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THE MAN FROM ZURICH

For one who less than two years ago had made an earnest
if unsuccessful attempt at suicide, Robert Sterling was finding
life in postwar Washington remarkably livable. Thanks te Dr.
John Markus, the man frem Zurich, who lived as well as taught
the gospel according to the Zurich school of modern psychology,
he had been 'born again', a process that was of the essence of
psychoanalytical science philosophically distilled and reep-
pearing as the essence of religion.

A wierd and dreamlike struggle

3

fighting he had seen in France,Eguﬁfbegun in the Walter Reed

more horrible than any

Hospital, had been carried from there to St. Elizabeth's Hos-

pital for the insane, that crowded little comminity of devil

fighters looking down upon the Capitol €ity from the Anacostia

hills, and had been finished ~-- the final skirmishes won and
himself

peace betwequ}xx and his alienated soul declared -- in Dre

Mgrkus! WardmanzParknépartment where his physician had invited

"} =

him to come and ‘be~at. home. T A

"A hospital for the insane is no place for you, Sterling.
I'm going to take you home with me -~ if you'll come?" He had
looked with distaste upon the walls of St. Elizabeth in whose
grounds theY were walking while they talked. "It's for those
who need it, but =-- You're saner by far than nine tenths of

our free American citizens. Will you come home with me?"

"It would be an imposition, Lr. markus! ¥our wife --"




®"Left this morning for New York. Sails tomorrow for
Switzerland to investigate the children we left in school over
there a year ago. Thinks they se$~need a bit of maternal
overhauling.’ You may not know it,, but you're darn good com-
pany,(ste;ling;\lcome along and Z
the emptiest place in the wezledd ALt O,

€elp me hold down and fill up
fl

Robert Sterling. accordingly movq?/from ﬁishlngton 8
asylum for the insane to ene of 1ts-meéﬁ—?epular~asylums{for
the sane, where without leaving the premises you‘géu¥e éuy &,
tooth brush, order a suit of clothes, go swimming, attend the
theater, listen to dinner music or dance to the lilting jazz
of thelﬁardman'Park Hotel orchestraos This agreeable change
wir+CIP marked $he passing from illness to health eeewsrwed in
the fall of 1920,

Throughout a mild and open winter golf and horseback
riding in Rock Creek Park brought his body back to its prewar
vigor; mornings in the reading room of the Longressional
Library exploring phileséphies, worlds of thought more fascin-
ating than primitive civilizations or polar contineats, had
given him an insatiable if detached interest in naive humanity
so feverishly creating itself; while the theater, significant
as a psychological phenomenon quite aside from its artistic
value, was at its worst amusing, at its best an emotional out-

let comparabhle to the old-fashioned religious revival or the

older fashioned Dionysian orgy,

But the satisfactions of park, library and theater were

unimportant compared with the priceless companionship of the mmm




man from.&urich, who was so much more than physician -- more
even than friend. How much more than friend Sterling hardly
dared admit. As well as any specialist he understood the
problem of 'transference to the physician', the 'resolution'
of which was the final task of the psychoanalyst in the case
of every patient« Psychic energy -- interest, love, libide --
released from the tormenting complexes that had been ferreted

out of the unconscious and consciously dealt with and disposed

- ' =
of, was transferred to the analyst who consequently became the

more or less embarrassed recipient of the passionateness that
fﬁ/i —{«f

31n?e primeval time mankind hae poured out upogﬂparent /woman.
and god. Acquainted as he was with the precesses by which

analysts were accustomed to free themselves from an idolatry
as unwelcome te them as it was prejucicial to the patient he
wondere%ﬁ;hat Markus did nof\make the usual effort to.qe# rid
of hime LW« e but eXplanationA the—phys—i-em——in

M "-'\ A "*.' : &Yy & > v\ \ i
this casl”deslred the frlendshlp of the patient and was leav-

ing to him the responsibility of severing the bond between
them at whatever time andiin-whatewer manner he waw fite.

Not wishing to sever the bond Sterling compromised by
tempering his devotion. He avoided both worship and senti-
mentality by allowing his renewed urge toward life te carry
him into Hudéepervunderstending of life and of himself. But
‘the parent and son re%aj nsgig‘existed between them in spite

of the mere decade enns__sapnraﬁed—ihelr birthdays, and since
Sterling had only fading memories of his actual parents, <€




THE MAN FROM 2URICH

For one who less than two years ago had made an earnest
if unsuccessful attempt at suicide, Robert Sterling was finding
life in postwar Washington remarkably livable., Thanks te Dr.
John Markus, the man from zurich, who 2immd—=s—well—as>taught
the gospel according to the aurich school of modern psychology,
he had been 'born again', a process that was of the essence of
psychoanalytical science,philosophically distilleq!and reap-
pearing as the essence of religion,

A wierd and dreamlike struggle, more horrible than any
fighting he had seen in krance, was begun in the Walter Reed
Hospital, had been carried from there to St. Elizabeth's Hos-
pital for the insane, that crowded little community of devil
fighters looking down upon the capitol city from the Anacostia
hills, and had been finished -- the final skirmishes won and
peace between himself and his alienated soul declared -- in
Dr, Markus' Wardman Park apartment where his physician had
invited him to come and to remain,

“A hospital for the insane is no place for you, Sterling.
I'm going to take you home with me -- if you'll come?* He had
looked with distaste upon the walls of St. Elizabeth's in whose
grounds they were walking while they.talked. "“It's for those
who need it, bu} -- You're sagner by far than nine tenths of
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our freeAmeriean—citémens. Will you come home with me?"

“It would be an imposition, uvr. Markus! Your wife --*




“Left this morning for New York. Sails tomorrow for
Switzerland to 1nvestig§te the children we left in school
over there a year ago. -ﬁﬁiﬁk&fthey mx;:need a bit of maternal
overhauling. You may not know it, Sterling, but you're darn
good company. Come along and help me hold down and fill up

the emptiest place in the universel®
OINA-

Accordingly Robert bteI%}?% ?gvag fﬁg?:t?ehing%en—s-
asylum for the insane to one of <its favorite asylums for the
sane, where without leaving the premises you migbt buy a
toothbrush, ordér a suit of clothes, go swimming, attend the
theater, listen to dinner music or dance to the lilting jazz
of the wardman Park Hotel G%chestra. 1his agreeable change
marked his passing from illness to health in the fall ef 1920,

Throughout a mild and open winter golf end horseback
riding in Rpck Creek Paxrk brought his body back to its prewar
vigor; mornings in the reading room of the Congressional
Library exploring philesophies, amazing worlds of thought mere
fascinating than primitive c1v1lizat10na or polar continents,
had given him an insatiable if detached interest in naive
humanity so feverishly ereating itself;- while the theater,
significant as a psychological phenoménon quite aside from itg
artistic value, was at its worst amusing, at its best an
emot
revival or the older fashioned Dionysian orgye.

But the satisfactiens of park, library and theater were

unimportant compared with the priceless companionship of the:




man from Zuriech, who was so much more than physician -- more
even than friend. How much more than friend Sterling hardly
dared admite As well as any specialist he understood the
problem of 'transference to the physician', the 'resolution'
of which was the final task'of the psychoanalyst in the case
of every patient. Psychic energy -- interest, love, libido --
released from tﬁe tormenting complexes that had been ferreted
out of the unconscious and consciously dealt with and disposed
of, was transferred to the analyst who consequently became the
more or less embarrassed recipient of the passionateness that
since primeval time has been poured out upon the-pirent,
woman, and the gode Acquainted as he was with the processes by
which analysts were accustomed to free themselves from an idol-
atry as unwelcome to them as it was prejudicial to the patient,
he wondered that Markus did not make the usuel effort to be rid
of him. The only peossible explanation was that in this case
the physician desired the friendship of the patient and was
leaving to him the responsibility of severing the bond between
them at whatever time and in whatever manner he saw fite

Not wishing to sever the bond Sterling compromised by
tempering his devotion. He avoided both worship and sentimen=-
tality by allowing his renewed urge toward life to carry him
into a deeper understanding of life and of himself. But the
parent and son relationship existed between them in spite of
the mere decade between their birthdays, and since Sterling

possessed no more than fading memories of his actual parents,




he found himself quite childishly loath to mske what Markus
called 'the sacrifice', youth's renunciation of infantile in-
dolence and freedom at the relentless call of !biological des-
tiny' -- to sweat and toil under the #dneéscapable lash of matur-
ing ambition and desire. Rejuvinated, snatched so to speak from
the scrap heap in his early thirties, Sterling was remarkably
content, untroubled by ambition and desire -- fbor the time being,

Turning the situation over in his thoughts at an April
breakfast table, "Markus," he began -- the question had been
lying there unasked for months -- "after what I've been through
have I a right to marry and have children?"

"Good lordl Yes!. Why not?" The clean-cut Markus fea-
tures were lit by surprise kindling into reassurance. "Nothing
hereditary about your trouble. That shocking experience at the
end of your childhood -~ a trééedy so dreadful you'd never been
able te talk about it to anyone till you told me about it --
and even then after twenty years you could hardly get it out.
That was what made you so reticent. BExcessively aloof from
young companionship. Serious. Studious. #Much better for
your engineering work that:it was for you., At the outbreak
of the war you were one-sided but not -- certainly not more
neurotic than the average American business man. &And after
the war -- analyze your situation. Professional interests
gone. In their place a serious injury. WNéthinothingcabead but
a dreary, tedious and intensely painful convalescence the out-

come of which was decidedly doubtful, your habitual reticence




he found himself quite childishly loath to make what Markus
called 'the sacrifice', youth's renunciation of infantile in-
dolence and freedom at the relentless call oﬁ biological des-
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tiny -- to sweat and toil under the,lash of maturing ambition
and desire. Rejuvinated, snatched so to speakuffom the scrap-
heap in his early thirties, Sterling was remarkably content,
untroubled by ambitions or desires -- for the time being,

Turning the situation over in his thoughts one April
morning at breakfast, "Markus," he began -- the question had
been lying there unasked for mdnths -~ "“after what I've been
through have I a right to marry and have children?"

"Good lord! Yes! Why not?® The clean-cut Markus
features were 1lit by surprise kindling into reassurance.
"Nothing hereditary about youf\ffgﬁ?iéf-b???tﬂfﬂpéféég experi-
ence at the end of your childhood --;éo’ﬁﬁbékihéfhdu'd never
even beiﬁ\abl to speak of it to any;ne till you told me about
it == andﬂaftef”;;énty years you could hardly getlitecout! That
was what made you so reticent. Excessively ?eticeﬁfﬁ\ Aﬁp 4
from young companionship.,1T09=£ériousranQ_S%udiou;;Ahkgeffer
for your engineering‘gggéies than it was for you. At the out-
break of the war you were one-sided but not -- certainly not [
more neurotic than the average American business man. ﬁégggta
after the war -- just analyze your situation. Your professional

interests were gone, and in their place was a very serious in-

jury. With nothing ahead but a dreary, tedious and intensely

painful convalescence the outcome of which was decidedly doubtful
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Sterling covered an intensity of relief which indicated how
heavily the question had been weighing upon him, by pouring

redoubled, you didn't have a handhold on life -- not a handhold.
tf there'd “been a father or mother, brother or sister; wife or
child -- ur lacking all of thesey, if you had been less ret-
icent, able to make friends; of if you'd had the religious L
o ”k‘y%%}have]now,‘llfe-n.ght ave been worth the effort.
%Eéhtnlt ave wanted to. snuff it out. And that little

(=

episode over at St. Ellzabeth's\-- it was faulty treatment that
took you there. Should never héﬁe happened. Means no more

than anybody's nightmare. I should have told you this before --
not left you wondering. Certainly ;g By all means, merry.

Who is she, Sterling?" \

"Haven't found her yet. Haven'g been looking. Only
wanted to know -- in case.® Sterling cream into his coff-
eeswhich reminded him to notice whether Markus had had cream.

He had, but was studying his coffee aévébmething were
wrong with it -- dipping the spoon in and out, observing it
critically. Odd: Breakfast, always of the best, came regu-
larly from the hotel kitchen and seemed beyond criticism to
Sterling. He tasted his coffee and found it excellent. Curi-
osity finally broke his silence. "What do you see in that
cup of coffee, Markus?"

"VWortices," beamed Markus, continuing widle.his observa-
tions., "Cyclonic storms in miniature, clockwise and counter-
clockwise. See! You put your spoon down in -- like that. A
little more slanting! That's it! Isn't that pretty?®

"Wery." Sterling laughed, quite as fascinated as Markps




redoubled, you didn't have a handhold on life -- not a handhold.

If there'd been a father or mother, brother or sister, wife or
child -- or lacking these, if you'd been less reticent, able to
megke friends; or if you'd had the religious essentials as you
have them now, life would have been worth the effort. You'd
not have wanted to snuff it out. And that little episode over
at St. Elizabeth's -- It was faulty treatment that took you
there. Should never have happened. Means no more than any-
body's nightmares I should have told you this before -- not
left you wondering. Certainly -- By all means, marry. Who

is she, Sterling?"

"Haven't found her yet. Haven't been looking. Only
wanted .to know -- in case. Sterling covered an intensity of
relief which indicated how heavily the question had been weigh-
ing upon himy by pouring cream into his coffee, which reminded
him to notice whether Markus had had the cream,

He had, but was studying his coffee as if something were
wrong with it, dipping the spoon in amiout, observing it crit-
ically. Odde. Breakfast, always of the best, came regularly
from the hotel kitchen and seemed beyond criticism to Sterlinge.
He tasted his coffee and found it excellent. CGuriesity finally
broke his silence. "What do you see in that cup, bMarkus?"

“Vortices," beamed Markus, continuing his observations.
"Cyclonic storms in miniature, clockwise and counterclockwise.
See! You put your spoon down in -- like that. A little more

slanting! That's it! Isn't that pretty?"
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agreed to answer anything they want to ask."
"Stagg affair?"
"No, I've invited the wives. Eveér meet Mrs. Oliver?"
"Once. ©She seemed very intellectual."
"She is, and less orthodox if possiblé than her husband;
and Mrs. Clements is her precise opposite, a feeling type who

questions nothing she was taught in childhood to believe."

Sterling came in from

- noon, bought daffodils and sweet peas with which to dress the
apartment, and piling up scattered newspapers and magazines
did his best to give the Markus abode that feminine touch that
in the absence of its mistress it usually lackede The dinner
was to be served from the hotel kitchen, and he put two tables
together and brought the chairs for the #m bedrooms in order
to seaﬁJi;;er COmers.,

As he dressed he wondered what such a mixture of types
would find to talk about, but he need not have concerned him-
self. They talked about their children, a subject of common
interest which naturally had not occurred to his bachelor
mind. The women began it immediately upon being introduced.
They told how many they had, and their names and ages,. and
JASBXWHEY contageous diseases ,BIFOUAZWAX before their wraps
had fairly been laid aside --. and the men listened ag. if it
were interesting. Domesticity was the keynote, and Sterling

was amused but decidedly out of his elemente And so he busied

himself
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himself with the waiters and their trays, putting a large bowl
of sweetpeas in the center of the damask covered tables which
looked quite conventionally like a fimllrgitellldéinner table,
Everything was as informal as possible and they seated them-
selves and were served with oyster cocktails, of which Markus
was fond,, still discussing they offspring with unabated in-
tereste.

"Wy hushand tells me, Dr. Markus, that you are educating
your children in Switzerland," said Mrs. Oliver, who might have
been forty-five but looked rather younger. . Sterling decided
that the education of children‘was undoubted the subject upper-
most in her obviously active mind. "“Is it because you think
the schools over there are better than ours?"

"Partly. They're doing especially well with:Langyeges --
speak English, lrench and @erman like natives. But it wasn't
altogether on that account

"Hd@uold are your children¥" inquired ﬁrs. Clements who
never spoke without changing the direction of the conversation.
Her white hair contrasted interestingly with a youthful fresh-
ness of complexion which made her age impossible to conjecturee.
Her question suggested that children of any age should not be
separated from their parents,

"The girl is fourteen, ,Mavkus replied. "The boys are
tvelvedandslen."

"And so far away?" The minister's lady was frankly

shocked. "But of course their mother is with them -- looking
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after them."

"She's been spending the winter over there trying to
get acquainted with them all over again without being in the
way," laughed Markuse. "But when she went over last fall she
hadn't seen them for a year."

#rs, Oliver took advantage of the other woman's speech-
less disapproval to rescue the conversation., “But why, lr.

markus? You haven't given us your real reason. Wwhat are you

aiming at?"

"Our aim is to apply-the new psychology as we see it to
the education of pur children. The infantile personality --"

"Dr, Markus =-* Mrs, Glements had now recovered her
voice == “Do you mean to tell me that you left those little
children away off there glone! Jlor g whole year!"

"Hardly alone, brs. Llements. Llhere were many other
children, and plenty of high:grade teachers, and friends who
could be counted upon in any emergency. bBut we did give our
children a full year in which they were absolutely unhampered
by the family relationship."

Mmrs, Vliver againgtdok:advantage of the speechlessness
of Mrs, “Ylements., “what were you saying about the infantile
personality, ur. harkus?“

"svery child who comes into the world has some sixteen
different ways of remaining permanently infantile,“ laughed

the physician of aouls.f[N@ﬂonefcan escapesz all of them, but

we want our childrem to escape as many as possible. it seems




to us that the problem of education ==*“

“But bLr. Markusl" #rs. tlements had recovered speeech
at laste "“To break family ties! They're so precious, don't
you think? Don't you think the breaking up of the home is
the greatest danger of these modern times? <the greatest evil?"

“No, 4 think the greatest danger of this or any other
period is the human mania for going to extremes. Une genera-
tion is whipped indiscriminately for every offense -- whipped
at school, whipped again at home for being whipped at shhoel,
And another generation is utterly unspanked -- undisciplined
in every waye. 4 don't know which is worse. &and its the same
with this question of home infiuence. Ihe children who aren't
morally enemic for the want of it are suffocated by an excess
of it. With ours -- well, of course it's too soon to say
how they!ll turn out. It's an experiment,"

"But how can you bear to experimenti" Mrs. Clement's
mind seemed to bounce about without ever for a moment penetras
ing anything. "I wouldn't dare experiment with a child of mine!*

| ”How do you help it?" inquired Mrs. Oliver sweetly try-
ing noﬁ to be sarcastic. "Isn't every child an experim%nt
from the day df'stborn®:nAnd isn't every experiment different
from every other? Are there any rules that can be trusted?"

"Rules, no." replied Markus. "But there are certain
fundamental principles that should be kept in mind."

"That's what I think," agreed Mrs. Clements. "But what

can you expect with everybody getting divorced. What are we
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going to do with the divorce evil, Dr. Markus?"“

"Bring our children up so that their minds can meet the
demends :of -physical maturity. Humam bodies mature as early as
they did in the stone age, but humém minds! What with depend-
ence upon parents throughout the college age -- we don't give
them a chance to mature while the urge to maturity is strong-
est. Our modern ideals of education make the fixation of in-
fancy almost inevitable. And when an adult infant who has been
carefully protected from the sweat and labor of human destiny
ﬂmarries expecting to acquire a mate who will also be a parent
there's nothing ahead but trouble."

- "And they marry too early, don't they!" said Mrs.,
blements, "Really --" They shouldn't marry till they're thirty.
That's what I always say. They should live a little firste"

Dr. Clements ignored his wife's contribution. “Will
sending them away to school in childhood insure their escape
from infantile fixation? Will it wean them from the parents?"

"Not necessarily, sinqe the school is very parental;
but it weans the parenté. from the children -- gives then the
chance to change their attitude, and get over this all too
parental manner, ®o many parents forget how to be anything
else with their children."

"How true that is," babbled Mrs. Clements. "I always
say, 'Once a mother always a mother.' ' After the first baby
comes you never really know what it is to sleep the night
through, but -- It's worth it, %hat's what I always saYy.
It's the sweetest thing in lifel"
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At this point XZmxkhexmmnxgxxaktmm Dr. Oliver, who had
been silently addressing himself to his dinner, boomed inte
conversation with aifairly startling bass. "The modern child
doesn't give you a chance to begin to drop the parental atti-
tude," he objected. "At ten and twelve and fourteen the young-
ster 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 nurtured upon mad-
ern sentimentality,.thie idiotic fad that there must be no
inhiwitions. Without inhibitidden there is no sublimation.
This age imagines it can reach $B& enlightenment without pass-
ing through the age of taboo. Impossible! It is by way of
the taboo that the individual like the race must achieve
civilization."

"Then you believe in early obedience?" asked Mrs. Oliver.

“So do I," chimed in Mrs. €lements. "“Just as soon as
you can reason with them. One should reason, shouldn't one?"

"Yes," Dr. Markus suppressed a smile. "But not to get
obedience. One gets obedience in order that one may reason --
in order that the child mey begip early to listen to reason.
The quicker you get a child into the age of taboo, the quicker
yoﬁ can get him through and beyond it. Every week, every day
if possible the child should feel himself older, stronger,
freers Childhood should be short, and sending the children
away Belps the parents to make it so -- keeps tﬁem from lin-

gering in the delights of infancy. If you know you're going

$o—turn-your-ehild -over to-somebody-els
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to turn your child over to somebody else at the age of nine
or ten, you won't procrastinate, What you are able to do for
him you will doe"

"They do grow so fast, don't they!" mourned Mrs. tlements.
"My .baby is nineteen, but -- I hold her close. ©She'll always
be a béby to me. I believe in holding them close, don't you,
Dr. Markus?"

»“In some ways -- yes," smiled the psychologist. "My
family will be united again soon. VWe plan a home in Chevy
Chase, and I hope for a close friendship with my children =-=-

a very close friendshipe"

Robert Sterling had listened to this discussion -- the
only one of its
RXrxExZRxthex sort at which he had ever been present -- at first
with amusement, then with an unwelcome sense of waking from
a delightful dream to the painful realization that he must
leave a warm bed and brave the chill afmasphere of an alien

only casually mentioned his children
world. Markus had REMBXXRAIBZUBEBEXMIEXBNIXAXBEXBEE -- Prob-
ably had a principle against talking domesticity except with
domestic people, but his silence on the subject had created an
illusion, These delightful bachelor months with a man who
only appeared to be a bachelor, but was was very much married,
was soon to bring his family together -- make a home for them
in Chevy Chase ==

A sudden and intense jealousy of Mrs. Markus and the

Markus children was little if any easier to bear because it

was understood. VWhat if one was merely suffering from the
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libido transferrence to the physician!

Had to get out =- that was what it amounted to. Should
have cleared out before this, and would have =- except for
something very like an infantile fixatione He had not been
financially dependent -- but wasn't he shockingly dependent
morally and spiritually? He tried to picture Markus with his
‘family about him and found himself hating the family!

Markus, whe could fall in so graciously with any human
situation -- played idiot's delight with the children from the
next apartment with the same enjoyment that he showed in the
discussion of Kant, Spinoza and Bergsom after the children
went home -- could be equally engaging in evening dress or
lounging about in his old clothes -- Was there anywhere in
the .world another human being with shuch charm -- who could
give such charm to life and make the world so warm and friendly?

The conversation regarding the education of the young
continued throughout the meal, Mrs. Clements bouncing about
in its midst, and Mrs. Uliver persistently and firmly gather-
ing up the scattered fragments, the minister occasionally
asking a significant question, and the scientist maklng-xalu-
abtéféoﬁ%?fiéiféh;, but sarkus speakln%Aw1th tﬁ;Y;uthorlty
of a deeper insight and a wider experience. Sterling forced
himself back to attention now and again without being able to
stay with it. <she unwelcome fact that he must leave this
pleasant place, shoudd have left before this, képt tﬁgging at
his thoughts. It was a wonder markus hadn't told him to get

out!




The dinner arrangements had scarcely been cleared awsay
before other guests began to drop in. &verything was most in-
formal, Markus himself opening the door for each new arrival.,
Among many Sterling had never met were several Bureau of Stand-
ards men -- evidently friends of Dr. Oliver, also Maury the
poet, Kern the painter, and twe men in the garbqqf the clergye.
The room was pretty well filled, since most of them had brought
their wives. Markus sat in gracious informality, at ease with
himself and the world, upon the piano stool,

"You've all -- or nearly all -- asked me at one time or
another about my religious convictions," he‘ﬁegan. "and I've
hesitated to answer because -- Well, my religion is a subject
that I don't like to discuss at all unless 1 canbe thorough
enough to make myself understood. But tonight 1'll answer
anything you care to ask. And in order that you may be frank,
unhampered by the opinions and preconceptions of others, sup-
pose you write your questions -- anonymously."

8terling assisted in the passing of pencils and paper
and then found a seat in the far corner of the room where he
might observe with a sense of nonparticipation. His questions
had long since been asked and ans@ered exhaustively, and the
religion of the Zurich school e¢f psychoanalysis was the very
foundation of his renewed existence.

It interested him that there was no conversation whatever,
no sound but the rustle of paper as many pencils stated the

religious problem from the widely different viewpoints of this
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most unsusual gatheringe. Intellectually the group was more or
less distmguished even for Washington. Most of the men were
members of the Cosmos €lub, which required for admission a
more than ordinary distinction in science, or literature, or
the fine arts, or the learned prefessions, or the public ser-
vice. Among them there was probably not one who questioned
the theory of evolution or the necessity of adapting religion
to the trend of modern thought or else dropping it entirely.
What would they ask?

Markus gathered up the questions, took them to the light
beside the piano where he looked them over,iwatrkanging them
with absorbed attemtion. "Interesting," he said. "Two thirds
of you have asked the same question -- stated differently, but
amounting to the same thing. 'What shall we teach our child-
ren?! We can neglect the religious problem for ourselves =--

besn. FNIYRAINIAA
or we can compromingbetween inteltectuadfand emotional riches,
But we would like our children to be rich both emotionally and
intellectually., Can we give them both intellectual enlighten-
ment and the comforts of religion?

“That‘s what mosttgftyouewant to know, but we'll take up
the other questions first: 'Do you believe in Ged? 'Do you
believe in pmmortality?' Do yo believe in prayer?' 'Do you
believe in the divinity of ¢hrist?' ‘'lLo you believe in the
unique inspiration of the Bible?' 'Do you believe in the
church?!

"Now these are intellectual, not religious questions.




My religion is not at all a belief, it is an experience. In-
tellectually I have to believe what my reason dictates; but I
could change my beliefs indefinitely according to whatever
facts l‘run across without effecting my religion. My religion
has to do with longings and aspirations transcending reasons%-

With deiiberate intention tiebert Sterling withdrew his
attention from the remarks of his friend and physician. Better
than any one preseﬁf\ better even that markus himself, he knew
theimeaning of religi&qB experience, what it waw to lose one's
soul == the disintegrat}gn of the personality whose religion
was out of order, the deégent into hell, the painful process
of being 'born sgain'. Hélmust complete his rebirth. He must
sacrifice -- break away frbm Markus.

The voluntary introversion, which under the teaching of
Dr. Markus became prayer, wés already second nature to Lr,
Markus! friend and disciplej He understood the energic theory
of ite By withdrawing all conscious interest in everything
within and without, the psychic energy th at is ordinarily ex-
pended upon consciousness flows into the the unconscious and
actiVates thé‘inner soul processes, But the practice was far
more vital than the theory. He had learned to dive into his
unconscious at will as one dives into a quiet pool, remain
there in a state that differed from sleep chiefly because con-
sciousness could be at any moment voluntarily resumed, and come
up again with something of inspiration if it were no more than

a peace of God quite literally past all uUnderstanding. But
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oftener than not he came out of thé:zdepths of prayer with very
much more than the peace of God -- with something of inspiration
intimagtely related to his practical purposes and problems, but
so superior to his conscious thinking that there could be ho

irreverence in accepting it as the gift of Gode

|

And so, while bodily present and a part of this gathering
of the friends of his friend, he withdrew into his own inner

kingdom and the company was breaking up when he retuzmned to

full awareness. As the door ctosed upon the last of his guests
sarkus looked at his wateh. "I must be going,® he saids “1'm
taking the night train to New ¥ork -- consultation.® He stepped
into his bedroom anxi whistled softly, ‘'lhe sidewalké of New
York,' and the sounds of a man gathering toilet necessities

inte a briefcase were audiblee "I'11 be back Phursday morning,“
he annaunced, reappearing,

“I'1l be gone when you come back, Mmarkus."

"Gone!?" A look of dismay lived long enough to reasure
the guest who feared he had stayed too long. "But of course --
I. suppose yvou must."

"Yes. I've stood on the sidelines long enough. I must
get into the game."

"Where you going?"

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

"On, you're ready enough, but -- Lord, how I'll miss

you? ‘What you going to de?"
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"I haven't the remotext idea where I'm going or what I'm
gokng to do when I get there, except == I’shgmlngolmcw,ﬁyéw
dream trails."“ i

"Do they pointibackdtoward engineering?"

“Not yet, though of course they may. Just now there's

no definite trend, but it doesn'

matter so long as I can see
the next step. 'Lead Kindly Light' is the only song in my
hymnboeks"

"You believe it will still lead you on?"

"How can I doubt it? It's broughtme out of hell."

"And you mean to reconstruct your life under an ex-
clusively religious and inspirational guidance? Is conscious
reason holhave no voice in your affairs?"

"Oh -- I don't go so far as that, Markus. But my reason,
which ﬂsed to helieve itself supreme has been humbled to the
dustes It made a colossal mess of things, .and got itself de-
moted == nothing left to it but the veto power."

"I sees All new legislation is to come out of the un-
conscious.®

“Yess Straight from the source of light. 1It's a relig-
ious experiment if yoﬁ want to call it that. I shall give my
untroubled attention to the voice of my creator -- and see what
he will create. He's to have his way with me."

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

“Not I, Don't get me wrong. I'm not out to found a re-
digion; I'm out to understand the laws of my own being -- and




19

obey them if I can. I'm out to find the optimum of life if 1
can find it -- for myself.""

"Surely. I'd be the last to advise you to go about ddo-
ing good'. But no man ZARXZAAXEINRXARAXARFFXKAE XEEFX XKL XN X
BUNXBEENEXWI BB BUEXBELHE X B BB XABXEX Y PEAR UK XX AN XAAXANE Can
find the optimum of life without making some soit of a contri-
bution to civilization. That's one of the lawe of your being,
something you‘ve inherited frem a countless muifitude of civ-
ilization builders.*

"All right. If I can't help doing good I'll deadl with
as little meddiing in the affairs of others as possible, but --
You're going to miss your train, Markus."

"Missing my train is nothing to what I'm going to miss
if you don't take a xcientific attitude in this matter. A
man of your mental calibre -- with your personal experience
and training -- undertaking a piece of religious research --
and not --"

*You certainly will miss your train} :Ruhualeng, Markus!"

"Will you write -="

"Surel Run along, and I'll write a book -- Adventures
in Religion, or anything you want to cakl it. You've just
barely time --"

As Robert Sterling pushed his friend John Markus out
the door and in the general direction of the elevator, his

last vestige of adult courage and resolution oozed awey. He

heard the elevator door open and close with a childish panie
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thatowasithesfirst threatening breath of a devastating storm of
loneliness which tere frmm him every shread of confidence and
beat pitilessly upon his nude and shivering soul as he cowared
in the apartment that he had committed himself to leaving be-
fore his friend returned. He wanted to run after Markus like
a spoiled child begging its mother not to go away. He had
talked bravely enough -- and sincerely enough, but -- With
Markus gone, everything good in himself seemed also to ;;ve
gone. He was worth nothing without Markus. He had been an
idiot to suppose he could breek away! He sat down in Markus'
favorite chair and gripped the arms as if the storm swegping
over him were an actual tornado that might hurl him to his
death,

Vaguely he realized that this was a regression to his
former morbid state -- too remindéscent of what he h pug be-
hind himes Vaguely also he remembered the way—of eszgg%,\f/iajz‘;d:wjfﬂ
by degrees pulled himself away from the conscious disturbance
and sank again into the depths of the unconscious from which
he was aroused by the ringing of the telephone.

"Sterling speaking."

"It's Markus," said a voice which set his pulse bounding
like a lover's,:("Thanght{you'd like to know that I have five
minutes to kill before train time, And Sterling -- In my
desk =-- top drawer -- you'll find a looseleaf note book with
my notes on religion., It's yours. Take it along. With you
writing this book ¥ won't have to -- and the notes may be sug-




avay from me. Put a good thousand miles between us, and --
write to me in six months."

"I'm not ready to cut loose!" Robert knew he was playing
the part of the child clinging to the parental hand, and laughed
apologetically.

"You're more than ready. You know as much about human
psychology as I do -- most apt pupil I've ever had. Nothing I
can do for you that you can't do for ydurself.“ He held out
a warm and friendly hand. "Good bye, Robert Sterling! I'm
going to New York for a week, and I don't want to find you here
when I come back. 1I'll miss you -- you understand.®

Understanding perfectly, Robhert had pazked>zrxsmikeazey
presented the bell boy with suehi ofihistbetongings astwould not
go into his one suitcase, had taken a2 taxXicab and gone as far
as the station with no plan beyond getting away from the temp-
tation of Dr. Maikus's leading strings. He was to make his own
decisions -- that was the‘first principle of the new mental
regime -- but here he was, parking himself at the national
cross¥oads, unable to decide which way to go. The train an-
nouncements flashed their invitations from the glaring white-
ness above the doors that led tdgcopcourse and the trains.

The choice was quite too unlimiééd: Florida ané the South;

New Orleans, Texas, and the Soﬁthwest; California and the far
Viest; Chicago, St Louis, Colorado; the whole vast middle west;
New York, New Haven and Hartford -- Every time the bell clam-.:i
mored, announcing a new announcement he looked and considered.

The trouble was it didn't make the &lightest difference to
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VII

But the night was not entirely sleepless. After reading

Alone in the Dark through once more from the beginning and

deciding that beyond any possibility of doubt it had been written
by his sister, Robert finally dropped into a restless uncon-
sciousness from which he was awakened by the noise of battle
which turned out to he Simpson's motorcycle engine. Simpson
was at it again, and the morning sun was announcing anotherxr
day =-- the day he was to malce the acquaintance of Miss &kthel
Melvin, imposter! For if £thel Melvin was the daughter of

her mother she was not the author of her novei! And fobert
Sterling, friend of ®impson Klein, Brother of Rosemary, and
Psychologist of Loosburg had another role. From now on until
this mystery was cleared up he was a detective. But he must de
tect with extreme care, or another and less welcome role would
be forced upon him. Loosburg would decide he was a lunatic and
ship him back to St. Elizabeth's!

After a solitary breakfast which he ate alone because he
was late, *‘obert gave his morning to matters of business which
interested him not at all. Leaving the United States at the
age of fifteen to be educated in England, Kobert had been fi-
nanced by the trust company in whose care his inheritance had
been placed. It was not a large fortune that had been left
him, but it was ample and it had been well cared for. As a man
trained in engineering and engaged in the prcctice of his pro-

fession in so far-away a place as the Argentine, He had seen no




reason for changing the management of his inherited fortune,

which in ten years had doubled in sizes The game able man-
agement therefore , continued thrcughout the period of the

war, had made him a rich man. Ke didn't fully know how rich,
and 1t was time to look into the matter and teke more respon-
£ibility for his own affairse. 8o he snent the morning writing
letters, transferring his bank account from Washington to &oos-
burg, and attending to many small details that had long needed
attenfion. Remembering the milk he was to leave regularly and
unobtrusively on the kitchen porch, he wrote, among other things
a check to mrs. Klein for one mothhs room and bard in advance,
and placed it in ansenvelope on the hall table among letters
for her left by the postman,

That she was pleased with him not only for having paid
so promptly and so far in advanqe, but also for having done it
so palinlessly, was apparent atoiggzi time in her gmile and her
whisvered thank you. How much it meant to her -- the pretence
that all these people were her guests, and she the cordial
hostess! She led the conversation which consisted of nothing
but neighborhood gossip, and never even brushed the subject of
psychology for which Fobert was profoundly thankful.

"I see that little Martin girl has got herself into the
Bugle again," said the elder Miss Edson.

"Really?" krs. Klein seemed interestedin everybody.
"What's she done now? I didn't read the morning paper --

haven't had a minute."




"Well, you'd never guesst!" The elder Miss Edson obviously
disapproved of the little Martin girl. "Actually -- she man-
aged to stow herself away on the bumpers or whatever you call
them -~ any way the place under a freight train that tramps and
such people ride on -- znd went from here to Lansing =-- just
like a hohol They caught her at lLancing and were going to
arrest her when they discovered she wes a girl."

"Dressed like a boy, was she?"

"Of course, and she jollied them into letting her off,
Said of course if they wanted to lock her up they could and she
really wouldn't mind, because she'd only done it to see what |
it was like, and she'd just as sonn see what it was like to be |
arrested only she'd lose her job in Loosburg if they kept her
locked up too long."

"They just laughed and let her gos And the Bugle has an
editorial about the wildness of the rising generztions. The
Bugle doesn't approve of the little Martin girl."

"I don't wonder," said the elcder Miss Edson. "She ought
to be put in a convent, or somewkcre where somebody could con-
trol her. She -- che's a terror!“

"Sre isn't eigher," contradicted the younger Miss Edson.

"May Martin is all right, and the Bugle needn't have it in for

her so! They always havel™"

"Well, she gives them every opportunity! & nice girl

(=

doesn't get herself into the papers like that!®
"Unleses there's a reasoni"

"What possible reason could there be?"




"Well, for one thing, she mzkes news. She's thﬁﬂqnly
person in Looshurg who has the nerve to meke news ——?Eg:t's
ealmost but not quite scandalous. Really, you know, she's‘
never yet done anything that was actually irmoral.. +his bus-
iness of riding the bumpers isn't immoral. It's just a larke.
Guriosity -- that's 2ll that ails her. nShe just has to find
out what things are like."

"She finds out all right." Mr. Clarkson joined in the
conversation. "I guess she's the only girl in Loosburg who
has ridden in an air plane, or lost money in the races, or
gone slumming in Detroit."

"May Martin's all right," declared Simpson who had been
busily consuming nourishment. "I like her."

"You keep away from her!" Mrs. Klein warned. "She's the
last girl in the world for you to run aftexr! You can get into
enough trouble without her help, and =- any way, she isn't
good company for you."

"No." Simpson winked at flobert., "She might contaminate
my morals! I'm a Little Lord Fauntleroy, I am!" Did you ever
read Little Lord Fauntleroy’ Sterling? It's my favorite book.
I've shaped my life by it, and I'm always careful not to as-
sociate with anybody who might brush the bloom of innocence
from my character. I shall have nothing to cdo with the shocking
little BMlartin girll"

"Oh be still!" his mother laughed impatiently. "You know

well enough what 1 mean! Have you got your motorcycle fixed?"
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"You bhet! She sings just as prettyi"
"We've 211 been listening to her music," =aid the elder
Miss Edson, dryly.

"Too had. Mother says she's made everybody either deaf

or crazy. But motorcycles will be motorckcles -- and she's’all

tuned up now, Anybody like a ride?"

"Oh I would!" exclaimed the younger Miss Fdson. "take
me. Simpson. I've always wanted to ride in a motorcycle side-
car!

"Sister! You wouldn'ti"

"Inded I would! If May Martin can ride the bumpers I
guess i can ride'in Simpson's Rolls Royce -- come on Simpson,
give me a ride!"

The entire family watched their noisy departure.

"A motorcycle," said thecelder Miss FEdson, "ig the most
undignified vehiclé ever counstructed by man. I'd soeoner: be
carried down the streets of Loosburg in a wheelbarrow!"

The peace and quiet of Simpson's absence combined with
the after effects of a hearty midday meal instead of the ec-
customea light luncheon gave liohert such a senge of drowsy
comforf that he capituiated and spent the afternoon making up
his lost sleep. DBy!‘the time the noise of hattle came roaring
home again he was much refreshed and dressed for an hour of
detective work to the accompaniment of ®impson's clatter and
stouting and whistling. What with dascing up and down the
stairs, calling to his mother about this and that, and the.

singing and whistling of an endless medley of tunes, jazz,




somewhat
) . A % . . . .
sentimental, and sacred, Simpson was only less noisy indoors thn

outes What houndless energy the boy had -- energy that was nearly
as difficult to catch and harness as the ccean tides!

Robert was ready and waiting when Simpson Yodled to him
from helow stairs and told him it was time to go dragon hunt-
ing, and found the hoy waiting for him with the ubiquitdus
mbtorcycle.

"Are we going -- in that?" he laughed.

"Sure! Why not? It won't matter to Ethel, and the
dragon's simply got to get used to my ways. She's going to
see a good deal of this boat,iard the sooner she gets used to
it the better."

"Just as you say," laughed Robert and climbed into the
sidecar. "There's nothing exactly stealthy about you, is there,
Simpson?"

"You het there isn'ti" he replied above the noice of
battle. "Do vou think you can interest the old lady, and give
me a chance, Sterling?"

"I shall make every effort," Robert assured him, and.
geve donvérsatiohal right of way to Simpson's motors. as it
carried them clatteringly up into the stronghold of Loosburg's
aristocracy. His task, es he saw it, was to prove one of two
things -- that Ethel Melvin was an zdopted child, or that she
did not write her novel, Either she was his sister and had writ-
ten the hook, or she was Mrs. Mélvin's daughter and had not
written the book. <hose were the alternatives -- there could

be no other.
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Simpson parked between a Packard and a FPierce Arrow.
"I'1) het they've got a housefull," he grumbled, looking gloom~
ily at the other cars -- eight or ten of theM-- standing parked
about the circle that was mrs. Melvin's garden.

"Natursally," replied Kobert. "You wouldn't expect the
author of the book of the year to be exactly a hermit, would
you? Detroit, and toledo, and numerous smaller towns are within

easy motoring distance, and everybody Jloves a young lady nov-

|
|
'
elist. She's probably the most sought after girl in southern
Michigan." 4
"Doggone it!: I supnose she isi" ‘
“Apparently she was, for she was nowhere to be seen.
1The front norch was colonial formality -- an entrante only, with |
tall pillars tkat reached up past the second story windows énd
sunported its high roof with impressi&e dignity. A butler
opened the door, and Mrs. Melvin in black silk was receiving,
assisted hy her friend and next door neighbor Mrs. Mcliougal.
‘t'he two parlors, one on each side of the central hall were
humming with the chatter of an afternoon tea. WLittle knots of
people were everywhere but ®impson was obviously looking in
vain for Kthel,
Hobert found a quiet corner and let him look. The room
was interesting. It had the culture and dignity of of an
English castle in which nothing new could be imeggined. Portraits

done in o0il, a few landscapes that might well be original

masterpieces --- a few pieces of marble. Furniture that wes
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no doubt as genuine as it was antique, rugs and tapestries of
a riChness'and dignity that seemed strange in a middle western
town. Poor Simpson! Did he really think he had a chance in
such a place as this?

Presently Mrs. Melvin found Robert. "Mr. Sterling,"she
said. "I promised to talk to you about Ethel's work, =znd I'm
going to keep my promise -- even if there are 50 many more
people than I expected. The last door toward the back on the
second floor is my sitting reom. If you will just go up there
-- and wait for me -- I'1ll he able to glip away for =z few min-
utes Ifm sure."

Kobert thanked her, and wandered into the hall and up
the stairs. At the far end of the upper hall was &n open door,
and he made for it. Obviously Mrs. Melvin's sitting room,
Much less formal tran the rooms below -- a room that was used
and lived ine-- but the same atmosrhere of English dignity and
-- well, it was the utter absense of crudity that distinguished
it from most American interiors.

Suddenly, from a large arm chair with its back toward
the door, came the slight figure of e girl who stood before
kim surprised amd.questioning. "Were ycu looking for mother?"
she askéd. Her voice was low and gentle -~ =lmost childish.
She spoke as a child might have spdken, ant her face was child-
like -- hut not her eyes, glass grey eyeé with feer in them.
Or if it wasn't fear, what was it? She gave Robert the im-
pression of being close to something very valuable and fragile,

something that ust not be carelesely handles or even approached

e 2 A e T e R
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without care. It was the bull-in-a-china-shop sensation.
Ethel Melvin! An impostor? Most certainly not!

"You are Miss Melvin?"

She made a childish little grimace.

"The author of Alone in the Dark?"

"Have you read it?"

"About three times in the last two days."

"It's rather good, isn't it?"

"It's amazingly good."

"I don't like being an author."

“Why not?"

"Because -- I don't. I'a like to run away."

"From what?

"From all the poeple who want to know how I do it."

"How do you do it?"

"I don't, my soul does it."

"Did your soul write alone in the dark?"

"Yes, My soul and I are as different as can be., I
never know what it's going to write, and when I read what it
has written I'm as surprised as anything. Me, I'm just a --
well, a cormmonplace sort of person who likes to dance zand have
parties and be frivolous. I'd like not to be an author at all,
What is your name?"

"Robert Sterling., I'm a friend of Simpson Klein,"

"O-oh! WMother told me. You're the psychologist!"

"I like being a psychologist just about as well as you

like being an author."




"Then why do you do it?"

"Why do you?"

"I have to. I got into it, and I can't get out?"

"How did you get into it?"“

"Well -- When I was so very small that I can't remem-
ber, I was so folish as to write verses. I was very young --
irresponsible. - I didn't know any better. But it gave mother
and everybody the idea that it was sort of my duty to be a
genius. They expected it."

"I can see how they would."”

"Well, the did. And when I went to school, and genius
didn't burn, Mother was so disappointed -- and so was the
whole town, and something simnly had to be done about it,"

"And so you found your soul, and began to write?"

"Yes, and the more I wrote the mére I had to write.

It would simply kill mother if I should stop now -- can't
you see how the more one is a genius the more one has to keep
it up? But why do you have to be a psychologist?"

"Thet's Bimpson's fault. He's given me the reputation
for being a psychologist, and & don't.know how to live it
down. It's almost as hard to stop being a psychologist as it
it is to stop being a genius."

"I'm sorry for us. I've got to go down right now, and
be an author -- right before all those peoplel"

"I suppose you must. Simpson's down there -- wants to

talk with you. Will you be nice to him?"

TR

=
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"Do you want me to?"

"It would be awfully good of you. He wants to take you
riding in his motorcycle,"

"Lovely! I wonder --"

Mrg. Melvin entered., "Why Fthel! I've been looking
everywhere fer you! Really dear -- you must go down and talk
to all those nice people. Some of them have come from ever so
far, you know."

"All right, smother."

Robhert Sterling was perfectly sure that the girl who
went obediently bhut reluctantly down to meet her guests was no
imposter. ©She had written her novel, therefore she must be
his sister -- though she was not the tyve of girl he would
have expected Rosemary to become. However, children could
change -- she was not yet four je:ars old when last he saw
her. How quaint of her to say her soul did the writing! And
how true., Such writing as that could be done only by the
soul. A4t wes the only thing that séunded 2t all like Rosemary.
But he must not forget his detective role.

"Mrs. Melvin," he said, "I'd like to make a very thorough
ps¥chologicel study of your daughter's development ~-- from
infancy up. VWould it be asking too much -- lier undoubted
genius would meke such a study really valuable.*

Mrs. Melvin looked pleased. Her maternal vanity was quite
as great as if Kthel had been her own child. Jlhere could be

no doubt of that. "What do you want, Mr. Sterling¥ To make

—_l




a magazineartiele or a . poek of 1t2M

"Ihat would tepend upon the amount of material I was
able to collect. I'd rather makea book of it,ibut if there
isn't as much material as that most any of the magazines would
be glad to give us the space for it,."

"What do you want?"

"Photographs, fonr one thing. A series of them, from
babyhood up. That ﬁill add very much to the personal interest."

"i have lots of photographs." She went rather brecthless-
ly to a2 drawer in her desk, and brought out a handful. These
are her haby pictures -- up to four years o0ld. She laid them
across the desk in order of age 3 one month, ¢hree months,
six, ten months -- a year, a year and a half, two years and so
on, And every picture was Kthel! The girl who had gone down
stairs. HKthel was her mother's daughter, and thercfore was
not the author of Rosemery's book!"

y He studied them until he could speak quite naturallye.
"They are very interesting, he said. Sometime 4'd like to cee
the rest of them -- her older pictures. Just now -- Have
you kept the little things she wrote as a child -- her school
compositions? I understand they were quite remarkable."

"Yes. They were. I have them alb. I -- Ll'm not willing
to let them out of my hands, Mr. Sterling. I eimply can't
let you take them from the house. But you may study them
here as much as you like."

"Splendid! I wouldn't take them from the house for any

thing. Could I have them right here? Now? For a 1008
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while?"

"I'11 give them to you. First -- here is my diary of her
babyhood. It's a very full account of her development up to
the kindergarten age, and only a lititle less full aaishe.grew
oldexr -- there are four volumes, you see, end they ought to a
great help to you. And here are all her school papers -- com-
positions and things. But first I msust show you the little
book of verses she wrote bhefore she learned to write -- just
dictated, to me you know. They were published in the Bugle
and I made this l.ittle book of them. I'll put everything here
on the table and lesve you to study them, for -- I reually
must go down and sce that Ethel doecsn't r1un away from her
company any more. She's very temperamental -- very. 1 have

to keep my eve on her."

Left alone, Robert sat thinking. KEthel did not like
being an author, but her mother -- her mother was liking it
passionately. VWas living on it as one lives on stimulants It
. with no role of her o
was as he had guessed a clear caze of the mother,living her
persona in the cnild -- & sinister, a vampire role! The child
) . . a maternal ; .

was 1mpriszsonced in inexmeikerxf veb -~ strong with pession,
sticky with sentiment -- there was something horrible about it.

He ignored the diary of the mother and turned to the com-
pogitions of the child. Therc was nothing remaxrkable in the
eaxlieg of them labeled first and second grade, but in the
third grade there was & really astonishing improvement -- Ditte

flashes of originality, of whimsicality, of discernment, far

beyond the years of a third and fourth and fifth grade child,
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and improving steadily all the way up into high school until

the resemblance to Alone in the Dark was unmistakable. Any

one wohtd know -- but wasn't that exactly what Miss Harrison
had told him? Ethel had written tlese compositions in the
school room under the gue of the teacher -- of many different
teachers! Ethel was her motheil's daughter; she was also the
author of Rosemary's book -~ or rather her soul was. She had
written witﬁ the soul of Rosemary! The idea took possession of
him -- in spite of him! He did not believe it, and yet he knew
it was true!

There was one solution -- .an explanation he dared not fae
Was he dreaming again? Was he living in another myth? This
idea that the soul of Rosemary was living in Ethel Melvin was
typical myghical material, but -- And so was the feeling he
had about the house! It was a medievel English castle con-
taining a torture chamber -- full of sinister --

Robert Sterling, with a gense of horror ag irrational
as it was intense,\fouﬁd e w%y down the stéirs,Aéut of the
Melvin house, and walked home without ceremony. He did not

even stop to get his hets
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VIII

Bimpson came roaring home to supper just as the family
was leaving the table, and followed Robert to his room as swon
as he had eaten. He was in high spiritse.

"Why didn't gFou wait for me?" he asked. "And what in the
name of marvelous miracles did you do to the dragon? She let
me have Ethel for half an hour all to myself! And she talked
to me as if I was a human bheing and actually asked me to come
again. How did you do it, Sterling?"

"I don't know -- I wonder -- It must be because she
thinks I'm going to write a book about Ethell"

"A book! What kind of a book are you going to write?"

A sudden fury stirred Robert unaccountably. "I'm not
going to write any kind of a book!" he said fiercely. "I'm
not going near that nlace againi"

"The hell you aren't! What's eéting you! You can't
let me down like that, Sterling! You've got to stay by -- You
may have to write a whole set of books, but you've got to keep
writing til 1 get Ethel! See?"

Robeirt saws Simpson would be welcome only because of his
friend. The boy had a way with him. Possibly -- "Simpeon
Klein! If I make a welcome for us in the Melvin household --
will you get Ethel away from that woman? Will you take her so
so far a way that she'll huve a chance to breethe and find her-
self, and learn what it is to be a separate human being? Will

vy

you keep her away from her mother?"
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"Will I! Say! You just watch mel"

A tapping on the door, and a voice -- Mrs. Klein --
"You're wanted on the telephone, Mr. Sterling. Mrs. Melvin
wishes to speak with you."

"In just a minute, Mrs. Klein." He lowered his voice
and spoke to Simpsone. "I'1ll go on with the writing, but --
¥or God's sake Simpson, work fast! Elope with hex! I'll
give you a month!" He went down to the telephone.

"Sterling speaking, Mrs. Melvin.,"

'The answering voice was honey sweet. “Ypu got away
without my seeing wvou, Mr. Sterling. There were so many here.
If you could come out in the morning -- we would be alone =~-

1l have some interesting new ideas for our little story of
Ethel's life and development. KReally -- that's a splendid

idea of yours, and there's plenty of material for quite a littk
book. We ought to push it -- now while the nublic is so full
of interest in Kthel's novel."

Kobert had a feeling -- strange and shuddering -- that
he was being trapped by the same web tlrat was victimizing Ethel.,
a web strong with passion ano sticky with sentiment. Even if
he had not promised S8impson -- could he have escaped it? How
would he gell her he had changed his mind -- that he did not
wish to write abhout Ethei? He had the feeling that he could
not escape the will of this woman -- that spe could uce him as
z tool! iHow horribly Ethel, ilen, must hsve that same feeling!
Ethel, who since the aay of her birth had never been free from

that stiéky passionate compulsion}




"What time shall 4 come, Nirs. melvin?"
"any' time after nine o'clock. 1'11 have kithel off to
her work by thuat time."

“Very well. I'll be there about hatf past."

and 50 in the morning Lobert began what was to be the
first severe test of of his return to mental health and nor-
mality. He faced not only Mrs. selvin, but what #as much rmore
difficult his own dreams and imaginings, which had to be kept in
their place. Yhe house of the melvins' was not a medieval castle
thoush it felt like one; it contained no torture chamber, though
the sinister atmosphere seemed always about to have its stillness
broken by the cry for mercy,; dirs. bllelvin was not the embodiment
of a2 cruel and malignanf demon, she was simply a selfish mother
who was abscrbing her child; the soul of Rosemary was not livirg
in ®thel, there was.only an incredible coincidenée that had
come near upsetting his mental belance,

"1t was my idea,"

began Mrs. Melvin, "“that our firet
chapter should contain a short account of Kthel's herédity.
The family on my father's side came over in the mayflower, and
has heen traced back ever so far into knglish history. 4 think
that would he interesting, don't you? Heredity is such an
important factor." There was a feverish esgerness bheneath her
calmly businesslike exterior,

"By all means, Mrs. Melvin, Let's begin with the family

background. And it has occurred to me -- L1 tkhink you should

be the author ef the book. I'll heln you get it together, bhut

n— | . |
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it should be the story of Ethel Melvin by her mother. Don't
you think so?"

Mrs. Melvin was stunned for the moment -~ silent with the
magnitude of the opportunity, "But I thought you wanted to
do it!" shne said softly. .

"It's the psychological side, not the literary that in-
terests me -- and * think the book -- coming from you -- would
have a far greater appeal."

"Ethel Melvin -- by her mother --" she said in hushed
accents, almost a whisper. "By her mother!"

"All right, then that's settled. Give me the geneological
material and I'll see what I can do with it. When I get it in
shape you must work it over aﬁd make suggestions."

"I had this typewriter moved in here in my sitting room.
Do you use a typewriter?"

"After a fashion,"

"80 do I --_fairly well. I can copy all right even though
I'm rather slow."

And so for several wecks the work went on in a way that
was satisfactory to all concerned. There was ample material -
for a really entertaining book ébout Ethel -- fully as enter-
taining as’)the average biography -- and Mrs. Melvin's zeal for
the enterprise grew as the work progressed. She worked as if
under the lash of some inner necessity. She could not stop,

She copied and recppied, handling the ever-growing manuscript
as @ﬁéjblder generation handled the Holy Bible. She was simply,

Robert told himself, the typical devouring mother having an
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orgy  of talking about her child.

And Simpson appeared to be making progress with his
suit. He had the run of the house, and was made welcome by
both Ethel and her mother. He even succeeded in in taking the
girl for many a ride in his sidecar, Mrs. Melvin smiling ia-
dulgently. "He's very quaint, your friend ®impson,.isn't he?"
she cémmented. "He interests Ethel. I've an idea she's study-
ing him with the notion of putting him in a book sometime..

He'd make quite a romantic character in a story, don't you
think?"

"Yes. Very."

"I'm glad to have him keep her busy." she smiled meaningly.
"I mean out of the way while we're working. Though of course --
we can do most of the work mmymimgs when she isn't here."

Robert was a little startled at her secretiveness. "
"Doesn't Ethel know what we're doing?"

"No, I don't mean she shall. Ethel's very temperamental
about publicity, but of course she's got to have it. She doesn't
always know what's good for her. In everything but her writing,
Mr. Stering -- You must see it as plainly as I do, but Ethel
is nothing hut a child -- a little girl."

"How old is she?"

"Twenty-four,"

"Has she ever been avay from you -- to college, or away

at school?"

"Never! We've always been quite inseparable, kthel and

I. #Fquestion-very much




I, "his going away to college -~ the breaking of home ties
at just the impressionable age -- It never seemed a good
thing to me."

YAt what age would you hreak the home ties, Mrs. Melvin?"
he asked. "It's‘a part of life, isn't it? To break the home
ties and make new ties. Ethel is o0ld enough to be & mother in
her own home isn't she? Don't you want her to marry?"

"Of course. BEthel is practically engaged, you know.

She is going to marry Kent Mcbougal, who lives next door.
But there's lots of time for that -- she's such a child!"

"I haven't met Kent, have I?"

"Perhaps not. He's in and out, but -- Really ke's
very busy. He wants to make good, you know -- for the best of
reasons."

"What is he doing?"

"de's in the real estate business, and doinsg real well,
I yanted him to go into the busle office -- take charge of the
advertising department -- but he's an independent youngster,
and I admire him for it. He said he didn't want to depend
upon any zort of fgzas"."

"You own the Bugle, I believe?"

"Wes. Mr. Melvin started it --- the first and only
newsparer in Loosburge. If it wasn't for the Bugle -- and Kent
and his mother -- I wouldn't be living in Loosburg at all.”
With her writing all all, Kthel -- Well Ethel belongs in

the east. VWe ought to be in New York, but we never will.
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The Bugle anchors me and Kent anchors Ethel.®

Another week passed. HRobert saw vnractically nothing of
of Ethel, but ®impson with his char.cteristic enterprise man-
aged to see more and more of her. Ie caught her coming and
going and with collossal assurance gained admittance to her
studio -- the place where nobodys not even.her mother, Was ever
allowed to intrude. A new novel was nearly completed, and
Ethel usually went to work in her sanctum in the Bost 6ffice
Buildiﬁg at nine o'clock, and often did not return until five.
She telephoned for her mother's car when she wanted it, and
the colored chauffer went for her when Simpson didn't bring
her home. DBut ®impson made the responsibility .of the colored
schauffer very lightae

"How did you manage to to get into Ethel's study?"

Robert asked. "I thought it simply couldn't be done. I thought
her name wasn't even in thé telephone book -- that even a tele-
phone calgaiever allowed to disturb hier privacy.*

"It isn't. Just try to get her. And it's pretty neat
the way she keeps the old lady out. ‘'heold girl thinks she's
so temperamental. that she has to be alone -- doesn't want any
one even to see the place. And she keeps away because she's in
terror of killing the goose that lays the golden eggsi" T

"Wwell how are you getting along?" Sobert was feeling
even more thaﬂ was usual the sinister strength of the web he
was daily allowing mrs. Melvin to spin, W#ore mad more she
seemed to hzve a claim on him.xx v BREXENEXPBAXX NASXHAXKXNAXEXKNAN
BuxExasnd¥ "Your month is mmxmvikkan upl"

Simpson grinned. "Your book ign't finished."

" B — .




" Yamnl" gsaid Hobert, ending the conversation.

Next dsay, ahout two o'clock in the afternoon, when mrs.
Melvin was writing inscriptions for the photographs in the oxrder
in which they were to appear and, and Kobert was clicking away
by the two finger method on the typewriter, athel came walking
in upon them. There had been no warning of her approach which
was usually heralded by the clatter of Bimpson's motorcycle.
She was very white, and her eyes smoldered. "What are you
writing, =-- what are you doing with my photographs, scther?"

"Now Ethel --" <Jlhere was a dangerous coldness in Mrs.
melvin's voice., "Is that the way to speak to vour mother?"

"Simpson says vour writing a book about mel" she charged.

"Well? Is there any reason why we shouldn't write a
book about vou?" ‘Ihe coldness increased, and Ethel stood and
looked at her mother utterly unable to cope with the coldness
unable to touch her mother through the gulf of aloofness her
distance and reserve created. "Is there?"

"Yese I don't want it} I won't have it! You shan't
do it!" Something stronger than her fear of her mother seemed
to wring her protest from her. "You shant do it!}"

"Ethel! @Go to your room!" She snoke as shé mig?t have
spoken to a child of six, and Ethel obeyed her.

"Wait, Miss Mclvin!" Robert called her back., He was
appalled by-the whiteness of her face, the look of tortured

helplessness in her eyeses "I want to say, Miss Melvin, that

so far as I'm concerned -- I'm through! I wouldn't for the




world go on with anything that was so objecticnable to you!l"

But Et el had fled to hexr room.

Furious, Robert turned to Mrs. lielvin. "It's wicked!.
Wicked! How can you --"

"Why, Mr. Stexrling! Can't you see that the child is
simply temperamental?"

"I can see that you dominate heri That she ought to get
away from you and live hexr own lifel"

"And what kind of a l1life would she live -- without her
mother, Mr. Sterling? Can't you see from the story we have bee
writing that if I hadn't insisted upon it -- actually insisted —
her genius would never have developed at at all? Surely, more
than any one who has ever attained to great things, Ethel can
say that all she is she owes to her mother. % think you are
most unfair to me!"

"I can't help it. I'm through. 1 won't be party to any
more of --"

But Mrs. Melvin had feft the room, and Robert seemed to
know that she had gone to Ethel -- was putting on the screws,
making the girl pay for her insubordination in whatever way
was most effective.* He almost expected to hecar the girl call
out for help, and then laughed at hiself bitterly. The thing
for him to do was to get out. That would put an end to this
book husiness, bor Mrs. Melvin would never be able to get it
into publishable form alone. He hac been a fool ever to have
"started it with her. He was on his way following the winding

road down the nill when her heard flying footsteps and Ethel's




breathless voice.

"Mz, Sterling!"

He stopped and waited for her. "Come sit down on the grass
ead “rést s e &% said.. . Youdgde Sl out of%breath "

She sat down with him on the grass. "1'm -- zorry, Mr,

Sterling," she began as soon &s she could gptak for breathless=-

nesse "I was very foolish -- and very rude. 1 hope you'll
forzgive me, and go on with vour work with Mother." She was
even whiter than before, and the look of desperation in her

¢yes had changed. to smoldering despair. "I hope you will."

"I will not. You are asking it only because your mcther

forces youl"

"Wos' ‘I want you to go on. I 'can't explain, but -- It
will make me very miserable if you -- don't go on."

"You mean it will make your mother miserable."

"It's exactly the same thing,” Mr. Sterling, it's just

L

-~ eractly -- the same thing!" Iler eyes grew big with the

v

lonliness of her unshared woe, her unshed tears. : »

Suddenly He had her in his arms, was kissing her with a
passion that seemed to be the accumuletion of all the tengsion
not only of the the weeks in Loesburg, but of the years and
years behind that, Waat was he good for if he couldn't stand

between this girl and her devouring mother -- this girl with

the soul of Rosemary!
Rosemary! He hzd forgotten about Rosemery! "I must
go," he gaid hoarsely, but she clung to him.

"You'll come back -- and go on -- with Mother?"
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"Yes," he said miserably. "I'll come back."




IX

Instead of going home Hobert followed u <feetpath that
wound beside*éyggook at the foot of #i=e Melvin hﬁll, ané led
him intd a small patch of woodeg¢ pfdénicrgraund known as Mc-
dougal Bérk and accessible to town and countryside by way of
a shady drive above which virgin forest trees met and whispered
together. This thought of Rosemary -- why had it thrust itself
between himself and Ethell Why =-

Poor little Rosemary whosé life had gone out so long ago!
Of whom he had dreamed so disconcertingly! He was allowing the
irrational side of himself toomuch sway! He must éome out of
that dream and the fog it created all about him! Comimg out
of the fag, what did he see? First of all himself in love. with
Ethel -- wanting fiercely to possess her, but even more fiercely
to protect her. Wanting the role he had so unthinkingly left
to Simpson. Wanting to take her away fom the Mother who was

consuming her, He saw all that very clearly -- and something

else. Ethel had begged-hin-io-come—beekr—She-tad ziven hersel
unresistingly to his mims -- accepted his caresses =-- Unre-

sistingly? More than that -- she had clung to him and begged
him to #®m come back. Would she have behéved in that way if
she cared a straw for Simpson? If Simpson had a chance with
her? |

As if chimiﬁg in with his thoughts of Simpson came the
'put put put' of a motorcycle, growing louder and louder ap-

ppoaching by the woods road from town. It was Simpson, and he




wzs 1ot alone. In the sidecar, talking animatedly above the
noise of the machine was a girl -- a bobbed headed blonde!
They were so intereéted in eachother that neither of them saw
him, and their passing left him beside himself with rage. He
had no idea why he should be so angry -- he simply was. Vhat
was Simpson doing with that silly little towhead when he was
courting Ethel! The more he asked himself that cquestion, the
angrier he became -~ and then the 'put put put' approached
again! They were coming back. No,Simpson was alone. Robert
stepped out into the road and stonped him,

"Get off that damned thing!" he ordered.

Simpson grinned and got off.

"Take off your coat!“/q

" What for?"

i

"Because I'm going to kill you if I can!“qubert was

removing his own.,

L=

"Ouch!" said Simpson, and removed his coat,

H&em@a@efﬁgodded by the boys flipance fobert plunged
blindly at him, but found himself no match his opponant. In
less then a minute and a half Simpson had him down and was
sitting on him.

"Now," said Simpson, "the corpse would like to know
what it's all ahout." He got up and put on his coat, and
was offering Robert his.. "what ﬁas the motive for the
crime?" Then, aware that Robert was in no mood for fax
levity his expression changed. "What's eating you, old man?"

he asked hadning Kobert his coat.
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hobert took the coat grimly. Fhysically he was no mstch
for Simpson, but morrally -- "What are you doing with that
towheaded flanper -- when your only excuse for existence is
to get E£thel melvin out of this?"

Simpson seated himself dejectedly on a.picnic bench.

No one would have guessed that he knew how to smile. "Sterling,
he said -- 1'm in a whale of a jam! I -- I guess 1'm in love."

"Well I certainly hope sol"

“1 don't mean Ethel. I -.. It'es another girl, sterling.
Ethel -- wecll I guess sﬁe fell for me a little too -- too
easy. Gee, but L feel like a cadi®

"I should think vou would!"

"I don't know what to do, sterling!"

Robert's spirits rose as ®impson's declined. "Are you
engaged to Ethel?" he inquircd.

"No. But --"

"Have vou proposed to her?"

"Nenoy but_l've come s0 near it -- JDogpone mel I've
told her ever so many times that I was going to propose, and --
of course she expects it, and --"

"And now you want another girl. Of course -- you would.
You can't stick to anything longer than it takes to get it.
Soon as you think you've got one girl you want another!"

"That's the way it looks, but -- Honest, Sterling --

I never was in love with Ethel! I liked her, but -=-"

"It was her money you wanted, was it -- =z mealticket?"
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Simpson turned a brick red and said nothing.,

"You oamé home to live on your mother until you could
marry Ethel and live on her! Is that it?" he pursued merci-
lesslys : oo / >
MI'm-afraid-it-was." bt Nt

"And this other girl -- can she support you in the man-
ner to which you've been accustomed?"

"Oh, let upt! No! She hasn't anything -- not even a very
good reputation in this town. But it isn't her fault! She --
she's "just the finest -- the sportingest -- I -- I Gon't sup-
pose she'll have me, Sterling, but -- I'd wash windows or h.y
bricks for the rest of my 1ife to get ber! But I -- I'm all
sort of committed to Ethel.,"

"I wouldn't worry about Ethel, if I sere you."

"But she thinks I'm in love with her, and -- She ex-
pects me to proposet! I've gll but.proposed about fifteen times.,
It's rotten to -- to d¢rop her cold! And it's rottener to go
on nretending --"

"You're so busy thinking about what you're doing to Ethel
that you never susbect what she's doing to you. Has it ever
occurred to you that she was studying you -- just using you?®

"How do you mean studying me?"

"Well -- If you want my opinion -- She's going to put
you in a story. She hasn't the least idea of marrying you,
and never has had. Simpson you're all kinds of an ass!"

"How do you know?"
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"It sticks out all over you -- thinking a girl like
Ethel --

"Oh, cut it out! How do you know Ethel doesn't --
doesn't --

"Doesn't want you? Well, for one thing I've got it
straight from her mother that she's observing you because you-
're quaint, and-would make sn amusing fiction character."

"'Quaintl' Well I'll be darned!"

"Her mother would have to be pretty sure that you were
nothing but a joke to Ethel -- to let you run around with hef
so much -- wouldn'@ she?"

"I wondered about that =-- her mother not having any ob-
jections at all. Sterling, I -- I believe.you're right! But
how can I be sure? How can I get out from under?"

"You're already out. All you have to do is to keep out.
Just keep altogether away from Ethel,"

"So-0-0! I begin to see -- the motive for the crime --
Sterling, youlre going to take her off my hands! Lord, what
a reliefl"

"Yes, but get this straight, Simpson! I haven't taken
her off your hands Because she's never been on your hands --
never for a minutel

"Oh all rightt All right! I get you, and I don't give
a darn whose hands she's on, just so they aren't mine! I wish
you luck, Sterling!

"Same to you Simpson? Who is the little towhead?"

"Towhead, nothing! Her hair is pure gold in the sunlight -

-- pure gold! Her name is May Martin."
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"The girl who rode the bumpersi"

"Yes." Simpson's eyes grew dark and angry. "She's the
only person in this town that doesn't get a square deal --
can't get a square deal no mztter what she does."

"Why can't she?" .

"Because the Bugle is our only newspaper, and the Bugle
is down on her =-- never misces a chance to X¥m® insinuate and
give hef just the sort of publicity that a decent woman doesn't
want. It's heen going on now for years -- ever since high
school days =- until the really nice people of this town don't
have much to do with her., It's been clever -- subtle. Just &
phrase.here or a paragraph there -- making everything she does
just a little questionable. without ever really telling anything
that you can lay your finger on. It's -- well its diabolical,
Sterlingl"

"But why should the bugle want to hurt her reputation?
It seems very strange --"

"It isn't strange at all. Ethel' mother is the Bugle --
even though she doesn't appear to be. She owns the paper, and
‘what she says goess And she hates May because Kent Mcbougal
likes her better than he likes Ethel, He does yet, Darn him.
He's my rival -- and yours too, so long as lthel stays under
her mother's thumb., Mrs. Melvin is set on having Kent for =
son-inlaw, and it's made a devil out of her -- a regular she-
devillt"

"Is Kent still after her?"

"Wes. He wants to marry her and take her away somewhere,
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and she won't go -- says she won't be chased out of town by a

yellow newspaper. I think -- Lf Kent would marry her and
fight the Bugle -- right here in lLoosburg -- L think she'@
hsve him. But he won't do that -- he wants to run away from
ite.yilhat¥%s how'sBhings Stands!

Robert made due allowances for ®Pimpson's state of mind,
In love with May Martin, he would naturally defend her, hut it
seemed highly improbable that Mrs. melvin would take such an
underhand method of fighting for Kent. And yvet -- 1f she
could bring about the marriage of Kthel to Kent it would give
her the permanant control of Rthel's life. The one thing she
hadto fear was Kthel's marriage to a man who would carry her
off. Simnson might he right.

Robert's

But that was Simnson's affair -- hi= own problem was
enough for hime He must win Kthel from under her mother's nose
before her mother suspected what he was about. Lthel and her
mother must be separated, and it could not be done graduvally,
It must he done in one bhig and final crisis if it was to be
done at all. "Simpson," he said, "I want an automobile. I
want one immediately."

Simnson grinned. "You bet! A nice little two-sezater -=-
a coupe. 1've been wondering why you didn't get a car."

"I haven't needed one -- but I do now. I don't much
care what kind, but 1 want it ouick."

"If vou don't mind a used car -- 1 know a little peacher-
ine thiat you could have in fifteen minutes. It's a bargain."

itegas e’ 5@ 2156 L
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Five minutes in 5impsbn's sidecar, driven as Simpson
drove it, brought them to a bleak-looking fermhouse, behind
which a man was plowing. Regardless of bumps and ruts,the
motorcycle dashed into the yard and down to the edge of the
spring plowing. "Yo-ho, Rd!" yelled simpson, and added to

Robert., "Friend of mine. Up againet it. Broke."

1ve car that the man showed them looked new, as if it
had not heen used at 2ll. He was asking eight hundred for it.

"WWhat did it cost you -- new?" Robert asked. -

"I'welve hundred. L1 was a fool ever to buy it. L1've got
to get -- as much of it back as L can right away." e looked
positively sick over his loss.,

The speedometer registered kxmxxxz¥xzxx €ighd hundred
and twénty-séVen mileses “I'd as soon have it as _a new car,"
said kKobert, "hut L'm not willing to profit by your misfor-
tune. You haven't taken a hundred dollars out of it. If
you'll give me possession now and stay with me until 1 have @
license to drive, I'll give you what you peid for it."

Edward Boyd was very quiet in his gratitude and went at
once to take his horses from the plow. "“Thanks, Sterling,"
said Simpson. "He's a good friend of mine and -- Vell, hon-
estly, he can't afford to spend ten cents for tobacco let alone
an automobile. He must have been drunk..” Guess Iimm going.
You won't need my limousine any more." And he put put putted
away disappearing from sight long hefore he disappezred from

sound.
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Acquiring the tytle to the automobile, which had been
. by Ed Boyd _ -
purchased with a small tnjkdiml paymenhdto hbe followed by monthly

payments he could not meet, practicing until he hadlrefreshed
his memory and drove with oonfidence; acquiring a Ativexdstc

license,‘iFd“tgking a ve}y grateful Edward Boyd back to his

home <+ an even more grateful wife, todk the remainder of Robert's

G A

afternoon. He arrived af-héme with his new car just as suppgIr
was over, ate alone, and went to his room to study a new role,

-- Lover to Ethel Melvin. He must make no mistakes,
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"Wes." Simpson was the one to talk to, of course. No-

body else was so fond of him. No%ody else believed in him so
this time

thoroughly. Only Simpson must keep his mouth shut. "Sit down

Simpson. I want to tell you something." |

Simpson sat cdown sullenly. "If you're going to say any
thing ahout May Martin," he began.

"Not a word. I want to ask your advice about my own
affairse Only -- Can you keep your mouth shut? This islvery
personal, and -- very important."

"Sure I can keep my mouth shut. What's eating you?"

"Then listen carefully.."

And Sinmpson listened to a minute account of little Rosemaxy
thélsart of child she was, her mischief, her pretty einging
voice, her little gift of story telling, her irrepressible and
ever recurring taste for adventure, her last day zt the assylunm,
in which she was sent to bed without her supper for her digobe-
dience -- and then her terrible end.

“It'é Ethel's story!" He exclaimed.

"Exactly. What do you make of it?"

"Make of it! She's your sister, Sterling, and -- Ilwe
got the biggest kind of a hunch that I can prove it! I -- I'll

see you tomorrowl" And with that Simpson was gone.
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friends and neighbors, they &ent to the next town and were
quietly married. His parting instructions regarding the man-
agement of her finances and /such other advice as seemed nec-
essary waise brief.
"But let me drive you!back," she said.
"No," he said. "It ﬁill be easier if we don't let our-
j\\ £ ¥ selves get that married feéling. I'l1l go home on the inter-
-8 E*;' urban." : }
' They looked deeply into eachother's eyes, and then to
the amazement of the 1it?1e group of by-standers in the par-
sonage door she drove awhy without him and he watched her out

U of signt.

dinner at Mrs. Klein's. /|After dinner he wént to his room to

It was noon when tﬁ arrived in Loosburg, and he went to
think things over. On his table lay the book Alone jn the Dazlk,
and he picked it up =-- Ethel's book --° Ethel was his wifel
And in those opening pages was Rosemary, coming between himself
§\E\s and Ethel with a vividness -- forcefulness that left him once
more bewildered, almost questioning his sanity. He had called
it coincidence, when he was with Ethel. Now, with the hook
befecre him he felt it could not be coincidence. It could not,
For the sake of his own sanity he knew he must have a confident.
He had to talk to somebody -- but to whom? Miss Harrieon? No,
Miss Harrison was too rational. He couid not talk to her.

A clatter on the stairs and Simpson appeared. "Mother

said you wanted to see me," he said suspiciously.
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all worked up about something -- all worked upi"

"I'11l talk to him when he comes in."

But ®=impson didn't come in, at least not until “‘obert
was in bed and the house settled for. the night, and he was no-
where to he neen in, the mornwng. Ordinarily *obert would
have shszred hL& mether anx1ety to some extent, but there
were other things to he attended to before the Klein problems
could he nroperly weighed and considereds.

Quite as usual Robert called for kthel. "I've copied all

her mother
that we have written, Mr. Sterling," ske told him teénsely,; -as
he, waited n@the h&llJ)+ Ml don‘t know what to ao né?t'

*1'11 see vou about it in—&—&&h%}e—eiHLﬂulﬁ_Qﬁ_hd
nromisedy sand felt pity for the unbalanced and distorted mind
that would have to he so much worse before it could be better.

Ethel appeared with her suitcase, which Robert immedi- /7
ztely took from her, MShe kissed her mother good bye as usés O~

YARXIZREY A XEXR X AITEAXREXX MR ERREX Y I A XK RARZRE X X AR NRXBXX
NAXYXFERAXEREFxIX R R Xk REy HONREX KRR EERREXX
REARRXZHIREXERXAEERRAXEAXEIKRSBEXENINES X X0 RAVEX Y ANXEEEXBYR KX ERIRER
and followed him to the car. e .

"You're not afraid?" he asked anxiously.

"No. A bee once stung me. I brushed it off, and pulled
out the stinger. It hurt, but the bee died. I wuas sorry for
the bees I didn't like it, but -- I was sorry for ite. You
mzy think me hard, but -- You don't krow -- I hope you will
never know ho# I've been hurt." Not once did she look back

#8 they drove down off iMelvin Hill,

In order to avoid the curiosity and qguestioning of




free, I will ask only that you write me now and then, at my

present address. Let me know that you are well and hapny, and

-- let me know immediately if anything poes wrong. Uhere's
the long distance telepnone, vou know -- whenever you like.
And I -- L know vou have plenty of money, but 1'd like to
finance you."

"That's a husband's privilege," she said added with a
1ittle catch in her voice, “and you certainly aren't asking --

much! I wonder if I rave any right to let wvou do so much for

=

me. You've opened my prison doors, but --*

"There are no 'huts'. In fairness to yourself and to

‘

o vour mother and to me -- you must walk out into the freedom

y
that she should have given you years ago."

Guite as usual he dropped her at her home and drove
Mother
to the Kleins'. Simpson was waiting for him in his room,
“Mf. Sterling," she said anxioﬁsly, “I wish you'd talk to
Simpson! I'm terrihly, térribly worried!"

“What'e wrong with Simpson, Mrs. Klein?"

"He's heen getting into bhad company -- that lLittle
Martin girl! She a wayward, wild little thing, without a
nrinciple in her Character! She's begn the talk of the town
since she was fifteen! And she has an awful influence on him,
He's bhought a revolver and carries it around with himi! He's
been shooting in the back yard this afternoon! He's going to
get into trouble just as sure as the world! I wish -- YqQu

have more influence over him than anybody else. I wish vou'd

talk with him. He -- shoots true, Mr, Sterling. And he's




facel"

Robhert smiled a little grimly. "I've lived in an insane
asylum, you know. I've seen the unbalanced mind from the
inside out and from the outside in. I suppose Simpson has
told you 211 he knows?"

"A)1 and more. But I think he's right believing that
it wold do us all good to be recreated as you have been."

"I don't'know how thoroughly I've been recreated. 3But
this plan of mine -- if you'll concent to it‘;ill be my test,
If I can do wﬂat I want to do with yvour mother -- if I can
stand up under the responsibility, and --*

~"And teach her how to raise her own blackberries?"
suggested Ethel with tears in her eyes.

“And teach her.to raise her'own blackherries, and sweeten
her own oatmeal -- If I can do that, Ethel, I'll be more sure
of myself; 1'11 claim you with confidence when the time comes."

"Just what do you want me to do -- and when?" she asked

»

him' ,‘; —_ : P

"I want vou to pack your suitcase)and b¢ ready to leave
/l

without saying anything whatever to your mother. It will be
easier for her if she.'knows nothing about your leaving until

it is irrevocable. Can you get out of the house with a suit-

case without arousing her cur1051ty?“ /) ,/ A e A
3T HoAa @ N\ /)14
"Easily. I often 4ﬂke things 4e—tklre—cie=

been at me—ahout having some things clesnedet’
"Very well. We'll be married in the morning and you

will go ut once -- alone -- wherever you wish. Absolutely
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order to he your mother's son, and zlgo -- I want the right to
z0 to you at a moment's notice if ever you needec me.' But I
shall not claim you until you know what it is to belong to
yourself,: ndtcis oaly too easy to transfer such a hondage as

)

yours from a mother to a husband. I couldn't bear that.®
i Sl el
"Would vou he satisfied with me if I @didn't-write -- if

S ]

5N

1=

I never wrote at al
"More than satisfieds I con't care what you do, if only
you cut the cords and find you own independent way -- whethexr
it takes you one year or ten."
"There are things you ought to know about me,
"Never mind them. You may tell me anything you like
before our real marri:ze -- whenever vou are ready for thate

But now -- the marrizge I'm asking for now is a matter of form —

nothing more than the ccnventional red tape that will meke me

o
4 member of vour family and give me a certain authority with

1

your mother. You can strengthen that authority by having no
cormmunication with your mother excent through me. That will
make it necessary for her to accept me.-- if you can beexr to

L0 Sinta ¥
"Bear to do it? Oh, my dear}! I'é be glzd if I mipht {

never see her again, I hate hert It's my own hete of her that
has sc frightencd me -- I -- I've lived for years with muder
in my heart -- murder mixed with a sort of love that mace me

cling to what I loathed! But how can I zo zrd leave thisi:

(]

dreadful thing with you. Have you any idea what you'll heve to




"Yes., I know. You love me. You would love me -- no
matter what -- happened. And L love you. &avery time 4 look
you Iféév ﬁ04ﬁy%e;ff~d/‘Thy people shall be my people, and
thy God shall be my God.*'"

¥Yor a moment he d@ould not speak . "Then you'll marry me?"
he asked.

"How can I marryl: %o marry and live at home with mother

would be to tear me in two! You couldn't bear it! And how

can 4+ leave her! If she had anyone eclse -- if I had brothers
oY sisters -- if Father were liVing -- But how can I leave her
alone?"

ﬁYou can't. It would wreck her. She would probably
become insane. Ethel, I have & very unusual proposition to
make. I want to marry you and send you on your wedding trip
alone =-- the trip of your dreams. I will stay at home and
look after your mother, while you cut all the coxrds at once
and go where you like and get acéuainted with yourself. And
when you have found &ourself, and what you like and went -=
uninfluenced by anything but your own wishes and dreams and
discoveries -- and when you mother has learned that she must
live her own life, not yours -- we'll see what sort of a

performance we can put across, playing opposite each other."

&

"You love me enough to do that!"

"I must set you free before I let myself love you in
eny other way. ﬁf we were to do the usual thing you would go
from one hondage to another. I'd be glad if you could go

entirely free -- unmarried. But I must be your huswand in

_ |




my life," she told him adtbsshthéntabley.ner eves shining.,

"Way do you suppose it is such fun?"

"TU've always wanted'to. I've always thought -=*

"What have you thought?"

"It's been a sort of dream. It seemed as if -- 1f 1
could drive a car -- Lf I could pack & few things in & suit-
case, and go all by myself -- agay from everybody and everything
L have ever known -- I['ve always thought 4 could get acquainted
with myself. I don't know -- I really haven't the least idea
what I'm like -- shat sort of = person 4 really am. 1 don't
know what I would like to do\éﬂé learn ang De."

"It's a real idea," caid liobert meditatively.,

It was mid-afternoon when she gave him the wheel and he
drove home, slowly and reluctantly. "“day 4 call in the morning
and take you to work apain?"

She laughed in wholesome merriment, ana told him that

left nerx
he might, and he drmy¥exhame knowing that.one of the cords that
bound her had heen cute. .

For two weeks they had been spending their daye together.
She had her driver's license and they took turns at the wheel,
Griving wherever the roads invited thedr and thelir whims ac-
cepted. And then, one afternoon, he cdrove = little out of
road where tre woods made a shade above them and anpond -- o
was 1t a 1akef$narkled through the green bevond, and the roed
and 211 it led to was put from sipht behind,

NEthnel " he said, Y1 think you know -- I love youl"




which the dife=giving:mother snips day by day as the child is
individual
born into his own IrRUBRERAENE existence and learns to breathe

more and more deeply the Dbracing air of independence. And when

they are all snipped ske sends him out to be a man, to live his
life and play his part. And when he stubs his toe and comes
crying hack to her she comforts him as quickly cs she can, and
shows him it is only his tog he has gtubbed, and suggests that
he runralong and légﬁﬁ;goﬁpickwuﬁ“ﬁis'feet, and see what a big
old world it is."

"I see," said Ethel.- "And the devouring mother dopsn't
cut the cords. She strengthens tihem and winds them tighter and
tighter --"

"There are a hundred =-- a tnousand ways of doing it,
Ethel. It can be done by selfish love of dominance, by senti-
'mentality and tenderness, byt protection and indulgence, or --=
or by excessive personal ambition. -The result is the same,
Tye child cannot escape, he remains a part of tre mother -=
an abortive crippled human being -- unless he finds some way
of cutting the cords himself."

Ethel looked straight ahead of her down the long ribbon
of road that stretched bright in the morning sunshine. "Teach
me drive," she said at last.

She learned rapidly, with thm esgerness of one who being
famished partakes of food. By noon she wes beinning to have
hage the confidence that makes driving a simnle metter. They
found a tearoom with the sign of the three A's, and went in
for refreshmente. "I have never had so much fun -- never in

my—t-ifie, M
g f-lhe
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He drove rapidly for an hour and a half in which time
very little was said. "Yo you like it?" he inguired after a
long interval of silence.

"Yeg -- hetter than anything else."

"Wouldn't you like to drive?"

"I don't know how. I've never driven."

"Wouldn't you like to learn?"

"I've always wanted to, but blotker would never let me
even try. She's afraid."

"Well, we're a long way from Mother this morning -- suppse
you have a lesson?"

Sue . wyeretd-a momeéfitlin doubt, and laughed a little mner-
'vously. "I'm never a long way from Mother, Mr. Sterling. I
seem to take her with me everywhere ¥ go. Other people are
not that way -- are thcy?"

"A great many are, Ethel. There are two kinds of mothers,
.dreams
and always have heen.fAs far back as the memex) of man can be
traced through his mytholegy both: kimds have presidéd over his
destiny, and his fate hangs upon his gbility to obey the one
and eécape the other. The life-giving mother and the devour-
ing mother --"
"Devouring!" she exclaimed under her breath. "Devouringi"
"Yes, Devouring, When a child is horn, he ceases to {

be physicaglly & part of his mother, but the mental and moral

and spiritual cords are still unservered. They are left for

the mother herself to cut -- hundreds of them. Little strands
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Rohert was early at the Melvins' next morning, to Mrs,.

Melvin's obvious relief. "I'm so glad you thought better of it,)
gust.o littile ' _

she gaid. "I was afraid you had taken Ethel's tantru m seriously
and wouldn't want to go on with our work."

"Before we do any more with our work work, Mrs. Melvin,
I must get bhetter acquainted with Ethel -herself. Lo you real-
ize how little I have seen of her? It's rather absurd, don't
you think, to attempt to write a book ahout & person you have
studied only at second hand -- when there is every opportunity
for first hand obhservation?"

"Perhaps you're right, but -- Well, I suppose I could
be making a nice clean copy of whzt we've finished, but --

Ethel is so busy with her new book, couldn't we go on with

g
ours during her busy Hrours?"

"Perhaps -- later. But I have a little business of my
own that needs attention, and I think -- but I'll call fox
Ethel each morning and manage to see all I can of her. I have
a new car -- Is she rcadyto go?"

Ethel wes ready and.they drove of f together. "I'm not
going to take you to your office," he said.

"No," she agreed quite simply. "#re you going to take me
for a, ride?" .

"Yes., Where would you like to go?"

"I don't care -- ever so far. Anywhbre that feels far

away "

SR R NI i T RN S G R I R L T el
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XI

By a very circuitous route Robert walked to belvin Hill
and arrived late withcut any definite idea zz to the coming
out with the mother he had acquired.  Mrs. Melvin with: the.:
evening  Bugle inh. herchands-was anxiously watching from the

afternoon callers
front steps. The last of her gueskx were driving away, leaving
her zlone, a tense little figure -- hut cold, as if 211 outer
warmth were inwardly directed, focussed upon an inner lurid
heat of maternal passion. "Where is Ethel?" she asked icély.
"She snould unauve heen at home long ago. She has disappointed
the guests:. I invited here to mect her."

"Ethel is not coming home tonight."

"Not coming -~ home! Mr. Sterling, Ethel knows thet I
prefer her to come home! She always comes home! Vhere is she?" '

W1 don'!t know." : [

"You don't know? VWhere did you leave her? We must send
for her -- find her -- at oncei"

"No. We must leave her alone -- let her go. She's on
her wedding journey and must not e disturbed."

Dumbly Mrs. melvin stared at him -- unbelievingly., Only
the tightening of her pale hands upon the newspaper che held

indicatec the tumult within her.

He took her arm. "€ome ingide urd sgit down," he czid.
"l nave 2 great, deal to tell vou."

Mechanically she allowed herself to be led inside and

seated on a sofa in the parlor. "Kent --" che began feintly =--

"Ethel has -- gone -- with Kent -- has married him, and never
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told me?"

"Shﬁrg%dﬁéfv?ﬁrry Kent; she married me."

Apein 8h& stared at him dumbly -- unbelievingly.

"From now on, Mrs. Melvin, Fthel belongs to me. I've
sent her on her wedding journey alone. That will seem very
ctrange to you, but -- In my oninion she needs to be alone.
She needs a vacation from belonging to somebody else. ©She
nceds a long vacation in which she will belong only to hexr-
self -- go where she pleases, do what she pleases, think what
she pleaées." 4

"If this is true, it's madness, Mr. Sterling! ¥You don't
know what you're doing! Ethel's a child! She's never been
anywhere alone! She isn't safe! ©Something will happen to
her! Where have you sent her?" What arrangements have you
made for her?"

"Ethel is not a child, Mrs. Melvin. You kave tried to
keep her a child -- that is why I must send her away. ©She is
a married woman. I have given her my car, and she is to go
where she likes, and make her own arrangerients."

"Wour car! Who is driving iti"

"Ethel is driving it."

Mrs. sielvin gasped. "But she can't -- she's never been
allowed to drive! On -="

She drives very well indeed. I1've been instructing her,
and 1 assure vou she's safer thgn vour William on the road.

driver's permit
She's had her ¥izEmsz for = month."
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Mrs. Melvin snrang to her feet, twisting the newspaper in
her hands. "I don't believe a word of this, Mr. Sterling. I'm
going to put the matter in the hands of the police. They will
find Ethel for me!"

"Wait a mirute Mrs. Melvin -- hefore you make yourself
and Ethel rediculous. I have our marriage certificate in my
pocket. VWould you like to see it?" He held it before her and
she sank back upon the sofa.

"You've married -- my: 1ittle girli"

"Yes. Swexbairngzxipxmz. It will seem cruel to vou that
we did this without your knowledge, but it was the easiest way
for a1l of us. You made it necessary hy regarding Ethel as a
child. ¥%hen a mother will not allow her daughter to grow up
the daughter has to take the matter in her own handse"

"But she is a child; Mr.. Sterling! ¥ou -- you don't
realize what a dreaﬁful thing you have done! Ethel has no
more idea how to take care of herself -- ' Why she -- She
won't even know how to choose her friends! I've been so cere-
ful -- L've had to be! VWny -- If I hadn't interfered, this
girl -- this dreadful little Martin girl would have been a
close friend of hers all the way up! And see!"™ She unrolled
the Evening Bugle and held it with trembling fingers before
Robert's eves. Mag'Martin, in large black letters was nemed
corespondant in the diforcs pfotéedings of Mrs. Mgggie Boyd
againéfEdwarq Boyd, her husbhand. Poor Bimpson! TFhat'could

hardly be framed zgainst the girl by the Rugle! HRobert wished
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he had had more time for the role of friend, but just now the
role of son-in-law must come firste.
He threw the paper down. "Ethel may -- probably will --

" he said. "But at any cost she must have her

malte mistakes,
opportunity to ccase being a child. She rust have her chance
to grow up, and to.do.that she rust be separated from yous

For the present you have lost your daughter, but I'd like you
to feel that you have gained & son. Would you like me to
remain here with you, or shkall I go back to my rooms ot Mrs.
Klein's?"

Mrs. Melvin again rose from the sofa. "Is doeen't meke
the slizhtest difference to me where you go," she sald in a
shaking voice and leaving him alome in the parlor went up the
stairs and shut herself in her own room.

Robert decided to stay. Mrs. Melvin had not forbidden
him the house -- thet wazs something, and he'd better esteblish
himself there while the opportunity was open to him. He
found Mattie, the housge-maid, and showed her the marrisge
certicicate -- explaining that Miss Fthel had gone on her
wedding trip while he remained to take care of her mother,
Strangely enough Meattie seemed not only to understand but to
approve.,

"8hall I make up & guest:room, or -- Would you like to
-- Perhaps you'd like to use Migs Fthel's room."

"Wes. " Robert turned away and wlked to the window.

Ethel's room, across the halld from her mother's sitting room,
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was familiar to him as a view from the hall. He would like to
go there, and shut the door, and be with the entire pact of
Ethel herself. That would be something -- on his wedding
night. But hé tould hot telk to Mattie about it,

"Dinner will be served in half an hour," she said.

Rohert sat down with the mussed and twister Bugle,
smoothed it out as well as he could and read the sgordid and
ugly account of the Boyd divorce proceedings through from be=
ginning ﬁo ends It was the usual thing of its sort, such as
can be read in any newspapexr ényﬂhere at any time, but it hope-
lessly smértched the already none too immaculate reputeation of
the girl Simpson had been g0 attracted toe. She would no doubt
leave town -- could hardly want to. stay in Loosburg after this.
Evidently the word slum was not altogether inappropriate for
that pzrt of town in which eBhe spent her leisure. And she
wouldn'tbe likely to hold her job.in the post office building.
It would be a good thing for Simpson to find out what she was,
and hetter vet if she left town,

Mrg. Melvin did not come down to dinner,‘and Kobert ate
alone, served by the quiet Mattie., ZThen he went to Ethel's
room, closed the door and locked himgelf in -- to be alone with
the fragrance of the girl he loved }( and wanted. His weoding
night! There was daintiness about the room and the little
bath ajoining it. ‘'here was an intimeacy in being there locked
in. On the bed were thE toilet articles -- everything a' man
would need. Mattie was thoughtful. How strenge those mascu-
line furnishings looked in that little virgin room. On the

dresser was a framed photograph of Kent Mcbougal. Easy to guess
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#ho put it there, He was on tke point of throwing it out the
window, but changing his mind, took it into Mrs. lielvin's git-

ting room and left it on her degk. Kent shoubd not be present
even Kent's
on his wedding night -- not his shadow upon cerdioard.

Again he locked himpelf in Ethel's room. Where wae

.,,J,,.\j" P AL C AT
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Ethel? He would gladdky have given fenmyears.of. life.to be

sure that she was safe. ©Not that he regretted sencding her
away, but == Where was she? -And who was she? Wife or sister?
If she was his sister, of course she w~vas not his wife. UThat
vas a mystery that would have to solved hefore he could claim
her. How inexpressibly horrible if she were his sister -~ {0
feecl @bout her as he did! What did Simpson know =bout it?
What could Simpson know! Simpson had a hunch that Ktlel was
hig sister. Simpson was intuitive -- quick --- his hunches were
likely to be sound. What did he suspect? The possibility
that Ithel might not be his wife =- might never be -- weighed
uponjhimsin propoertion tos«the hqpewhe triedwto, keep ialiives

Nine o'clock)by the boudier clock on Kthel's little
book case. Better read something, He looked over her hooks.

Yiction Writing, The Men who Write Our Novels, Handbook o

English, the Art of Storw Writing, The Thirty-gix Drematic

Situations, Jhe Art of Inventing Characters, The Future of the

Novel; Loy %o be & writer The Art of WKiction -- Hobert was

aghast. He knew only too well who had nut these boolks in

Ethel's room -- forced her to study them! Rosemary or Ethel .

-- at least she skould be free. YTere should be no more of




114

this. Wzsn't there-even one hook that a girl could love?
fie found none. Prohably her mother had expurgated everything
that might distract her attention from the course marked out
for her. In the closet -- the door was sjar and he opened it
far enough to see -- were dainty garments, faintly fragrant
with the suggestion of perfume that clung to what che hendled
more than to herself. ILe closed the closet door, and sat for
a long time in the dark.
¥inaglly, still in the dark, he undressed and went to bed
-- lving awake for hours whpre Ethel had no cdoubt so often lain
awake -- Hthel or Hosemary. Loward morning he slept and it
wae hroed day when he opened his eyes. Sunday morning. Well,
he was pretty late even for Sunday. Hthel's room looked dif=-
ferent with the sun streaming in. It wag too much like the
rest of the house. Probably mthel had had very little to do
with its furnisting, but the fact that she had spent so many
hours there, made it herses He was glad he had taken possesgion
of it. If Kthel were Kosemary this was all he would ever have
of intimacv. He knew he could not he a brother to her.
e noticed as he went dnto thelihallithat the door of

Mrs. delvin's sitting room wes closed. She had shut herself
in, and his breakfast like his dinner was eaten in solitude,
served by the quiet mattie. but after breakfast Mrs. Melvin
came down stairs, evidently dressed for church. She said
good morning coldly and picked up the Sunday Bugle from the
table in the hall. From the telephone room under the stair

’ landing came persistent ringing, answered by Mattie who e

_;
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appeared directly with the announcement, "Miss Mey Martin --
wants to speak with Mrs. Melvin."

"Tell Miss Martin that I do not wish to speak with hex.®

"She says it's very important, Mrs. Meltin."

"Tell her that nothing she hag to eay ¢anipossibly be of
the’ slightest consequence to me."

"I'11 talk with her," said Hobert. "It may be just as
well to hear what she has to say." He went into the t2lephone
room and closed the door. "This is Robert Sterling," he said,
and then added, "Mrs. Melvin's son-in-lew."

There was a moment of silence long enough yo indicate
that she had hung up. Then -- "You are -~ mariied -- to
Ethel!" Was she shocked, or merely surprised.

"Yes," he said. "I'll give Mrs. Melvin any mesesage you
have for her,"

"I'd rather tell you, Mr. Sterling." The voice was low
but sggitated. "Neither Mrs. Melvin nor Ethel must come to
church this morning. Mattie said Ethel was out of town is
that true?"

'

"Then that's all right, but -- Keep Mrs. Melvin at
home this morning. She always goes to church, but this time
she -- she just mustn't!"

"Why not, Miss Martin? 1I'lllhave to give her & reason."

"I can't tell you the reason, but -- Keep her away! It}

for her own sake. She's no friend of mine, but -- I've got to
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warn her." The click of-her receiver on the hook ended her
word of warning.

Perplexed and troubled, lobert went back to his Mrs.
Melvin. . "Miss Martin warns you to stay away from church this
morning. Itis decidedly.mysterious, but -; She sounded very
sincére, and if I were you 1'd stay at home."

"My goings and comings are no business of Miss Martin's,
end --, I always go to church."

"You would be wiser not to." Robert thought of Simpson
and his revolver. Surely that was not -- But the boy migﬁt
be quite beside himself, and -- The telephone was ringing
egain and he didn't wait for Ma£tie to answer. "Sterling
speaking," he said, after closing the door.

"Good! Thought you might be therel" It was Simpson,
and he sounded anything but murderous. "I only wanted to tell
you to come to church without fail. It's absolutely necessary
for you to be there. That's all!" He hurg up with a thar-
acteristic hang, and there was no use rattling the hook at
him. But what in the world -- Had he discovered -- Was there
to he some sort of public exposure -- Fthel and her mother
Warned awvay =-- It looked -- But how kcep Mrs. Melvin at
home., ©Out .in fromtthe car was waiting for her -- William in
it -- She had gone for her coat and hat --

Robert snutcned his hat and went out. "I'll drive this
morning, William," he said, and William got out. | Instantly
Robert was in his place, starting the car, leaviné‘har behind.

She would hardly walk, and if che called a ceb she would be
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too late. It was alreadycalmost church time,

A properly reverent and religious town was on its way to
meeting. From here and there all roads converged on Sunday
morning and came to an e¢nd at the comodius stone church. Robert
drove hy many cars zlong the curb, and parked two blocks awey
People were greeting eachother, talking cquietly as befitted
the sabbath day in the shadow of the houvsge of God. The organ
was alrezdy playing. Robert looked veinly zbout for Simpson.
To get a word with him -- to find out what was impending be-
forehand. But tle boy was nowhere to be seen. Perhaps he
was alreadyvinside.

But if so *‘obert, standing in the back of the church
was unable to locate him. "May I show you & seat, Mr. Sterling,"
inquired an usher, and Robert followed him to a seat well to-
ward the front. And still he could not locate Simpson. A
real sense of danger -- of suspense -- weighed upon the {1iénd
of the Simpson, fthe brother of Rosemary, the husband of Ethel,
the son-in-law of Mrs. Melvin. He had a profound impression
that something was about to hanpen -- something which was to
him personally of the greatest importance -- something cruciel.

People were still coming in, the seats were filling,

Kent McDougal and his mother were taking the seat across the
gisle -- 2nd with them -- Yes, it was Mrs. Melvin. Little and
proud and stubborn, so cold without, so passionate within --

awitte’ jof him,  Welll ==

ol

she hed found a way to come to church in
he done all he could short of locking her up. Where could

Simpson be? If only --
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The congregation was rising for the doxology, and re=-
mained standing for the prayer.  Robert began to feel more
at rest in his mind as the regular opening ofcthe service pro=-
ceeded under the dignified direction of the reverend Dr. Sig-
ourney. Dr. Sigourney certainly wouldn't =llow ahything very
dreadful to occur to Mrs. lielvin &b his Sunday service. There
were hymns, the collection was taken up while the choir sang
softly, there were announcements of various kinds. Prayer
meeting on wednesday evening, .a church suppexr Thmrsday, & poor
family in the country to be cared for -- another hymn.

Now would come the sermon. Dr. Sigourney durned the
leaves of the Bible on the desk to find his nlace, and arranged
his sermon heside it. He was about to announce hisjtert when
a russlé of astonishment went throush the church. “impson at
last! Striding down the aisle in a marmer quite too hrisk and
businesslike to he in keéping with the place and hour -- headed
straight for the pulpit.

An usher stepped forward to head him off -- tc keep him
from intruding upon divine sexvices.-- hut Simpson produced
his revolver and the horrified usher fell back several paces.

"Sit down, everybody! And sit stilli" Simpson commanded,
The usher oheved, and so did everybody else. If Simpson was
crazy, and apparently he was, lthere was nothing to do but humor
him,

"What de it, Simpson?" asked Dr. Sigourney mildly, quite

unafrazid. "What do you want?"
b

"I want to conduct these secrvices, Dr. Sigourney,
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There was a determined grimness about Simpson, & grimnessvery
definitely accentuated by the revolver in his hand. He gave
the impression that he would not hesitate an instant if it
were necessary to use the weapon -- but his attitude toward
Dr. Sigourney was one of utmost courtesy and reverence. "I
want to conduct these services. My text is James LLI 7-8,
will you read it, Lr. Sigourney?"

"Certainly, Simpson." Dr. Sigourney turned the leaves of
the pulnit Bible, fourd the nlace, and read:

"' For every kind of beasts, and of birds, and of ser-
pents, and of things in the sea, is tamed and hath been tamed
of mank ind.

"1But the tongue can no man tame; it is an unruly evil,
full of deadly poison.'"

"Thank you, ur. sigourney. The tongue &s an unruly evil,
full of deadly poison -- and the newspnaper is the tongue of
the town. The Looshurg Bugle is the tongue of this town, and
it is very full of deadly poison. Last night's edition was
particularly poisonous, more than usually deadly =-- and the
evil it did must be undone! That is my apology for coming
here and interrurting this service. VYou will all realize that
there are only two ways of reaching-the ear of Loesburg =--
through the Bugle, and through this éhurch. You will =211 see
that I nave no choice but to use the church.

"Mrs. Boyd, will you please come forward?"

There was a rustle of interect throughout the caurch,
as all eyes focussed upon a cowaring woman in a pew at the

left. She shrank back hid her {fwce from the curious gaze of




her fellow townsmen. "I'm corry to embarrass you, Mrs. Boyd,
but it's absolutely necessary for you to tell this town why
you brought the name of May Martin into the quarrel between
yourself and Ed -- just how much you were paid for doing it,
and by whom. Please ccme forward.®

The woman was sobbing with fright.

“Perhaps,"

said Simpson not ungently, "Pernhaps you'd
prefer to have me tell it. If I make any miztakes you can
correct me. Your quarrel with Ed gas about an automobile ==
€

nothing else. You wanted one, and couldn't afford it, &nd you
tureatened to leave him. Then =« repiesentitive of the Bugle
arranged this other thing. 8o long as you wanted a divorce,
the grounds didn't narticularly matter -- and a thousand dol-
lars was a lot of money, and the girl whose reputation was at
stake was nohody of any consecuence and her reputation wasn't
so0 white that a few more spots on it scemed to matter. That’s
all Mrs., Boyd -- if you want fo 2o home now you mey."

There was a dramatic pause while Mrs. Bdwerd Boyd fled
sobhing frcem the church.

" There was-a real mennace in Simpson's

"And now --
voice, =and the revolver in his hand made a significant gesture.
"Wr., Herold Weaver, of the Bugle staff --" All eyes turned to
thie other side of the church, where Weaver sat paralized, not
daring to move.s "I won't ask yvou to come forward, I1'll merely
ask you to correct me if I am inaccurate in any of my state-

ments. PBut be very careful, Mr. Weaver. *he truth is going

to come out -- every hit of it, and what comes cut here in
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£}

Church won't have to come out in court. As-I. twdevetandcitne-

youllligorrectime if I am wrong --:you have-been For-vebrs
under instructions from higher up to injure in every wey pos-
sible thie social and moral standing of May Msrtin., And you
have done it very cleverly., There has hardly been a month in
which
her name has not appeared in some disagreeable connection =--
with many diseagreeble implications. Not one of these attentiorms
zlone would have done her any great harm, but the tkhe 1ot taken
together during the ten yesrs since she entered the Loosburg
high school have made her -- well not ¢guite an outcast, hut
certainly a social undesirable. during tre last month your
orders from higher up have been urgent. You weére told to fin-
ish your job with somethiing so disagreeble that Mgy Martin
would leave town. So you fixed up this thing with #Mrs. Boyd,
#o was ghng to get a divorce any way, and could use =2 thousand
May Wartin
dollars on the side. Yburkzagongr prettyiwell framed -- but

Ed Boyd is an honest man and he made his wife tell the truth.

Thank you, Mr; Vieaver,"

b 7
"And noﬁ, Bimpson was wArking up to his task, gfdynamic,
‘/‘ I \
compelling,bersona hig
/i
/ al
best -- fgarless, e&Se t Mcbougal,
\

will you/%peak for yourse or shall I destify for you, tooz"



"And now --" Simpson was warming ws to his task, . A
dynamic, compelling personality in a situation which put him.
at his best -- fearless anq perfectly at ease -- he addressed
himself to, Ként Mc®lougal. "Kent, would you like to take your
mother and Mrs. Melvin home?"

Kent nodded;,. spoke to his mother, who in turn spoke to
Mrs, Melvin and followed her son from from the church. Mrs.
Melvin however seemed not to have heard her friend or to have
noticed that she was being left behind. She sat motionless,
staring straight ahead of her as if unaware of what was going
on. “impson 1oo¥ed at her for a moment and his face hardened.
He had givén herIZEance to escape what was to come. "I think
you all know," he began slowly,"that Kent McDougal and Ethel
Melvin have been intended for eachothexr ever since they were
born -- hy mothers who didn't realize that in the United States
such things are not arranged by parents. But you may not know
that Kent has been interested in May Martin since they both
began high school together, and that it was on account of this
interest in her that the Bugle censidered her undesirable ==
has tried to make the town too uncomfort# le for her. For
several yvears Kent has been trying to pursuade her to marry
him and go away, but she has ?efused,to be run out of town by
a yellow newspaper. And so Kent worried along, seeing very
little of her -- until just lately. Lately he's had a rival
which stirred up the man in him, andhe's been going after

#hat he wanted a little harder -- a little more conspicuously.
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Some of you may have noticeds At any rate the Bugle noticed
and proceeded to do its worst.

"That's the end of part one, friends. Part two will

follow immediatelye.
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With a fairly impish smile Simpson turned upon his
friend. "Sterling, vou told me something yesterday, in strict-
est confidence. Come on now -- right up here in front -- and
whisper your secret into the ear of Loosbhurg. Tell 'em just
what vou told me."

loo surprised to speak, Robert stared at him, and Simpson
continued. "Sorry, old man, but -- ILooshurg has to know, right

It would hurt me have to :
now and here. Afihxxs'like thg‘diékehs+toAbetray a confidence,
but if you won't tell --" |

Robert rose, his indignation rieutralized by the suspense
born of higs own mystery and Simpson's vnurnoseful publicity
stunte That Simpson had sufficient reason for all this he felt
sure; it was the part of friendship to cooperate. And if his
story wzs to be told he preferred to do the telling.

"Thank vou, Sterling," said Simpson. "Come on up framt,
where everybody can look znd listen., PFellow citizens, My
friend, Robert Sterling, has a little story to tell you i » a
little mystery story trhat will interest you very much., Mr.
Sterling."

With a graceful suavity Simpson stepped back but remained
standing w#hile Robert told simply and informally but very fully
the story of little Rosemary -- her appearence, her mischievous
exuberance, her last day, her tragic end. "And so, you see,"
he said in closing, "when I read Miss Melvin's story, Alone

in tle Dark, I couldn't help feeling that the little Mary Rose
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was a faithful portrayal of my little Rosemary -- even to the
name. I was sure it had been written by4sister -- tkhat she
was still living, and that the book wasithe story of her es-
cape, and to some extent, perhaps the story of her later life.y
Consequently I came 1o Loosbhurg expecting to find that Ethel
Melvin was an adopted child, believing confidently that I
would be able to identify her without serious difficulty as
my sister. |

But when I discovered that Miss Melvin was not an adopted

neither in appearance nor tempersment

child, that she was nn%ﬂgt all the type of Young woman my lit-
tle sister would probably have grown to be -- And when 1 2lso
found that the book was unguestionably her work, since from
childhood she had shown remarkable literary uwility, and her
childish oompositions contained much of the delicacy and whim-
sicality characteristic of the book -- Well, I didn't know
what to thinke Finallgjgnasked her regarding the incentien
of the character of little Mary Kose, and she told me that it
‘came out of her soul, hert:'leost soul'!,. as shelwhimsically
put it, I was forced to the conclusion that I had stumbled
upon & remarkable coincidence and nothing more."

Robert turned to Simpson. "Is that enough?"

"ot quite." Simpson put a detaining hand on his friends
zrm. "Rosemary," he said, addressing the rear ef the church
with triumphant tenderness. "Rosemary, come here and meet
your brother -- Kobert Steriing."

In the hushed stillness of the church *‘obert strove to

quiet the tumult of his own heart. May Martin was coming




swiftly down the aisle -- Simpson's tow-headed flapper! Ilier

face though very white was strong, fearless, but sensitive,
and the little swirls of halr escaping from beneath : small

felt hat were as ©impson had szid, pure gold. The eyes, which
e

seemed t0 Carry Berito < him by the Very intenéity of their

eager ‘interest, laskea up into his face -- deep wells of azure

incredulity. Yhen this dramatic meeting staged by Simpson

Klein was zs surprising to ter as to her brother. "I didn't

know -=-"

Her speaking voice was low but full, a musical con-
tralto, like a song. "I can warely remember -- Ihere weas &
boy. He sang funny little songs to me, and 4 cried when he
went away."

Robhert forgot the congregation as he took her two hands
in his. Little May Martin -- Maxry Rose, alone in the derk,
fighting hexr own battles, refusing to be persecuted out of
town by the poisonous tongue of Loosburg, stancing her ground,
winning at last witlh the help of Simpson Klein! Had she writ-
ten Ethel's hook? Imnossible unless shie had also written Ethel's
school compositions, which could hardly be. what lay behind all
this, and what was! this performance of Simpson's zoiny to do
to Ethel), who was—ris-friendle—wife? But -- one thing at a
time. "I can see," he said, studying the interesting young
face, "I can see. Rosemary in you."

"Wes., When Uncle Joe found me in the back of his car,
and asked me my name, I told him L1 was 'Oh May.' He cicn't
see the use of the Oh, so he called me may. But tre right

. 5 q 1
name must have been tucked away in my umconscious or 4 wouldnl t




have thought of Mary Rose for the little orphan's name. Rose-

mary! It's a beautiful name! I -- I'm very proud to be
your sister -- Rosemary Sterling."
“Wait a mintite! Wait -- a -- minute!" G&impson put an

arm about the girl, pulling her away from Hobert. "You go

back and sit down, Sterling! Your sister's real name is Mras.
simpson Klein."® And with his free arm he waved the mere brother
back to his, seat while aktonishment stirred"and’ then’ siléhéed
;1breathléssleongregation.

"We've been married exactly ten days," Bimpson informed
with naive enjoyment and pride, his arm still holding Rosemary.
"ind that's the end of part two. Part three's the Confessions
of a Wife. Will you confess, Rosemary, or shall 4 do it for
you? The story of your life is the next thing on this pro-
gram, and you can put it over with a lot more kick than I can,

but -="

"You sit down, Simpson. I'll tell it.

Simpson seated himself near her on the front seat and
the girl stood before her assembled townsmen as fearlessly as
he had stood. They were much alike, Robert told himself, ex-
cept that the girl had been more disciplined by life. There
was in her face a strength and purpese that in Simpson had
never been called into action. Rosemary's eyes rested for a
moment on the straight little figure, sitting alone in the
McDougla pew. She was face to face with her enemy, the enemy
she had vainlyrfofewnrneds A flashing pity left her young

face stery,. and Henert read in it the determination to ignore
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wrio
the woman/\yould notbhe advised, to speak precisely as if her !

enemy were not nresent .

What was she going to do to lMrs. Melvin? What could she
do more than had already been done -- unless che was about tq ‘
strike the mother through the daughter! Ethel too had been
warned to keep away! What was Kosemary, his sister, going to
ao to Ethel, nis wife?

"I needn't tell yvou anvthing more about my adoption
by Uncle Joe," The low voice filled the church with:no: ap=;
parent effort. "And it won't be necessary more than to men-
tion now his wife died when when I was only five, and how he
started off with his flivver and his hoeks and his violin and
me to find some place where his music would be more in demand

- \
than ever it had been in Pennsylvania, nor how we wandered,

trying Cleveland and then Petroit, and tinally coming to Loos-

burg to try truck gardening, because vegetables were more
necessary tnan music, and beczuse Uncle Joe wasn't very well,
but mostly 1 think because he wanted me to settle cown and
0 to school,

"Most of you will remember Uncle Joe as gentle old men
#ho brought vegetables to your kitchen door, often with a
little girl at his heels. But vou dién't know him 2t &1l
for what he really was -- an accomplished musician, speaking
eight languages fluently, marvelougly at home in the literature
of each of the languages he spoke, hut without a practica

hair in his kindly dresming head. The Uncle Joe you knew was
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o soft-spoken old men with potatoes and onions and lettuce
‘and tomatoes; but the Uncle Joe 1 knew was a university.

'I can never send you to college, May,' he used to tell me,
'but I'11 begin now while vou're little and seed you down with
delights of higher learning as we go along. Who knows but
those delights, if we plant them now in yeur growing mind,
may not grow as you grow. Perhaps a college education that
is planted early and allowed to grow may he even better than
one that is manufactured and and purchased later as an after-
thought." And so from the time 1 could talk he taught me lan-
guages, and literature, and such philosophy as he could im=-
part as we drove about from town to town, as we settled down
to coaxing vegetables out of the Loosburg ground, and cooked
our simple meals and washed our dishes and kept ﬁur house.
And in the evenings he used to play for me, and teach me to
play his violin.

But what Simpson wants you to know about is the whole
story of my friendship with Ethel Melvin. VWhen we came to
Loosburg I knew how to read and write, and though I had never
been to school thev put me in the third grade -- with Ethel.
Of course there were othexr children in the grade, but to me
she was @ll that mattered. She was made of different stuff --
a finer, sweeter, more beautiful stuff than had gone into the
making of any of the rest of us. And hefore 1 tell wrat .«
Simpson says you all must Enow I want to say that thet feeling

for Ethel has never chaﬁged except to prove itself agein and
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again and again.

"We were intimate friends from the beginning. I admired
her so much that I did my best to copy her pretty manners, her
winsome gentleness, even her penmanship, which * admired in-
tensely. I succeeded much better with the penmanship than with
the imitation of her other excellencies, and when xx after much
persevering effort I was able to write as prettily as she, we
decided to test my imitation on the teacher. I put her name
on my compositions and she put my: name on heérs, and we handed
them in to see if the teacher would notice. We were able to
do this because Ethel led tue class in deportment which auto-
matically made her the captin of her row and collector of the
papers. It was such fun -- made such a fascinating secret =--
that we kept it up and the teacher never caught us at it. Our
joke was very nearly discovered several times, but never ouite.
And it didn't seem like cheating to us hecause we both inva-
riably got high‘marks -- exacltly the same marks.

"About the middle of the year L learned that Ethel's
work -~- her composition work -- was not satisfactory at home.
She told me all about it at recess in the far corner of the
playground. Under the inspiration of her mother's suggestion
shhe had written little verses in her infancy -- little verses
that had been pﬁblished -- and everybody, most of all her mother,
expected her to become a genius. And she wad disappointing
the expectations. 'In first grade, in second crade, and now in
third grade she was ahle to produce nothing more than was
produced by somechzlf dozen other chileren -- just good school

compositions that met the exnectations of the teacher. The




nressure at home, .increasing with each year of disappcintment

in her attainment, was making her miserable -- so misersble
that she wept in my arms as she told me about it -- and 4
accepnted the challenge. Her compositions must be different --
they must be distinguished -- and {4 would make them sol! There
was no question of cheating now. Weé were stanuing together
againstl adultiinjustice -- the wealk againsl the strong, and
anything weas fair,

1t was natural for me to think fiction, fairy story and
allegory. L had always arused myself with such things eand 1
knew well. enough that if 4 put my own ideas insteatl.of those
planted by the teacher into the compositions they woulc at least
be 'different'. The first one, handed in under Ethel's name,
made a sensztion. KEthel's genius was coming to the surface
again, and everyhody was delighted with her, and she and I
enjoyed our little joke and kept it up. We were very careful,
When she was not captain of her row we dropped it, hut under
my own name I wrote only the regular school stuff, suvggested
and expected hy the teacher. Of course that made lapses in
Ethel's genius, but nobody thought anything of that. You
couldn't expect a little girl of eight to be a genius all
thie time.

MOutside of school hours we were inseparshle -- as In-
separazble, that is, as we could mansge. But the Doweager
Queen -- the mothier of my princess was to me always the Dow-

ager Queen because shie was s0 dignified and unapproachable --
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she decided that a little vegetable girl was not a fitting
companion for a gifted little pr;ncess, and we were forbidden
to associate. It wés a dreadful.blow,

% When I went home &-:Wasisent home from the royal
castle by the Dowager Queen herself, and told that the princess
would he busy and I must not come again, that % must plgy with
little children children of my own set, -- Uncle Joe noticed
my despair. 'Don't look so like a lost soul, child!' he ex-
claimed giving me an idea -- an enchanting idea. I was a lost
soul -- the lost soul of the beautiful princess:--- and Kent
McDougal, in our grade at school and privileéged to be with the
princess constantly, should be 8ir Oracle, the court magician,
and help the beautiful princess to find her lost soul. The
Dutchess -- Kentfs mother was always the Dutchess in our plgy,
-- was as particular about his associates as any Dowager Queen,
and he was not allowed to play with the rough, unpolished little
boys about town -- he was allowéd to play only with the prin-
cess. So the two royal children would wander oﬁt together to
play on Melvin Hill and thereabout, and so long as they ran 6£f
together and came back together it was assumed that they had
played onl& with eachotﬁer. Neither iD@chess nor Dowager

Queeg knew of the Cave of the Lost Soul, deep in the woods

behind McDougal Park.

And so the Princess and the Oxacéleé and theLost Soul
grew into a permanent organization, far more entrancing than
if it had not been a secret of secrets. The three of us grew
up together withannintimacy xkuk no one guessed,a wholesome

intimacy with each other, and with squerrels, birds and flowerse.




132

during our grade sehool days I never spoke either to the
ﬁrincéss or the Oracle when + met them on the streets of Loos-
burg, and at school it was a part of the game to pretend that
they were nothing to me. We created an atmosphere of mystery
and intrigue by appearing as stéangers to the eye of the world.

"But whengieached high school zge the Oracle objected. He
liked me and wa;ted to take‘me to parties and dance with me.
And the Princess thought she ought to write her own composition.
Thexre were lengfhy discussions in the @ave of the Lost Soul,
only a part of which were known to the Oracle, for the secret
of Ethel's 'genius' had not been shared with him, and was
whispered cautionsl;niﬂen he was beyond hearinge

"There was such a falling off of genius in that first year
of high school that the lLowager Queen became desperatef The
Princess was in disgrace, and her puniéhment grew more and more
unbearable as the months went by. Finally she was allowed to
attend no parties, nor was she granted any week-end play or
recreation unless the week had produced some creditable -- more
"than creditable -- bit of writing. And so we regressed to our
former adaptation -- the weak against the strong, with anything
fair if only it would work -- and the Princess's genius again
came to the surface. Our writing was still alike and exchange
was easier than in the gradess

"But the opén friendship with Sir Oracle bhrought disaster,
It was observéd and viewed with consternation by both Duchess
and Dowager Queen, and the royal Bugle 5§gan‘to sound taps

for the little vegetable girl.




4 think I understand it. To those ‘in court circles I

wasn't a real person at all -- any more than ik#Em the enemy he
kills in hattle is a real person to the soldier. He couldn't
run his havonet through a real person, so he must make vermin
of those he has to exterminate. And so I becarie vermin --
something disgusting that muct be done away withe. If we had
had money it could not have been cone. If either Uncle Joe
or I had heen better known it could not have been .cones. Fut
we were very noor and very husy.lUncle Joe spent zll his spare
time on my education, and I'spent all mine with the Princess
and the Oracle in such rendexvous as a lost goul wes able to
devise. And so it was not too difficult to make veérmin of me.
1l was watched for evidences of the diszgreeable.

"The psychology of rumor is interesting. If you start
& story without telling the whole of it, your listeners will
automatically if cuite unconsciously finish it ‘in their own

. - - . ‘ 0 - . 0
imaginations -- accoralngqthe thexsnggenkinns>and implicatiens
[

your bheginning suggestse A man renortea by the Bugle as reel-’
ing down the =treet could be regerded as & town cdrurikerd within
a week, though it were only the icy pavement that made him
‘reell, Then what of a girl wandering &t &-2ate hour of the
night in the outskirts of Looshburg in tlie company of &n unider
tified man -- used as Lhe text for an editorial recomending the
enactment .of a curfew law.for the protection of our youtht
"It's a terrible thing for a girl to have the tongue of

the town vnoisoned against her; but it's more terrible for the




marn wno loves her without being able to pfotect her good name.
Uncle Joe -- He was shocked and angry at the first attack,
himself heing the unidentified men with whom I had roamecd the
the outskirts of Loosburg. He went to the Bugle office where
he was treated as a Jjokes

"At the second attack upon me he was beside himself with
rage and rushed hlindly off --" Rosemarypaused for a moment
to control her voice. "You may remember the story as the DBugle
told it. +he picturesgue eold vegetable man, rushing through
the streets apparently intoxicated had been striuck by an auto-
mobile and fatally injured.

"and so Uncle Joe was.gone and I was alone. BEd Boyd,
who was farming next us, and had known Uncle Joe was appointed
my guardian. Of course I couldn't run the truck farm and
finish high school too, so he undexrtook to take care of the
garden on shares. Living so near by he could do it along with
his own -- by hiring a little more help. By my living alone
in the old house -- and Ed helping so much -- Well, some of
you may remember what the Bugle did with that, and how skill-
fully. The high scnool investigated me znd found nothing
arong but that fact was published inconsnicuously among the
advertisements with no heading to speak of, and few saw it.

"Mly last year in scliool was a bad year for the garden,
It didn't bring in anything, and I had to have a little money,
so I pot the job of violinest in trhe Looshurg picture theater,

That was when we first had movies -- in the old Post Office




just after the new building was finished. Phil Benson was
playing the piano for the pictures and it was more interesting,
more like & movie orchestra, to have the violine

But nlaving for the pictures maode nme more conspicuous
than vermin can safely be, and -- Well -- The Bugle interests
ﬂad acquired the mortgage on Uncle doe's property, and ahen it
was imnossihle for me to keen the: interest up they -- Perhaps
you remember that everything was sold at public auction. They
didn't even leave me Uncle Jdoes violin.

"That infuriated Kent, and he hought it in with his
savings and gave it to me. He meant to he kind, but -- iell,
it was suggested in the Bugle that a very objectionable spot in
a questionable neighborhood had been 'cleanéd up'. It was the
worst thing that had been reported and 4 wasn't wanted any more
in the movie theater. They were nice about it -- didn't be-
lieve a word, and all that -- but --

"And so, with no roof over my head and only about ten
dollars in my nocket, 1 was out of a job. I went around to
Miss Annie's Milinery shop -- she'd always bought vegetables .
arnd heen pood to me -- zand asked her to give me a cot in her
store room on trie top floor of the new bank builcing, and let
me work for my keep until I finished school.

"Stie said that under the circumstances it would hurt her
business to let me help her in the sﬁbp, but if I wented to
keep out of sight I could work in the storeroom, and if I
could learn to make hats nicely she'd teach me the business,

and fthen I could go to some other town and start in for my-




selfe. "And so I leuruned to make hats and after finishing high |

scnool I kxent on making them -- up on that almogt unused top
floor of the bank building -- and nobody knew what & was doing,

which was suspicious in itself.

By this time the princess and tre oracle both realized
trnat it was because of them that the lost soul was so hopelessly
lost, and that the more they tried to do apout it the more com-
nlete was the losse. So for a long time communications were
practically cut off. But occasionally, 1uat out of loneliness
both the princess and the lost soul used to go back alone to
scenes of of happier days in the woods, ard one day they hap-
rened to meet there..

It was a shock to me to learn ow badly. thinges were going
with Ethel. Genius was no longer burning, and as we might have
foreseen the Dowager Queen was striving to stimulzte it by
methods of her own devising. Now that school aays were over,
genius must do something real. A novel was demanded, and prive-
ileges and pleasures, even freedom itself, were to be conditioneal
by the progress of literary endeavor. Hadn't she shown that
she could write? Then write she must!

It was an impossible position for a girl who never for
a moment had been allowed to be zanvthing but & child. Fer
literary ability was the heart and core of her mother's life -=
her pride, her ambition, her sole thought by day and dream by
night. We had never fereseen this as the outcome of our child-

sh prank. Such an obsession, comblnlng the passion of mother-

Al VP

love with the passion for _'Lexuxv fsmes; vos a2 conguming flame

that could no more he reazsoned with than a forest firee.
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We discussed the praobahble effect of thie confession that
the so-called genius of thg little princess belonged to the
little vegetable girl. I was afraid of it because of what it
might do to her; and she was afraid of it because of what,
tarough renewed vengence of the Bugle it might do to me. And
so in the end, #e not only kent our secret, we went on with it,

"I'm not saying we did right. Probably we were wrong,

¢ i

but -=- A princess can be terribly at the mercy of a queen.
Anyway} right or wrong, it was the most natural thing in the
world for us to go back to the old game -- and so easy, once
we put our minds on ite. Ethel told her mother that it was
her soul that did the writing, and that she couldn't find her
soul at home. If she could have a work-shop -- = place of
her own choosing that nobody else ever entered or czme near --
pernans she would be able to find her soul again.

"That was such a temperamental idea, so clearly the ec-
centricityaet geniué, and the Literary:situation had become so
acute, that the royal permission was granted, though of course
there was no inkling that the retreat of zZenius was to be next
to a millinery storeroom, where an outcast vegetable girl had
turnecd ner agtterition to hatst! There was a door between the
two rooms which made us safe in case the royal agreement should
be disregarded, but it never was. The renaissance of genius,
evidence® by occasional chapters submitted for the royal approvd
was too precious to ¥m be jeopardized by interiference.

“We thought, at least L did, that the novel would be

a failure and prove that Kthel was not meznt to he a genius.




And so L wrote, and since while % wrote 4 also had to live,
Ethel made tne hats. And she made them much better and much

she's the author of
faster than ever 1 had been able to do. I supposeghali the
hats in this church right nowe. Miss Annie raisedlng'wages
again and sagaline

"Yhere's not much more to tell, except of our dilemma
when the novel was not a failure, and Ethel publicly committed
to a literary career. VWe've spent hours and hours discussing
how we were to untangle the web our little game had spun about
us. 1t took Simpson, who refused to be awed by the eccentrici-
ties of genius and penetrated our sanctuary, «nd finally dis-
covered -- only yesterday -- who it was that wrote the book,
to cut the knot we didn't know how to untie,

"Ihere's only one thing more -- When the next novel
comes out you'll see why + simply had to ride the bumpers and
do some of the other unusual things the Bugle has reported.
Aand you won't think too badly of me for doing them. They
weren't exactly -- vicious. Really -- In all my life 1've
done only one very wicked thing. When & was little -- about
four vears old -- I caught, and painted, a neighbor's caf.

I painted it bright greene"

A ripple of laughter filled the church and subsided as
Rosemary continued. "That was the worst thing 1 ever did --
except of course setting fire to the orphan assylum, which was
accidental; and the hest thing I ever did, for myself at least,

was to marry Simpson. We're the two black sheep of ILoosburg,
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wanting admission into the fold. We'll be at home to our
friends in our own little ‘house, the one that used to be Uncle
Joes.

Simpson was now standing worshipfully beside her, and
hand in hand they bowed to assembled Loosburg and walked up the
aisle together. It seemed the most natural thing in the world
when the organist filled the church with the triumphal melody
of the wedding march. The incongruous roar of Simpson's motor
cycle as he drove away with his bride scarcely caused a smile
in the now quiet church,

Perhaps the attention of the congregation was moving
toward the motionless figure sitting alone in the McDougal
pew. Perhaps they realized as Robert Sterling was realizing
so poignantly that there sat real tragedy, unrelieved by humor
or by hope -- the inexorable tragedy of the human being who
after living y
nagxX¥¥e} paricitically, usurping and appropriating the life-
role of another is torn from thetlaccustomed source of life,
an uproaoted scrap of humanrdodder. One drama had come to its
happy ending, another was at its crisis. "God help me,"
thought the son-in-law "to plant her in some honest soil."

‘ore "Letuus pray," said Dr. Sigourney.
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which does not reason, but which we suppress and neglect at
our peril. Religion has to do with longings and aspirations
transcending reasons Therefore I ghall throw these questions
out as irrelevant -- intellectual rather than religious --/’
though I think they will be answered in our further discussion.
"We!ll begin with the seventh question, 'Is religien
necessary to mental health?'\ Emphatically, yes. Religion is
& psychie function -- just as digestion is a modily function.
If your religion is not functioning properly you will have dis-
agreeable symptoms which may be more or less serious. Where
religion funetions normally there will be ne psychogenic dis-
turbances. Did you have a question, Oliver?*

Yes, I came across the statement recently that there's
no such thing as a psychegenic disorder -- that all mental dis-
orders were of physical origdén, diseases of the brain structure.
¥ou don't agree with that?"

"Jung reports that xzhax during a period of four year 1325
patients were treated at Burgholzi for mental disorders. In
one fourth of them there indications of brain deterioration, bt
but in the other three fourths no physical explanation for the
mental disturbance could be founds That of course does not
prove that such causes were 33??§3§f7?ﬁi;b?f’ghe fact that se
many serious cases have with pche¥ treatment been brought
back to normal health is very significants And there is over-
'whelming proof of functional abnormalities extending over a

long period of years before the serious outbreak of menteal di-

seases There seems to be no proof in any case that the brain
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deteriorition or anatomical lesions came first and were the
cause of the functional symptoms, and there are many proofs
that the bad mental habits and morbid functional tendencies

where the brain is normal,
exist)jand can be completely corrécted. The surich school

/\

therefore teaches that there are psychogenic disorders which
if uncorrected over a long period may be the cause of brain
deterioration, It is difficult to prove these things, and‘
they are being studied from both angles, but our practical
experience shows that where physical causes cannot be found,
psychological treatment in multitudes of cases works the re=-
generatien of the patient and brings him back to normal life.

"And as I was saying, the cause of all neurotic disturb-
ances is at bhottom a defect of the religious function."

*I thought it was suppressed sexuality,“ came from the
other side of the room, .

"In Vienna, but not in 4urich. If suppressed sexug;ity
were the cause, then were sexuality is not §uppressed there
would be no neurosis. +hat is not the case. I've treated
many neuroses where the cause of the trouble was undoubtedly
the suppression of man's latent sense of decencye L0 us in
#urich the problem the problem is far less simple than in
Vienna, where the sexual theory accounts for everything. We
see the sex urge clearly enough -- but we also see the urge
to decency. We are still animals, I grant you, but animals

who aspire and yearn and suffer and sacrifice to be something

more than animals, If you suppress the animal excessively,
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and b¥ unwise means, you will upset a necessary balance -- bt
no more certainly than that same balance is upset by suppress&ing
the yearning and the aspiration to be something more than animal,
There is an animal in us, but there is alse a god in each of
us, and only religion can reconcile the two and bring them to
termse The animal in us must serve the god; the god must do-
mesticate and tame the animal -- not despise it, as thristianity
has done. But the conflict in the each individual life is much
bigger than sexuality versus decency -- it is the collective
versus the individual; the practical versus the spiritual; the
worldly versus the other-worldly. We cannot excape ite The
collective, practical, worldly needs are compelling because
we have to live; the individual, spiritual, inner ngeds kéep us
always wanting something more. It is the divine dissatisfae-
tion, the yearning and aspiration, which has never allowed man
to rest content as the animal rests content with what he hase.
If our needs, our imperative necessities did not conflict
life would be simple -- we could reason it out logically and
would have no need for the religious function, Bpt our ime
perative necessities as as conflicting in a hundred ways as
sexuality and decency, and life is not simple, and it cannet
be logically reasoned out, <lherefore the religious function
-- the function of man's aspiration and longing and inspiration
and creativeness is indispensable. Ve must have religion --
of a sort,

"Dr. Clements, you still cling to the belief that the
Bible is inspired, do you not? I mean that it is unique --

K4
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inspired as no other book has ever been inspired?"

"Yeg, 4 do. I don't cling to the belief that it must
be interpreted literally. #uch of it is symbolic -- teaching
by fable and parable -- but to me it is the inspired word eof
God nevertheless."

"And how do you picture to yourself this process of in=-
spiration by which the Bible was given te us? Did God stand
before its writers and dictate as‘; dictate to my stenographer?{;i

"Noe, I don't think of it that way. 4 think Gﬁd put
the ideas, even the words'perhapa into the minds of the men
who wrote.®2-

“dust as he now might suggest a poem to our friend maury,
here? Or a new scientific truth to our friend Vliver in his
laboratory?"

“I wouldn't grant thet the poem or the scientifie truth
came from God -- as the Bible did. That would be bringing the
Bible down to the meiely human plain.®

"Would it? Or would it be lifting man and his creative
efforts up to the level of God? You believe in the fatherhood
of God -~ that he loves us and cares for us and is concerned
about us. Oranting:thatsconoeption of God -- for the sake of
the argument -- Is it conceivable that such a father, having
the ability to inspire his children, to whisper helpful words

and put beautiful and inspiring and constructive ideas inte

their minds, would give them the Bible and then -- silence!

Nothing more? That is inconceivable to me. The God in which




I can believe would be quite impartially fair to his children
and would speak to you and me as freely as he spoke to St,
Paul -- provided always that we knew how to listen,

Just what God is is a matter of intellectual speculation.
There are tons of books upon the subject, and % won't go into
it. But inspiration is not only a fact -- it is a matter of
experience, religious experiencee. Anybody can have it who
earnestly wishes. for it and goes after it -- and the success
of the quest for inspiration is the measure of the religious
life« God, to me, is the source of inspiration, and inspiration
is the part of us which is creative =-- which pushes on, toward
that which is further from the animal and satisfies man's as-
pirations and longings -- as the poem satisfies the poet, as
the new bit of knowledge satisfies the reaseareh man, as the
intuitive understanding of her child and its needs satisfies
the mother.

"When I say that religion is necessary, I mean that the
inspiréd life is necessary, the creative life -- that we are
in constant need of that which conscious thought and reason
cannot give us. The uninspired life starves the soul of man,
and the starved soul is an anarchést which rises in rebellion
and detroys the mental balance, wrecking the personalitye

P80 it doesn't matter in the least to me what my children
believe about &od, so long as they experience God -- so long
as they know how to live the inspired creative life, and to
listen for the whisperings of aspiration and to find satis-

faction for the divine longings that are in every human being




and have lifted humanity by its own striving out of that which
was less good to that which is better,

"My children are brought up from the first to experience
God through prayer."

"Now I lay me?" asked Mrs. Oliver guisicall

have‘exce{ied
"Not exactly. Their prayers may not #X¥¥X¥ that little

classic aﬁagoetry, but the psychology ;;Sbetter. And as soon
as they kxxx® the idea of prayer as a source of inspiration they
made their own.
"Just what did they say -- to start with -- when they
were little?"
Dr. Markus laughede "“They prayed morning and evening.
in the morning they said:
Dear God who lives within my heart
Teach me this day to play my part;
And when it's hard to make a choice
Help me to hear the inner voice,
"This gave the first principles of the inspirational
life in understandable forme It personified for them the sources
of inspiration that lives in every huamn heart -- regardless of
our intellectual conceptions. Regiously it implies the truth,
the whole truth and nothing but the truth, God, the source
of dnexhaustible strength, and courage and peace and inspiration
of every conceivable sort lives within x;zm, and can be called
upon in every sort of difficulty or problem -- if we do but
listene"
*Dr, Markus, If I should teach my children that --"

sirs, Oliver was still quizzical -- "lhe God whose voice they

would hear would invariably be telling them to do just as thg
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liked -- and what could I say in the face of God?"

"Simply tell them that they are certainly mistaken.

That the voice of God is invariably of a different nature, and
they have been listening to some naughty little angel."

"That might do. Give us the evening prayer."“

"The evening prayer was just to put them to bed with
the thought of the inner strength and inspiration uppermost
in their minds:

Dear God who lives deep in my heart,

And always helps me plray'my part,

And makes things bright when 1 am right,
thank you =-- good night,

"The point is that you couldn't possibly make one of my
children doubt the reality of the God they have experienced,
or question the effacacy of prayer -- the kind of prayer they
are accustomed. They have, of course, never prayed for material
benefits -- only for strength, courage and inspiration, and
the wealth of the inner life."

"But what about Christianity?" asked Lr. ©lements. “Do
you teach them that Christianity is nothing but mythology?"

"I don't like your ‘Yhbthing but'. I teach them that
all collective religions are mythology, but thata;;thology is
the dreaming and aspiring of inspired humanity -- the best part
of us, expressed in symbolic and beautiful forms that kzxExx
are full of meaning for us if we don't make the mistake of
interpreting them literally., But 4 don't give them any other
religious instruction until 4 know that the have experienced

God within themselves so vividly that they will never melte~bire
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fall into the error of the literal interpretatione <They know
that the descent inte hell is something psychologically real,
and they understand the psychological meaning of the lost soul -
the terrible anguish of my patients whose souls are lost. They
also know something about the disintegrated life which brings
one to the spiritual longing for rebirth. The symbolism of the
dying god is also clear to them, as well as the religious or
psychological meaning of sacrifice. &nd so when they go to
church the symbdlism has for them a significance far more real
than it has for the orthodox Christian. I've taught them that
®XXx mythology, which we have studied together, comparing the
other great religions quite impartially with the vhristian,
is full of significance =-- being the dreams of mankind. This
is clear to them since they have been brought up to understand
the significance of their own dreams. l've taught them that
in the beginning the Christian religion was based upon the
dreams of Christ -- that now it is the dreams of Uhristians
about the dreams of CGhrist -- that we must use our own judgment
as to which of these dreams are valuable and which are worthless,
as we do in the considering our own dreems. But most of all
I've taught them that it is their privilege to dream their own
dreams, and that they should depend upon the dreams of others
only when other people'@rdreatistsare better: .oy more:beautiful
thepmtheirso™
purpose
With deliberate imkmmkimm Robert Sterling withdrew his

attention from the religious discussion going on about him,






