee. XNone of
us escape all of then, but'we want our children to escape
as many as possible. As we see it, the problem of education
is neither more nor less than the problem of growing up as
completely as may be.*But Dr. Markus!® Ah -- Mrs. Slements
again. "To break family ties! They're so precious, don't
you think? Isn't the breaking up of the home the greatest
danger of these modern times? The greatest evil?"

"No, I think the greatest danger of this or any time
is the human mania for geing to extremes. One generation is
whipped -- whipped at school, whipped again at home for being
whipped at school, whipped indiscriminately for any and every
real or imagined offense. And another generation is utterly
unspanked -- noe inhibitions, no discipline, no self-contrel,
no respect for anything under the sun. I don't know which is
worse. “nd it's the same with this question of home influence.
The children who aren't morally anaemic for the want of it
are suffocated by an excess of it. WYur children -- Well, of
course it's too soon toe predict how they'll turn out. Itis

our experiment, that's all."
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“But how can you bear to experiment?" Mrs. Clement
is a soft rubber ball, bouncing harmlessly about without
ever penetrating anything. "I wouldn't dare experiment with
a child of minel"

“How do you help it?" Mrs. Oliver, sweetly trying not
to be sarcastic, "Isn't every child an experiment, whether
you like it or not, from the day it's born? And isn't every
expeTriment different from every other experiment? Are there
any rule® that can be trusted, Lr. Markus?"

“Rules, no, .But there are fundamental principles =--"

WThat's what L think," Mrs. Glements, bouncing again.
*But what can you expect with everybody getting divorced. what
are we to do about the divorce evil, Dr. Markus?®

*Bring our children up so that their minds can meet the
demands of physical maturity. Human bodies maturé as early
as they did in the stone age -- but wekgzi our children's
minds in swaddling clothes and softly padded bassinets tender-
ly screeneéd:fromithel inp¥fgorating drafts of necessity and hard-
shiﬁ. At precisely the time when thégrge to maturity is
strongest we mx send them feromefofirthese Wisguisgd country
clubs for a four year holiday -- allowing them to believe them=
selves mature while still dependent upon the paternal purse!
Our ideals of education make the fixation of infancy almost
inescapable, And these adult infants who have been s0 loving-
ly protected from the sweat and labor of human destiny marry

with the unconscious expectation of acquiring a mate who will

also be a parent --
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"And they marry too early, don‘t they!" again the ball
~ comes bouncing., "Keally -- ‘they shouldn't marry till they're
thirty. 4hat‘s what 1 always say. they should live a little

firste" T

I¥ or. ulementsﬂa trifle pained by his wife's contri-
butione He =-- “Wili;sending them away to school in childhood
insure their excape from infantile fixation? will it wean
them from the parents?" He's helping mrs. Vliver --

"To some extent. ¥The main thing is it weans the parents
from the children -- gets them over that all toe parental at=-
titude. So many parents are incapable with their children of
being anything but parents."

"How true that is!" Our bouncing ball babbles. "I always
say, 'Once a mother, always a mother.' After the first baby

you never really sleep the night through, but -- It's worth

it. I always say. It's the sweetest thing in life!"

The conversation is again scattered. Who'll gather it
together this time? Oliver, perhaps --

"The modern child doesn't give you a chance to begin to
drop the parental attitude." Yith what a booming bass he joins
forces against the minister's iady. Three to one. That's
hardly -~ "At ten and twelve and fourteen the youngster of
this enlightened age has no sense of responsibility, no regard
for the rights of other people, no judgment whatever."

"Naturally he hasn't -- if he's been brought up by modern

sentimentality with 'no inhibitions'. Without inhibition there

is no such thing as sublimation -- or civilizatione There's
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only one road to civilization either for the individual oxr for
the race. No detour. You've got to go straight through the
age of the taboo," :

"Then you believe in early obedience?“ From Mrs. Oliver.

“So do I," Mrs. €lements. And -- “&ust as soon as you
can reason with them. One & ould reason, shouldn't one?"

"Yes.," Markus is laughing just below the surface. "“But
not to get obedience. One gets obedience in order that one
magy reason -- in order that the child will listen to reeson
and make obedience unnecessary. The quicker you get the di ild
inte the age of taboo the quicker you can get him through and
beyond it. €hildhood should be short, a swift and rapid current,
with no sluggish pools -« no lingering in the délights of in-
fancye What we are able to do for our children we should do
without procrastination."

"They do grow so fast, don't they! My baby's nineteen,
but == I hold her close.” I believe in holding them clese,
don't you, Dr. Markus?"

"In some ways -- yes, Mrs. Clements. I'm hoping for a
close friendship with my children. We'll be together again
soon -- hope to make a real home in €hevy Chase."

A real homé -- Markus, with a real home, a real wife,
real children -- ﬁhat a queer feeling that gives mel! He's
hardly more than mentioned his wife and children to me =--
probably has a principle against talking domesticity;except
with the domestiec, but his silence has created an illusion.

These delightful bachelor months with a man who only appeared
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to be a bachelor, but is really very much married, soon to
bring his family together -- make a home for them in Chevy
chase == ;

Jealous -- that what ¥ am -- of Mrs. Markus and the
Markus children -- and it doesn't help much to understand --
What if I am merely suffering from the libido transferrence
to the physician!

Have to clear out! It's likeAwaking up in a warm bed,

and -- But it's got to be done. I should have cleared out

before this. Would have -- except for something very like an
infantile fixation. Not financially dependent, like a child,
but morally and spiritually becalmed in a quiét pool, reluctant
to push out into the current. Markus, with his family about
him!

Markus -- falling in so graciously with any human sit-
uation, playing idiot's delight with the children from the
next apartment as zestfully as he dlscussed Kant, Bpinoza and
Bergson after the children waht home -- equally engaging in
evening dress or lounging about in his old clothes -- is there
anywhere in the werld another human being with suech charm,
who can give SuchifBarm to life and make the world so warm
and friendly? And I'm hating his wife and children!

Can't listen to all this symposium regaréding the educa=-
tion of the young -- Mrs. Clements still bouncing about and
gcattering the gems of thought which Mrs. Oliver continues to
gather up aided by Oliver and tlements. ¢an't stay with it.

Can hardly eat. Because I shouldn't be here -- should have
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left long before this. It's a wonder Markus hasn't told me

to get out!

Thank heaven the dinner is over -- and cleared away. 1
must get over this numbness. The other guests are beginning
to drop in. Informal as ever, Markus himself opening the door
for -- several Bureau of 8tandards men, evidently friends of
Dr, Oliver; and ﬁaury the poet; and Kern the painter; a couple
of ministers -- must be friends of Dr. tlements; a good many
I don't know, most of them with a lady or two
rooms Will Markus stand to address them? No, Bhe piane
stool for him, graciously informal and like himself,

"You've nearly all asked me at one time or another
about my religious convietions -- how a man who believes in
prayer can also believe that religion -- &l religion -- is
mythology; how a man who believes all religion to be mythology
jiétﬁ;fay at all. Tonight, while I have you where you can't
escape and must hear me out, I'll answer anything you care to
aske In order that you may be frank, unembarrassed by each
other's opinions and preconceptions, suppose you write your

questions. Anonymously,"

X don't want to ask any questions, but I can pass the

pencils and paper. How serious they #XX look about it. “Two

more pencils over this way, Markus." I guess that's aiizy

Interesting. Notconversation whétever. No sound but the
restle of paper as all those pencils state the religious

problem from the widely -different viewpoints of this most

| |




unusual gathering. Intellectually the group is more or less
distinguished even for washington. Most of the men are mem-
bers of the Cosmos Club, which requires for admission & more
than ordinary distinction in science, literature, the fine arts,
the learned profeEsions. or the public service. Main Street

xcept for Mrs. Llements
is not represented.‘ilhere‘s probably no one here whe questions

the theoxry of evolution or the necessity of abandoning anyv}e-
ligion that cannot adapt itself to the trend of modern thought.
What wdll: they ask?

Markus is wondering asiiheigathers up the questions and
take them to the light beside the piano. He's sorting them --
arranging them with absorbed attention. "Interesting. Twe
thirds of you folks have asked the same question -- stated »
differently, but amounting to the same thing. 'what shall we
teach our children?' We can neglect the religious problem
for ourselves =-- or compromise, for ourselves, between in-
tellectual and emotional riches; but we would like our children
to be rich both emotionally and intellectually. How is it
possible to give them both intellectual enlightenment and the
comforte e¢ théideep spiritual satisfactions of religion?

"That's what most of you want to know, but we'll take
up the other questions first: 'Do you believe in God?' ‘Do
you nbelieve in immortality?' 'Do you believe in the divinity
of Christ?' ‘Lo you believe in the unique inspiration of the
Bivle?' 'Do you believe in the church?'

"Novto me these are intellectual, not religious questions

Heligion, to me, is not belief at all; it is experience, or it




is nothing. Intellectually, LI have to believe what my reason

dictates, but thatis all to the good. Keligion has given too
much attention to belief, and too little -- far too littlgkég’
its own field of understanding, of longings and aspirqtioha
transéending reason. A man's religion is his longing. It can
be no better than his aspiration. He can believe till the
cows come home without having any more conception of the re-
ligious life than the cows."

Markus will interest them -- but will he get it across?
Aren't they too normal? Can a person understand hell as a
state of mind unless he has been there? Can he understand sal=
vation as a psychplogical process unless he feels the need of
salvation? Can ﬁhé; understand religion as a psychological
function -- unlessvih;§ aféjmiserable from its failure to
function? Better than any one present -- better even than
Markus himself -- I know the meaning of religious experience,

what it is to lose one!

s soul -- the disintegration of the
personality whose religion is out of order, the despgqﬁ inte
hell, the painful process of being 'born again'. I¥done every=
thing -- except sacrificee I must break away from Markuspg.

It's when one has something difficult to do -- when one
finds life impessible tunat one appreciates the ability to
pray. Markus calls it prayer -- that voluntary introversion,
It gets to be second nature, as necessary as breakfast, dinner
and supper, when you learn hgggsand understanding the energic

theory of it doesn't make it i.religious. By delibefately

withdrawing all conscious interest in everything within and

R —
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without, the psychic energy that is ordinarily expended upon
conscious attention flows into the unconscious and activates
the inner soul processes. That sounds rather like physics,

but the practice of it is the essence of religion. ©One dives
at will

into the unconscious =+ wheéte God is, if we think of God as
potency beyond our human strength -- as one dives inte a quiet
pool; one remains there at will in what ever state, from simple
peace®ukx to religious ecstacy, that he has learned to achieve,
and comes up again at will bringing something of inspiration

in proportion to his‘'.: power of prayer. Oliver would probably
come up with a new physical concept of some sort, dagury with

a poem, ¥ern with an art concept, Markus with the solution of

some psychological problem, while I -- Well, the most ordinary
mortal can bring up a.e peace of Godcquite literally past all
understanding, or a dream with which to enrich his life if he
knows how to interpret ite. Anybody can learn to bring up
something of inspiration so superior to his ordinary conscious
thinking that there's no irreverence in accepting it as the
gift of God. i

The sound of Markus' voice can't hold me backe I can
leave all the unrest -- the misery of realizing that I've
I've got to break away. It's like dropping into infinite
potentency and strength -- and peacefulness -- and ==-
Like sleep, but it isn't sleep -- It's a little journey into
the kingdom of heaven =-- a waiting at the threshold for the

voice of God.

______4
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Opening and shutting of the door, the company breaking
up -- everybody gone but Markus who is looking at his watch.
*I must be going, Sterling. I'm taking the night train to
New York -- consultation.," What's that he's whistling as he
goes into his bed room and makes sounds of gathering toilet
necessities into a briefcase? Oh yes -- The Sidewalks of
New York. How quickly a man can go from religion to jazal
And now he's ready -- leaving.

“I'1l be back Thursday morning, bterling.a

"I'll be gone when you come back, Markus."

"Gone!?" That look of dismay is reassuring to a guest
who fears he's stayed too long. "But of course -- I suppose
you must."

"Yes. I've got to push out into the stream."

“Where'll you go?"

"About a thousand miles away from the temptation of
this little heaven of yours. If I'm not ready to make & clean
break I ought to be."

"Oh, you're ready enough. Zlhere's nothing more that I
can teach you, but -- Lord how I'll miss youl What you
going to do?"

"I haven't the remotest idea where I'm going or what I'm
going to do when I get there, except =- I shall explore my
dream trails."

"Do they point back toward engineering®"

"No. That's a bigger role that 1 want just now -- the




same old stuff, with the soul in the service of the persona."

"You must have a role -- develop the persona."

“Surely, but a minor role tc begin with -- one that can
be kept in the service of the soul. Only a very few people
can have major roles., Unless life can be made full and rich
and worthwhile in the service of the soul, than the great masses
of mankind might better never have been born, But I have
faith, and shan't be troubled so long as I can see one step
ahead. ‘'Lead Kindly Light' is the one song in my hymnbook,

"You believe it will still lead you on?"

“How can I doubt it? It's led me out of hell,"

"And you'reidepehding exclusively upon religious and
inspirational guidance? Is conscious reason to have no voice

in your affairs?"

“Oh =- I don't go so far as thate 1'll leave a certain
veto power to reason -- but it's no longer to imagine itself
supreme, after the colossal mess it got me into. All new
legislation of importance is to come out of the unconscious,
It's a religious experiment if you want to call it that."

"You'll keep a journal, of course -- a detailed record."

“Not I, Don't get me wrong, sMarkus. 1'm not out te
found a religion; I'm out to understand, if 4 can, the laws of
my own being -- to find the optimum of life -- for myself,

"W-well -- 1'd be the last to advise you to go about
Ydoing good', but no man can find the optimum of life without

making his contribution to civilization, ?hat's one of the

laws of--your being

llllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllII-lIIIIIIIIIIIII-------------J
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xxxx laws of your being, inherited from a countless multitude
of civilization builderse"

"All rigit -- Lf 1 can't help doing good -- But you're
going to miss your train, Markus.®

“Jly train is nothing to what 1'll miss if you don't take
a scientific attitude in this matter. A man of your mental
calibre -- with your personal experience and training --
undertaking a piece of religioﬁs research, and not --*

“Run along, Markus! You will certainly miss --"

"will you write --*

MI'll keep a notebook for my friend sarkus. €Call it
4dventures in Religion or anything you like. Now you've just
barely time --" I can't say another word -- 1 can only push
him out,tanddshut thé dbhut between us before he sees that I'm
ready to weep on his neck. Heaven help me, what an infant 4
am, with every vestige of adult courage and resolution oozing.
The elevator door -- He's gbne, and nniﬁggéikgzhﬁhe fact that

Ncknow it's nothing but the transference to the physician keeps
me from running atter him in a panic, like a spoiled child
begging its mother not to go away., Can't do that. He's gone.
And taken with him everyting in me that any accountl I was an
idiot to suppose I could break away! What am I worth without
Markus | |

I'd better sit down. Needn't grip the arms of the chair

86, either, as if this storm of loneliness were an actual tor-

nado likely to hurl me to my death. It's devastating, tearing
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away every shred of confidence, and beating pitilessly upeon a
nude and shivering soul, but what did I expect? 1I'd no reason
to suppose it would be easy -- and I'm not afraid of these oe-
casional reminescences of madness. I know what to do. There's
always the escape into the unconscious. Vhen the world is im-
possible one simply leaves it and seeks peace at its source.
One is simply not present -- one drops away from all disturbing
thoughts, and worries and is baptised in peacefulness -- The

Kindly Light --

The telephone. Who can that be? "Helloc =-- Sterling
speaking."

"It's Markus -- from the station. Thought it would re=-
lieve your mind to know that % have five minutes .te spare.

And Sterling -- In the top drawer of my desk you'll find my
notes.on religion. It's yours. Take it along. With_§ou
writing this book % won't have to, and you might as well have
my stuff. I have a copy, any way."

“Thanks, Markus."

"And Sterling -- If you should miss me too much -- You
may, you know, Remind yourself that you aren't Losdings any- ;
thing. The part of me that helps you is merely the prejection
of your own unconscious strength, You see in me only your
own virtue."

"Thanks, Markus."

l----------------------------------IIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIJ




"You'll let me hear from you?"
"Thanks. Yes."

"Fine. Good b&.“

"Good by Markus."

26
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THE MAN FROM MICHIGAN

It's an amusing adventure to walk into the union station
of the national capitol withcnéither obJect;v or program --

L
nothing but a suitcase and the purely cAFOtlve f self-

creation. “F'mdetermined to be selfish --~that—4s,f~‘ﬁézi?ish-
ness—congists in making the-mest-of oneself. To educate is to
bring forth, to draw out what is within --

ko

AW O |

But I'll have to go somewhere -- buy a 7icket -

ﬁz’i( oA~

o

hurry, however. These seats are comfortable, and *-ean read
the train announcements that are flashing their invitations
from above those concourse doors. The choice is quite too
unlimited. There's Florida and the South; Kew Orleans, Texas
and the Southwest; California and the far was; Shicago, Stl
Louis, Colorado, the whole vast middle west; New York, New
Haven and Hartford -- kmkx the only place that temps me is

New York, where Markus has taken himself and where consequently
I shall not go.

Might decide by the toss of a coin, but -- #irst I'll
record the latest advices of my soul for Markus., I didn't
forget that notebook of his, did I? yo 1?25 here on top.

I'11 write:ie=: Have to think up a’{wﬁ; title for-this 1lit-
erary masterpiece, don't quite like to call it Adventures dn
Religion. That's too flilggnt. And The Life of Praver is too
pious and pretentious. Light of Breams might do, or --I have
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Kindly Light

The First Bream: 1in what seemed to be a prehistoric and

primitive community I was learning from brown skinned seentily
clothed but friendly people to build a shelter for myself as
they had been accustomed to build shelters since the beginning
of time,for refuge =froms¢ the merciless tropical storms against
which no man could stand unsheltered because of the huge hail
stones and violentwinds. 4industriously L built as they were
building, and when My shelter was ready for its roof the natives
became éhingles_which smiled up at me with engaging friendliness
as I put them in place, storm proof with much overlapping,
strong and workmanlike.

gyt

Interpretation: 8ince the beginning of time mankind has

built shelters against the bitter storms of loneliness, and
thatheédttbemowdthwetharlapping friendships -- like the shingles
on a roef. I must have friendships. Overlapping friendships.
One friend -- like Markus -- is an umbrella. BMay belong to

to some other person, orbiost, or borrowed, In all my life
I've never had anythiné better than an umbrella, and I've
never been able to keep one very long.

Psychologically
Rekipkauxky speaking: Hell is a state of mind -- tem-

pestuous and terrible, against which man cannot stand. The

only sure protection from psycholegical storms, the only safe
shelter,the only sure salvation from hell has elways been

of a religious nature. Therefore, having returned to Mrs.

‘_——
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Markus the unbrella 1 borrowed, and—whieh-served-me-so-well,
I must build for myself a church. No brick and stone, no
stained glass, no altar, choir or pulpit. Nothing but the
staunch and workmanlike shelter of overlapbing friendships.
¥lorida, California, Colorado -- it's of no consequence where
my place of worship is to be set up, but it must be built of

overlapping friendships, like the shingles on a roof.

There you are, Markus. I dreamed that dream last night.
And now I'll put your notebook back in my suitcase and figure
out how a man with no natural gift for making friends is to
build such a tabernacle as my soul requires of me. FPeople.
1've been in this station, with people all about me, for half
an hour without noticing a human being. And every one of these
swarming, hurrying or lingering mortals is a potential shingle.
¢his colored woman opposite me, with about a dozen little 'L—Qn N
shingles -- I won't begin with her, though who knows how much
such a woman might mean in the capacity of cook or laundress.
She looks a little like the dusky gentleman who taught me how
to build my dream shelter., However =--

The haughty lady with the subdued husband at the other
end of the seat -- Hello, who is this young stranger that's
sitting down between Her Haughtiness and the laundress lady.
Very handsome, with hi black eyes and his auburn hair, very
restless, sitting for a moment, starting to get up, changing

his mind, moving his suitcase, changing his mind twice in

_
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rapid succession, sinking back against the station mahogany,
desperate -- as if wondering whether mhEikmx to end it all witi
firearms or rat poison, 8eems to me.I‘ve met the devil wheo
paints that expression on the human face!

Ah -- he's come to a decision, and so have I. He's on
his way to the ticket window -- not knowing he's my shingle.
Hope he doesn't mind my following. He said 'Detroit', and hes

gone across to the Pullman ticket window. "Detroit, please."

Welll That came quickly and happened swiftly, and I'm
headed toward the Greatlakes with nothing by the aisle of a
Pullman sleeper between me and my first shingle. Qhat a
dramatically good looking shingle it is! But of course there's
drama in every life -- the dramas overlap. One cannot.shingle
ones tabernacle with friendshipm without also shingling it
with drama -- He's looking at me -- has noticed my interest ==

"Well, brother, what's on your mind? Anything you'd like
to know about me?"

"Yes." No need to be embarrassed since he is obviously
not offended., "I'd like to know what you dreamed last night."

"Sorry not to oblige you, but I don't tell my dreams =-
not since I read a lot of that psycheanalytiecal bunk of Freud.
You might be one of these wise guys that know all about those
darn symbols -- or think they do. Are you?"

A pretty personal question, but one doesn't acquire shinges

by being reticent. Better open up, and -- "I've been pretty
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well psychoanalyzed."

"You have? ?df a fact?" He's interested -- coming
across to my seat to talk. I've made a good beginning if =--
"My name's Klein -- Simpson Klein." He's getting out a card,
and -- Yes, here's one of mine, now we're properly -- "“Mr,
Robert Sterling. Pleased to meet you. And now tell me -- s
thefe anything in this psychoanalysis business?"

“Yes, but it's a rough road to travel, and it leads
through the very center of hell -- bad place to get lost, and
one shouldn't start out unless the chauffeur is very familiar
with the route. It's much safer to go to Detroit."

"You going to Detroit?"

"I don't knowe. That's where I'm ticketed."

"Then what you mean -- you don't know?"

"I may change my mind. ZThe fact is that it doesn't make
the slightest difference to myself or anyone else."

"Mean you haven't any folks?"

Nt a relatlve that kn&w of." Shall I tell him --

\owA %if»xgi AAA c
It s my chance to practlce -- to be less reticent -- "My
father and mother were both the only children of their parents,
and their death left me with a little sister, who -- lost her
life in an orphanage fire when 4 was about fourteen. So I'm
the last of my family."

“But you have a home town, haven't you? And frienda?"

"I'm probably pretty well forgotten. You see -- 1 weént

to England for my education -- to get awqy from -- Well, to
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get awayes After that I: did construction work in the Argentine,

Yuring the war I was with the engineers, and since the war I've

been with the surgeons and the psycheanalyste."

“shellshock?"

"No." Odd how easy it is to talk, once you get started.
But it's good practices "No, it wasn't shellshock. But I
got what I thought was going to finish me, and was disappointed
when the army surgeons insisted upon keeping me going. 8o 1
undertook to go west in spite of them. It was deliberate e-
nough -- a perfectly sane conclusion that I'd had all I wanted —
but it only got me as far as the psychopathic ward. +there are
some people, you know, who think a man whe doesn't want to live
must be insane. I simply took the opposite view -- that these
who could love life were rather shallow-minded."

"That's about what I've come to." Ah, confidence begets
confidence -- and we've brought forth -- "What's the use!
Hasn't a man a right to quit if he wants to?"

"He ought to have some pride about it. ®houldn't resign
from your club,with a lot of unpaid dues, you knowe As for me
-- I won't go out like a licked puppy. &nd after all life is
interesting if you understand yourself and it -- so it can't
jump on you and ride you,"

"How do you get that way? Analysis?"

"8ynthesise They tried analysis on me first and got me

sure enough unbalanced."

"Really insane?"
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"It took three of them to handle me."
i Vs “Do you remember?i What's it like?*
“You get a taste of insanity every time you have a dream.
{\b 1f when you waked up you mept right on with the dream and be-
g

lieved it to be true you'd be insane. <hat's what psychoanal-

¥
]

Q) ysis did for me, Zhakixxkhexdangrxxpfxpeyxzkeanakyxix Reality
¢ became a dream whilglmy dreams became reale A man who had

*\F  studied in #urich and ﬁ;derstood the synthetic method finally

. got hold of me and brought me out of it. ZThat's my autobiog-

raphy to date."

“What'll you do now? Construction work?"

“I'm interested in construction work -- of a sort.”
Church building. But I'm only studying the subject at present.
And writing about it a little."

"Any money in that kind kind of writing?"

"Noe, But I don't need money."

"Don't need -- Wwhat do you know about that! BDon't need

money!" his tragedy -- a financial one, 4 judge - is rushing
back upon him, and he's forgetting everything else including
myself., %The news agent with an armful of best sellers gets
scant attention -- cheerful salesmanship, met with gloomy
indifference -- bBut no =-- a Lighfening flash in interest!
“Alone in the Dgrk, by Ethel melvint! By heck, 4 Eknow that
girl! She was my sweetie in high schooll"

vheerful salesmanship beams hopefully. "well, your

sweetie's made a killing all right. This book's a winner.

s ol il Dl e e e e
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Bellzng/py the thousands rlght off the preas.r And she's mefe
eﬁeugh~6§€ the picture rlght€4to put “the average human being
on easy street."

Simpson Klein's tragedy can't be so desperate or he wouldrt
be in and out of it so easily. And judging from the size of
the roll from which he is peeling those two one dollar bills
the financial situation isn't as serious as it might be. The
book is his, and he's going back to his own section to read it.
Alone in the Dark. It's been faforably reviewed in all the
newspapers and magazines -- described as a book of unusual
delicacy and charm. Ethel Melvin's been compared to Zona Gale,
but most of the reviewers think her the strongef'writer of the
two. If I'd been more of a :giziogeader I'd have bought it,
but fieawelsri never seemed quite worth while to me.

Bimpson Klein seems to be enjoying this one. A very mer-
curial person! Where are his troubles now? I never saw any
one read so rapidly. Page after page. Hard to believe he's
really reading it. Mentally quick. Obviously an intuitive
type, and therefore impulsive, enthusiastic, and easily dis-
couraged. A rather delightful shingle, nevertheless,

In the mean time I'm going to the diner.zrMave something

to eat, and something to smoke.

I've been gone about an hour and a half, and --
"It's a great book, Sterling -- simply greati"
“¥inished it already?"

"You bet!" Helg coming across to tell me about it.

———_——_—_—d
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And I declare if he isn't transfigured with enthusiasm. It's
given him renewed lifes "I don't mind telling you, Sterling --
I've got to have that girl! I'm going back home =-- and marxry
her,"

“?oes she know it?"

"She will before the week's out. Haven't seen her for
for a coons age, but -- We used to play around together -=-

I —- Here, wouldn't you like to read it?"

"And study the personality of your wife to be? I
certainly wotild." '

" Can you psychoanalyze her by her book?"

"W-well -- Psychoanalysis is the study of dreams, you
know -- and this bhook is her dream."

"By George -- I 'spose it is. Her dream! Hadn't
thought of that. I don't knowe I don't like the idea. All
that symbolism -- Don't know's I want you to read it."

"I'm not Freudian, you know. My psychoanalysis comes
from Zurich, not Vienna."

"What's the difference?" ‘

"Altitude. What's the difference between the dismel
swanp and the mountain peaﬁ? In Vienna your dream is sexuality;
in #urich it becomes religion -- your own individual effort at
spirituality. And I should say from the reviews that the
author of this book has had an unusually beautiful dream."

"You bet she has, Sterling! Here take it and read it

while I go and eat. You've had yours, haven't you?"
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“Yes, Thanks for the booke I'll read it while you're
gone."

An engaging yvoungster! Looks to be in his early twenties
though I'm not good at guessing ages. Has the physical grace
of a movie star -- and the good looks. Something dramatic a-
bout everything he does. 1Is his drama tragedy, or comedy or
farce? A mixture, probably. Tragedy in the station, comedy
in this suddenly developing love affair -- impecunious youth
resolves to marry author of a novel that is also a gold minel
Likely to become farcical shortly. Interesting at least,

And so -- Enter Robert Sterling, friend to 8impson

upon the stage of 1if¥&, be introduced in the oder of their
Kleins <The dramatis personae wiil?«?ppearapee.» {ly. Can I
make & place among them for my persona? Ought to be able to --

and I must have a persona -- a role of some kind -- at once,

Can't drifte The role of friend to Bimpson Klein would no
doubt be a minor one, but -=- If I can land the engagement it
promises to be more or k ss interesting. And unless I'm mis-
taken the boy needs a friend, and is rather inclined to take
me on. I must study the role. What should such a friend be
and do? First of all hefll have to find some excuse for go-
ing where xkexs Bimpson goes. After that -- Vell, one could
be on the alert for any sort of cue. One mistake I've made
already. I shouldn't have been so confidential. Leaned over
backward trying not to be reticent., ZFoolish to tell all about
my mental illness. Ought to treat every stranger as if he were

to become a next door neighbor. However -- If Simpson sees

e i e s 2 e
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no alarming symptoms of queerness his knowledge may not hinder
the progress of friendship. Better begin the new role by read-
ing his book -- whose author he intends to wed.

it's a neatly made up book, once you take the jacket off,
I nate jackets on books. They're like kitchen aprons on a

woman. The first chapter -- 'Mary Rose' -=-

My God! It's little Rosemary!

This description -- how could anyone else have written

it! All these details ==

She's still alive, and she wrote this book! &nd that
horrible thing -- 41t never happened, except over and over in
my imagination! Her soft little body -- Oh my God! She was
not burned in that fire! ©She herself set the fire -~ and es-
caped -- a frightened little three-year-old -- before ever her
mischief was discovered!

She's alive -- and ®impson alein knows her -- went to
school with her! Wwhere is he? 4 must ask him --

But no -= 1 might just as well tell him i'm Napoleon
Bonaparte as to tell him I'm Ethel melvin's brotrher. He'd be
perfectly sure 1 was off my --

rerhaps 4 am -- still believing IW my dreams) But it's
all here -- in these opening paragraphs. %They describe the

orphanage. It's unmistakably tke place we put her to be cared

. for until




for until a more suitable place could be found for her. it'sg
all here in plain print -- the building, the porches, the stone
wall, the birdnest, the hollow log in the corner of the play-
ground where she loved to hide, the tree she climbed =-- against
the rules -- and the punishment of being sent te bed without
her supper. Her last day of life as 4 remember it -- as they
told me about it. How could kthel Melvin know these things
unlesg. ==

But how could Rosemary remember -- OUne doesn't remember
so far back into childhood ~-- Except through psychoanalysis =--
Through dreams -- But the story is her dream. And the expe-
rience was so exciting. It would have impressed itself. Perhps
such a thrilling event mighngemembered at the age of three
and a half, But what's the use -- It has been remembered!
It's here -- unless I'm living in a dream again -- losing my
grip --

No, My throat is dry, and my hands are shaking, but -=-
I'm sane =-- I'm sane enough to know that I must keep this
discovery absolutely to myself, if I want ®impson Klein to be-
’lieve me sane. Naturally if you know a person has been mentally
unablanced you‘re more or less on the lookout for a return of
the trouble. The one thing an ex-maniac must not do is to
exhibit any eccentricy that could possibly be mistaken for fax
a symptom. And there's no use in cursing myself for confiding
in S8impson. Having confided, I musfpiiagonspicuously sane in

every word and act -- or my little drama may develop into
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melodrama.

The thing to do now =-- the only thing -- is to pull my-
self together and go on with the story. Alone in the Dark,
by Ethel Melvin.

How strange -- how very strange -- this makes me feell
The characterization is true in all its shadings -- Little
Mary Rose could have been created onlyybyoBememgry, grown
older and dreaming her childhood over again. &8he was sent to
bed without her supper because she simplchould not keep hersefl
from climbing her dear little tree. Fhat urge to climb was
characteristic -- typical. And her vengeance g;?typical From
the time she could talk didn't she reward her friends and pun-
ish her enemies by making up stories about them? Happy endings
for her friends and the most shockingly terrible endings for
the victims of her displeasure? It would have happened exactly
as she tells it here. She would have lifted herself entirely
out of thg—preﬁen¥f§1%uablon-by devising a soul satisfying fate
for the matron who had sent her hungry to her bed.

And -being-hungry the rest would follow. Y%hen all the
other children were in bed and everything was quiet for the
night, and she was so hungry she couldn't sleep, she found her
way down étairs, 'alone in the dark', to search for food. Little
Rosemary, under such circumstances, would have undertaken just

in the garbage can
such a foraging expedition. And finding nothlng)that smelled

edible, irhelwould have wrinkled her nose in disgust and pro=

b ot
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ceeded hopefully to thé kitchen. And what if the matches were
kept supposedly out of reach of little folks! You couldn't
keep Rosemary from climbing! And she needed light. By mounting
a chair she got the matches and had so much fun iegining to
scratch them that she nearly forgot her hunger. And then one
burned her fingers and she dropped it blazing into a basket of
clean clothes that projected from under the kitchen table upon
which she had been scratching it. 8Slowly a roughdried tea
towel was kindled from the match, and fasc1nated then frightened
he; bla21ng high. ferrified by the flerce heat of the fire she
had started she ran out of doors and with those strong little
arms so fond of climbing and so adept, had pulled herself from -
running board and mud guard up and over the closed door of an
automobile parked in the street., hidden in the back of the
car she watched, awe-struck, while the building went up in
smoke and flame, Nobody saw her, but she heard momeone say
"There's one little girl they haven't found! Poor litthke
thing!®

While she was wondering who it Was they hadn't found,a
terrible looking colored man, who was a friend of the orphansge
cook, and pointed out as a bogy to unruly children by one of
the nurses, got into the front of the car and drove rapidly

behind him

away. She huddled on the floor of the car, covering herself

with a coat which had been thrown on the rear seat, fearing he

would be very angry with her for making such a big fire. After
QM “~:/ //
driving a Loag-wey—he stopped in fromtoof a large house, got
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out , and went around to the back door. Feeping over the
door of the car she watched him out of sight. 1The big house
was brilliantly lighted, and the sound of beautiful music came
from its open windows. There were many people inside, but no
one outside. She seized the opportunity to scramble out of
his car, and take refuge in another which was not quite so
grand or so big or so hard to climb into, but was very com=-
fortable and contained a warm blanket into which she snuggled
and went to sleep, lulled by the beautiful musie from the big
house.

This car belonged to a professional musician who wes
assisting at an entertainment some forty miles: from his home.
He didn't discover the sleeping child in the back of his car
until morning, when he assumed that somebody who wished to be
rid of her had taken this way of dioing it, since he owned no
garage and kept his car under a tree in the yarde. L1t never
occurred to him that so small a child could have climbed in
by herself. ©8She wore nothing but a course cotten nightgéwn
with no mark by which it could be identified or traced. And
while she wakened and talked voluably he couldn't understand
her language. Might be baby-talk or Greek for all of him,

Meditatively he began to whistle softly to himself, con=-
sidering what to do with her, not realizing what he was whistlirg
until the child chimed in and sang -- the Holy Lity. ©She sang
her own impression of the words, but the tune was true and

sweetly sung, and after such an exhibtion of musical genius

nothing could induce him to give her up,
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The noly cityl That clinches the matter. 1 taught kose-
mary to sing the Holy ©ity and a lot of other songs. ©She knew
a dozen. 1lt's Rosemary -- unless I'm dostoessutterly lost in
my dreams! Alone in the bark. What was it the reviewers N¥X
said? The story of a girl who realized poignantly the utter
loneliness of every human being -- the &mpassible gulf which
separates each of us from those who know us best -- the essentil
solitude of man who 'is always alone in a darkness made all the

knowledge
more dense by the ghostly flicker of mmxxXamzimg that science
lights for use

Rosemary -- alive. Wwell. Successful, Can . ever rid
my mind of the horror that has haunted me for twenty years?
How natural that she should become a writer -- a story teller,
She began the fiction business as soon as she could talk. And
Simpson means to marry her. Do 4 want my friend “impson Klein
to marry my sister? seedn't worry about that. Rosemary will
not consult me in such matters.

But the shingles are already beginning to overlap. I've
the best of reasons for attaching myself -- if I can -- to
Bimpson, I'11 work semiously with the role of friend until I
can develop the role of brother with convincing certainty.

Meanwhile -- I'll go on with the story.

“Welli" An, it's Simpson, strolling back from the smok-

ing compartment. "How do you like it? Can you interﬁret
Ethel's dream?"

n
It would be an impertinence to try without her help.
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I haven't the data."

"You mean -- If I told you a dream of mine you wouldn't
know what it meant?"

o ¢ wouldﬁ'f have the least idea what it meant. I might
be able to help you decipher it but there's nothing in this
idea that you can tack mythological symbols on to eny dream,
Because serpents and dragons undoubtedly have mythological
meanings doesn't prove that a snake appearing in your dream
can have nothing byt the mythological significance. It's quite
as likely to havé a purely individual significance."

“Or no significance at all."

ng can‘t agree p}th you there. Every dream is freighted
with significance.ﬁi'fé LT Tou the Yl ied] tunties abeut
yourselfs Truth you can't get from any other source. Unless
you understand your dreams you simply aren't acquainted with
with:thé.Ereater part of your own personality."

"You really believe that?"

"I know it. Your dream is an allegory or a parable or
a fable trying to teach you something about your most immediate
and difficult and painful problem. Evéry dream is the effort
of the soul to get a message through to consciousness."

"Well, it would be a darn sight more sensible of my soul
if it would cu$ eutttherallegoryistuff and say what it has to
say in plain Englishl!"

"Perhaps. But considering that primitive thinking was

done by means of analogy -- in fable myth and allegory -- for
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a good many million years, and that each of us begins with an
infancy of dreamlike and mythical thinking -- When you were
little wasn't the knife the man, and the fork the woman, and tk
spoon the child? Wasn't the stopper of the bottle itd nat?"

I'm getting him. He's grinning, and -- "Right you are,
Sterling! And the dog was the husband, and the cat was his
wife, and all the chairs were the children of the piano and
the davenporte"

"Exactlye That sort of thing is the beginning of in-
tellect -- primitive and infantile thinking -- and it isn't
so strange that in dreams, our unconscious thinking, we should
keep it ups It's tremendously ingenious, as a matter of fact,
to have your soul constantly at work inventing that sort of
instruction for your personae"

"Persona?"

"Your outer character -- what you appear to'be to the
world and in the world -- your role in life. What is your
role, by the way?"

"Doggpre it! Don't tzlk to me about roleg! Good lordt
Roles}" His tragic gloom is welling up again. As if =--
"I've been the darndest fool that ever got hipped by the lure
of the footlights, 8terling. Honestly! You know 1 thbught

I wanted to go on the stages I got up a vaudeville act and
across
put it mxEr -- on Broadway. It went over good, but lord, what

a grind! Doing the same thing over and over and over =--

Lord! So I jumped at the chance to get in with a stock com-
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company. Playing in zashington. Thought that would be grets.
Lots of variety and everything."

"And you didn't like it?"

"Like it! Jumping Grasshoppers! It was the fire after
the frying pay! Every evening, and two matinees, and reheersad
for the next week, and everlsstingly -learning a new play to hre
hearse the next week to play the week after! I couldn't stand
it any.longer. I've quit,"

"And what will you do next?"

"Wish I knew. Maybe my soul knows. Had a dream. If
dreams mean anything --  But pshaw! No sense to it!"

"A dream always means something, and it's always about
your worst worry."

"lell me one of yours."

"All right. < dreamed a short one night before last.

I simply caught myself dumping a cup of the most luscious
blackberries into a bowl of oatmeal with the words, 'That will
make it good.* The meaning is clear enough: My life which had
become drab gﬁduninteresting to me, so much so that % didn't
care to go on with it, is the dish of oatmeal. 4 never did
like oatmeal. The Blackberries represent the fruit of my

study with Dr. Markus, whose psychology gives one an entirely
knew outlook on life. 5o my soul:i suggested that I pour what

l have learned into a drab existence and make make life worth
liging."®

"Well what do you know about that! Not sexy at all!

—
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xxxX But mine isn't as sort of poetical as yours. Mine's
about a cat. Ufazy thing, but -- Think you could explain it?"

*I might be able to help you explain it if you care to
bell ' it.™

"Well --" How embarrassed he isi "1 dreamed I was sit-
ting by‘a comfortable fire getting warm and drinking a glass of
milk. #And a cat that had been purring contentedly as could be
got up suddenly and began to claw at me and kept mewing for my
milk. I wanted the milk myself, so 4 caught ahmouse for the
cat, and the mouse turned into the milkman and left a bottle
of milk on my mother's kitchen porch,"

¥ Bounds interesting. We have to know what you associate
with each item of the dream.-Whatatvouldsaprhité:werncfire sym-
bolize for you in your present situation?"

"Rest and comfort. That's easy -- my mother's home, 4
want to go home."

"And the milk -- what is your association with milk?"

"Lime., I have to drink it because of a calcium deficiency
in my system. 1 have to drink a quart a day."

"Then the milk probably represents something you need,

something you haven't enough of, and the cat stands for some-
thing that wants what little you have of it."

"Wwell 1'll be doggoned! doney! It's money % want, and
haven't enough of, and # hate to admit it, but -- The comfort-

able cat which wants what little 4 have is my dear motheri®

"Natural enough. You needn't be embarrassed about it.




1f the dog was the hu$bhand and the cat the wife in your child-
ish imagination there's no discourtesy to your mother when the
cat represents her in your dream."

"Waybe not, but -- Any way -- I knew all that before,
Didn't need my soul to tell me I wanted to quit and go home
and get a little good of out of the few dollars 1've managed to
save, or that Mother'd be disgusted -- want me to get a job and
lpay my board. *“he thought she had me off her hands -- thought
L'd settled down and was making good, and --"

"And you haven't -- and aren't. And so you decided to
go home to Mother, and if she wasn't good to her little boy
you'd expire on her doorstep or something like that?"

"How in hell did you know that?"

"llerely a guess. But something of the sort was written
all over you in the station -- interested me in you. But let's
get back to your soul. 4if 1'm not mistaken it's the best part
of you. We shouldn't judge a man by his cohécious motives en-
tirely -- regardless of his dreams. The dream represents the
whole of you. It doesn't blink at your weaknesses, but on the
other hand it insists upon your ideals -- and points out the
adjustment. To go home and 1ive on your mother without making
payment in some way is as inacceptable to your soul:.as:settling
down to a job is to your persona -- hencéstheumouses: If you
catch a mouse for your moither, a mouse that will turn into the
milk man and leave milk -- money -- on your mother's kitchen

porch so she won't need yours, you escape both horns of your




49

dilemma. Your mother will be in a sense compensated without
: your going to work and paying her yourself."
"Gogh! ‘here's something -- Something downright un-
eanny about that,&knxkimgx It's a real idea. I -- Sterling,

will you be my mouse?"

(B¢ L

’ "You, I dropped asleep for a minute in the smoking com-
partment just now, and dreamed that dream, and -- You're the
mouse all right -- If I can catch y?u. You see, My mother
keeps boarders, paying guests she ca}ls 'em, because she doesn't
like the idea of a boarding house. And I will say it isn't
much like a boarding house either. You'd think they were all
her dear friends living on her hospitality because she couldn't
bear to be separated from them. And If I come home bringing a
dear friend, who will leave the milk on the kitchen porch reg-
larly and unobtrusively she'll have a warm welcome for me ==
perhapse Any way it will be much warmer than it would be if
I didn't bring any mouse. My soulcisn't as poetical as yours,
but, by golly, it's practicall™

"You do it an injustice. It isn't merely practical, it's
self-respecting. It doesn't want you to #e%no-c -~ud Live on
y:.i MTo:go home and live on my mother? Gee! I ‘'spose you
think I'm a pretty weak sister -=" 5
"Not at all. It's what the whole world wants whenever

life gets too difficult. %That going home to mother dream, in

one form or another is probably dreamed more than -- #And

------------------------------IIII;IIIIIIIIIIIIIIJI
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Freud of course calls it sexual, the incest wish. To the #urich
school it's just the longing to get out from under -- to be a
child again and have a child's freedom from responsibility.

The Fatherhood of God is the Christian's dream of going home

to mother -- back to childhood. It's nothing to be ashamed of.
The Bible's full of it. ‘'Cast thy burden on the Lord!' And

it makes the most wonderful poetry in the world. 'The Lord is
my shepherd, I shall not want.'"

"I used to believe all that bunkl}"

It isn't bunks Your religion --*"

"I haven't any religion."

"Oh yes you have. Everybody has a religion.iMxkxasxmpzd
AXEHEFONEAEXW R EIZAEIBZAY You may be unconscious of it just
as a child is unconscious of its digestion or an ultra-virtuous
woman XsxumzangziaMm of her sexuality, The world is going
crazy over the idea of suppressed sexuality, but it's suppressed
religion that's at the bottom of neurosis."

"I don't agree with you, Some of the most neurotic people
I xnow are darned religious."

"And some of the most neurotic people 1 know are darned
sexual -- have never suppressed anything but their sense of
decency. The problem isn't simple. Take your own conflict,
it isr't between sexuality and decency, it's between your love
of freedom, which you consciously worship, and your need of
money which you cannot get without sacrificing freedom. You

can easily make yourself neurotic by suppressing your love of
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freedom, or on the other hand by suppressing your desire to
make good financially. The two things are antagonistic. There
is some such conflict in /the life of every human being. In
your religious neurotiqﬁit's probabiy between an antiquated
faith and a suppressed”intelligence.igReligion is a necessary
psychological function which normalljladjusts thése conflicts
by finding a middle ground -- a proceedure which enables the
soul and the persona to live toéether in peace.® If they're not
living in peace =-- if yoy‘re moody, or irritable, or cowardly,
or if you have insomnia, or any other form of nervouéness -
your religion is out of order."

*"It's a queer idea of reiigion."

“It's a new idea. Look at the problem, nge you are,

a human being with milkliomsnofcyears o%?hﬁg;gﬂduétoms and heb-
its behind you -~ conflicting habits. You cannot altogether
suppress sexuality or decency, freedom or responsibility, re-
ligious feeling or scientific reason without making you self
neurotice What are you going to do about it?"

"Ask my soul, ste}ling will you be my mouse? will you
let me carry you home to mother? Honestly -- 1 believe you'd
like Hlkton. If you haven't any other place in mind -- You'll
have to go somewhere, you know -- to put the berries in the
oatmeal . "

"Where is Elkton?"
“wichigan. Couple of hours beyond Detroit. Nice little

town -- about the right size for a mouses®

“How big is it?"
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"Lord, I don't know. Three four thousand 1 guess."

"Has your mother a suit 6}Trooms? I'd like to have
two with a private baih;‘

*If you wouldn't mind the third floor --"

nI'g prefer it." A

"It's rather -- Mother'éjwant sixty a month fOﬂ."

"That's reasonable. I won't forget to leave the milk -=
regularly and unobtrusively as possible. Ferhaps you'd better
wire your mother that you're coming home for a vacation =--
bringing a friend who will want her third floor apartment with
board for an indefinite length of time,"

Attaboy! ©Sterling you've saved my life. That third
floor apartment is always vacant because she wants so much for
5 3 She'L}fall on my neck and kill the fatted calf, and -=-

But I'll go and send that telegram!"
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"Gee, Sterling, Michigan sure does look good to mel

Gast your eye out<£he window and watch it go by! 4ook at those

rolling fieldsl See those woods! Maple! I'll bet there's
a sugar bush in there somewhere. And see the big red barns
and the little white houses -- and the woods. More'woodsil of
sMichigan's full of these little patches of woods and the wooeds
are full of flowers -- spring flowers., bButtercups, and hepati=-
cas, and spring beauties, -- aAand look at that little laket"

“It's beautiful. Like a jewel in a green setting."

“You bet. 4Lots of jewels like that in this little old |
statel It's God's own countryl®And the prettiest time of year. |
In another month the trees will‘be green., Just watech spring
come in Michiganl" '

Simpson is sentimental. And freed from despair by the
fatness of the molise he's taking home to his mother he's also
light-hearted and full of enthusiasm for his new role. 8Suitor
to my sister Kosemary! I must think of her as Ethel Melvin --
learn to speak of her as Ethel Melvin. I wonder how Simpson
will succeed =--

bt understand himself fully, or he wouldn't be ®

He doesn
transparent. %This program of living on his mother until he can

marry another woman who is amply able to support him isn't so

admirable that he would be likely to advertise it if his motives
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were clear to him. ¥here's a lot of good in him, but -- No

"man can be better than his dreams.

At any rate I like him. He's dntérestingy, and for a
man who'!s had so little schooling he's remarkably intelligent --
Good company, as Markus would say. Really surprised me that
he isn't a college man -- but neither was Franklin nor Washing-
ton nor Lincoln for that matter. He's mentally quick ~- must
have read a good deal to be so well informed, though his in=-
formation is rather superficial. May have acquired most of it
from the newspapers -- and from book reviews.

I feel pretty well acquainted with him already, after a
one night railJway journey. He's the kind that tells all he
knows by effervescence. But good lord, I can't $ay anything,
I've effervesced nearly as much as ne hase I wouldn't have
thoughrit possible -- I've told him nearly everything except
about Rosemary -- Ethel Melvin,

Haven't even asked questioms:we..tI'll let my acquaintance
with her take its course naturally and without any forcing.
When I've verified my relationship I'll talk about it -- to
her. <o no one else. However -=-

"What sort of a girl is Ethel Melvin, Simpson? VWhat's
she like?"

» On she -- You might call her beautiful, but sweet
describes her better. She is sweet! Dark hair, and --"

"Dark! I -- I'd pictured her quite -- quite blonde."

"No, her hair is dark aéierésAaré -- sort of hazel."

That's odd. But childrens® hair often grows darker, and
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their eyes -- I suppose the eyes can change from that baby
blue. But I hardly would have thought -- "“How long have you
known her, Simpson?"

"Oh -- We were in kindergarten together, and 1've known
her all the way up, but =- Viell, it was in our first year high
that I got my motorcycle and used to take her riding in the
side car -- till her mother put a stop to it Her.mother's
the dragon in my path." |

» "There may be more than one dragon. Perhaps you'll find
her already married."

"I don't think so, Her mother has & man picked out for
her -- Kent McDougal, who lives next door., His mother and
Ethel's mother are so thick -- just like cold glue. And they'we
been throwing Kent and Ethel at each other since kindergarten,
Makes them just like brother and sister, and they'll never
marry. But they're so near engaged that it'll keep the other
guys off her."

"I judge it isn't going to keep you off her.,"

"Xot by a darn sight it isn't. But -- It may make me
a lot of trouble. The dragon doesn't want her to have any-
thing to do with anybody but Kent, and she -- Well, she's one
of the gentle, obedient little things -- But I'll find some
way of disposing of the dragon, and Kent McDougal, too."

"Of course«" This is a strange picture 1'm getting =-
of Rosemary. Sweet -- gentle -- obedient -- The 'sweet' I

can believe; the 'gentle' -- well, perhaps; but the 'obe-

dient -- However it's foolish to ask questions. Regardless of




the color of her eyes and hair, or the nature of the character
she's developed, the girl who wrote Alone in the Dark is my
sister Rosemary. I can bank on thét. I'm already getting used
to the idea -- throwing off the horror of what never happened.

It's a long way from an orphan asylum in centrel Pennsyl-
veania to Elkton, Michigan, but that very fact ought to help in
the identification. I'll probably have no trouble. And there
isn't any hurry about it. It isn't as though Ethel Meivin
needed me. She's sitting on the top of the world right now,
and may find a brother quite unnecessary if not an actual
nuisance. {:}}fggii}ow, and -- i

Here';AI;;ewsagent. I'da 1ike -- “Any copies of Alone
in the D2ak?"

"Sorry. Just now sold the last one. Can't keep 'em,"

"You don't need to buy one, Sterling!" ®impson's fish-
ing his out of his suitcase. "Here, you can read mine all
you kant.to."

"Thought I'd like to own a copy."

"You can own mine. I'm through with it."

"Don't you care to‘keepﬁ}ﬁ?“

"Oh -- Not particularly. You can have the book; I'm
after the author,"

"You aren't so sentimental as 1 though you were."

"W-well -- I'm no hand to accumulate baggage. 1'd

rather travel light. You're perfectly welcome to it."

"Thanks. Then the book is mine. I shall get Miss
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Melvin to autograph it for me."

"Look here, you aren't planning to compete, are you?"

"Not at all. But 1'm very much interested in the author
of this book., I suppose you'll let your friends meet the ‘
young lady, won't you?"

"You bet! In fact -- I'd like you to go along with me
and keep the dragoh amused. She's my worry,.,"

know

"Good, I don't how well I'1ll be able to amuse her, but

I'd certainly like to make her acquaintance."

“Look, oterling! There's the lake where I used to go ‘
swimming and fishing, and -- Over .there on the other side ==
you can just bearly see it -- is the camp we built when I was
scoutmaster. There's smoke coming out the chimney! Their |
using it yetl" ' ’

"Did you lead a troup of scouts?" |

"You bet. That was the first thing 1 did when I got
back from #rance. Surprise you?"

"I can't quite imagine you bothering with a lot of kids."

"I didn't for very long. Got 'em organized, and built
the little shack -=" ° He's closing his suitcase and getting
his hat and coat from the theirack above the seat. We must
be -- "“Get your stuff, Sterling! We're here!"

1'11 put my new book in my own suitcase., Gueer, ;'m
glad it's mine, but rather indignant with Simpson -- <lhe
train is slowing, where's my coat? Aand my hat? A neat well-

kept station of the small town variety. 1 get a real kick out

R e
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of this. ‘'he train stopping, letting me out on a station platfm
1've never before stepped upon -- in the midst of people, just
plain people =- sain Streeters! {

I must buy a copy of Main Street -- and study up on the
subject. bBook's been out for six moﬁths and 1'm the only
person that hasn't read it. L must --

“Helle, mother!" Ahl They seem fond enough of each
other. Not in the least alike. Simpson must hake after the
other sde of the family, She's -- in the middle forties, a
bit inclined to stoutness, neither light nor dark, motherly,
friendly -- "Mighty sweet of you to meet us, Mother! Here's
my friend Sterling -- can you give him the third floor rooms?"

"Yes, indeed! How do you do, Mr., Sterling! It's a
very great pleasure to have Bimpson's friend come home with
him. I hope you'll like us and our town and everything. :Ome

| right along. The car is parked around behind the station --
right where we always used to tie the horse so hne wouldn't be
afraid of the tzain., Isn't it funny how we keep right on

doing things when there isntt any reason for it -- just force

of habit. I was saying to Miss Harrison only yesterday =--

One of the communitive kind. How she can chatter,

Doesn't give you a chance to say 'how do you do?' but we did
get in a handshake, and --

~ "NowSimpson, you just get right in front end drive.
I'm going to sit behind and get acquainted with Mr. Sterling.

Simpson's never so happy as when he's making something go,

;——I
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are you, Simpson! I was just telling --"

"Give me your suitcase, Sterling." 6impson interrupts.
But I guess that's the only way -- "Plenty of room here in frnt,
and it"l give your féet a chance. Straight home, Mother?"

"Yes, dear. I think I've attended to everything. Let's
see -- Black sewing silk, amex and grehamrflou®, and electric
light bulbs, and postage stamps -- I guess that's all, unless
-- You might drive aroumd by Dr. Sigourney's. Grace has been
real sick, and it would be nice -- I was in yesterday, but =-
just to see how she is -- Gareful, Simpson! There's a car
behind -- There, everything's clear -- As I was saying,
Grace has been real sick. <hey thought it might be appendi-
citis or something so she she'd have to have an operation, but
she's better -- a little -- You never can tell -- I'm afraid
of these operations! But she's a little better, and -- Look
out, Simpson! There's a car on your rightl” I can't help
feeling -="

I suppose she can keep this up indefinitely, but one
needn't listen to all of it, and -- 8o this is Elkton. Quiet
after YWashington. Only a few people besides ourselves at the
station. Somebody getting the mail bags, and one or two shook
hands with Bimpson while I was listening to his mother -- at

least 1 think they dide. And now this is Main Street, with its

Drug store or two, it's grocery stores, and -- yes, there's at

least one department store =-- with quite a metropolitan window

display behind plate glass. And a milliners -- 'Miss Annie'




More of a town than the first impression indicated. irees along

the street, an automobile service and filling station -- two
of them! And there's the postoffice. The mail is being taken
in. The very center of town -- a large bank building opposite
the postoffice, and ==

"—- don't you, Mr. Sterling?"

"“Yex, Mrse. Klein -- I do, indeed." Lord! You can't lisén
all the time -- or can you? "I see you have a very up-to-date
picture theater here."

"Yes, and there are pictures every night now, and --
Look out for that stop sign, Simpson! Really since that auto-
mobile factory was started up across the creek --"

®Automobile factory, Mather2®

“Yes, dear, or ttagio or battery factory or something like
that -- Any way, since it started there's been quite a boom
in Ebkton. Ever so many people have moved here, and -- That's
the Bugle office, Mr. Sterling -- our daily paper. It's owned

by Mrss Melvin, the mother of the girl who wrote Alone in the

Dark. That book you know that --"

"We've both read it, sother."

"Shels sold the picture rights for -="

"We know all about that, Mother. It tells about it on
the jacket."

"Well, Elkton is very proud of her. And this is our
new high school. We're quite proud of pum new high school.®

"I should think you'd be proud of your church too.
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That's as pretty a little stone church as l've seen in a long
time "

"Isn't it! And not so little either. lhere's room for
everybody. I wouldn't wonder if we were the only town of our
size in the United States that can get along with only one
church -- for everybody."

"How do you manage it?"

"Well it happened by accident at firste Before the war
we had three churches =-- Baptist, and Methodist, and %“ongre-
gationalist. &oon after the war the Béaptist church burned,

! Uongregational
and we -- 1 was a Baptist -- were invited to to use thiAevening
hour of worship on Sunday. But our minister was an old'man
and the loss of his church was such a shock his health failed,
and Dr., 8igourney -- He's the Yongregational minister -- He
looked after hoth congregations. LEverybody loves him, and the
people are all friends and neighbors and pretty poor with the
high prices and all. It just didn't seem sensible to build
another church -- Especially when this one is so large. &KEven
the two congregations didn't fill it,"

"But how did you happen to have so large a church?"

“irs., melvin -- She's one that's the mother of Ethel
Melfin and owns the Elkton Bugle, you know -- She built it
just like a city church in memory of her husband who died when
Ethel was little. that's why it's stone and so lovely in
every waye. She and Mrs. Mclbougal who is another widow and

lives near her on Melvin hill in the edge of town, are the

—
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millionaires of Elkton =-- our only very rich people."

"How did the Methodists happen to join your"

"itheir church burned too, Mr. Sterling -- about six
months after ours did. It turned out that both fires were stabt-
ed by an ex-service man who lost his religion in the war and
hated all churches. He tried to burn the vongregational church
too, but was caught at it and the fire put out. Bothathe other
churches were wood, and went like so much paper. bBeing stone
was all that saved this one. The Methdédistsididn't like their
minister, and it was a small chmrch any way, and they didn‘'t
want to build, and Lr. Sigourney is so wonderful, any way --

"Here you are, mother! How long you want to stay? I1'll
drive around -- Show Sterling the suburbs,"

He doesn't make any move to open the door for her, 1'll
-- "Let me help you, Mrs., Klein?" Her ur. bigourney has a
pleasant home, if this is where he livese. vld fashioned white
house in a big yard --

“dow long'd you say, mother?"

"Not a second over ten minutes, dears¥n

"Jome on in front, sSterling. I'll pitch these suitcases
in behind "

"Not a second over ten: minutes, Simpsoni! she warns.

"sot a second under half an hour, " he laughes as the car
rolls out of her hearing. He evidently knows his mother,
“"I'm ging to show you the home of miss Ethel Melvin, Sterling --

the dwelling place of the author of Alone in the Dark. And if

tuck 15 with us




luck is with us we may get a word with the lady herselfe."

"You don't mean to lose any time, apparently.,"

"You bet I don't."

He wouldn't, of course. Personally -- I'd as soon wait
a bit. Get my bearings. Rosemary -- Ethel Melvin. I must
think of her as Ethel Melvin, or 1'11 ve mis-speaking myself.
This is where she's has grown up. Well, it's a pleasant little
town -- must be beautifully shady when the leaves come out =--
and the grass is already showing green. Well-kept lawns, well=
kept streets == I wonder how she got here -- and how Mrs.
Melvin, the Millionaire got her. 1 wish my heart didn't pound
so, and =-

"That's the house, Sterling -- up on that hill., Melvin
Hill, And that's the Melougal house just beyond it -- the home
of Kent McDougal, my rival. They're the two finest houses in
elkton. And McDougal Park is over beyond Melvin Hill. Vhen
Mrs. Melvin built the church, Mrs. Mcdougal didn't want to be
outdone, so she give the park to the city in memory of her
husband. 1It's our most papular picnic ground. Has a nice
little stream running through it, but it's mostly just woodse
This winding drive is a Melvin-McDougal private entrance to
the grounds that belong with the two houses. Nobody knows

where the Melvin property ends and the Mcﬂougal property begins"

Lucky 1itt1e§)\ﬁthe1 Melvin! ¥hat a lovely place =- My

God, if only I could have known! There's an aristocratic

aloofness avbout these two homes -- of the twon, but not quite




64

init, I --

"There's the dragon, now! Viorking in her flower-beds.
She's nutty about flowers." He's driving by the house, around
the drive that circles the Melvin garden. And she's looking
up, watching us as we stop opposite her. Small, slender, ar-
istocratic, and cold -- as cold as a winter morning!

Simpson is out of the car, approaching her. “How do you
do, Mrs. Melvin?" She doesn't appear to see the cordial hand
he extends to her -- and he waves it with a flourish of friend-
liness in lieu of a handshake. He's not easy to rebuff."

"How do you do, Simpson." No rising inflection. And her
tene implies, "what possible business can you have with me or
with mine?"

"I have a friend here, Mrs. Melvin -- a psychologist,
who is very much impressed with Ethel's novel." Ah, he's going
to use me in the emergency -- I'll get out -- "He's interested
in the psychology of it, and I've brough him around. He's from
Wasnhington. May 1 introduce Mr. Sterling, Mrs. Melvin%?"

"How do you do, Mr. Sterllng?" Dlstdnt but not quite so
cold. Evidently a psychologlst 1nterested in Ethel's work is
far more tolerable than Slmpson Kleln. "You are a psychologist?

"Of a sort, Mrs. Melvin. 1I'm tremendously interested in
Miss Melvin's story. 1In fact I've never read anything that has
made quite so profound an impression on me. I'd like to know

something about her methods of work if it isn't asking too

much --"
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"My daughter is very busy, Mr. Sterling."

¥She must be, of course, Perhaps -- 4f she is too
busy to be interrupted -- Would you be willing to give me an
interview? You could no doubt tell me a great deal about her
book, and her writing. Simpson and I have just reached town
and we've driven around to inguire -- hoping that we might
make an appointment --" Simpson's worried, but -- VWith a
woman of this type the less you ask the more you're likely to
get. "Could you give me a little time -- some day soon?"

"Ethel has her office, her workshop, down town -- where
she is never disturbed. Even I myself have never been inside
it." Mrs. Melvin is thrilled -- "“She's very temperamentel,
Mr., Sterling, and simply cannot work where interruptions are
possible. But she's usually at home to her friends in the

late afternoons. If you'd care to come tomorrow at -- say

four-thirty or five -- There are likely to be a good many
others. People motor from bLetroit and -- all over the country
for that matter, but -- Af you care to come -=-"

"Thet's very good of you."

"Yes, indeed, thanks!" Simpson's including himself.
"We'll be around tomorrow -- at four-thirty."

She eyes him coldly. How gladly she would leave him
out! Her welcome is for the psychologist friend from Vashing-
ton who is interested in her daughter's work. It's a relief

to be back in the car,. To be coasting down Melvin hill and

out into the main road that winds back to towne
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"You can see what I'm up against, Sterlingl" Poor
Simpson!

"I think we can manage her, Simpson. Unless I'm very
much mistaken one must cultivate the daughter by first culti-
vating the mother."

"I don't give a darn for the mother. Isn't she a
frost?®

"She's interesting. I wonder -- It's just an impression,
but I wonder if she hasn't projected her persona into the girl."

"Meaning what?"

"That she has no role of her own, no personality that
she's aware of, no outer life at all except through her daugh-
tersr It's a fairly pathological condition. ©Often happens
where there's an only child, and -- It means that to take
the daughter away from her would all but destroy her."

"Then she'd bett%r prepare to be destroyed."
1a4) b 4 l ) I8 4 e
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;#bu'd béft;rigféb“oh”it; if's been considerably over
ten minutes."

"Ohn you needn't worry about Mother -- here we are, any
way, and if she's ready in ten minutes from now it'll be &
wonder."

WHer sick friend is the daughter of your pastor?"

"Wife. ‘Ihey have no duaghters, only sons. Two of 'em.
One a little older than %+ am -- works in the bank. The younger

one's in college, Here's mother -- at lasti®

*I stayed longer than i meant." She apologizes. "Grace
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is much better -- simply wouldn't let me come away. Had to
tell me all about Henry's new car.e It's a =- no -- I'm not
sure what she said the make was, but any way it‘s red -- bright
red! Imggine it! ZFor a minister's son! She's so tried with
him for getting it -- while she was sick and couldn't help him
pick it out. And she thinks it's extravagant any way. And 1
should rather think it is. He's had two -- no -- 1'm not sure
whether it‘s two or three new cars since the war, and -="

"Those suitcases in your way, “other?"

"No, dear. Not at all. 1'll just put my feet this side
of them. 4t'sall right. And you can drive home now, Simpson,
I declare if it isn't half past twelve already -- and * told
Nore dinner at one. We'd better hurry a little dear -- Not
too fast! Simpson! Carefull"

He's anything but careful! ﬁhat's he trying to do?%
€utting corners -- barely missing lamp posts -- scattéring
pedestrians like chickens! If he wants to frighten her into
silence he's succeeding all right. He ought to be -- But
this must be the place =-- much like the other homesg of Klkton.
Large yard with treces -- hammocks and benches promising Spring
and summer, Large white house with green blinds. An ample
porch across the entire front with hammock swings at either
end and numerous arm chairs between -- looks used and homelikes

"You take sir., Sterling to his rooms, Simpson. See that
he's comfortable. Dinner‘ll be in about twenty minutese"

Inside -- The house is old fashioned =+ coloniel. Hall

down the center from front to back with stairway white banister

andhmahdganyf
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and magonany finish rail. Living rooms mm both right and left
== dining room and kitchen must be behind. Four large rooms

on the first floor, furnished in mahogany -- or mahogany finish.
Twentieth century antiques, but the effect is good. Gets more
genuinely oldfashioned as you ascend the stairs into a region
of haircloth upHolstry and rag rugs. And here's my third floor!

"We'll have it all our own way up here, Sterling. My
room's across the hall. Here's your diggin's."

"All this for thirty a month!" Two beautiful sunny rooms,
furnished -~ Well it looks as though the refurnishing of the
the first floor had pushed much that is worn and comfortable
and friendly looking toward the top of the house. Pictures --
The @hallenge -- The 8anctuary -- Washington Crossing the
Delaware -- The bath room was undoubtedly once a bedroom --
in the good old pioneer days when you took a bath on Baturday
night in a bucket or a laundry tub -- otherwise it would hardly
be so roomy or so modern. And -- if here isn't a balcony off
my sitting room. Large enough for a sleeping porchl

"Make yourself at home, won't you, Sterling."

"$hank you, Bimpson, { will, and --* ‘No -- I won't
caution him about keeping my confidence., It would seem rather
-- insulting. "I'll see you at dinner.* He's gone -- across
the hall to his room I could still caution him -- I certainly
don't care to have all these people know that I've been an
inmate of an insane asylum, but -- Surely he'll have the del-

icacy to keep such a confidence! And if he hasn't -- lell,
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;/, if he hasn't he'll tell any way. The dignified course is to

e
e

say nothing about it, but --

There he goes now -- whistling down the stairs. ®impson,
'./////f \ the gumption
VS \\\:\\Pave you ¥EmzeExEraugh to hold your tongue?

/ — I've just time to wash up -- make myself presentable.

I have a pleasant sense of adventure, with just a touch of
nervousnesse. I must read Main Street. I want to'make friends
with the Main Streeters -- all the different kinds of them..

If they're stupid, and complacent -- 1 wonder if they are? I
wonder too if anybody is really bahal. 4Aren't the bahal people
merely the people you fail to get at? &ny circuit is bound

to be dead unless you make the correct contacts. There ought
to be material for friendship in any human being -- some wa&y
of hooking up --

Ihere are three ways of cultivating friendship -- only
three. You and your friend must think together, or feel to-
gether, or act together. Ifi $ha perféct friendship you'd do
all three -- or at least two. But no friendship is hopeless ’
if you can do one successfully. The thinking types will want
you to think with them -- as I did with Markus. The feeling
types, who don't think -- wmrs Klein, unless I'm much mistaken —
With her you'd either have to share in some common emotion or
some common occupation. No wonder I'm nervous! This tabernacle
of overlapping friendships which my soul craves -- If I could
build it with reinforced concrete, now -=-

Ah, I near a sound of dinner chimes -- where's mg coat?

---------------------I----I--IIIIIIIlIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIII‘
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The odor of broiled beefsteak, and -- I believe it's gingerbread!
And some people object to the odor of kitchen operations!
The dining room appears to be here on the left, beyond this
living room. &8omething rather wonderful about being in a real
home! Mrs. Klein is waiting at the head oflthe table -- to
introduce me -- .
"This is Mrs. Sterléng, folks. Mr. Sterling this is
My, Weaver -- Mr, Harold Weaver of the Bugle, and Mrs. Weaver;
Miss Edson, and Miss Olive Edson who has just finished high
school; Mr. Bd Harris, a rising young banker just out of
Columbia University; And Miss Harrison who has taught in
our Elkton schools for nearly forty years;Théyl¥e all delighted
to welcome a new member of the family.
Horrivly awkward to meet so many people at once, but --
“I'm more than delighted to be a member of the family, drs.
Klein. 1It's going to be a great pleasure.tc Wonder if that
was the right thing to say. It's the truth, and -- A sort of
murmur of greeting and we all sit down. Silence. Possibly
4 imagine it, but -- is there a subtle curiosity, a certain
unnatural restraint? *“impson's been talkingt! I feel it.
He's been dramatizing me -- givinghis friend what is known in
the newspaper world as 'news.value'! Naturally -- he would.
One confides in “impson Klein at his own risk, and has only
himself to blame -- But 4 wonder what he's told them! I
seem to smell their curiosity as distinctly as I smell the

ginger bread, and -- Is there a bit of fear mixed with it?

i il e B
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They're eating their soup without conversation. *“o they im-
agine they are sitting at table with a maniac, who may at
any moment become violent? daybe Simpson's mouse won't be
so welcome after alll

“Where's Simpson, Mrs. Klein??)lt's Mmigs ttarrison, the
motherly school teacher who has tact to break the silence.

“I've been hearing about him, but haven't seen him."

"Oh he's late as unual. Ve never wait for Simpson in
this house."

I should say not, Mother! Hello,folks! Gee, but its
great to be home!"

How they all chatter at him as he breezes in and sits
down at the table and begins on his soup! “How's the theat-
rical world?" "“How'd you leave the president?" “How long

Banter. -
vou going to bhe home?“,they don't take him seriously. He's
nothing but a joke -- amusing to them,

Except his mother., She takes him seriously enough.
"Simpson, how long a vacation do you have, dear?"

“Wh -- 1 don't know, Couple o' months anyway -- m&y-
be all summer."

‘That makes her suspicious. "Sdmpson, you haven't been
fired or anything, have you?" &ueer question to ask before
all these --

"Fired! me? Vell, 1 should say noti"

“Simpson!® The younger Wiss Edson -- miss Ylive, just

out of high school -- Pretty and flapperish -- “It must be

T S N, e T 1ot N P
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perfectly gorgeous to be on the stage! Isn't it?"

"Oh it is! You've no ideal It's a marvelous life!"

fiis mother grows increasingly suspicious =-- and puszled.
"Simpson says you know all about psychoanalysis, Mr. Sterling.
e says you've been psychoanalyzing him."

"8impson exaggerates, Mrs. Klein.,"

"It's perfectly wonderfull" Miss Ulive Kdson giggles ==
but she's cute. “Just marvelous! We've all heard a lot about
psychoanalysis, but we've never had any of it in this town
before -- never! We want to know all about it! Will you tell
us?"

That Simpson! If I could get my hands on him! Has he
told the town in fifteen minutes? 3But 1 must hahg on to my
sense of humor! "what do you want to know about psychoanal-
ysis, Miss Olive?"

"Oh all about it! Is it as perfectly awful as they say
it is?"

"I don't knowe What do they say about it?"

"On all sorts of things:! ‘hey say --"

" The elder iuiss Kdson, sweetly prim.

"Jow sister --
I think you're getting beyond your depth -- quite beyond
your depthi"

lhat gets a laugh. bvidently psychoanalysis connotes
nothing but sex here. I must -- "A great many people have

gone hopelessly beyond their depth on the subject of psycho-

analysis, Miss Kdson. 4<here's hardly a subject about which

T R Y SR R R O e S Y~ -
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/0 many unfortunate impressions -- so much half-knowledge,

with unjustifiable and violent prejudice. #Analysis is a sort
of psychological surgery. At worst, in the hands of an un-
skilled operator, it's exceedingly dangerous; at best it
teaches you to understand yourself."

"it's perfectly wonderful, but -- \VWhat 1'd like to
know is -- s understanding yourself so perfectly terrible
o ';'5:)"'5'-:‘""')’“
“that depend%;nhlf you've been in the habit of admiring

as they say it is?"_
yourself, believing yourself to be very superior to the or=-
dinary run of human beings, the truth is certain to be pain-
ful -- even shocking, But if you've always undervalued your-
self, felt inferior to other people, the truth may be a revel=-
ation -- an inspiring experience."

"That seems to imply that below the surface we're all
much alike." ~ |

"We are, Miss Harrison."flThe school teacher is very
much of a real persbg} "Vie are potentially alike. -- both
kind and cruel, honest and dishonest, wise and foolish,
spiritual and carnal, industrious and indolent. Every one
of us is horn with a complete set of human possibilities, and
whatever we don't exhibit outwardly is buried inwardly. Ther
persona, the outer mask we wear is created by the little col-
lection of common human traits that we choose individually,
and bring up into consciousness, develop and wear for the

world to see."

S balldng.. Ao much- ~-
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I'm talking too much -- but I've come out fairly well ==
considering. By speaking up with no apparent embarrassment
perhaps I've placed myself in as favorable a light as possi-
ble. They can see there's nothing queer or sinister about
the mouse Simpson's brought home -- the mouse that's presently
to appear as Ethel Melvin's brother. I must be careful though .
Not be a disgrace to her, or an embarrassment.

"What do you think of behaviorism, Mr. Sterling?" The
Columbia University man -- Bd Harris -- "“We hear nothing
but behaviorism at Columbia."

"There appear to be two kinds of behaviorists, those who
are making a science of .it, and those who are meking a reli-
gion of it."

"A religion?"

"Exactly. A real scientist is out to discover the truth,
no matter what it is -- never to prove something whether it's
go or not." A fanatic is never scientific -- he's simply a man
whose religion is out of order. And some of the behaviorists
are rabidly fanatic."

"But please tell me, Mr. Sterling --" Miss Harrison,
the teacher once more -- "How is a layman to know whether theee
new ideas are science or fanaticism? How can we tell what to
be interested in and what to ignore?"

" W-well -- Personally, I've a distrust of the 'scientist'
who talks so loud it's hard to hear anyone else, #sho is sure

that he alone is right, and he who differes is a fool. Our
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real scientists are a quiet, ovrrorvetive, hard-workin%/bunch,
and the one thing they know best is how little they kno;t“ '
"That puts some of the behaviorists in their place all
right," says Ed Harris. "You'd think.that nobody ever knew
anything abtout human psychology until they started it!  But

M3,
they're doing some interesting things, Sterling."

| "Certainly they ?fe. The only guarrel I ha&e with them

| is that they call xkmizxxmmxk psychology; just as the only
quarrel % have with the bhristian Scientists is that they
call it 'science' -- which it is not, and never can be. By
their very nsme, the Ghristian%?ts antzgonize something they
don't understand, but depend upon quite as much as the rest
of us do. It not only makes them appear ignorant, but it puts
them in the position of biting the hand that feeds them. I
hope I'm not -- Are any of ydu Christian Scientists?"

"My sixter is."

"Wes." The elder Miss Edson is speaking sweetly to show
there's no hard feeling. Too bad. I shouldn't --" "Some day
-- I'd like to explain, Mr. Sterling. I don't like to have
you think we bite the handtthat feeds us."

YTwat was a figure of speech, %iss Edson --" But good
lord, I cant retract -- "I wanted to suggest that science and
religion are incommensurable, and should be kept apart. 3By
using the word science your religion is depreciating -- actu-
ally slighting real science. And the behaviorists are depre-

ciating real psychology in precisely the same way -- practical

|-----------------------------IIIIII-III-I-I-I.J
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intuitive psychology, which they can't live without any more
than the Christian Scientists can live without real science,
You can't be a good husband, or wife, or parent, or teecher,
or-parent, or human being, without pkecisely the psychology
that the behaviorists are fighting and fanatically depreciating,
Psychology is as big as life itself, and science and religion
and marriage and business
and educatioqﬁend industry are its various departments.®
How dreadfubly instructive I sould! I'm not going to
say another word. Instructing others before 4've learned to
put the berries in my own oatmeal! I wonder if ®impson told
them that dream of mine! Anyway -- Whatever he told them
I have to admit they're respectful -- to the point of defer-
encel Nobody every listened to me so deferentially before.
Ah, we're through to the last crumbof that delicious
gingerbread. Leaving the table --

"Uother, may. 4 have the car this afternoon?"

“1f Jim gets back with it, Simpson. I let him have it

for the afternoon, thougﬁ\, He's going by John Moore's for
butter and eggs, and -="

"Good night! He won't be back -- Guess I'll fix up the
litle old motorcycle. Issgi in the basement yet?"

"Yes, teémpschut -- You know it was out of order. I
don't believe you can make it go."

The family is melting away -- everybody to his own inter-

ests. I might go out with Simpson and help him with his motor

cycle, but -- After this hearty mid-day meal how overpower-
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ingly sleepy i am! If dinner in the middle of the day is
the custom here 4 wonder how these people keep awake in the
afternoon -- say nothing of working! It's up the stairs
for me. Glad these rooms are so homelike. Wwonder ifctheé
bed -- Pretty good as beds go. And after a nisht on the
sleeper -- bBetter take off my shoes --

vomfortable. How like a dream reality can be! Here 14
am -- Elkton, sichigan -- 'osemary, my little rosemany =--
Ethel melvin to all these people -- 1'll see her tomorrow.
Tomorrow. &But 4 must go slowly. My tabernacle =-- Lhe

berries -- in the oatmeal =--

Merciful heavens,'what a racket! ' The sound of battle --
But no., It's ®impson's motorcycle. deafening -- but explosie,
sputtering and unsteady. Engine trouble! No more sleep for
anybody within half a méle.

Better unpack, any way -- set settled. Not much to
settle till 4 send for my trunk, however -- vlothes in the
closet, writing material, check book ‘etec. in this table

drawer, Alone in the Lark, by bkLthel Melvfn, on the tzble,

toilet articles in the bathroom, B.V.Dis etc. in the dresser
drawers -- There --

ls someone knocking? Hardly audible above the roar of
Simpgon's motor, but -- "Oh, come in,‘ﬁrs. Klein." 0Oda to
have a woman coming in -- but pleasant., 'he fininine atmos-

phere -=-
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YAre you comfortable, Mr. Sterling? #tave you everything
you need?"

"I'm more than comfortable, Mrs. Klein. #eally -- ‘his
is the first woman-made home that I've known since 1 was a hoy
of fourteen -- since my mother died."

"Oh -~ I hope =--" WMoisture in her eyes. She's touched
-- "I nope you'll feel really at home."

“I'm sure I shall. Wwon't you sit down, Mrs. slein?"
She's a pretty woman, dressed attractively in an outfit that's
neither too impractical to wear in the kitchen not too practica
to wear anywhere else. And she's going to sit down =-- want to
talk., <+ wonder wkat ==

"I want to tdlk with you -- about ®impson, wmr. Sterling."
deaven help me, 1 don't want to discuss ®impson with Simpson's
mother! I -- "He said you had psychoanalyzed him. BSaid you
read him like print, and I =- 1 want to know what you make
of him!" |

"As I said before, mrs. #lein, Simpson exaggerates. 1
haven't psychoanalyzed him, and while 1 think { understand him
to some extent --"

"I don't -- not at all. He's like his father, and Ll've
never understood either of them."

“"How old was “impson when his father died?" 4f 4 can
get her to talking about her husband perhaps =--

"1is fatheriisn't dead, mr. Sterling. He's just a rolliﬁg

stone. He's never been any good to us, and -- well, i've tried
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Engine trouvble! No more sleep for anybody within half a mile.
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to mske something of ®impson, but -- I don't know -- I'd
like to know what you see in hime VWhy are you his friend?*

"He interests me, L like hime"

"Then you must see something in him. What do you see?"

"A type. A very extreme type." I can discuss Simpson's
type without discussing “impson himself. “.ln our psychology
we call people of his type intuitive extraverts, but it might
mean more to you if we said he was the enterprising type."

"Indeed I don't think he's enterprising! He doesn't
stick to anything long enough to -- LEnterprising people make
something of themselves! He never makes anything but a noise!
Just listen to him!' That motorcycle -- WLon't enterprising
people finish what they start?"

“Only when their enterprise is combined with a well de-
veloped judgment. [Enterprise alone, unbalanced by judgment,
makes the intensely restless personality to whom the present
is a prison that must be escaped. Every new enthusiasm or
project, every 'hunch' is the ladder by which he thinks he can
escape, but the minute he has climbed it and sees the first
threat of mohotony or routine -- <here he is in the same old
prison, with a new hunch -- a new wzy oute He lives on hunches.
o ve without a new enthusiasm ig torment, and so the new en-
thusiasm is compelling. He has to follow it at any sacrifice.
SBuch a man's life is bound to be a series of uncompleted under-
takings."

"Uncompleted undertaking! Mr, Sterling, they make me




—

%

80

desperate! What is going to become of him? He could do so
much -- but he won't do anything! He didn't even graduate

from high school -- dropped out the second year -- just cquit!

I hate g gquittexr!i"

"Perhaps he isn't so much of a quitter as you think.
A man of his type may be regarded as a machine for the inven-
tion of new enterprises, and for him to settle down to a routine
might be the real quitting -- the quitting of the thing he does
bests A machine for the invention of new enterprises is not
built to stick to them, but to organize them. <here's much of
that sort of work to be done." 2

"But what does it get him? He quit high school wanting
a motorcycle, and went into business for himself to get the
money for it., Started a magazine agency and did wonders with
it, but sold out to another boy just as soon as he had enough
to buy the motorcycle. And whils “impson was terrorizing the
neighborhood with his motorcycle the other boy stuck to business

and now that magazine agency is a nice little book store. /o

[ O%“When ,the mqtorcyc;%bgo to be an old story °impsomnor-

=
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ganized our dramatic club, Child as he was, he made a success

of it, Got all the talent in the neighborhood interested, and
discovered talent where nobody dreamed it existed. Why, he
made a tragedian out of our leading grocer, and a character
actor out of Miss Harrison, and a comedian out of Dr. Sig-
orney, the minister! dimagine it! He just saw the talent in

these people and made them see it! DBut as soon as the dramatic
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club was a part of our community life he slid out from under
and went tearing around on his motorcycle again, as if looking
for something new. The dramatic club grew, and built our

litle theater which one of the best paying concerns in town --
always showing pictures when the club has nothing to put on.
But Bimpson's out of itl] VWhy Mr. Sterling, if he'd stayed with
either the magazine stand or the dramatic club -- But he won't
stay with anythingl He -- He's good for nothingi"

"I'd hardly say that, Mrs. Klein -- if he's given the
town two successful enterprises!"

"But what good does it do him -- or me? Am I to let him
live on his mother? %hat's what he'd like to do. Oh, I know
Simpson! He's quit again! He can talk about a vacation all
he likes, but he can't fool me! Have I got to turn him out as
L did his father?" |

"Onh -- XNo, Mrs. Klein! He doesn't want to live on you.
He's too much of a man for that. He'll find himself -- after
a bit, He'll find the right sort of work."

"What sort of work?"

"The advertising business, maybe. He'd make a wonderful
press agent. 4And in the mean time -~ He's all you have, isn't
he? Don't you like to have him at home with you?"

"Yes." Her mood changes. With a dramatic little gesture
she trows off anger and resentment and appears with another set
of feelings. "Yes. I love to have him with me, He's all 1
have, all I've lived for. And -- Onh, he is sweet! And he was

such a cute little boy -- and so bright! And when he went into
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the war it nearly killed me! But -- Oh, 1 was pround of his
war record, sr. Sterlingl"

"Tell me about it."

"If I can -~ with that fiendish roar from “impson's engim!
That's the sort of thing he was doing in nineteen fourteen, just
tinkering with that horrible machine! And then, while we were
all reading the terrible stories of the invasion of belgium he
disappeared -- wrote home from Canado that he simply had to be
in iﬁ. And after a while he was flying in ¥rance -- absolutely
fearless about it. It was the only thing he ever tried that
didn't bore him., He never tired of it, and luck was with him.
He never got a scratch, and came home with all the decorations
and things. Really -- He's a wonderful boy, ¥r. Sterling?"

"Was it when he came home from #rence that he organized
the boy scout troup?"

"Yes, the boys were crazy about him, and begged him to
do it, but it only lasted until he got the idea for his vaude-
ville stunt. But dear me, L must go down stairs and make the

desert for supper."

A most excellent de%Frt! And another meabk is over, and
1've talked too much again., But they're interested -- keep ask
ing questions -- I like everybody except Mr. Harold Veaver of
the $ugle. Yhere's something about his face and manner --

"Have you seen the evening paper, Mr. Sterling?"

"No, Mr. Weaver." '“hat's he looking so important about?
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Handing me a paper, as if -- And going off down the street
smiling =--

“It has your picture in it."

"My picture, Miss Harrison!"

"Yegs, Didn't you know you were a celebrity in Elkton?
You were snapped as you steyped off the train. &impson's tele-
gram yesterday -- about bringing home a celebrated psychologist
-- was read aloud at the supper table last night, and we have
a preresentative of the Bugle among us, you know. Come out on
the porch -- Mow all the rest of you people run along, I want
to talk to Mr. sSterling. About education -- if he isn't psy-
chologically exhausted. If he is 1'll save my questions till
another ‘day. Let's go out on the porch, Mr. Sterling."

She's trying to rescue me from the family -- help me --
Good heavens, this is awful! I'm a man who has been to the rim
of the world and back -- unbalanced by the war -- saved from
the terrors of insanity by psychoanalysis. < have explored the
human soul; 1 can read character almost at a glance, and in-
terpret dreams so convincingly as to’seem little short of a
magician, Simpson has vastly more than told all he knew! He's
improved on the facts several hundred percent! Having suffered
a mental derangement from which.Il've Been marvelously recreated
1'm now vastly superior to the average normal human being! And
there's nothing 1 can do to counteract the effects of Simpson's
exaggeration. l'm presented with a new role, whether + like it

or not -- 1'm psychologist of Elkton, and -- Good heavens, whd
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next! I've come here to write a book on religion! If Kosemary

wasn't here 1'd take the next train for the far west!
"Come here, and sit with me on thés porch swing, mr.
Sterling. 4it's comfortable. And we can talk -- quietly, if

Bimpson only will give us a rest from that infernal machine of

his. Mercy} There he goes again!"

I may as well sit down with her. She -- ‘“Miss narrison,
this is bunk about my being a psychologist. I guess you know
Simpson. I guess nothing ever loses anything by passing
through him, does it?"

"Simpson -- Simpson ousht to be spanked, Mr. Sterling,
But it wouldn't do a bit of good, and -- I just wanted to tell
you that I'm sorry he's talked too much. I hope his thoughtless
betrayal of your confidence won't make you too uncomfortable."

"I don't suppose Simpson thought of it as confidence,

Miss Harrison. To him it was a marvelous opportunity to dram-
atize a friend. He could hardly have resisted it."

"I'm glad you understand him so well. He needs to be
understood. He needs your friendship. He's the most remarkable
embodiment of possibilities that come to nothing -- possibili-
ties that are thrown away just as they begin to resemble prob-
abilities."

"I suppose you know him very well."

"Yes, I've taught in Elkton more than forty years. Adiost

of the inhabitants under fifty have been my pupils."

"BEthel Melvin%?"
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"I've known Ethel all her life."
"From babyhood?"
"From the time she was a week old."
"I -- That's odde Miss Harrison, ¥ was under the im-
pression that Ethel Melvin was an adopted child."
‘ "Mercy! Not"

"You're absolutely sure of that? That she's Mrs. Melvin's

own child?"

"Oh -- absolutely."

Miss farrison -- could this teacher be mistaken? 4f Ethel
Melvin is Mrs, Melvin's owvn child, of the body begotten, then
Ethel Melvin did not write her own book =-- coubd not have writ-
ten it. That much { know! Perhaps my role is Elkton is going
to be that of amateur detective! "“Miss Harrison, at what age
did her very unusual gift for writing begin to show itself?"

If her schocl work has shown no unusual ability -- her
school compositions --

"Ethel's been a very tnusual little girl all the way up,
Mr, Sterling. Even before she ever went to school she made up
the cleverest little verses. Ever so many of them were publishdal
in the Bugle when she was only four or five.,"

"And did her gift for writing show all through her school

life?"
"Not just at first. I think the school atmosphere dis-
tracted her to begin with. But after she became accustomed to

theschool room her talent took a new start. She wrote the most
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exquisite little stories and compositions -- whimsical, and
imaginative, and -- Well, in all my teaching I've never seen
her equal. Her book is no surprise to anybody in Elkton.
We've all known that she'dudd sreat things."

Is that the telephone ringing incessently, or -- Or is
somthing wrong with my mental processes =-- just my head whirling}
My sister Hosemary -- Nobody else could have written that book,
Is she somewhere in this town, suppressed in the service of an
imposter! But no! If Ethel Melvin, a gifted little author
from infancy -- Something very queer ==

"You're wanted at the phone, Miss Harrison," Simpson,s
voice. 8he is going in and he is coming out. *“hall I --

It's a good chance for me to get my hands on Simpson Klein!
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THE REVEREND DR, SIGOURNEY

No, I can't get my hands on him this time for his mother
is with him., "Please, ®impson -- just this once! I want you
to go kmxpxxymxxmgkimg with mel I don't wznt to go alone!"

"fhen don't, other! Stay home with me!"

"“But I always go to prayermeeting -- you know I do!"

"And you know I don't! Anywhere else, mother -- but
not prayermeeting! If I go and act natural they'll put me
out; and if % go and bow my head and act prayerful I feel like
like a pypocrite!"

"Oh Simpsont"

"Well I would! I don't believe in heaven or hell or
any of the things you helieve imn. You may as well get used to
it, mother. .1 don'iviglieve in God!"

"Simpson!" Lord, how he's shocked her! He needn't be
so brutal with his unbelief! I suppose she's given him a
regular oldfashioned orthodox bringing up, and he's reacting
from it in the regulation modern waye

"I'd Like to go to prayermeeting with you, Mrs,. Kieinen.
Will you let me substitute for §impson?“

"Will you go, Mr. Sterling?"

"Attaboy, Sterling! He's the one to go, Mother. He's
religious,: and says his prayers and everything."

"Simpson, you're simply ingorrigible! I'd love to have
you go with me, Mr. Sterling. I usually go with the weavers,

but they don't seem to be here. L guess they went around to
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Bugle office for something, and -- I don't like to go alone.
thall we take the car or walk?"

“I'd 1ike to walk if we have time."

"There's plenty of time. 1t isn't far." 8he's very
unhappy. Probably worried sick to have Simpson -- "“#Mp., Ster-
ling, I brought that boy up to believe the Bible, and go to
church and Sunday school, and to say his prayers, and -- I
think £ could bear all his other faults, but -- Wwithout reli-
gion ==*

"He isn't without religion, Mrs. Klein. None of us are,
We may think we are, but it's there just the same."

"I'd 1like to think so. He needs religiont™®

"Of course. We all doe. Our ancestors for millions of
years have depended upon religion for certain universal human
needs, Worship and prayer are a part of _our mental machinery,
and we can't be mentally normal without them, though many
people think they can."

“It's a terrible thing! The young folks -- I don't
believe it, myself, but there's some talk -- It's been
said that Henry Sigourney, DLr. Sigourney's older son believes
in evolution! And may be it's true. Dr. Sigourney hasn't
seemed to happy the last year or two. But 1 hope -- It would
simply bresk Rrs Sigourney's heart, Mr. sterling! It's had
enough for me -- with ®impson. But for a minister -- with

everybody looking up to him =-- Vhy this town simply worships

Dr. Sigourney. Lots and lots of people who aren't religious




to speak of go to church regularly -- just because they like

him, and -="

Now she's off religion and on the life history of Jbr,
Sigourney. 4 must he careful -- avoid the controversy between
science and religion. If she knew my opinion of religious
dogma -- Is it hypocrisy to keep my views regarding evolution
to myself? If L allow her to believe me orthodox =-- 1l don't
care what she believes! I've no desire to educate her, or to
do her good! I want to be friends with her, 1l can't think
with her because she doesn't think. Her ideas are all adopted,
and they aren't =mtnall related to my ideas. But I can feel with
her to some extent, and * can go to prayermeeting with her. I
don't have to air my religious conceptse 41 won't, Not to her
or anyone else., ; simply wpn't discuss religion here in Elkton,
That's the only safe way for me to do what % want to do, and --

"—- that's why we love him so, Mr. Sterling. You'll see
when you get acquainted with him, why Elkton goes to church,
and why we all look up to our pastor."

“I'1l certainly be glad to know such a wonderful man,
Mrs., Klein."

"He'll 1like to know you. And here we are -- just the
least bit late. They're singing the opening hymn.” That's
Dr. Sigourney's favorite -- 'Lead kindly light'.

"It's my favorite, too." I can say that honestly e=-

nough. What an attractive church entrance.




Mrs, Klein is whispering. "We used to have prayermeeting
in the Sunday school rooms down stairs, but now we have it here
in the main part of the church -- so we can have the big organe.
Miss Harrison plays it beautifully."

I'm glad we're sitting inconspicuously back of the others.
Just in time to sing the last verse with them. 8o that is Dr,.
Sigourney! Vell 4 don't wonder -- VWhite hair, a strong but
sensitive face -- cleanshaven -- Tgll, a little too thin,.
Looks as if his body might not be as tvigorous as his mind and
soul. But it's easy to see the attraction -- He's speaking.

"We are very fortunate tonight --" A mellow voice -=-
the voice of an old man. I wonder why an old man's voice =--

: tonight
"in having with usf{a man who in this irreligious age is modern
without being atheistie, educated without being an unbeliever --
A man who, though fully informed in the field of science, is
making of religion a major interest. I'm going to take the
liverty of asking him -- Mr., Sterling, we are more than glad
to welcome you to Elkton, and to our church. Will you say a
few words to us -- of your interest in religion?"

Sterling! He doesn't mean ~-- He can't mean me! I -<
Mrs. Klein is urging me -- Good heavens! "Please, Mr.
Sterling! You'll talk to us -- Won't you?" She's pushing
me -- I'm standing up =-- No! I won't talk! I can'ti I --

"Thank you so much, Mr. Sterling." Dr. Sigourney thinks
I'm going to talk -- thinks I'm orthodox -- thinks -- "Won't

you come right down in front, Mr. Sterling. Everyone can
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hear you better --" Good heavens, I'm doing it! I'm going
right down in front -- What am 1 going to say? Or do -- when

I get therel I don't want to talk to them! I only want te live
in their midst and be friends with them! I can't talk to them!
They vbelieve in the literal interpretation of the Bible -- the
verbal inspiration -- the immaculate conception -- the s&tone-
ment! They believe the Apostles' Creed --vliterally -- And
I'm standing before tham -- I've got to say something --

"Friends =--" That's all right so far, but -- "It is

a pleasure to me to come here to your little town of Elkton,

I hope to meet you individually -- and to make myself one of
you." There's lrs, Melvin? And with her -- a girlim-dgt

must be -- I mustn't make a fizzle of thisf 1l must -- %N
would—Iike-to-begin ea:qﬁay I ask you to join me in a few
moments of silent prayer?" 1I've got to get steadyj3<;very-
thing is all right for a minute or so -J<;£ey've bowed their
heads. I wonder if I can -- I never needed an inspiration
more than ¥ need one this minute! B6hall I think -- or shall I
depend upon pmayer? If my religion's good for anything -- I
wonder if I can escape from all these people -- there must be
nearly a hundred of them -- seventy-five any way -- expecting
me to say something. If I can introvert -- absolutely withdraw
my interest -- let nothing hold me back -- drop into the very

source of inspiration -- come up with --

B. Cy, -- B. Co -- B, C. == Like a tune going through my
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mind. And now their heads are no longer bowed, and L've got to
say something. Right here and now I have my chance to make
friendships possible or impossible -- in the presence of Bthel
Melvin, sister or imposter =-- I can't see her face because of R
the shadow of her hat, but -- B. C. -- B, C. -- Of course,
If I go back before Christ I won't offend anyone. Before
Christ -- safe groundl

"Dr. sigourney has asked me to say a word about my ine
terest in religion. Religion as I see it is the essential
element of mental health and vigor. It is a significant fact
that we have no record of any primitive people, either of mod-
ern times or of the ancient world, who were without religion,
We may infer frcm this that to the primitive man religion is
necessary. -Why? Many people will say that fear is the origin
of the primitive religion, and they are probably right. but
fear of what? Physical danger? The world is indeed a rather

terrible place for the primitive man, but he has as a rule an

extraordinary capacity for facing physical danger. And on
the whole, considering the difficulties he has to meet and
the lack of knowledge with which he has to contend doesn't he
meet life with a courage and a zest, a gladness and a goodness,
a willingness to sacrifice himself fnrconsecration to the
wellfare of his community, which should win for him the ad-
miration of weee civilized peoples?

"The more I study primitive man the more I am convinced

that the things in him that force the civilized admiration are
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merely the outer manifestations of his mental health -- which

in my opinion he ows to his religion.. Now what is this mental

health? The primitive has it, the normal child has it --.every

human being ought to have it. It is simply an abundant and

freely flowing psychic energy which is always accompanied by

a joyous sense of wellbeing, and an enthusiasm for life,
“Suppose the primitive were to lose this overflowing

zest for 1life? How dreadful would be his situation in the

midst of difficulty, danger, and ignorancel The outer dangers

and difficulties can be met-so long as the mental vigor remains

notmal; but no primitive community could long exist should it

lose its courage for existance =-- its mental vigor. Therefore

I think we may safely say that the function of religion for

the primitive mam is less to combat the outer danger:zthan to

combat the danger within.himselfy, We may think of the primitivés

religion then as a psychie function, just as digestion is .a phg-

ical function; it is necessary to his mental health just as

the processes of nutrition are necessary to his physical health.

He may believe that his sacrifices are made to propitiate an

angry spirit, or to invoke the kindly spirit, but in reality

it is a mysterious spirit within himself that he propitiates an

invokess with his veneration of symbols, his elaborate ritules,

his many sacrifices. Then what his religion does for him is

constantly to renew his inner life, in order that he may quicken

his zest for the outer life -- his ability to face necessity

not only
with earnestness and courageée but with gladness and joy.
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The primitive man creates his own god, worships the god
he has himself created, and is in turn created and recreated
by the god he worships, We are too apt to assume that, as the
hymn has it, 'The heathen in his blindness bows down to wood
and stone.' He is not worshiping the wood and stone, however,
he is worshipping what the wood and stone stand for s what thg
symbolize to him, and what they symbolize is his own aspiration,
his own longing, the reaching out of his soul for the mysterise
and the potencies of life., mysteries he cannot grasp, though
he knows they are all about him, potencies he vaguely feels
stirring within himself. . .

Now there can be little doubt that the the aspiration
and longing of the primitive is the best and most valuable part
of him -- just as my aspiration and your aspiration are the
most valuable part of use And just as his aspiration and longirg
make his religion, our aspiration and longing make our religion,
Whatever religion we may profess, whatever our creed or belief,
we can be no better than our own indifidual aspirations, our
longings -- our dreams, HJust as he must depend upon his man-
agement of his longings and dreams for his mental health, so
must we depend for our mental health upon our management of
our longings and dreams. - And we should not be satisfied with
our own individual religious achievement unless it gives us
abundant mental health -- unless our lives are full of zest,

of joyous gladness, and an amerukehgwed sense of profound

well-be ing:\
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“If I am right in these conclusions, we have & never-
failing test of the individual religious health. A nervous
breakdown is a religious failure, absolutely impossible where
religion is functioning normally. All the lesser mental dis-
tudbances -- moodiness, irritability, timidity,, and that haunt-
ing unrest, that vague feeling that things are not as they
should be, are symptoms of a religion out of order. If I am
right there is no such thing as being without a religion.

Bvery man, woman and child worships something, and what he
worships is his god -- whether he calls it that or not,

"You are familiar with the saying that every man has his
price, which merely means that there is something that is of
absolute value in the life of each of us -- something for which
we are willing when it comes to the pinch to sacrifice all else.

If that happens in your life to be love, you will subscribe to

the idea that God is love; if you worship justice, you will say
that God is Justice, while to another God is Wisdom, or ¥ruth,
It is not possible for us, as finite human beings to conceive of
God in any other waye. Our minds are not big enough to picture
the infinite, and so, however sure we may be that there is only
one God, we have to admit that there there are as many concep-
tions of God as there are people, and no two conceptions can
be altogether alike.,

*"?hen in a sense we, like the primitive man, create our
own God -- since we create our own conception of @ods Lin my

religion, God not so much what we believe in as what we worship,

hlIIIIllllllllllllllllllllllllIIIII---------------------------J
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If a man professes Christianity,'believing' in the Christian
God -- ¥ather Som, and Hody Spirit -- but consentatésshissen-
tire 1life to the business of money getting, then his passion,

higs sacrifice,

his worship, is for money. and he is decelving hlmself. Hls

&) 3y Jor e
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professed religion is but althsnry his real rellglon 1s some-
thing quite different. We/decelve ourselves in this way be-
cause we forget that religion, whatever else it may mean, in-
variably means sacrifice, Worship means both sacrifice ‘and
passion. There is no religion without both sacrifice and pas-
sion; and if I want to be honestly awmre of my genuine religious
conditien, my religious health, 1 must study my own rullng pas=
actual
sions, and discover the nature of myﬁ%acrlflces.

Then let us ask ourselves; however pathful such question-
ing may be, 'What, honestly, am i worshipping? What actually
occupies the shrine in the foreground of my daily life? Zor
what do I Xabor and sacrifice? In short, what more thah all
else do I want? This is a profoundly religious question, &
probing for those underlying needs so often overlaid and con=-
cealed hy lesser'needs. For what 1 want most -- my greatest
longing -- is my search for Yod. It may be noble, it may be
most ignoble and unworthy, but it is the measure of my reli-

gious growth and health.

"Qake for example e ca@g’of John Doe. His religious

beliefs', re orthodox. wé;t t o, Sunday Schoel thzoug out
his ¢ 1dhood and 4oMed the Ch gt Church e;;}}\::\Put hat

abbut his ‘actual religious development? boyhood his genui




96

"YIn closing I want to thank you for the very cordial
welcome vou have given me."

Back to my seat, I wonder -- How quiet they are --
not a sound. Are they shocked by my conceptions of religion
and &od? Do they realize how far from orthodox 1 am? Are
they wondering how Dr. Sigourney will react to my remarks?
He's standing up there -- where % was a moment ago -- He --

"We are very grateful to Mr. Sterling for the point of
view he has given us. He has brought home to us the fact which
we are so prone to forget that religion and life are inseparable,
To be superficially religious is impossible. ?he thought that
all of us, even those we regard as unreligious, are alike in
the possessipp of the religious function, the difference being

and the manner
only in the objechpf our worship is new to me, and furnishes
much food for further thinking. Let us pray."

Is he really praying, or is he talking through God to
his listeners., That's what public prayer always seems like
to me. I couldn't talk to God -- my God -- aloud and to an
audience. But then I can't judge others by myself.

I wish € could get a good look at Ethel Melvin. That
big hat entirely shaded her face. Perhaps 1 can see her after
the meeting. He's praying for the president and our rulers
at Waéhington. I couldn't do that. I couldn't pray for any-
things Prayver to me is a listening -- a clearing of the air,
a doing away with evexy other inte}est in order that I'may

CAn &

get rather than éeeive a message. '"orld without end, amen,'

.




worspipuwas the Yale football team, and the Yale pennant

which hung in his room filled précisely the smme office in hié
life that was filled by the symbol of the cross in the lives
of the early Shristians. Hw worshipped with utmost devotion,

balking at no sacrifice in its service
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He's announcing a hymn -- number seventeens Miss Harrison at
the organ -- playing it ~- iHow religious music well played
does stir one's longing and make one worship!

He leadeth me, Oh blessed thought,

Oh words with heavenly comfoxt fraught!

Where'ere I go, where'ere I be,

§till 'tis God's hand that leadeth me.

True enough. True for everybody,. That which we wor-
shp is bound to lead us. If my God is love it is love that
leads me, if money, I'm led: by the dollar marke ﬁothing has
changed. We still create our own gods, ﬁorship the.gods we
create for ourse¢lves, and are in turn created by the gods we
worshipe ‘'Where'ere I go, where'ere I be,' I'm certain led
for better or for worse by the hand of my god.

Ah, we're being dismissed -- May the peace of Yod which
passeth all understanding be and abide with us all! I wonder
how many of these people have it -- the peace of Yod! I won-
der -- |

Must be tney have a social time -- Mrs. Klein intro-
ducing me -- 1 can't remember all these names "How do you do,
Mrs. Hudson -- #irs. Jones -- Mr., #11lis -- 1 wonder -- No,
Mrs. Melvin and the éirl aren't waiting to be sociable =--
they're leaving, and I didn't set & good view of her face.
Wvell -- Tomorrow -- "How do yolt do, Mmiss McLeod -- drs. Mce
Leod -- And Lr. Sigourney."

"I'd like to have a little talk with you, Mr. Sterling,
Could you stop a bit -- in my study?"

"Oh, thank you, Dr. Sigourney, I'm with mrs. Klein --"




"That's all right, Mr. Sterling. I'll go home with Niss
Harrison. Gome on Miss Harrison. Take me off Mr. Sterling's
hands so he can stay and get acquainted with Dr. sigourney."

fhey're gone -- everybody -- §hd now --

- "Come into my study, Mr, Sterling, where we can be com-
fortable -- and uninterrupted,"

His study =-- back behind the pulpit -- 1s he going to
have me up on the carpet so to speak -- for heresy? He's no
doubt shocked by my implications, though he was very kind about
it -- thanking me and all that. Lis study -- worn a little as
to fumniture, just disorderly enough to be homelike =-- simply
lined with books! The man's a reader!

"I'd like very much to know more about your religious
beliefs, Mr, Ster.iing."

"If you mean beliefs that I hold passionately -- if you
meaen dogma -- I have none. I don't beliéve in beliefs. Beliefs
harden with the years, become rigid< and choke the religious
life, Beliefs belong to the rational side of life and should
be left to science with an open mind, developing in the light of
new discovery and research, It's the irrational side of life --
the emotional side -- that belongs to religion,"

He walking up and down the study -- up and down! I've
disturbed his mind -- terribly! I'm sorry. I'd like to be

friends with him, but == I can't do it except on the basis of

franknesse
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> . “If religion is not belief, what is it? EXperienc§§\.)'jw
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can't separate religious experience from religious belief!
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iyur theory interests me -- that man cannot be without religion.
hat of all the unbelievers -- the scoffers!"

"Some of the 'unbelievers' are much more religious than

your machine-made “hristians -- who merely 'profess Christianity?,

glibly repeat the Apostles Creed on Sunday, and then go about
the business of their real religion, which is wholly seculer and
inexpressibly cheap., No man's religion can he better than his
dreams, which come out of the unconscious and tell the truth
about nis worships and his %od,."

"Sit down, Mr. Sterling -- sit down."

"foank you, Dr. Sigourney. Von't you sit down, too?"

He's sitting, but he'd rather not. Underneath his self=- '
control he's desperately excited. I'm sorry, but --

"You get this view of religion from psychoznalysis? From
Freud?"

®"From psychoanalysis, but not from Freud. Freud's

psychoanalysis leads to suppressed sexuality; Jung's leads to

suppressed religion, I prefer Jung, because sexuality must
be suppressed and religion need not be -- it needs only to be -
understood and one has an inexhaustiable spring of renewed lifeo"
"And can you explain to me more fully your understanding :
of it?"
"I can tell you the little story that Dr. Markus, my

physician tells his patientse"
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“If you please =-- 1'd be very grateful., Religion, you
know is my life-work, and -- Modern ideas make it difficult --
very difficult. Tell me your physician's story."

“It's the story of John Doe, and the average religious
life, Dr. Sigourney. John Yoe went to Bunday school as & child,
believed in God, and joined the church early, not because he
had any convicfdbdn of sin, hut because the church music and the
beauty of the service made him sentimental. His real god was
the Yale football team, and the Yale pennant which hung in his
room filled precisely the same office in his life that was filled
. by the symhol of tre cross in the lives of the early ®hristians.
He worshipped with utmost devotions, balking at no sacrifice in
its service.s And according to our psychology he might have
done worse, for -- I fear this will shock you, but -- the
duality argx¥xigrx of the worship, the ferfor, is more important
than the object worshipped. ¥or the one indispensable feature
without which any worship is worthless in the integration of
one's life under a powerful major motive.

To illustrate what he means by integration Dr, Markus
describes the lack of it in the average child dressing himself,
®low, dreaming, dawdling, he makes of each garment a separate
task, of each takk a burden, of the whole process a tedious
series of mountainous molehills. But imagine him dressing to
go to the circus! Only one task now, getting ready as quickly
as possible, and every garment is a part of that task, falling
into place almost of itself while the child, intent upon his
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major purpose, is illumined by that joyous sense of well-being
that is never absent when the quest for God is prospering."

"The quest for God?"

"Gode That which ié most potent in our lives. The
Greatest Good -- the thing we worshipe The most searching test
of the value of any worship is the completeness and permanence
of the integration it begtows; and the most searching test of
integration is the depth apd duribility of the sense of well=-
being which accompanies it,

“John Doe's life was integrated under EH? major purpose
of the Yale football team, Both work and play belonged to the
business of preparing for college and making the team, and his
duties were performed easily and quickly, with the joyousness
inseparable from religious health. But after going to college
and making the team he was slightly injured in a practice game.
The injurgzzggld have been of small consequence had he not been
making a god of football, deprived him of his Greatest Good,
and he descended into hell -- as one always does whn one loses
one's god,

Hell, in our psychology, is a state of mind -- the dis-
integration which inevitably follows the passing of an outgrown
or cast off gode It's a very real experience, I can assure
you, Dr. Sigourney. Every duty and obligation becomes once
more a separate task as the integrated life falls apart upon the

remval of the major purpose which held it together. zhe fact

that one's major purpose is one's god is a psychological truth
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of .the most vital importance, Dr. Sigourney. Whoever imagines
that his god is something other than the major purpose in his
life has a 'God' is & ther a purely intellectual concept or else
a purely sentimental indulgence, and in either case there is no
religious connotation. Man's religion is hig longing, and when
" the object of his longing loses its value or disappears, his
life disintegrates, and the boundless sense of well-being gives
way to an equally boundless wretchedness and despair as the
psychic energy, the interest which we call itheiddbido stream
is checked and dispersede

And so John Doe lost his interest in everything, failed
in his studies, and brooded over his general worthlessness ard
the futility of life. Even his wholssome ideals of honor and
clean living, the children of his former god, began to desert
him in the general disintegration of his life. Upon such an
excursion into hell =-- you know as well as 4, lLr, Sigourney --
many a man resorts to drink or sexuality or commits suicide,
or becomes neurotic or insane; and many another experiences in¢
what you call salvation by means of orthodox religious conver-
sion. John experienced salvation for the time being -- that is
he escaped from from hell, renewed his god, released the checked
libido stream and reintegrated his life, though not after the
orthodox manner.

When Lr, Markus tells this story, he stops here to define
salvation. Hell, disintegration, is our chastisement for wor-

shipping unworthily, a god not great enough to prevent a one-
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sided integration which neglects some of the many human essen-
tials. The neglect of human esscntials is always punished by
the illness or death of the god permitting it, and god-renewal
always comes out of the neglected portion of existence in the
form of a dream or aspiration,wh:longingihiftherto supptessed and
and unrecognized, which is able now for the first time to get a
conscious hearing only because of the unusually depressed tide
of conscious interest, As we look at it, hell and salvation
constitute the normal psychological mechanism of god=-renewal,
and the new god always comes 'out of Nazareth', the hitheito
undervalued and neglected if not despised side of life,

"That explains why John Doe, ;ying on the ground in the
far corner of the campus, his mind a bﬂank as if he were
asleep, was able to hear the voice of neglected longing and be
'born again', brought back to a renewed life, by the dream of a
girl back home., Sentiment! He had always despised it! And so
his new god cam out of Nazareth, as new gods must, and the weddirg
ring took the place of the Yale pennant. Once more he worshipped,
gave utmost devotion, balked at no sacrifice, and with that joy-
ous sense of well-being fully restored, reintegrated his life
undexr a new major purpose‘which revived and greatly enlarged his

former ideals of honor and clean living., This was life! Love,

marriage, a home -- children, perhaps! 4in order to make it

possible he took the first job that offered, and became time-

keeper in an abﬁgan factory,.

—
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But the new integration was only slightly less one-sided
than the old, and his new god soon contracted a wasting disease
and gradually lost potency. His wife was by no means the para-
gon he had imsgined her, and the children she bore and spoiled
for him were a cruel disappointment. And so, as the relentless
process of disintegration set in, existence became drab and
burdensome. Being very human he blamed his wife instead of his
god for the wretchedness that was creeping upon him; but his
ideals, the children of his former gods, kept him from desertion.
He had to suppnort his family, of course, but what a grind of
work! Ash cans! He went ahout his business in a state of numb
endurance as the shades of hell again closed in around him,

"And then one night as he was shaking down the furnace =--
mechanically, for the ebbing libido had left his mind in a leth-
argic state of waking sleep -- a higherto neglected longing to
make something of himself managed to break through into con-
sciousness and get a hearing, He had a dream -- an inventor's
dream about ash cans =-- that brought him wide awake with a jerk,
True, he hated ash cans, but this -- A new and better and
cheaper way of making the wretched things! And so in a dream,
and out of the neglected Nazareth of his life, came the despised
ash can following the Yale pennant and the wedding ring in the
procession of his gods. Once more he worshipped, gave utmost
devotion, balked at no sacrifice, and reintegrated his life
under a renewed major purpose, with a renewed sense of boundl@ss

hope and well=-being,.




1086

But this time, as often happens when the new god is wholly
secular, the ideals bhorn of the earlier gods were carelessly
discarded along with the sgods which begot tkem. In the worship
of 8uccess he grew hard and selfish, suppressing essential human
kindness and sympathy, despising the 'unsuccessful' as before he
had despised ash cans, and exploiting them -- always within the
law  -- whenever their exploitation could serve the god Success,
which dominated him for many years, drove hi m hard, and finally
wore him out. Rich powerful and weary, he began to ask himself
what it was all about. And so, like the god of sport, and the
god of love, the god of success also sickened and dies, not
being big enough for the job of integration a human being.,
Interested in nothing, overwhelmied by the futility of all thing,
half mad with insomnia, the Ash Can King deséended once more
into khat hell of lowered interest where the inner voices are
audible to him will but heede.

"It's always in a dream that salvation come to us -- our
own dream, or the dream of some other person whose needs are
identical with ours. John Doe dreamed of the terrified scream=-
ing of a child he could not find, tried desperately to find but
invariably awoke from his few snatches of sleep with its screams
actually ringing in his ears. Unable to escape'so persisteﬁt
a message from his unconscious as this symbol of helpless terror
which haunted his waking as well as his sleeping dreams, his
conscious mind became obsessed with the certainty that it wag a

message struggling to break through -- that there was something
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there which he must bring to birth as the mother must bring to
bith her unborn child. But his conscious mind labored in vain,
At last he hegan to pray -- not the sort of prayer which tells
god what one wants, but the prayer which struggles to learn what
God wants -- the type of prayer which, when it becomes habitual,
gives one the right to spell God with a capital letter. And God
spoke again out of Nazareth, the neglected quarter of his life
from which good was least expected, and John Doe knew that he
had been hearing the cry of the underprivileged children of the
world, especially of the poor hé had despised and exploited. Ad
so the symbol of the child he could not find replaced the ash
can, and the ring, and the pennant, and he found himself worship-
ping a God who lived within himself, of whom by means of prayer,
he could catch glimpses as so be led on and on into a genuine
and permanent religious life of experience instead of mere

belief,

"You see, Dr. Sigourney, we find that the religious
mechanism so exquisitely taught by Jesus in the symbolic language
he loved is psychologically true. God is real, hell is real,
salvation is real -- daily experiences in our practical living.
We actually muct be born sgain -- and again and again until
finally we bear and are born by that God, that Greatest Good

that is great enoughe"
Mr. Sterling,
"You don't believe at alL«?n an absolute, eternal and

omnipotent God, maker of heaven and earth?" His voice is re-

strained and a little hoarse. This sort of thing shocks him
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beyond endurance, and he's an old man --= I wish -- "And yet
Mr. Sterling.

you talk of prayer! Can you pray to a God that is within you --

merely a part of yourself?"

"I'm sorry, Dr. Sigourney. I shouldn't have forced my
my religious opinions upon you, I -="

“You've forced nothing upon me. I've asked you --

These modern ideas -- I want to understand them. It's my
business to understand them. How can you pray to something
within yourself?"

"Since the beginning of time, Dr. Sigourney, men have
prayed to and been inspired by the god that lives within them-
selves. Our psychology teaches us that what we worship is al=-
ways something from within ourselves. %The projection of God
is an illusion that science is making impossible for the éd=-
ucated and informed. JMost of us must choose between finding
God within ourselves or doing without him -- which is psycho-
logically impossibles And the God within is a fact -- a souzrce
of inspiration by which man has climbed out of animalism, ané
is climbing out of barbarism. And prayer is a fact, an ex-
perience, a technique by which we can deliberately lower the
conscious interest instead of waiting for a hell of disinte=-
gretion to do it for us. We keep our God within constantly
growing and vigorous by prayer -- the practice of prayer.

By prayer we can avcid disintegration, restlessness, uncertain-
ty, boredom and despair, and keep our mental and moral sanity,

our religious nealthe"
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"It's not Christianity, Mr. Sterling. I -- I'd like
to tell you something that -- that I haven't been able to tell
anyone else. When my older son went to college he was -- at
keast I thought he was a €hristian. I felt sure that he was
safe. But he came home bitter against all religion. He is
considerate enough to discuss it only with me -- but to me has
been bitterly anti-religious since his junior year at ccllege.
It quite broke my heart, but I felt the younger boy would be
able to help me. He was more religious than his brother, more
deeply religious, intending to go into the ministry to my very
great happiness. And so =-- I talked it over with him. He was
to look into the subject of evolution, and find its weaknspots,
and help to bring his brother back to Christ.

"Wou can imagine my grief, then -- my desperation -- when
he, too, came home practically an ateist.s Right here in this
study he told me. His face was white, and his bitteirness was
a soul-searing anguish that went far beyond that of his brother.
This pappened at Christmas time. He denounced me and my re-

ligion as childish and worse. He called it superstition =--

medieval, and rédiculous,

"I didn't know what to say. I'm a student of Greek and
Latin -- the classics of the theological student. I couldn't
answer his arguments because I was not a student of modexrn
sciences I told him he was not fair to turn against me -- that
he must give me his books, let me study what he had studied and

| then I would answer him.
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"And so, since Christmas, 1've been reading -- studying
under the direction of my college-boy son, and --"

The poor old man! He's out of his chair, walking up and
down agalin -- up and down! This is awful! I never saw such an
undisguised anguish short of --

"“Mr, Sterling," his voice is hoarse and broken -- "My
boys are right. *he evidence is overwhelming., I believe in
evolution -- I myself, who was going to bring them back te
Christe I'm losing my faith in the Bible} (&ém kosing -- the
God I've worshipped, the God I've preached! I don't know what
to do! I sometimes think I'm going mad! To give up the
Christianity that has been my life -- and my work --"

"But why give up Christianity, Dr. Sigourney?"

"Because religion =-- all religion -- is merely mythologyi™"

"But that doesn't mean that it must be given up. It only
means that it must be understood differently -- interpreted
differently., All religion is mythology, but mythology is the
symbolic expression of the dreams, the longinge, the aspirations
of mankind, and man's dreams, longings and aspirations are the
valuable part of him, the significant part, the key to his past
~progress and future possibilities. Accepting this, what have
you lost? Haven't you merely substituted mystery for magic?
Beyond the frontiers:s of knowledge sbéemce and religion meet
in humility, and facts give way to symbols, and certainty to

hypothesis and asniration. and there's ample scope for those

who bepes¥orin immortality to hope on.

e
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"Wothing can take the God within away from anybody who
has once found Him. And all the beauty of the Ghristian symbol-
ism and worship is left to us, infinitely more beautiful than wian
desecrated by the crudities and vulgarities of the literal in-
terpretation, ?he efficacy of prayer is left to us. ©nce weu
get the other point of view, Dr, Sigourney, we've lost nothing --
nothing at all.

"And see what we've gained! First, if orthodox Christian-
ity consists of the dreams of Christians about the dreams of
Christ, we've gained the right to charge the impossible dogma
of the middle ages as well asfthe hideous crimes and persecutions
and witch-burnings, and intolerances of "Christianity" sgainst
the individual '®hristians whé have dreamed bad dreams. And we'w
gained the incalculable priviiege of dreaming our own dreams a-
bout the dreams of Christ or ény other source of spirituel in-
spiration, unintimidated by shch ancient and modern bigots as
have striven to force their dreams upon us. that's a revolu-
tionary liberation of the individual intuition, and it brings
with it the possibility of a complete integration. We no
longer have a 'lower nature' that must be regarded as worse
than useless, apdlogized for, repudiated and stamped out by
a so=called higher nature; we have instead a persona and & soul,
opposed but necessary, to be equally accepted, and respected,
and valued =-- apersona which is our outer personality, and a
soul that labors and creates our dreams, with the constant help

of the God within. The persona would be useless without the




soul, the soul would be useless without the persona. Through
our religious technique we make them work together in and
through a higher integration which overlooks no essential ele-
ment of balanced and‘beautiful.living. Our unrest is gone,
there is no more boredom, and life under any and all cifecum=-
stances becomes an inspired experience."

"Perhaps -~ perhaps, sr. Sterling. But to me it is
empty -- except for the dust and askss of my old faitho"

“There's no human experisnce more painful, uvr. 8igourney,
¢itheri:dn the individual or the collective life, than the laying
aside of a worship that's been outgrown."

"No, I'll think over what you've saide I == I'll see
you again. It's done me good to talk with you, at any rates
I've haq.hobody to talk with -- gpout these things. BEven my
wife would not understand, and my sons are -- bitteres I'll

hope to talk with you again.®






