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JOURNEYS To BAGDAD

Are you of that elect who, at certain seasons of the-yparhaps in March when there
is timid promise of the spring or in the days of Octobermthere are winds across the
earth and gorgeous panic of fallen leaves—are you oétéet who, on such occasion
or any occasion else, feel stirrings in you to be quit of edeatprosy work is yours, to
throw down your book or ledger, or your measuring tape—if such dmacks your
service—and to go forth into the world?

I do count myself of this elect. And | will name such siiinas most set these stirrings
in me. And first of all there is a smell compounded out offhamd tar that works
pleasantly to my undoing. Now 4it happens that there is irtittyisdown by the river
where it flows black with city stain as though the toes of cemamhad been washed
therein, a certain ship chandlery. It is filthy coming loa place, for there is reek from
the river and staleness from the shops—ancient whiffs noemigebled by their
longevity, Nestors of their race with span of seventylaaimmers. But these smells do
not prevail within the chandlery. At first you see nothing but r@essides clothesline
and other such familiar and domestic twistings, there r@a gordages scarce kinsmen
to them, which will later put to sea and will whistle hwithrill enjoyment at their
release. There are such hooks, swivels, blocks and saskieh confusion of ships’
devices as would be enough for the building of a sea tale. lbm#ancied that here is
Treasure Island itself, shuffled and laid apart in ks & puzzle-picture. (For genius,
maybe, is but a nimbleness of collocation of such hitherto uiteres trifles.) Then
you will go aloft where sails are made, with sailormerasiing about, bronzed fellows,
rheumatic, all with pipes. And through all this shop is thellsohédemp and tar.

In finer matters | have no nose. It is ridiculous, realigt this very messenger and
forerunner of myself, this trumpeter of my coming, this biahéellow in the crow’s-
nest, should be so deficient. If 5smells were bears, how biteald be bit! My nose
may serve by way of ornament or for the sniffing of thestegadors, yet will fail in



the nice detection of the fainter waftings and olfactory iticjd. Yet how will it dilate
on the Odyssean smell of hemp and tar! And | have no expardtthis, for | am no
sailor. Indeed, at sea | am misery itself whenevergerce “the ship goegop (with a
wiggle between).” Such wistful glances have | cast upomwttie freedom of the decks
when | leave them on the perilous adventure of dinner! So tisk @lhemp and tar
must be a legacy from a far-off time—a dim atavism, toitpag hard as possible—for |
seem to remember being told that my ancestors were agege&d in buccaneering or
other valiant livelihood.

But here is a peculiar thing. The chandlery gives me nicediesrun away to sea.
Rather, the smell of the place urges me indeterminatéfysedly, to truantry. It offers
me no particular chart. It but cuts my moorings for whatewedsvare blowing. If there
be blood of a pirate in me, it is a shame what faded juiselt would flow pink on the
sticking. In mean contrast to skulls, bowie-knives and othevillathy, my thoughts
will be set toward the mild truantry of trudging for an afteon in the country. Or it is
likely that I'll carry stones for the castle that 61 hdeen this long time building. Were
the trick of prosody in me, | would hew a poem on the spot.



7Such is my anemia. And yet there is a touch of valiaooy,as from the days when
my sainted ancestors sailed with their glass beads fristoBharbor; the desire of
visiting the sunset, of sailing down on the far side of thenkaszon where the world
itself falls off and there is sky with swirl of staseyond.

In the spring of each year everyone should go to Bagdad—not patijciol Bagdad,

for | shall not dictate in matter of detail—but to any stasan that may happen to be so
remote that you are not sure when you look it up whether it isgsm4Awhich is Asia,
or on page 53 which is Persia. But Bagdad will serve: FefysUReader, you have not
forgotten that it was in Bagdad in the surprising reign of HaadtRaschid that Sinbad



the Sailor lived! Nor can it have escaped you that s@amale’s back distance—such
was the method of computation in those golden days—Ilived thaepfroedieval
plain-clothes men, Ali Baba!

Historically, Bagdad lies in that tract of earth where pigadrkens into night.
Geographically, it lies obliquely downward, and is, | compute, idenably off the
southeast corner of my basement. It is such distant proxidatbtless, that renders my
basement—and particularly its woodpile, which lies obscurelpiyhe laundry—
such a shadowy, grim 8and altogether mysterious place. Iflleeaay part of the
house, including certain dark corners of the attic, that ifuljaMesopotamian after
nightfall, it is that woodpile. Even when | sit above, seawith lights, if by chance |
hear tappings from below—such noises are common on a windy night—I| kabw it
the African Magician pounding for the genie, the sound echoing throadiotlow
earth. It is matter of doubt whether the iron bars so wsubhsement windows serve
chiefly to keep burglars out, or whether their greatariseiis not their defense of
western Christianity against the invasion from the Edmthy except for these bars,
would enter here as by a postern. At a hazard, my suspicion fedubn the iron doors
that open inwards in the base of chimneys. We have beetry faedlulous that there is
nothing but ash inside and mere siftings from the fire abovewaed, on an occasion,
we reach in with a trowel for a scoop of this wood-ash forosgs, we laugh at
ourselves for our scare of being nabbed. But some day if pyiexperiment you will
thrust your head within—it's a small hole and you will be besh&d beyond anything
but a Saturday’s reckoning—you will see that the pit goesafarkness-downward

It was but the other evening as we were seated aboutehbdi there came upward
from the basement a gibbering squeak. Then 9the woodpile fellfoven we judged
the clatter. Is it fantastic to think that some dark anéfletuPersian, after his dingy
tunneling from the banks of the Tigris, had climbed the gileand for a breath of
night at the window and, his foot slipping, the pile fell oveeriy/, we heard him
scuttling back to the ash-pit.

Be these things as they may, when you have arrived in Bagdatlia best that you
travel over land and sea—if you be serious in your zest, ydmetibe satisfied, but
will journey a thousand miles more at the very least, in exeaitdirection is steepest.
And you will turn the flanks of seven mountains, with sevemivibus peaks thereon.
For the very number of them will put a spell on you. And you wilss running water,
that you leave no scent for the world behind. Such journey woutlgelsoul of truantry
and you should set out upon the road every spring when the wind w@mas

Now the medieval pilgrimage in its day, as you very well kneas a most popular
institution. And the reasons are as plentiful as blackbeBigsin the first place and
foremost, it came always in the spring. It was like actanon for the blood. There were
many men who were not a bit pious, who, on the first warmndiean customers were
scarce, yawned themselves into a prodigious holiness. Who, &@ingdeuld resign
himself to changing moneys or selling doves upon the Templewtepssuch appeal
was in the air? What cobbler even, bent upon his leather, vgbasgould not mount
upon such a summons? Who was it preached the first crusages?Wds no marvel in
the business. Did he come down our street now that April’'s herepuld win recruits
from every house. | myself would care little whether heaw@hristian or Mohammedan
if only the shrine lay over-seas and deep within thetitvgs of the mountains.



If, however, your truantry is domestic, and the scope of thensesas with glimpse of
Bagdad is too broad for your desire, then your yearning magt diself to the spaces
just outside your own town. If such myopic truantry is in ybere is much to be said
for going afoot. In these days when motors are as plentifubaigages this may
appear but discontented destitution, the cry of sour grapebyét much of the
adventuring of life has been gained afoot. But walking now hiesmfan evil days. It
needs but an enlistment of words to show its decadence. Tsaupgh a word. Time
was when it signified a straight back and muscular sawvel an appetite, and at
nightfall, maybe, pleasant gossip at the hearth on thiesaffadistant villages. There
was rhythm in the sound. But now it means a loafer, 11a shudflwilted rascal. It is
patched, dingy, out-at-elbows. Take the word vagabond! It oudet ¢d innocent
repute, for it is built solely from stuff that means to wanded wandering since the
days of Moses has been practiced by the most respectallagperst Noah Webster, a
most disinterested old gentleman, makes it clear thagabead is a vicious scamp who
deserves no better than the lockup.

—
—_————
e

Doubtless Webster, if at home, would loose his dog did such a onarappeayfarer,
also, in former times was but a goer of ways, a man afdwther on pilgrimage or
itinerant with his wares and cart and bell. Does the wordewatlrthe poetry of the
older road, the jogging horse, the bush of the tavern, the abwuat the peddler's
pack, the musician 12piping to the open window, or the shrifeihdllow? Or maybe
it summons to you a decked and painted Cambyses bellowing histavian inn-yard.



One would think that the inventor of these scandals was éhexdutind limping fellow,
who being himself stunted and dwarfed below the waist was ttgisgeer into disuse
all walking the world over, or one 13who was paunched by fagliseyond carrying
power, larding the lean earth, fearing lest he sweatdtirttsdeath, some Falstaff who
unbuttons him after supper and sleeps on benches after noorr. tResigewords should
connote the strong, the self-reliant, the youthful. He is aprave should say, who
relies most on his own legs and resources, who least cushisalhdaintily against
jar in his neighbor’s tonneau, whose eye shines out seldoragsttie curb for a lift.
The wayfarer must go forth in the open air. He must békép and wind. He must
gather the dust of counties. His prospects must be of brodd &atl the smoking
chimneys of supper.

But the goer afoot must not be conceived as primarily an engimeiscle. He is the
best walker who keeps most widely awake in his five ses#se men might as well
walk through a railway tunnel. They are so concerned with ttimgehere that a black
night hangs over them. They plunge forward with their heads dowoagh they came
of an antique race of road builders. Should there be milepogtathdusied with them
only, and they will draw dials from their pokes to timentiselves. | fell into this
iniquity on a walk in Wales from Bala to Dolgelley. Althouigbet out leisurely enough,



with an eye for the lake and hills, before many hours 14had el&bsel acquired the
milepost habit and walked as if for a wager. | covered thavesnty miles in less than
five hours, and when the brown stone village came in sight bad thumped down the
last hill and over the peaked bridge, | was a dilapidatedaotgsore vagrant and
nothing more. To this day Wales for me is the land where éeetdrave the ugly habit
of foregathering in the end of the shoes.

Worse still than the athletic walker is he who takesne Care out for a stroll. He
forever runs his machinery, plans his business ventures aoduoés his warehouse to
the countryside.

Nor must walking be conceived as merely a means of re€img should set out
refreshed and for this reason morning is the best time. Youss be an exultant mood.
“Full many a glorious morning have | seen flatter the mourttaps-with sovereign
eye.” Your brain is off at a speed that was impossibi@ur lack-luster days. You have
a flow of thoughts instead of the miserable trickle thatmandly serves your business
purposes and keeps you from under the trolley cars.

But all truantry is not in the open air. | know a man who whiig yet winter will get
out his rods and fit them together as he sits before thelfien he will swing his arm
forward from the elbow. The 15table has become his covert amdghmeyond is his
pool. And sometimes even when the rod is not in his hand henakié the motion
forward from the elbow and will drop his thumb. It will show thathas jumped the
seasons and that he stands to his knees in an August.stream

It was but yesterday on my return from work that | witnesssight that moved me
pleasantly to thoughts of truantry. Now, in all points a grecgagon is staid and
respectable. Indeed, in its adherence to the busindss bbur we might use it as a
pattern. For six days in the week it concerns itself soldly its errands of mercy—
such “whoas” and running up the kitchen steps with baskets of pstatuch
poundings on the door—such golden wealth of melons as it dispenseshThergy
may be a kind of gayety in this, yet I'll hazard thathia whole range of quadricycle
life no vehicle is more free from any taint of riotous condiMtzrk how it keeps its
Sabbath in the shed! Yet here was this sturdy Puritafyiedrope to a motor-car and
fairly bounding down the street. It was a worse breach than Wbah was drunk
within his tent. Was it an instance of falling into basnpany? It was Nym, you
remember, who set Master Slender on to drinking. “And | be drgak & quoth he,

“I'll be drunk with those that have 16the fear of God, and ndt ditinken knaves.” Or
rather did not every separate squeak of the grocer’'s wagautaytruant disposition?
After years of repression here was its chance atAastwith what a joyous rollic, with
what a lively clatter, with what a hilarious reeling, lasugh in gay defiance of the law
of gravity, was it using its liberty! Had it been a hearsa runaway, the comedy would
not have been better. If | had been younger | would have gtrdand climbed in
over the tailboard to share the reckless pitch of itaanhisement.

Then there is a truantry that | mention with hesitationjtfoomes close to the heart of
my desire, and in such matter particularly | would notwvttsappear a fool to my
fellows. The child has this truantry when he plays at Ind@rhe fashions the universe
to his desires. But some men too can lift themselves, ththairs is an intellectual
bootstrap, into a life that moves above these denser aitiss Than intensity that goes



deeper than daydreaming, although it admits distant kinship. Tinrelat twilight and
shadows do such men climb until night and star-dust are about Tihexrs is the dizzy
exaltation of him who mounts above the world. Alas, in me isuah unfathomable
mystery. | but trick myself. Yet | have my momentse$é stones that | carry on the
mountain, 17what of them? On what windy ridge do | build my catlis shrill and
bleak, they say, on the topmost peaks of the Delectable Mosnsai lower down |
have reared its walls. There is no storm in these uplalhelys and the sun sits
pleasantly on their southern slopes. But even if there bedeafolo broad prospect
from the devil to the sunrise, there are pleasant cottagaght and the smoke of many
suppers curling up.

If you happened to have been a freshman at Yale someeazigigars ago and were at
all addicted to canoeing on Lake Whitney, and if, moreover, onngpaif the lake
there burned in you a thirst for ginger-beer—as is commoreiguhet of a freshman—
doubtless you have gone from the boathouse to a certain littie hiding across the
road to gratify your hot desires. When you opened the door, yoweroptible person—
| speak with the vocabulary of a sophomore—is proclaimed teithlin by the jangling
of a bell. After due interval wherein you busy yourself inrapection of the cakes and
buns that beam upon you from a show-case—your nose meanwhile besepiese
against the glass for any slight blemish that might dejleat decision (for a currant in
the dough often raises an unsavory suspicion and you’ll squint totimakeatter
sure)—there will appear through a back door a little 18old mamirister unto you.
You will give no great time to the naming of your drink—fbe ffires are hot in you—
but will take your bottle to a table. The braver spiritagiyou will scorn glasses as
effeminate and will gulp the liquor straight from the bottiehwvhat wickedest bravado
you can muster.

Now it is likely that you have done this with a swagger ane ltalled your servitor
“old top” or other playful name. Mark your mistake! You werghe presence, if you
but knew it, of a real author, not a tyro fumbling for self-egpi@n, but a man with
thirty serials to his credit. Shall | name the periodicaifds theGolden Hours| think.
Ginger-beer and jangling bells were but a fringe upon his darker purgdissdesk was
somewhere in the back of the house, and there he would adlete fury of a South-
Sea wreck—for his genius lay in the broader effects. Exele we simpletons jested
feebly and practiced drinking with the open throat—which weeestel would be of
service when we had progressed to the heavier art of nigin&al beer—even as we
munched upon his ginger cakes, he had left us and was extingiga army corps in
the back room. He was a little man, pale and stooped, buawgiémius for truantry—a
pilgrim of the Bagdad road.

But we move on too high a plane. Most of us are 19admittedrirdatry by the
accidents, merely, of our senses. By way of instaneesrilif of a rotten apple will set a
man off as on seven-league boots to the valleys of his childibeddry rustling of
November leaves re-lights the fires of youth. It was onily afternoon that so slight a
circumstance as a ray of light flashing in my eye provitdedan agreeable and
unexpected truantry. It sent me climbing the mountains of théhad in no less
company than that of Brunhilda and a troop of Valkyrs.

It is likely enough that none of you have heard of Long Stheefar as | am aware it is
not known to general fame. It is typically a back streehefbusiness of a city, that is,



the ventages of its buildings are darkened most often by packssg and bales.
Behind these ventages are metal shoots. To one uninitiatieel ways of commerce it
would appear that these openings were patterned for the muléfaaaotment of an
Amy Robsart tragedy, with such devilish deceit are the shaidtsip against the
openings. First the teamster teeters and cajoles the box énlgje of the dray, then,
with a sudden push, he throws it off down the shoot, from wihidisappears with a
booming sound. As | recall it was by some such treachery thgtRRobsart met her
death. Be that as it may, all day long great drays 20guthyEarls of Leicester on
their lofty seats, prevailing on their horses with st&lizabethan language. If there
comes a tangle in the traffic it is then especialét grou will hear a largeness of speech
as of spacious and heroic days.

During the meaner hours of daylight it is my privilege to occaplesk and chair at a
window that overlooks this street. Of the details of myvag | shall make no mention,
such level being far below the flight of these enfranchis®ds of night wherein |
write. But in the pauses of this activity | see beloe/wagon loads of nails go by and
wagon loads of hammers hard after, to get a crack at thieem there will be a truck of
saws, as though the planking of the world yearned toward amputatiomaybe, at a
guess, ten thousand rat-traps will move on down the streesultt they take us for
Hamelin Town, and are eager to lay their ambushmenteTifesomething rather
stirring in such prodigious marshaling, but | hear you ask wieah#s to do with
truantry.

It was near quitting time yesterday that a dray was drgig cases down a shoot.
These cases were secured with metal reinforcement, andetasbeing rubbed bright
happened to catch a ray of the sun at such an anglié weet reflected in my eye. This
flash, which was like lightning in its intensity, 21togethéth the roar of the falling
case, transported me—it’s monstrous what jumps we take \Whdit is on us—to the
slopes of dim mountains in the night, to the heights above Naluih the flash of
Valkyrs descending. And the booming of the case upon the slide-piGate—was
the music. It was thus that | was sent aloft upon the mourdgathe North, into the
glare of lightning, with the cry of Valkyrs above the storm....

But presently there was a voice from the street. “féslaist case to-night, Sam, you
lunk-head. It's quitting time.”

The light fades on Long Street. The drays have gone home.aflseoELeicester
drowse in their own kitchens, or spread whole slices of brealgeimbroad, aristocratic
palms. Somewhere in the dimmest recesses of thoseetubeildings ten thousand
rat-traps await expectant the oncoming of the rats. And ingwaorbasement—the
shadows having prospered in the twilight—it is sure (by thedb&fahe prophet, it is
sure) that the ash-pit door is again ajar and that a payresf gleam upon you from the
darkness. If, on the instant, you will crouch behind the laundry &nd will hold your
breath—as though a doctor’s thermometer were in your mouth, yoa widld in the
head—it’s likely that you will see a Persian climb from piite shake the ashes off
22him, and make for the vantage of the woodpile, where—the windiowg barred—
he will sigh his soul for the freedom of the night.
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THE WORST EDITION
OF SHAKES PEARE

Reader, if by fortunate chance you have a son of tender yearsgehs best from the
sixth to the eleventh summer—or in lieu of a son, a nepbely,a few years in pants—
mere shoots of nether garments not yet descending to the-kdeabtless, if such
fortunate chance be yours, you went on one or more occasibeai@®er to a circus.

If the true holiday spirit be in you—and you be of other sditnét chronicle you—

you will have come early to the scene for a just exanoinatf what mysteries and
excitements are set forth in the side-shows. Now if yourharaof humane reasoning,
you will stand lightly on your legs, alert to be pulled thigywathat as the nepotic wish
shall direct, 26whether it be to the fat woman’s booth or t@ldorm where the thin
man sits with legs entwined behind his neck, in deligigtfamise of what joy awaits



you when you have dropped your nickel in the box and gone inside. To/duasteps,
it is the showman'’s privilege to make what blare he pleg®n the sidewalk; to puff
his cheeks with robustious announcement.

If by further fortunate chance, you are addicted, let usisdlie quieter hours of
winter, to writing of any kind—and for your joy, | pray that this so, whether this
writing be in massive volumes, or obscure and unpublished beyatehitsrit—if such
has been your addiction, you have found, doubtless, that your casmubié like the fat
woman’s; that it is the show you give before the door that drtstmine what numbers
go within—that, to be plain with you, much thought must be giveheadaking of your
title. It must be a most alluring trumpeting, above the dirival shows.

So | have named this article with thought of how | mightyatirr learned curiosity. |
have set scholars’ words upon my platform, thereby to make yakitbiv

prodigiously | have stuffed the matter in. And all this whils, article has to do only
with a certain set of Shakespeare in nine calfskin volugdited by a man named John
Bell, now long since 27dead, which set happens to have stood/épalsgears upon my
shelves; also, how it was disclosed to me that he wasdtst of all editors, together
with the reasons thereto and his final acquittal from Haege.

John Bell has stood, for the most part, in unfingered tranguiitir | read from a
handier, single volume. Only at cleaning times has he beehaduand then but in the
common misery with all my books. Against this cleaning, whitztke to be only a
quirk of the female brain, | have often urged that the greahd earth itself has been
subjected to only one flood, and that even that was a fafturrejespite Noah'’s
shrewdness at the gangway, villains still persist dAatv then shall my books
profitably endure a deluge both autumn and spring?

Thereafter, when the tempest has spent itself and theswetee returned from off my
shelves, I'll venture in the room. There will be somethiritecent in the sniff of the
place, and it will be marvelously picked up. Yet | can mémade faults. But it does fret
me how books will be standing on their heads. Were certain velonig singled out to
stand upon their heads, Shaw for one, and others of our modemddisuspect the
housemaid of expressing in this fashion a sly and just critiofsmeir inverted beliefs.

| accused her on one occasion 28of this subtlety, but was nsethya vacant stare that
| acquitted her at once. However, as she leaves my sbédéors also on their heads,
men beyond the peradventure of such antics, | must consimératpart of her
carelessness, for which | have warned her twice. Wen for her cunning with
griddlecakes, to which | am much affected, | would hasmi$sed her before this.

And now this Bell, which has ridden out so many of my floods,aslpimed to me a
villain. We had got beyond the April freshets and there wasmsequence a soapy
smell about. It is clear in my mind that a street organdtaded up a gay tune and that
there were sounds of gathering feet. | was reading attieg ith the green rocker by the
lamp, a life of John Murray, by one whose name | have forgattieen my eyes came
on the sentence that has shaken me. Bell, it said, Bely @wn bookshelf, of all the
editors of Shakespeare was the worst.

In my agitation | removed my glasses, breathed upon theslease polished them.
Here was one of my familiars accused of something thatdwabtless heinous,



although in what particulars | was at a loss to know. Itecamme suddenly. It was like
a whispered scandal, sinister in its lack of detailtidit | had known of Bell was that
its publication had dated from the eighteenth century. Yeeitg age 29had seemed a
patent of respectability. If a thing does not rot and smellharadred and forty years, it
would seem to be safe from corruption: it were true 30peacockheBetat last from
Bell was an unsavory whiff. My flood had abated only a fortnigites and here was a
stowaway escaped. Bell was proclaimed a villain. Adnid a flood proved itself a
failure.

Now, | feel no shame in having an outsider like Murray dispdame these hidden
evils; for I owe no inquisitorial duty to my books. There are peogio will not admit a



volume to their shelves until they have thrown it open aiddtscontents bare. This is
the unmannerly conduct of the customs wharf. Indeed, it is saatingg doubtless, that
induces some authors to pack their ideas obscurely, thersbyuggle them. However,
there being now a scandal on my shelves, | must spy into it.

John Murray, wherein | had read the charge, had beeraeduigmdly, tea-and-gossip
book, not the kind to hiss a scandal at you. It was bound in litrearhd was a heavy
book, so that | held it on a cushion. (And this device | recenthto others.) It was the
kind of book that stays open at your place, if you leave & fmoment to poke the fire.
Some books will flop a hundred pages, to make you thumb them bddkréh, though
whether this be the binder’s fault or a deviltry set thereithbir authors | am at a loss
to say. But Shaw would be of this kind, flopping and spry to mixumuAnd in
31general, Shaw’s humor is like that of a shell-man at a gofait—a thimble-rigger.
No matter where you guess that he has placed the bean,lyba always wrong. Even
though you swear that you have seen him slip it under, it’Bibwunning to lead you
off. But Murray was not that kind. It would stand at its post, tehleid, like a family
horse.

Here was quandary. | looked at Bell, but God forgive mea# mot with the old
trustfulness. He was on the top shelf but one, just in linethéteyes, with gilt front
winking in the firelight. | had set him thus conspicuous withritite, because of his
calfskin binding, quite old and worn. A decayed Gibbon, | had thoughtapreca
grandfather. A set of British Essayists, if disordered, tgkasback of the black walnut.
To what length, then, of cultured ancestry must not thisgde¢ evidence? (I had
bought Bell, secondhand, on Farringdon Road, London, from a cart, bleeapse a
volume was missing.)

And now it seemed he was in some sort a villain. Although shotkeld a secret joy.
For somewhat too broadly had Bell smirked his sanctity orWwiren piety has been
flaunting over you, you will steal a slim occasion to proulaiflaw. There is much
human nature goes to the stoning of a saint. In my ignorarazedédt the rogue in the
company 320of the decorous Lorna Doone and the gentle ladies .oBiBkell. It is not
that | admire that chaste assembly. But it were monstemes, so, that | should
neighbor them with this Bell, who, as it appeared, was rerta&ian a wolf in calf's
clothing. It was Little Red Riding Hood, you will recall, whastook a wolf for her
grandmother. And with what grief do we look on her unhappy end!

My hand was now raised to drag Bell out by the heels, wiheitected that what | had
heard might be unfounded gossip, mere tattle, and that bdforeetl against an old
acquaintance, it were well to set an inquiry afoot. Hirstyever, | put him alongside
Herbert Spencer. If it were Bell's desire to play theagraother to him, he would find
him tough meat.

Bell, John—I looked him up, first in volume Aus to Bis of theyahapedia, without
finding him, and then successfully in the National BiographyH;Bohn, was a
London bookseller. He was born in 1745, published his edition of Shakespdai74,
and after this assault, with the blood upon him, lived fi#grs. This was reassuring. It
was then but a bit of wild oats, no hanging matter. | now aktiite question deeply.
Yet I left him awhile with the indigestible Herbert.



33It was in 1774 that Bell squirted his dirty ink. The Gentleman’s Magazirier that
year appear mutterings from America, since called theoBoBta Party. | set this down
to bring the time more warmly to your mind, for a date aisr®t a blurred signpost
unless you be a scholar. And it is advisedly that | quote frosrptticular periodical,
because its old files can best put the past back upon stauebset it going. There is a
kind of history-book that sorts the bones and ties them all abtiustrings, that sets
the past up and bids it walk. Yet it will not wag a fingés.knees will clap together, its
chest fall in. Such books are like the scribblings on a tammbsthe ghost below gives
not the slightest squeal of life. But slap it shut and relaat was written hastily at the
time on the pages dihe Gentleman’s Magazinand it will be as though Gabriel had
blown a practice toot among the headstones. It is then that Jlaewihe gibbering of
returning life.

So it was in 1774 that Bell put out his version of ShakespBatkewas not a man of the
schools. Caring not a cracked tinkle for learning, it was nthtetdolios, nor to any
authority that he turned for the texts of his plays. Insteadvent to Drury Lane and
Covent Garden and took their acting copies. These volumesthaératch my

firelight hold the very plays that the crowds of 1774 looked 34uiderein is the
Romeo, word for word, that Lydia Languish sniffled over. HergiBhylock, not yet
with pathos on him, but a buffoon still, to draw the gallengta

A few nights later, having by grace of God escaped a dinneaditheing of a
consequence in a kindly mood, the scandal, too, having somelatatan my
memory, | took down a brown volume and ran my fingers overdessand along its
yellow edges. Then | made myself comfortable and opened it up.

There is nothing to-day more degenerate than our title-page$n la mean spirit that
we pinch and starve them. | commend the older kind whegeirerously ensampled, is
the promise of the rich diet that shall follow. At the asgcl have said, I'll go within
that booth that has most allurement on its canvas front, aekwie hawker has the
biggest voice. If a fellow will but swallow a snake upon trefprm at the door, my
money is already in my palm. Thus of a book | demand an ¢ameise title-page.

Bell's title-page is of the right kind. In the profusion andefgrof its letters it is like a
printer's sample book, with tall letters and short letterspd letters for heaping
facts on you and script letters reclining on their elbows, @eseent in the text. There
are slim letters and again the very 35progeny of Falgtaff. what flourishes on the
page! Itis like a pond after the antics of a skater.

There follows the subscribers’ list. It is a Mr. Ticklgat that has come to me, for his
name is on the fly-leaf. But for me and this set of Bél, Tickle would seem to have
sunk into obscurity. | proclaim him here, and if there bendngye at this day younger
Tickles, even down to the merest titillation, may they these lines and thus take a
greeting from the past.

Then follows an essay on oratory. It made me grin from @ead. Yet, as on the
repeating of a comic story, it is hard to get the sling rollic on the tongue. And much
quotation on a page makes it like a foundling hospital—sentences usphidras
abandoned of their proper text. “Where grief is to be expag'ssays Bell, “the right
hand laid slowly on the left breast, the head and chest befutinmgrd, is a just



expression of it.... Ardent affection is gained by closing batids warmly, at half
arm’s length, the fingers intermingling, and bringing thenh&lireast with spirit....
Folding arms, with a drooping of the head, describe contemplatibave put it to you
and you can judge it.

Let us consider Bell's marginalia of the plays! Every hgs importuned itself with
words.Reasorwas such a word, arichternity, andliberty. Efficiency 36maybe, is the
latest, though it is sure that when you want anything done progetyhave to fight
for it. It is below the dignity of my page to put a plumbeiitpget | have endured
occasions! This wordfficiency then, comes from our needs and not from our
accomplishment. It is at best a marching song, not a shoidtofy It is when the
house is dirty that the cry goes up for brooms.

So Bell in the notes upon the margins of his pages echoeddthat is talking about
delicacy aboutsentimentaboutequality. (For a breeze blows up from France.) It was
these words that the eighteenth century most babbled whewitodpl. It had horror for
what was low and vulgar. It wore laces on its doublet frord,though it seldom
washed, it perfumed itself. And all this is in Bell, fos notes are a running comment
of a shallow, puritanistic prig, who had sharp eyes and sigjesongue. This was the
time, too, when such words Bnketwere not spoken by young ladies if men were
about; for it is a bedroom word and therefore immoral. Bell odjefrom the bottom of
his silly soul that Lady Macbeth should soil her mouth wittBtanket of the dark,” he
says, “is an expression greatly below our author. Curtaindertly better.” “Was the
hope drunk wherein you dressed yourself?” Whereat Bell agaiplaoms that Lady
37Macbeth is “unnecessarily indelicate.” “Though this tragesigys Bell, “must be
allowed a very noble composition, it is highly reprehensible Xbititing the chimeras
of witchcraft, and still more so for advancing in severates the principles of fatalism.
We would not wish to see young, unsettled minds to peruspiétis without proper
companions to prevent absurd prejudices.”

It must appear from this, that, although one gains no knowleddea&eSpeare, one
does gain a considerable knowledge of Bell and of his time. Asdstjust as well. For
Bell's light on Shakespeare would be but a sulphur match theahoeenival time.
Indeed, Shakespeare criticism has been such a pageaspiyttéring candle-ends and
sniffing wicks that it is well that one or two tallow digsle the rabble and illuminate
the adjacent alleys. It is down such an alley that Bsitisking light goes wandering
off.

As | read Bell this night, it is as though | listen at the Isceed in the pit, in that
tinkling time of 'seventy-four. The patched Leetitia sitsssunded by her beaux. It was
this afternoon she had the vapors. Next to her, as dragon @y his a fat dame with
“grenadier head-dress.” “The Rivals” 38has yet to be writtendon still hears “The
Beggar’'s Opera.” Lady Macbeth is played in hoopskirts. Bastille is a tolerably tight
building. Robert Burns is strewn with his first crumbs. this age of omber, of sonnets
to Chloe’s false ringlets, of odes to red heels and epieptdogs, of tinseled struttings
in gilded drawing-rooms. It was town-and-alley, this age; hodgh the fields lay daily
in their new creation with sun and shadow on them, togetitiertre minstrelsy of the
winds across them and the still pipings of leaf and whaterdon, the while, kept
herself in her smudgy convent, her ear tuned only to the jottumgjc of her streets, the
rough syncope of wheel and voice. Since then what countless wivelbloavn across



the world, and cloud-wrack! And this older century is now but a @tashthe memory.
What mystery it is! What were the happenings in that pickmf universe called
London? Of all the millions of ant hills this side Orion, whhbout this one? London
was so certain it was the center of circumambient spactnabulate, little Bell!

So you see that the head and front of Bell’s villainy was he was a little man with an
abnormal capacity for gossip. If gossip, then, be a gallows t8&miat Bell unbutton
him for the end. On the contrary, if gossip be but a tiiftee were a case for clement
judgment.

In the first place, there is no vice of necessity irsgnsThis must be clearly
understood. It is proximity in time and place that makes itenatile. A gossip next
door may be a nuisance. A gossip in history may be delightfutiduot if | had lived
in Auchinleck in the days when Boswell lived at home, | widudve thought him a
nasty little “skike.” But let him get to London and far affthe revolving years, and |
admit him virtuous.

A gossip seldom dies. The oldest person in every commuratgassip and there are
others still blooming and tender, who we know will live to hery and hard. That
the life-insurance actuaries do not recognize this truthhisime to their perception.
Ancestral lesions should bulk for them no bigger than any sligtaiestof keyhole
lassitude. For it is by thinking of ourselves that we diedts to rheums and
indigestions and off we go. And even an ignoble altruism would savl know one old
lady who has been preserved to us these thirty years @theonostrum than a knot-
hole appearing in her garden fence.
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It is a matter of doubt whether at the fashionable cuieghe water that has chief
potency; or whether, so many being met together each morning ptimp, it is not the
exchange of these bits of news that leads to convalesdergcmarvelous how a dull
eye lights up if the bit be spicy. There was a famous, ¢ungold, though | answer not
for 41the truth of this, closed up for no other reason tharatbatper scandal being
hissed about (a lady’s maid affair), all the inmates bedisteacted from their own
complaints, and so, being made new, departed. To this dayitdang stands with
broken doors and windows as testament to the blight such a suddeferirt on the
springs.

This shows, therefore, that gossipry must be judged by ésteffif it allay the stone or
give a pleasant evening it should have reward instead of pumshfAmel here had Bell
diverted me agreeably for an hour. It is true he had givemo “chill and arid
knowledge” of Shakespeare, but | had had ample substitute acld¢kéhad struck ten
before its time. It were justice, then, that | cast lthekie on Murray and give Bell full
acquittal.

No sooner was this decision made than | lifted him tenderly fhenshelf where | had
sequestered him. Volume seven was on its head, but lugeight. Then | stroked its
sides and blew upon its top, as is my custom. At the lastHigubn his former shelf in
the company of the chaste Lorna Doone and the gentle |ddirs.oGaskell.



He sits there now, this night, on the top shelf but onejjuste with the eyes, with gilt
front winking 42in the firelight. A decayed Gibbon, | had thoughtclaims a
grandfather. To what length, then, of cultured ancestry maighis Bell give evidence?

THE DECLINE OF NIGHT-CAPS
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THE DECLINE OF
NIGHT-CAPS bW

It sounds like the tinkle of triviality to descend frohetstern business of this present
time to write of night-caps: And yet while the discordantleatare puffing their cheeks
upon the rumbling bass pipes, it is relief if there be intreghad a small, shrill treble—
any slightest squeak outside the general woe.

There was a time when the chief issue of fowl was feditbds. Some few tallest and
straightest feathers, maybe, were used on women’s hata,fandof better nib than
common were set aside for poets’ use—goose feathers in partieuig fashioned
properly for the softer flutings, whether of 46Love or Spring—hbuhe main the
manifest destiny of a feather was a feather-bed.

In those days it was not enough that you plunged to the chin indihésvarm of
feathers, for discretion, in an attempt to ward off fgoa all snuffling rheums,
coughings, hackings and other fleshly ills, required you beforénkjakf the final
slippers to shut the windows against what were believed tbébdank humors of the
night. Nor was this enough. You slept, of course, in a four-postanelthe curtains
had to be pulled together beyond the peradventure of a crannya3laglast
prophylaxis you put on a night-cap. Mr. Pickwick’s was tied undechielike a
sunbonnet and the cords dangled against his chest, but this wisreofaste. It was
behind such triple rampart that you slept, and were adjudéedrsm the foul
contagion of the dark. Consequently your bed was not exactly littke doat. Rather it
was like a Pullman sleeper, which, as you will rememivas invented early in the
nineteenth century and stands as a monument to its wisdom.

I have marveled at the ease with which Othello strahDkesdemona. Further thought
gives it explanation. The poor girl was half suffocated leeher laid hands on her. | find
also a solution of Macbeth’s enigmatic speech, “Wickeduhs 47abuse the curtain’'d
sleep.” Any dream that could get at you through the circumiailaf glass, brocade,



cotton and feathers could be no better than a quadruplicated reaser,
compounded out of desperate villainies.

Reader, have you ever purchased a pair of pajamas in Londani® Tibmely stuff |
write, yet there’s pathos in it. That jaunty air betokens#ginning of your search
before question and reiteration have dulled your spirits. Litere will be less sparkle
in your eye. What! Do not the English wear pajamas? Doetheaex that is bifurcated
by day keep by night to its manly bifurcation? Is not each sepkag swathed in
complete divorcement from its fellow? Or, womanish, do tlesyin the common
dormitory of a shirde nuif? The Englishmadoeswear pajamas, but the word with him
takes on an Icelandic meaning. They are built to the presgriptian Esquimo. They
are woolly, fuzzy and the width of a finger thick. If | wera@ight-watchman, “doom’d
for a certain term to walk the night,” | should insist orgiish pajamas to keep me
awake. If Saint Sebastian, who, | take it, wore sackdtmtthe glory of his soul, could
have lighted on the pair of pajamas that | bought on Oxford Cintsitialo would have
burned the brighter.

Just how the feathery and billowy nights of our 48great-grandizaveere changed into
the present is too deep for explanation. Perhaps Annie defbraor window open—
such neglect fitting with her other heedlessness—and notwithistathis means of
entry, it was found in the morning that no sprite or ooph hathgotpinch the noses of
the sleepers. At least, there was no evidence of susitation, unless the snoring that
abounded all the night did proceed from the pinching of the nosedsal orifice being
so clamped betwixt the forefinger and the thumb of thesdistesgprites that the breath
was denied its proper channel). Unless snoring was so catusetdear that no ooph
had clambered through the window.

Or perhaps some brave man—a brother to him who first ate aar-eysit up the
window out of bravado to snap thereby his fingers at the forrdar&hess, and being
found whole and without blemish or mark of witch upon his throat atibut catarrhal
snuffling in his nose, of a consequence the harsh opinion agansight softened.

Or maybe some younger woman threw up her window to listéretslim tenor of
moonlight passion with such strumming business as accompanied-rgiokicithern
or mandolin—and so with chin in hand, she sighed her soul abootm tesult that the
closing was forgotten. It is like 49enough that her dreams aléthe sweeter for the
breeze that blew across her bed—loaded with the rhythmiconyewhthe words she
had heard within the night.

It was vanity killed the night-cap. What aldermanic man waigk the chance of seeing
himself in the mirror? What judge, peruked by day, could scagohis learned locks?
What male with waxed moustachios, or with limpest beardhior new-reaped would
put his ears in such a compress? You will recall how MkwAck snatched his off
when he found the lady in the curl papers in his room. His rtagedshowed red with
shame against the dusky bed-curtains, like the sun peermugththe fog.

As for bed-curtains, they served the intrigue of at leastdenerations of novelists
from Fielding onward. There was not a rogue’s tale of the esglitecentury complete
without them. The wrong persons were always being pinned up theige The cause
of such confusion started in the tap, too much negus orexrdoop of pineapple rum



with a lemon in it or a potent drink whose name | have forgdttat was always
ordered “and make it luke, my dear.” Then, after such eveaifgn to the left instead
of right, a wrong counting of doors along the passage, théenjggaf bed-curtains,
screams and consternation. It is one of the seven original $O0gkatept for clothes-
closets, screens and bed-curtains, Sterne must have gondlaunhofel business,
Sheridan have lost fecundity and Dryden starved in a gamuethB moths got into their
red brocade at last and a pretty meal they made.

A sleeping porch is the symbol of the friendly truce betwean and the material
universe. The world itself and the void spaces of its wangertogether with the
elements of our celestial neighborhood, have been viewed by itladask suspicion,
with rather a squint-eyed prejudice. Let’s take a single!dA%nds for a long time have
borne bad reputations—except such anemic collateral as are zaphyrs—but winds,
properly speaking, which are big and strong enough to have roughackifeards
coming, have been looked upon as roustabouts. What was mere huhear behavior
has been set down to mischief. If a wind in playfulness daeshlake a casement, or if
in frolic it scatters the ashes across the hearth,iofiifeliness it swishes you as you
turn a corner and drives you aslant across the streetightitinat you set your tongue
to gossip and judge it a son of Belial?

There are persons also—but such sleep indoors—in whose ears thehigties only
gloomy tunes. Or if it rise to shrill piping, it rouses onlfear of chimneys. Thus in
both high pitch and low there is 51fear in the hearing ot their faces will come a
kind of God-help-the-poor-sailors-in-the-channel look, as in a melodndraa the
paper snowstorm is at its worst and the wind machine isisigeat its straps. One
would think that they were afraid the old earth itself migibuffeted off its course and
fall afoul of neighboring planets.

But behold the man whose custom is to sleep upon a porch! At ligidést hint—the
night being yet young, with scarce three yawns gone round—does Hesshabk and
screen the fire! With what speed he bolts the door and putiedbwnstairs lights,
lest callers catch him in the business! How briskly doesdent the stairs with fingers
already on the buttons! Then with what scattering of garmentsakes him ready, as
though his explosive speed had blown him all to pieces and |duigeabout the room!

Then behold him—such general amputation not having proved fatal-reidgeo the
door muffled like a monk! There is a slippered flight. He dileeneath the covers. (|
draw you a winter picture.) You will see no more of him now ttentip of his nose,
rising like a little ZAEtna from the waves.

But doeshe fear the wind as it fumbles around the porch and plays likites kvith the
awning cords? Bless you, he has become a playmate of theenlb@of the night—the
swaying branches, the stars, the swirl of leaves—all theirghildren of the night.
And if there was any fear at all within the darkness, itguae to sulk behind the
mountains.
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But the wind sings a sleepy song and the game’s too short. Adernrtd goes round
and round the house looking for the leaves—for the wind is a bihofsemaid—and
wherever it finds them it tucks 53them in, under fences andaipsgellar windows
where they will be safe until morning. Then it goes off treobusiness, for there are
other streets in town and a great many leaves to be attemded

But the fellow with the periscopic nose above the coverolidsis back beneath the
stars, and contemplation journeys to him from the wide spddbs night.

MAPS AND RABBIT-HOLES
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MAPS AND RABBIT-HOLES

In what pleasurable mystery would we live were it not for mdgsthance on the

name of a town | have visited, | locate it on a mapay not actually get down the atlas
and put my finger on the name, but at least | picture teelhys lines and contour and
judge its miles in inches. And thereby for a thing of ink eadlboard | have banished
from the world its immensity and mystery. But if there &vao maps—what then? By
other devices | would have to locate it. | would say theame at the end of some
particular day’s journey; that it lies in the twilighttae conclusion of twenty miles of
dusty road; that it lies one hour nightward of a blow-out. | wold#tarit neighbor to an
appetite gratified and a thirst assuaged, a cool bédbkyavening with starlight and
country sounds. Is not this better than a dot on a printed page?
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That is the town, | would say, where we had the mutton chopw/laee we heard the
bullfrogs on the bridge. Or that town may be circumstancetienry pie, a comical
face at the next table, a friendly dog with hair-triggér t& some immortal glass of
beer on a bench outside a road-inn. These things make thaasaaitame in the
darkness, a flame on a hillside to overtop my course. Mang gaa 59go grinding by
without obliterating the pleasant sight of its flare. Oybeathe town is so intermingled
with dismal memories that no good comes of too particulacigting it. Then Tony
Lumpkin’s advice on finding Mr. Hardcastle’s house is enougts dlidamn’d long,
dark, boggy, dirty, dangerous way.” And let it go at that.

Maps are toadies to the thoroughfares. They shower theiriatizoh the wide
pavements, holding them up to observation, marking them inmddyabbling and
prattling obsequiously about them, meanwhile snubbing with disredane dhnes and
bypaths. They are cockney and are interested in showing onlygtime@#ils between
cities, and in consequence neglect all tributary loops andmgadin a word, they are
against the jog-trot countryside and conspire with the signpostsstagh loitering and
irregularity.

As for me, | do not like a straight thoroughfare. To travehsaucoad is like passing a
holiday with a man who is going about his business. Idle as youaaant of purpose,



alert for distractionhe must keep his eyes straight ahead and he must attered to th
business in hand. | like a road that is at heart a vagaldnch loiters in the shade and
turns its head on occasion to look around the corner of avhilth will seek out
obscure villages even though it 60requires a zigzag course ugidehivhich follows a
river for the very love of its company and humors its windindgscktrots alongside
and listens to its ripple and then crosses, sans bridgea kkhoolboy, with its toes in
the water. | love a road which goes with the easy, rofjamigof a sailor ashore. It has
no thought of time and it accepts all the vagaries of yaminéss. | love a road which
weaves itself into eddies of eager traffic before the doanafn, and stops a minute at
the drinking trough because it has heard the thirst in your horbaisiyy and
afterwards it bends its head on the hillside for a last &adke kindly spot. Ah, but the
vagabond cannot remain long on the hills. Its best are its lewas. So down it dips.
The descent is easy for roads and cart wheels and vagabondsi@mélse; until in the
evening it hears again the murmur of waters, and its jouragended.
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There is of course some fun in a map that is all wrong. Tlhaisexample, of the early
navigators are worth anybody’s time. There is possibility i that shows Japan where
Long Island ought to be. That map is human. It makes a camegbroper map no
better than a molly-coddle. There can be fine excitemeegiming on the best of



fourteenth century authority that there is no America andnidé lies outside the
Pillars of Hercules. The 62uncharted seasijribegnova terravhere lions areupi
leones eruntas the maps say), these must always stir us. In my cdpylloier are
maps of his discoveries. Lilliput lies off the coast of Strnand must now be within
sight of the passengers bound from London to Melbourne if only thegyescto see it.
Brobdingnag, would you believe it, is a hump on the west coastnefiéa and cannot
be far from San Francisco. That gives one a start. Switing in 1725 with a world to
choose from, selects the Californian coast as the mosteeandtunknown for the
scene of his fantastical adventure. It thrusts 1725 into aagtéyuity. And yet there are
many buildings in England still standing that antedate 1725 by rmesarg,ysome by
centuries. Queen Elizabeth had been dead more than a huncedOgderbury was
almost as old and probably in worse repair than it is now, \whieoo was still
Brobdingnag. Can it be that the giant red trees and thieréajfjing of the coast date
from its heroic past?

Story-writers have nearly always been the foes of mapdinfy in them a kind of
cramping of their mental legs. And in consequence they $tavek upon certain
devices for getting off the map and away from its preaiskerastricting bigotry. Davy
fell asleep. It was Davy, you remember, who grew drowsywneer afternoon before
the fire and sailed 63away with the goblin in his grandfattwesk. Robinson Crusoe
was driven off his bearings by stress of weather atid@a is a popular device for
eluding the known world. Whenever in your novel you come on a serliket¢his—
On the third night it came on to blow and that night andhteetsucceeding days and
nights we ran close-reefed before the tempest—whenever youaroansentence like
that, you may know that the author feels pinched and crampedilization, and is
going to regale you with some adventures of his uncharted int@ginehich are likely
to be worth your attention.

Then there was Sentimental Tommy! Do you remember how he tafimd the
Enchanted Street? It happened that there was a paradmdkess row of policemen
walking in single file, all with the right leg in therait the same time, then the left leg.
Seeing at once that they were after him, Tommy ranyaanyntil in turning a corner he
found himself wedged between two legs. He was of jusicseiit size to fill the
aperture, but after a momentary lock he squeezed throughengdroved to be the
gate into an enchanted land.” In that lies the whole philosophging gvithout a map.
There is magic in the world then. There are surprises.déawot know what is ahead.
And you cannot tell what is about to happen. You move in a propéeghinef

64events. After that Tommy went looking for policemen’s legs. Dostbtleere were
some details of the wizardry that he overlooked, as nevar egald he come out on
the Enchanted Street in quite the same fashion. Alicealtiiflierent method. She fell
down a rabbit-hole and thereby freed herself from some very irklssens and
besides met several interesting people, including a Duchkss.may be considered
the very John Cabot of the rabbit-hole. Before her time itkmag/n only to rabbits,
wood-chucks, and dogs on holidays, whose noses are muddy with pokisgndauber
time all this is changed. Now it is known as the portal okatlwe. It is the escape from
the plane of life into its third dimension.

Children have the true understanding of maps. They neverglalishly to them. If
they want a pirates’ den they put it where it is handietjnd the couch in the sitting-
room, just beyond the glimmer of firelight. If they wantladian village, where is there



a better place than in the black space under the stairee wican be reached without
great fatigue after supper? Farthest Thule may be behirsdpiaeagus bed. The North
Pole itself may be decorated by Annie on Monday afternoonthgtiveek’s wash.
From whatever house you hear a child’s laugh, if it be acrelal and therefore a
65great poet, you may know that from the garret window, even gsagsi Sinbad,
adrift on the Indian Ocean, may be looking for a sail, and liedforty thieves huddle,
daggers drawn, in the coal hole. Then it is a fine thing fdnild to run away to sea—
well, really not to sea, but down the street, past gatdgjates and gates, until it comes
to the edge of the known and sees a collie or some sudiigghing. | myself have fine
recollection of running away from a farmhouse. Maybe | did nobgee than a
hundred paces, but | looked on some broad heavens, saw a neryritythe night’s
shadows, and just before | became afraid | had a tasteest hfe.

To me it is strange that so few people go down rabbit-holes. Wetdameapected to
find the same delight in squeezing our fat selves behindaieh of evenings, nor can
we hope to find that the Chinese Mountains actually lie bepandgarden fence. We
cannot exactly run away either; after one is twenty, ttkastan an ugly and vagrant
look, commendable as it may be on the early marches. Prinég daays a more
amiable spectacle than John Falstaff, much as we lovenifjiet. But there are men,
however few, who although they are beyond forty, retain in thenssalfiae zest for
adventure. A man who, | am proud to say, is a friend of miaed6@vho is a devil for
work by which he is making himself known in the world, goesvehéngs into the most
delightful truantry with his music. And it isn’t only musitjs flowers and pictures and
books. Of course he has an unusual brain and few men can hopalthiegiHe is like
Disraeli in that respect, who, it is said, could tura iiesh from the problem of
financing the Suez Canal to the contemplation of the daffodils ngddiong the fence.
But do the rest of us try? There are few men of businessatterrwith what singleness
of purpose they have been installing their machinery and couhgirgiickels, but will
admit that this is but a small part of life. They dreafmabbit-holes, but they will never
go down one. | had dinner recently with a man who by his honestyeardverance has
built up and maintained a large and successful business.chestra was playing, and
when it finished the man told me that if he could write imlike that we had heard he
would devote himself to it. Well, if he has enough desit@nmfor that speech, he owes
it to himself that he sound his own depths for the discoveriesayemake. It is
doubtful if this quest would really lead him to write music, Garbid; it might

however induce him to develop a latent appreciation until it beaaimen both a
refreshment and a stimulus.

67There are many places uncharted that are worth a viséisiire Island is somewhere
on the seas, the still-vex’d Bermoothes feel the wind of smuthern ocean, the coast
of Bohemia lies on the furthermost shore of fairyland—athete wonderful, like

white towers in the mind. But nearer home, as near gsrtdtes’ den that we built as
children, within sight of our firelight, should come the dreamd thoughts that set us
free from sordidness, that teach our minds versatility gmgbathy, that create for us
hobbies and avocations of worth, that rest and refresh us.nfustbe ocean liners all
day, plodding between known and monotonous ports, at least we nraynipeships at
night, cargoed with strange stuffs and trafficking for lgreeid unvisited seas.



Cuckoo, jug-jug, pu-we, to-witta-woo!

Spring, the sweet Spring!

If by any chance you have seen a man in a coat with sapgrkets, and a cloth hat of
the latest fashion but two—a hat which | may say is precmbs (old friends, old
wine, old hats)—emerging from his house just short of noon, do notddelated
appearance to any disorder in his conduct! Certain neighbtirsiatvindows as he
passed, raised their eyes in a manner, if | mistake hetispicion that a man should be
so far trespassing on the day, for nine o’clock should be theyggicker’s latest
departure for the vineyard. Thereafter the street belonte twomen, except for such
sprouting and unripe manhood as brings the groceries, and the 72haitlamgcthat
fetches ice and with deep voice breaks the treble of iigab@rhood. But beyond these
there are no men in sight save the pantalooned exception whothegmss, and with



the whirr of his clicking knives sounds the prelude of the sumifliezay by way of no
more than a parenthetical flick of notice that his eadt@nt, conspicuous from the rear
as he bends forward over his machine, shows a patched and joirliediny that is not
unlike the tracery of some cathedral’s rounded apse. But | gataoimagery. Plain
speech is best. I'll waive the gothic touch.

But observe this sluggard who issues from his door! He knowsshispected—that the
finger is uplifted and the chin is wagging. And so he takea smarter stride with a
pretense of briskness, to proclaim thereby the virtue of haigag early despite his
belated appearance, and what mighty business he has despéatbhethe morning.

But you will get no clue as to whether he has been closétedhe law, or whether it is
domestic faction—plumbers or others of their ilk (if indeed giars really have any ilk
and do not, as | suspect, stand unbrothered like the humpeddichiae play). Or
maybe some swirl of fancy blew upon him as he was spooning bypdaikfast, which
he must set down in an essay before the matter cool. @8eguic may have thumped
within him. Let us hope that his thoughts this cool spring morning hatvbeen heated
to such bloody purpose that he has killed a score of men upon hispddbat it is
with the black gore of the ink-pot on him that he has cdtlediis boots to face the
world. You remember the fellow who kills him “some six or sedezens of Scots at a
breakfast, washes his hands, and says to his wife, ‘Fie bgoquiet life! | want

work.”

Such ferocity should not sully this fair May morning, when tlegeesounds only of
carpet-beating, the tinkle of the man who is out to grimar knives and the recurrent
melody of the connoisseur of rags and bottles who stands inrhasdae drives his lean
and pointed horse. At the cry of this perfumed Brummel—if y@udit gone in years
too far—as often as he prepares to shout the purpose of hisyquektput a question
to him, “Hey, there, what do you feed your wife on?” And thismanswer will come
pat to your expectation, “Pa-a-a-per Ra-a-a-gs, Pa-a-Bgara-gs!” If the persistence
of youth be in you and the belief that a jest becomes bettilereyetition—like beans
nine days cold within the pot—you will shout your question until he tin@gorner
and his answer is lost in the noises of the street. “AdieigwA thy plaintive anthem
fades—"

74To this day | think of a rag-picker’s wife as dining sparirgly of a bag—not with
her head inside like a horse, but thrusting her scrawny lboweleep to stir the
pottage, and sprinkling salt and pepper on for nicer flavor. Fpauch preparation
she will fork it out like macaroni, with her head thrown baxkresent the wider
orifice. If her husband’s route lies along the richer strele¢swill have by way of tidbit
for dessert a piece of chewy velvet, sugared and butteretenderness.

But what is this jingling racket that comes upon the strBESs us, it's a hurdy-gurdy.
The hurdy-gurdy, | need hardly tell you, belongs to the organyfafrhis family is one
of the very oldest and claims descent, | believe, frongtitePan. However, it accepted
Christianity early and has sent many a son within the charptpe divinity. But the
hurdy-gurdy—a younger son, wild, and a bit of a pagan like its primgeniook to the
streets. In its life there it has acquired, among muchligsertain charming vices
that are beyond the capacity of its brother in the loft, howeuehrmve may admire the
deep rumble of his Sabbath utterance.



The world has denied that chanticleer proclaims the daya®f#r as | know no one has
had the insolence to deny the street-organ as the proper hettadspring. Without it
the seasons would 75halt. Though science lay me by the hdelssélt that the crocus,
which is a pioneer on the windy borderland of March, would not steokhetd except

on the sounding of the hurdy-gurdy. I'll not deny that flowers pofhap heads afield
without such call, that the jack-in-the-pulpit speaks itgderasermon on some other
beckoning of nature. But in the city it is the hurdy-gurdy tinaes notice of the turning
of the seasons. On its sudden blare I've seen the gadkmokthe daffodil jiggle. If the
tune be of sufficient rattle and prolonged to the givindghefthird nickel, before the end
is reached there will be seen a touch of yellow.

Whether this follows from the same cause as attractshildren to flatten their noses
on the windows and calls them to the curb that they put thesradose upon the racket
that no sweetest sound be lost, is a deep question and ndigiotlyeanswered. In the
sound there is promise of the days to come when circuidsevioosed upon the land
and elephants will go padding by—uwith eyes looking around for peanutstiighy
biggest of all beasts, this creature that looms above yoa likestaceous dinosaur—to
use long words without squinting too closely on their meaning—whyb#hemoth

with the swishing trunk, should eat peanuts, contemptible peanatspli@eep in nature
that the mind turns 76dizzy. It is small stuff to feed valor—a penny’s worth of food
in such a mighty hulk. Whatever the lion eats may turrotg but the elephant strains
the proverb. He might swallow you instead, breeches, hat andhslespe-if you be of
the older school of dress before the belt came in—and not soaswwdugh upon the
buttons. And there will be red and yellow wagons, boardeddyxcteely, as though
77they could show you, if they would, snakes and hyenas. Maysbeeist, you
think—such things lying in the seeds of time—to lay aside & diom the budget of
the week, for one can never be sure against the caredsssiparents, and their jaded
appetites.
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But the hurdy-gurdy is the call to sterner business also. | lamoald lady who, at the
first tinkle from the street, will take off her glasswith a finality as though she were
never to use them again for the light pleasure of reatdirigntended to fill the
remainder of her days with deeper purpose. There is agii¢we-legged villainy in
her employ by the name of William, and even before the chaodithg tune, she will
have him rolling up the rugs for the spring cleaning. Theeesour rhythm in the
fellow and he will beat a pretty syncopation on them iftthly-gurdy will but stick to
marching time. It is said that he once broke the fabrickd#rananshah in his zeal at
some crescendo of ti&obert E. LeeBut he was lost upon the valse and struck
languidly and out of time.

But maybe, Reader, in your youth you have heated a penny almwp,aand with
treacherous smile you have come before an open window. And dsort of Italy
has grinned and beckoned for your bounty—the penny being just short of a molte
78state—you have thrown it to him. He stoops, he feels.... You hawesté by this
how much more blessed it is to give than to receivetdddig deep in the riot of your
youth, you have leased a hurdy-gurdy for a dollar and with othesagwour kind
gone forth to seek your fortune. It's in noisier fashion thanmaBeldsmith played the
flute through France for board and bed. If you turned the handle skmdljast by jerks
you attained a rare tempo that drew attention from even thiestotid windows. But as
music it was as naught.



Down the street—it being now noon and the day Monday—Mrs. Y’s washill be

out to dry. Observe her gaunt replicap-a-pie as immodest as an advertisement! In
her proper person she is prodigal if she unmask her beailny tooon. And in
company with this, is the woolen semblance of her plump husbésitther of them is
shap’d for sportive tricks: But look upon them when the musitsstdand in hand
upon the line, as is proper for married folk, heel and toghegeone, two, and a one,
two, three. It is the hurdy-gurdy that calls to life suebeiry. The polka has come to its
own again.

Yet despite this evidence that the hurdy-gurdy sets the wodartcing—Ilike the fiddle
in the Turkish tale where even the headsman forgot his basitEspite 79such
evidence there are persons who affect to despise its mdloglse claim such
perceptivity of the outer ear and such fineness of the chativalthe tune is but a clack
when it gets inside. God pity such! I'll not write a word ofrthe

A spring day is at its best about noon. | thrust this in thé @ahose who prefer the
dawn or the coming on of night. At noon there are more yellovelshgon the street.
The hammering on sheds is at its loudest as the time for tambs near. More
grocers’ carts are rattling on their business. Therdettar chance that a load of green
wheelbarrows may go by, or a wagon of red rhubarb. Then, toayisesa warm that
even decrepitude fumbles on the porch and down the steps vatie to poke the
weeds.

If you have luck, you may see a “cullud pusson” pushing a whitewashvith
altruistic intent toward all dusky surfaces except his @mmaybe he has nice
appreciation of what color contrasts he himself presents theerwork is midway. If he
wear the faded memory of a silk hat, it's the bettetupe

But also the schools are out and the joy of life is hissing lwpndred gullets. Baseball
has now a fierceness it lacks at the end of day. Therédslamand that “Shorty, soak
‘'er home!” “Butter-fingers!” 80is a harder insult. And meanwlilpop-corn wagon

will be whistling a blithe if monotonous tune in trial if thdye pennies in the crowd. Or
a waffle may be purchased if you be a Croesus, ladled esajugor you and dropped
on the gridiron with a splutter. It is a sweet reward after have knocked a three-
bagger and stolen home, and is worth a search in all yowrepeckets for any last
penny that may be skulking in the fuzz.

Or perhaps there is such wealth upon your person that theittagestless jingle. In
such case you will cross the street to a shop that mmistéhe wants of youth. In the
window is displayed a box of marbles—glassies, commonies, Engex browny
adapted to the purpose of “pugging,” by reason of the violertbenhich it seems to
respond to the impact of your thumb. Then there are basebatsdafdgexcellence and
seduction. And tops. Time is needed for the choosing of a topyBusstand tiptoe
with nose just above the glass and make your trial sele€#ynno attention to the
color, for that's the way a girl chooses! Black is goodhaut womanish taint. Then
you wiggle the peg for its tightness and demand whether itrbe/ad in like an honest
top. And finally, before putting your money down, you will squint ugemaundness.
81Then slam the door and yell your presence to the street!



Or do you come on softer errand? In the rear of the shopada with a base-burner
and virtuous mottoes on the walls—a cosy room with vases. Ardthisithey serve
cream-puffs.... For safe transfer you balance the puff in yngeffs and take an
enveloping bite, emerging with a prolonged suck for such parasl@say not have
come safely across, and bending forward with stomach heltl leave you in this
refreshment; for if the money hold, you will gobble until the iniggof the bell.

By this time, as you may imagine, the person with the sgggockets whom | told you
of, has arrived in the center of the city where alreadig lpeacticing such device of
penny-picking as he may be master of.

RESPECTFULLY SUBMITTED
TO A MOURNFUL AIR

RESPECTFULLY SUBMITTED
TO A MOURNFUL AIRL =

To any one of several editors.

Dear Sir: | paid a visit to your city several daysiand humored myself with
ambitious thoughts in the contemplation of your editorial windowsd tempted to rap
at your door and request an audience but modesty held me offo@appointment |
passed an hour in your office pleasantly and profitably and evendily do |
acknowledge your courtesy and good-nature. But a beggar must chosisedis
carefully and must not be seen too often in a neighborhood aartteedoor does not
always offer pie. So this time your brass knocker shows nerfimgirks of mine.

You did not accept for publication the last paper | sent to (mau spread an infinite
deal of sorrow in your path.) On its return | re-read it and comfess to concurrence
with your judgment. Something had gone wrong. It was not as inteddékie
Cleopatra, age had withered it. Was | not like a cook wHoseer has been sent back



untasted? The best available ingredients were put into thaatimmf and if it did not
issue from the oven with 86those savory whiffs that compel appety stove is at
fault. Perhaps some good old literary housewife will tell digonsolate among my
pots and pans, how long an idea must be boiled to be tender are oo garnish a
thought to an editor’s taste? And yet, sir, your mannersxaedlent. It was Petruchio
who cried:

What's this? Mutton?—
'Tis burnt; and so is all the meat.
Where is the rascal cook?

Manners have improved. In pleasant contrast is your courteous goiéjisg the
excellence of my proffered pastry, your delight that you dogvet to sniff and your
regret for lack of appetite and abdominal capacity. Neveskethe food came back
and | poked at the broken pieces mournfully. It is a witch’sniess presiding at the
caldron of these things and there is no magic pottage abotfieemy

And yet, kind sir, with your permission | shall continue inways and offer to you
from time to time such messes as | have, hoping that dayngour taste will
deteriorate to my level or that | shall myself learnwliiehcraft and enter your regard.

Up to this present time only a few of my papers have bs&ed to stay. The rest have
gone the 87downward tread of your stair carpet and have pass#teinight. My desk

has become a kind of mausoleum of such as have come horeeaadlwhen | raise its
lid a silence falls on me as on one who visits sacred flace



There is, however, another side of this. Certain itas tinousands of us who write seek
your recognition and regard. Certain it is that your favorable jetgymoves us to
elation, and your silence to our merits urges us to hardeaenide But for all this, dear
sir, and despite your continued neglect, we are a tolerably ltagpy It may be that
our best things were never published—best, because we enjoyethtstnibecause
they recall the happiest hours and the finest moods. Theyrhosgfreshly to our
memories the influences of books and friends and the circumsiamgeswhich they
were written. It is because we lacked the skill mdabur sensations to our uses, the
patience to do well what we wished to do fast, that yghtlsi judged them unavailable.
We do not feel rebellious and we admit that you are right. @elgo not care as much
as we did, for most of us are learning to write for the laivine writing and without an
eye on the medal. With no livelihood depending, with no computsidwours or
subject, under the free anonymity of sure rejection, we havked. It has been a fine
world, these hours 880f study and reflection, and when we dsaedrte essay is our
best, we are right, for it has led us to happiness andgpieti®ughts and to an
interpretation of ourselves and the world that moves about tise$e best moods of
ours, we live and think beyond our normal powers and even condigtaat kinship
with men far greater than ourselves. Knowing this, prudencekeelys us from
snapping our fingers at you and marking each paper, as we8BiisHrejected,”
without the formality of a trip to you, and then happily beginrimgnext. We are
learning to be amateurs and although our names shall never bedshount¢he
housetops, we shall be almost as content. Still will theréga® morning hours of study
with sunlight across the floor, the winding country roads of autuitinsmells of corn-
stacks and burdened vineyards, the fire-lit hours of eveninbsi&ill we write in our



gardens of a summer afternoon or change the winter snowstordritiest against our
windows into the coinage of our thoughts.

We shall be independent and think and write as we pleasealhaigh we enclose
stamps for a mournful recessional, please know, dear diewba as you dictate your
polite note of refusal, we are hard at it with another paper

THE CHILLY PRESENCE OF HARD-HEADED
PERSONS

THE CHILLY PRESENCE OF
HARD-HEADED PERSONS

It is rash business scuttling your own ship. Now as | amwayaa practical person,
which is, | take it, a diminutive state of hard-headednessdatraction against hard-
headedness must appear as leveled against myself. Girndtdndeep down
amidships, it would look as if | were squatted and set oowrydestruction.

But by hard-headed persons | mean those beyond the ordinary, tliasg@ue that a
pin-prick through the skull would yield not so much as a drop of;,qusons whose
brain convolutions did they appear in fright at the apertuth®insertion of the pin—
like a head at a window when there is a fire on the street—vibatitdy themselves as
but a kind of cordage. Such hard-headedness, you will admitaisooigher substance
than that which may beset any of us on an occasion atitteeof meat, or on the
recurrent obligations of the too-constant moon.

| am reasonably free from colds. | do not fret myself intorggestion if a breath comes
at me from an open window; or if a swirl of wind puts itkddoingers down my neck do
I lift my collar. Yet the presence of a thoroughly hard-leebgerson provokes 94a
sneeze. There is a chilly vapor off him—a swampish miasmatptits me in a
snuffling state, beyond poultice and mustard footbaths. No mattel hodgdle to the
fire, my thoughts will congeal and my purpose cramp and stiffly conceit too will

be but a shriveled bladder.



Several years ago | knew a man of extreme hard-headedsds®call, | was afflicted
at the time—indeed, the malady co-existed with his acquaieta-with a sorry catarrh
of the nasal passages. | can remember still the osaand snufflings that obtruded in
my conversation. For two winters my complaint was beyonduhaiog of the doctors.
Despite local applications and such pills as they thougta &timinister, still did the
snuffling continue. Then on a sudden my friend left town. Consetui&itich and to
the amazement of the profession, the springs of my diseadeaugriés this happened
at the beginning of the warm days of summer, | am loaldytmy cure entirely to his
withdrawal, yet there was a nice jointry of time. My aaigtance thereafter dropped to
an infrequent, statistical letter, against which | havéeme proofed myself. But the
catarrh has ceased except when some faint thought ecbimethé past, at which again,
as in the older days, | am forced to blow a passatieinhannel for verbal navigation.

95This man'’s interest in life was oil. It oozed from the aget of his talk. If he looked
on the map of this fair world, with its mountains like catéampsl dozing on the page—
for so do maps present themselves to my fartogweuld see merely the blueprint and
huge specification of oil production and consumption. The dotted witiesd suggest
no more than agencies in its distribution, and they would beepeggnany colors—as
is the custom of our business efficiency—by way of base symbofisineio rank and
pretense; the wide oceans themselves would be merely sdardes tank ships to
bustle on and leave a greasy trail. Really, contrary t@wryexperience and sudden
cure, one might think that such an oleaginous stream ofitalikected in atomizer
fashion against the nostrils of the listener, would sasva healing emulsion for the
complaint | then suffered with.

Be these things as they may, what | can actually voudk fbat when this fellow had
set himself and opened a volley of facts on me, | was sh&rslence. There was a
spaciousness, a planetary sweep and glittering breadthhthetied me. The
commodity which | dispensed was but used around the cornera\kéi turned upon it
at the shadowy end of day against its intrusion on the nightiBuwil, all day long and
all night too, was swishing in its 96tanks on the course toidanzAnd all the fretted
activity of the earth was tributary to his purpose. How ¢éikeuntrimmed smoky night-
candle did my ambition burn! If | chanced to think in thousahd&s a strain upon me.
My cerebrum must have throbbed itself to pieces upon the additemother cypher.
But he marshaled his legions and led them up and down, untikiti chae. | was no
better than some cobbler with a fiddle, crooked and intent tevdneging of his E
string, while the great Napoleon thundered by.

The secret channels of the earth and the fullness thmaad a joyful gurgle in his
thoughts. And if he ever wandered in the country and eveagaunrose on the river’s
brim—uwhich | consider unlikely, his attention being engaged at the moomefiguring
the cost of oil barrels, with special consideration forthee of bungs—if this man
ever did see a primrose, would it have been a yellow printoolsien and nothing more?
Bless your dear eyes, it would have been a compound of by-productsfin@avax-
candles, cup-grease, lamp-black, beeswax and peppermint drops—eottion its
proper distillation into such rare odors as might be sob atuch a bottle to jobbers,
and a set price at retail, with best legal talenvtmdathe Sherman Act.

97This man has lived—my spleen rises at the thought—in matimg @iapitals of
Europe. For six months at a time he has walked around one end.outite on his



way home at night without once putting his head inside. Indeisdpribbable he hasn’t
noticed the building, or if he has, thinks it is an arsenal. Moall humility, and
unbuttoned, as it were, for a spanking by whomsoever shall avigilie it, | must
confess that | myself have no great love for the Louvggroing it somewhat as an
endurance test for tired tourists, a kind of blow-in-the-nozatkveatch-the-dial-
mount-up contrivance, as at a country fair. And so | am not stitbdiithe band
playing in the gardens is a better amusement for a brighbafter and that a nursemaid
in uniform with her children—bare-legged tots with fingershiea $and—that such sight
is more worthy of respect than a dead Duchess painted evathét is but a ritualistic
obeisance | have paid the gods inside. My finer reverencedmasfor benches in the
sun and the vagabondage of a bus-top.

If ever my friend gets to heaven it will be but another piminexportation. How closely
he will listen for any squeaking of the Pearly Gateshaihostrum ready for their dry
complaint! When he is once through and safe (the other pilgtithsoming up the
hill—for heaven, I'm sure, will be set 98on some wind-swegjej with purple
distance in the valleys—) how he will put his ear againshihge for nice diagnosis as
to the weight of oil that will give best result! How hdlwink upon the gateman that
he write his order large!

Reader, | have sent you off upon a wrong direction. | haveevtse wooden finger at
the crossroads. The man of oil does not exist. He is a pidian with which to

point a moral. Pig-iron or cotton-cloth would have served as ajthing, in fact,
whereon, by too close squinting, one may blunt his sight.

We have all observed a growing tendency in many persons,tapitvere, electric
lights in all the corners and attics of their brains, unitd too much a rarity to find any
one who will admit a twilight in his whole establishment. Tikisarrying mental
housekeeping too far. | will confess that | prefer a lighhatfoot of the back stairs,
where the steps are narrow at the turn, for Annie is preaious. i will confess, also,
that it is well to have a switch in the kitchen to thiayit in the basement, on the
chance that the wood-box may get empty before the evening hastsel. There is
comfort, too, in not being forced to go darkling to bed, likddghRoland to the tower,
but to put out the light from the floor above. But we are @agryhis business too far in
mental concerns. Here is properly a place for a rare 99%wiligis not well that a man
should always flare himself like a lighted ballroom.

Much of our best mental stuff—if you exclude the harsher grindifigsir business
hours—fades in too coarse a light. 'Tis a brocade that f&irgreservation must not be
hung always in the sun. There must be regions in you unguessedraéred and
shadowed places—recesses to be shown at peep of fingeryiéttiing only to the
knock of fancy, dim sequesterings tucked obscurely from the nafises world, where
one must be taken by the hand and led—dusky closets beyond the conemibisus
such places—your finger on your lips and your feet a-tiptoe ondfre-stthat you will
hide away from baser uses the stowage of moonlight stuff andthmhgaseous and
delightful foolery as may lie in your inheritance.
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Several months ago | had occasion to go through a deserteddmaitsvas a gaunt
building with long windows and it sat in a great yard. Overtindows were painted
scrolls, like eyebrows lifted in astonishment. Whatever tha<ause of this, it has long
since departed, for it is thirty years since the building teaanted. It would seem as if



it fell asleep—for so the blinds and the drawn curtains&ttbefore the lines of this
first astonishment were off its face. | am told that #ees of men 104dead in battle
show in similar fashion the marks of conflict. But there shacked expression on the
face of this house as if a scandal were on the stregtcriging, as it were, “Fie,
shame!” upon its neighbors.

Inside there are old carpets and curtains which spit dust at yow touch them. (Is
there not some fabulous animal which does the same, therebgape in the mirk it
has itself created?) Most of the furniture has been rembwtdhere and there bulky
pieces remain, an antique sideboard, maybe too large aiédre away; like Robinson
Crusoe’s boat, too heavy to be launched. In each roomhiaralelier for gas,
resplendent as though Louis XV had come again to life, withinipllass pendants
and globules interlinked, like enormous Kohinoors.

Down in the kitchen—which is below stairs as in an old Englehedy—you can see
the place where the range stood. And there are smoky streakghapealls that may
have come from the coals of ancient feasts. If you smff,put your fancy in it—it is
an unsavory thought—it is likely even that you can get the staédl from such
hospitable preparation.

From the first floor to the second is a flaring staircaik a landing where opulence
can get its breath. And then there is a choice of upwapd,st@5either to the right or
left as your wish shall direct. And on each side islagirade unbroken by posts from
top to bottom. Now the first excitement of my own life wassaoh a rail, which
seemed a funicular made for my special benefit. The seatsmy early breeches, |
have been told, were worn shiny thereon, like a rubbed appseTldescents were
executed slowly at the turn, but gathered wild speed ostthight-away. There was
slight need for Annie to dust the “balusters.”

An old house is strong in its class distinctions. Theretiera part and a back part. To
know the front part is to know it in its spacious and generous mBotisomewhere
you will find a door and there will be three steps behind it,@oat!—you will be
prying into the darker life of the place. In this particular leoolswhich | write, it was
as if the back rooms, the back halls and the innumerabld<luse been playing at
hide and seek and had not been told when the game wasuodeo still kept to their
hiding places. It is in such obscure closets that a faméiesin, if it be kept at all,
might be kept most safely. There would be slight hazard dfstovery if the skeleton
restrained itself from clanking, as is the whim of slaiet

It was in the back part of this house that | came on atclbere, after all these years,
women’s 106garments were still hanging. A lighted match—for harburglar with a
bull’'s-eye as you might suspect—displayed to me an array téqes—the flounced
kind that gladdened the eye of woman in those remote days-eaalsin gauzy matters
which the writers of the eighteenth century called by the raramocks. Besides
these, there were suspended from hooks those sartorial dénesies|ying mounds of
fashion, that false incrustation on the surface of nature, kaswWhustles.” Also, there
was a hoopskirt curled upon the floor, and an open barrel witwage of books—a
novel or two of E. P. Roe, the poems of John Saxe, a tableotdkittier in padded
leather, an album with a flourish on the cover—these at theftthie heap.



I choose to trace the connection between the styles ofalnddsooks, and—where my
knowledge serves—to show the effect of political change on Bothit is written that
when Constantinople fell in the fifteenth century Turkish costumeame the fashion
through western Europe—maybe a flash of eastern color across thesshiauldn
oriental buckle for the shoes. Similarly the Balkan War ges/Rints for dress. Many
styles to-day are marks of our kinship with the East. &laes mere broken promptings
for your own elaboration. And it seems to sort with this thebiglose relation, that the
107generation which flared and flounced its person until natur@eva®re than a
kernel in the midst, which puffed itself like a muffin twibut a finger-point of dough
within, should be the generation that particularly delightedimantic literature, in
which likewise nature is so prudently wrapped that scar@nklie can show itself. It
would be a nice inquiry whether the hoopskirt was not introduced—imichgay in

the eighteenth century, | think—at the time of the first buddingmantic sentiment.
The “Man of Feeling” came after and Anne Radcliffe’s nevéd it not significant also,
in these present days of Russian novels and naked realisrmpshame should advance
sympathetically to the edge of modesty?

There is something, however, to be said in favor of roméwinks, despite the horrible
examples at the top of this barrel. Perhaps our own literd@8shivers in too thin a
shift. For once upon a time somewhere between the age of barstlesirselves there
were writers who ended their stories “and they were nthamel lived happily ever
after.” Whereas at this present day stories are begury‘Waee married and
straightway things began to go to the devil.” And for my oart phave read enough of
family quarrels. | am tired of the tune upon the trianglelaard ready for softer
flutings. When | visit my neighbors, | want them to make @edépretense. It was
Charles Lamb who found his married friends too loving in his paesébut let us not
go to extremes! And so, after | have read a few books afaheomplication, | yearn
for the old-fashioned couple in the older books who went hand intbaid age. At
this minute there is a black book that looks down upon me like a trsW/Crime and
Punishment.” | read it once when | was ill, and | neardddif it. | confess that after a
very little acquaintance with such books | am tempted to séguihem on a top shelf
somewhere, beyond reach of tiptoe, where they may brood upon thisinrbant and
rail against the world.

Encyclopedias and the tonnage of learning properly take theirspiactne lowest
shelves, for their lump and mass make a fitting foundatiorudt say, however, that the
habit of the dictionary of 109secreting itself in the darkester of the lowest shelf



contributes to general illiteracy. | have known familiesivagta for ten minutes on the
meaning of a word rather than lift this laggard frondepths. Be that as it may, the
novels and poetry should be on the fifth shelf from the bottesh gff the end of the
nose, so to speak.

Now, the vinegar cruet is never the largest vessel ihabse. So by strict analogy, sour
books—the kind that bite the temper and snarl upon your better moods—séauld b
small minority. Do not mistake me! | shall find a plas®gybe, for a volume or two of
Nietzsche, and all of Ibsen surely. | would adoplift too, for my taste is catholic. And
there will be other books of a kind that never rouse a chuckieunFor these are
necessary if for no more than as alarm clocks to awakennsdur dreaming self-
content. But in the main | would not have books too insistent ugowitongs of the
world and the impossibility of remedy.

| confess to a liking for tales of adventure, for wrecks inSbeth Seas, for treasure
islands, for pirates with red shirts. Mark you, how a red §ghits up a dull page! It is
like a scarlet leaf on a gray November day. Also | haweakness for the bang of
pistols, round oaths and other desperate rascality. In suabssteere is no small
mincing. A 110villain proclaims himself on his first appeasnainless John Silver be
an exception—and retains his villainy until the rope tightens atieuteck in the last
chapter but one; the very last being set aside for the softemerce of the hero and
heroine.

You will remember that about twenty years ago a fine cfgueh stories came out of
the Balkans. At that time it was a dim, unknown land, a kind oélisis’ Coast of
Bohemia, an appropriate setting for distressed princeskdémzard a guess that there
was not a peak in all that district on which there wassoote Black Rudolph’s castle,
not a road that did not clack romantically with horses’ hoofbald adventure. But the
wars have changed all this by bringing too sharp a light upodirthecenery of this
pageantry, and swash-bucklery is all but dead.

To confess the truth, it is in such stories that | likesesibest. In real life | really do not
like them at all. | am rather afraid of them as odusge organisms that | can neither start
with ease nor stop with safety. It is not that | never @dgrove a horse. | have
achieved both. But | don’t urge him to deviltry. Instead | huhiswhims. Some

horses even | might be fond of. Give me a horse that tieaegye of slippered

pantaloon and is, moreover, phlegmatic in his tastes, andahéme stories say

111"with tightened girth and feet well home”—but enough! | must edel into
boasting.

But in these older stories | love a horse. With whatdoénis hoofs ring out in the flight
of elopement! “Pursuit’s at the turn. Speed my brave Dobbin!” hen the Prince has
kissed the Princess’ hand, you know that the story is neaglyand that they will live
happily ever after. Of course there is always someone gesuthat Cinderella was
never happy after she left her ashes and pumpkins and wiet ito the palace. But
this is idle gossip. Even if there were “occasional bickgs” between her and the
Prince, this is as Lamb says it should be among “nearaesati

I nearly died of “Crime and Punishment.” These Russian nosé¢lete too distressful a
point of view. They remind me too painfully of the poem—



It was dreadful dark
In that doleful ark
When the elephants went to bed.

Doubtless if the lights burn high in you, it is well to readtsgloom as is theirs.
Perhaps they depict life. These things may be true adwe ought to know them. At
the best, theirs is a real attempt “to cleanse thebiody of the infected world.” But if
there be a blast without and driving rain, must we 112be alwaysgutmthe door to
get it in our face? Will not one glance in the evening be ertbGhlall we be always
exposing ourselves “to feel what wretches feel”? It is tihaé we are too content under
the suffering of others, but it is true, also, that too éws were born under a laughing
star. Gray shadows fall too often on our minds. A sunny road isetsteto travel by.
Furthermore—and here is a deep platitude—there is many a masolhopon a
doleful book, who to the end of time will blithely underpay his factrls. His grief
upon the book is diffuse. It ranges across the mountains ofaité, Wwut misses the
nicer point of his own conduct. Is this not sentimentally likegiag yarn hysteria
under the spell of which wealthy women clicked their needlgsilolic places for the
soldiers? Let me not underrate the number of garments tlyatintde—surely a single
machine might produce as many within a week. But there isedangt their work was
only a sentimental expression of their world-grief. I'll stokdepths of practicality and
claim that a pittance from their allowances would have bought mnd better garments
in the market.

Perhaps we read too many tragical books. In the decaloguehdrgance of evil is too
strongly visited on the children to the third and fourth gatien, and there is scant
sanction as to the inheritance of 113goodness. It is the sine fathers that live in the
children. It is the evil that men do that lives after therile the good, alas, is oft
interred with their bones. If a doleful book stirs you up ®, libr God’s sake read it! If
it wraps you all about as in a winding sheet for death, you éstthlave none of it.



I had now burned several matches—and my fingers too—in the ir@petthe closet
where the women’s garments hung. And it came on me as | plakdadoks within the
barrel and saw what silly books were there, that perhaps Idvavstated my position.
It would be a lighter doom, | thought, to be 114rived and shrivelgtéiightning
flash of a modern book, even “Crime and Punishment,” than &dlbfy such as were
within.

Then, like the lady of the poem

Having sat me down upon a mound

To think on life,

| concluded that my views were sound

And got me up and turned me round,

And went me home again.

ON TRAVELING
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In old literature life was compared to a journey, and wise repiced to question old
men because, like travelers, they knew the sloughs and roughrédke long road.
Men arose with the sun, and toddled forth as children onayie gburney of their lives,
and became strong to endure the heaviness of noonday. They f&irwadi during the
hours of early afternoon while their sun’s ambition was hot, lagwl &s the heat cooled
they reached the crest of the last hill, and their roppedi gently to the valley where all
roads end. And on into the quiet evening, until, at last, ikejoln in that shadowed
valley, and await the long night.

118This figure has lost its meaning, for we now travel by aai life is expressed in
terms of the railway time-table. As has been said.eaed and arrive at places, but we
no longer travel. Consequently we cannot understand the hubbub that MErcoust
have caused among his townsmen when he swaggered in. His @anelw were bronzed
by the sun, were dressed as Tartars, and could speakatiedr ltalian with difficulty.
To convince the Venetians of their identity, Marco gaveagmificent entertainment, at
which he and his officers received, clad in oriental doésed satin. Three times during
the banquet they changed their dress, distributing the discgade&nts among their
guests. At last, the rough Tartar clothing worn on their travaksdisplayed and then
ripped open. Within was a profusion of jewels of the Oridwat,difts of Kublai Khan of
Cathay. The proof was regarded as perfect, and from niratMiarco was
acknowledged by his countrymen, and loaded with distinction. WihekeDeturned
from the Straits of Magellan and, powdered and beflunkied hisllies at fashionable
London dinners, no doubt he was believed. And his crew, let looedieer-shops,
gathered each his circle of listeners, drank at his adshagpense, and yarned far into
the night. 1191t was worth one’s while to be a traveler in thioses.

But traveling has fallen to the yellow leaf. The greiatiesveler is now the brakeman.
Next is he who sells colored cotton. A poor third pursues haatiiflees from
restlessness. Wise men have ceased to question tsaeeept to inquire of the arrival
of trains and of the comfort of hotels.



To-day | am a thousand miles from home. From my window the wivdttkes
massive, homewards. Even though | stood on the most distantafamgentains and
looked west, still | would look on a world that contained no sagign of home; and if |
leaped to that horizon and the next, the result would bsatime—so insignificant
would be the relative distance accomplished. And here | adosa with no
knowledge of how | came. There was a continuous jar and theafoisation. We
passed a barn or two, | believe, and on one hillside asiwetle frightened from their
grazing as we passed. There were the cluttered streetgevéikcities and villages.
There was a prodigious number of telegraph poles going in the oppositgod, hell-
bent as fast as we, which poles considerately went at ledfigprough towns, for fear
of hitting children. The United States was once an immensergoantd extended quite
to the sunset. For convenience we 120have reduced its sizeadedtrout a map of its
former self. Any section of this map can be unrolled anceictsl in a day’s time.

In the books for children is the story of the seven-league boots—wiohdeots, worth
a cobbler’s fortune. If a prince is escaping from an ogiee i eloping with a princess,
if he has an engagement at the realm’s frontier and itles are down, he straps these
boots to his feet and strides the mountains and spans tagsvdlbr with the clicking

of the silver buckles he has destroyed the dimensions of dpaugh, breadth and
depth are measured for him but in wishes. One wish and palsmag of the fingers,
or an invocation to the devil of locomotion, and he standsmauatain-top, the next
range of hills blue in the distance; another wish and anettegr and he has leaped the
valley. Wonderful boots, these! Worth a king’s ransom. Andgtiigce, too, as he
travels thus dizzily may remember one or two barns, aniimglgened from their
grazing, and the cluttered streets nested in the vallagn he reaches his journey’s end
he will be just as wise and just as ignorant as we who newl tog rail in magic,
seven-league fashion. For here | am set down, and alltsal&st half-mile of my path
is lost in the curve of the mountains. From my window | segtéen-covered
mountains, so 121different from city streets with their horizobudtlings.

| fancy that, on the memorable morning when Aladdin’s Palasesetadown in Africa
after its magic night’s ride from the Chinese capitddpasemaid must have gone to the
window, thrown back the hangings and looked out, astounded, on the ireruatains,
when she expected to see only the courtyard of the palades amcirm of Chinese life.
She then recalled that the building rocked gently in the régiat that she heard a
whirling sound as of wind. These were the only evidencesaf¢il-guided flight.

Now she looked on a new world, and the familiar pagodas fagp tae east within the
eye of the rising sun.

There are summer evenings in my recollection when | traveled the skies, landing
from the sky’s blue sea upon the cloud continent, and travetsingpuntain ranges, its
inland lakes, harbors and valleys. Over the wind-swept ridgagd gone, watching the
world-change, seeing

the hungry ocean gain

Advantage on the Kingdom of the shore,

And the firm soil win of the watery main,



Increasing store with loss and loss with store.

The greatest traveler that | know is a little man hghgbent, who walks with a stick in
his garden 122or sits passive in his library. Other friends haasted of travels in the
Orient, of mornings spent on the Athenian Acropolis, of vigithe Theatre of
Dionysius, and of hallooing to the empty seats that re-echoeg.\Wdr@ me of this and
that hotel, and advise me concerning the journey from London. Thetaksuaf
travelers is that Athens is a ruin. | have heard it reaoior instance, that the
Parthenon marbles are in London, and that the Parthenon itselfffeaed from the
“wreckful siege of battering days”; that the walls to Risseontain hardly one stone left
upon another.

And this sets me to thinking, for my friend denies all thihwuch an air of sincerity
that | am almost inclined to believe his word againsthallothers. The Athens he
pictures is not ruinous. The Parthenon stands before him &dlitddvand of Phidias.
The walls to Pirseus stand high as on that morning, now aforgstten, when Athens
awaited the Spartan attack. For him the Dionysian Theags not echo to tourists’
shouts, but gives forth the sounds of many-voiced Greek lif&ndes, too, the people
of Athens. He walked one day with Socrates along the bartke diissus, and
afterwards visited him in his prison when about to drinkhgemlock. It is of the
grandeur of Athens and her sons that he speaks, not of herTignisest of his
123travels is that he buys no tickets of Cook, nor, indeedyyobae, and when he has
seen the cities’ sights, his wife enters and says,t“istime for the bookworm to eat?”
So he has his American supper in the next room overlooking Astice speak.

THROUGH THE SCUTTLE WITH THE TINMAN
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THROUGH W SCUTTLE
WITH THE TINMAN 583

Yesterday | was on the roof with the tinman. He did namdse the tinman of the
“Wizard of Oz” or the flaming tinman of “Lavengro,” for lweore a derby hat, had a
shiny seat, and smoked a ragged cigar. It was a flue hexaag & thing of metal for
the gastronomic whiffs journeying from the kitchen to the uppsr @here was a vent
through the roof with a cone on top to shed the rain. | wateimedrom the level cover
of a second-story porch as he scrambled up the shingles. keaaerirwho can climb
high places and stand upright and 128unmoved at the gutter's edgeeBbravado
forces on me unpleasantly how closely | am tied because afiezzto Mother Earth’s
apron strings. These fellows who perch on scaffolds and flaunstiees on steeple
tops are frontiersmen. They stand as the outposts of thig fijobe. Often when |
observe a workman descend from his eagle’s nest in the gedifirame of a lofty
building, | look into his face for some trace of exaltat®ome message from his wider
horizon. You may remember how they gazed into Alcestis’ facashe returned from
the House of Hades, that they might find there a tokenrastre@owed journey. It is
lucky that | am no taller than six feet; if ten, giddinessild set in and reversion to type
on all fours. An undizzied man is to me as much of a maswvehe who in his heart of
hearts is not afraid of a horse.

Maybe after all, it is just because | am so cowardly anglydhat | have a liking for
high places and especially for roofs. Although here my peopke Ihaed for thousands
of years on the very rim of things, with the unimagined nal@sve them and the glitter
of Orion on their windows, so little have | learned of thesdties that | am frightened
on my shed top and the grasses below make me crouch in farcoyet to my fearful
perceptions there may be pleasures that cannot exist fardhstamed 129and jaded
senses of the tinman. Could he feel stimulus in Hugo’s igéiser of Paris from the
towers of Notre Dame? He is too much the gargoyle Hirftaethe delights of
dizziness.



Quite a little could be said about the creative power of dlesse If Shakespeare had
been a tinman he could not have felt the giddy height and grantithe Dover Cliffs;
Ibsen could not have wrought the climbing of the steeple intortbis and calamity of
“The Master Builder”; Teufelsdréckh could not have utterexdexitraordinary night
thoughts above the town of Weissnichtwo; “Prometheus Bound” wouldidesere
impossible. Only one with at least a dram of dizziness could barceived an “eagle-
baffling mountain, black, wintry, dead, unmeasured.” In the ddnen we read Jules
Verne, was not our chief pleasure found in his marvelous way pésdsg us with
swimming senses over some fearful abyss; wet and slippgg maybe, and void and
blackness before us and below; and then just to give fabsore of fright, a sound of
running water in the depths. Doesn't it raise the hair? Catilman have written it?

But even so, | would like to feel at home on my own roof lzenee a slippered
familiarity with my slates and spouts. A chimney-sweaethe old days doubtless had
an ugly occupation, and the fear of a 130sooty death must havecseer®nt to him.
But what a sable triumph was his when he had clearealig tunnel and had
emerged into daylight, blooming, as Lamb would say, inifgstender nigritude! “I
seem to remember,” he continues, “that a bad sweep wadefhin a stack with his
brush to indicate which way the wind blew.” After observing thenan for a while, |
put on rubber shoes and slunk up to the ridgepole, the very waterisimy sixty-foot
kingdom, my legs slanting into the infinities of the North &udith. It sounds
unexciting when written, but there | was, astride my housamgng the vents and
exhausts of my former cloistered life, my head outspinning tla¢h&ecock. My
Matterhorn had been climbed, “the pikes of darkness namedanuksl.” Next winter
when | sit below snug by the fire and hear the wind funneling dowchineney, will
not my peace be deeper because | have known the heights idhezmpest blows, and
the rain goes pattering, and the whirling tin cones go mad?

Right now, if | dared, | would climb to the roof again, dmwebuld sit with my feet over
the edge and crane forward and do crazy things just becaoskll Then maybe my
neighbors would mistake the point of my philosophy and lock me up; veguaigathize
with my fancies as did Sir Toby and 131Maria with Malvolio. If & escape bread
and water in the basement, one’s opinions on such slight therggri@rs and roofs
must be kept dark. Be a freethinker, if you will, on the ldéve deep sea, and the
sunrise, but repress yourself in the trifles.

| like flat roofs. There is in my town a public library on te story of a tall building,
and on my way home at night | often stop to read a bit eatf®windows. When my
eyes leave my book and wander to the view of the roofacyfthat the giant hands of
a phrenologist are feeling the buildings which are the bumps @ftthéAnd listening, |
seem to hear his dictum “Vanity”; for below is the markeshion. The world has
sunk to ankle height. | sit on the shoulders of the world, alfw/&at-and-gravel scum
of the city. And at my back are the books—the past, alltasibeen, the manners of
dress and thought—they too peeping aslant through these windows. &ilbbatdark
and this day also will be done and burn its ceremonial caratidshe roar from the
pavement will be the roar of yesterday.

Astronomy would have come much later if it had not been foflaheoofs of the
Orient and its glistening nights. In the cloudy North, whieerbofs were thatched or
peaked, the philosophers slept indoors tucked to the chin. iBrewhe nights were



hot, men, banished from sleep, watched the 132rising of tisetlséd they might point
the hours. They studied the recurrence of the star patternshegtiknew when to look
for their reappearance. It was under a cloudless, breasikig$isat the constellations
were named and their measures and orbits allotted. Otathiedf of some Babylonian
temple of Bel came into life astrology, “foolish daughteaofise mother,” that was to
bind the eyes of the world for nearly two thousand yearsntist enduring and the
strongest of superstitions. It was on these roofs, too, thatidinets were first maligned
as wanderers, celestial tramps; and this gossip continuikdegent years when at last
it appeared that they are bodies of regular and irreproachabits, eccentric in
appearance only, doing a cosmic beat with a time-clockcatesad, which they have
never failed to punch at the proper moment.

Somewhere, if | could but find it, must exist a diary of onthese ancient
astronomers—and from it | quote in anticipation. “Early this nighty roof,” it runs,
“the heavens being bare of cloudsglo apertp Set myself to measure the elevation of
Sagittarius Alpha with my new astrolabe sent me by my freerimaster, Hafiz, from

out Arabia. Did this night compute the equation . Thus did |
prove the variations of the ellipse and 133show Hassan Sabalhe mule he is. Then
rested, pacing my roof even to the rising of the morning wtaich burned red above
the Sultan’s turret. To bed, satisfied with this night.”

Northern literature has never taken the roof seriously.elhave been many books
written from the viewpoint of windows. The study window is usukethere is the
college window and the Thrums window. Also there is a window viewas yet
scarcely expressed; that of the boy of Stevenson’s poems witlo$e flattened against
the glass—convalescence looking for sailormen with one leg. \W&Hhdh Philosophe
sous les Toits” but a garret and its prospect? But does Smuegst go up on the roof?
He contents himself with opening his casement and feeding criontttes birds. Not
once does he climb out and scramble around the mansard. On wihtisy mégther his
legs nor thoughts join the windy devils that play tempest ovdriiégeen again, from
Westminster bridges, from country lanes, from crowded strfeets,ships at sea, and
mountain tops have sonnets been thrown to the moon; not oncehiraoof.

Is not this neglect of the roof the chief reason why we Nor#re fear the night? When
darkness is concerned, the cowardice of our poetry is notoricksilks, so to speak,
when beyond the glare of the 134street lights. | propound it asstiaquior scholars.
'Tis now the very witching time of night,

When churchyards yawn and hell itself breathes out

Contagion to this world.

Why is the night conceived as the time for the bogey to be db+ean

... evil thing that walks by night,

In fog or fire, by lake or moorish fen,

Blue meager hag, or stubborn unlaid ghost



That breaks his magic chains at curfew time.

Why does not this slender, cerulean dame keep normal hours asielegst after dinner
with the rest of us—and so to bed? Such a baneful thinghs, rihideous,” reeking
with cold shivers and gloom, from which morning alone givesftel

Pack, clouds, away! and welcome, day!
With night we banish sorrow.
Day is jocund that stands on the misty mountain tops.

But we cannot expect the night to be friendly and wag itsvtaein we slam against it
our doors and, until lately, our windows. Naturally it takes to ghbnéss. It was in the
South where the roofs are flat and men sleep as friendsheithight that 135it was
written, "The heavens declare the glory of God: and theafinent showeth his
handiwork."

| get full of my subject as | write and a kind of rage esrmver me as | think of the
wrongs the roof has suffered. It is the only part of the hdwegehas not kept pace with
the times. To say that you have a good roof is taken as mehaingpur roof is tight,
that it keeps out the water, that it excels in those dgemlit which it excelled equally
three thousand years ago. What you ought to mean is that you reofdtzat is flat and
has things on it that make it livable, where you can wallpodis/ourself, or sleep; a
house-top view of your neighbors' affairs; an airy pleasaiitea full sweep of stars; a
place to listen of nights to the drone of the city; a pldabservation, and if you are so
inclined, of meditation.

Everything but the roof has been improved. The basement hasdeeied with
electric lights until a coal hole is no longer an abode of enysEven the garret, that
used to be but a dusty suburb of the house and lumber room fo¥ eaolfan
furniture, has been plastered and strewn with servants' bedrooms

Therewasa garret once: somewhat misty now after these twenty.\learas not
daubed to respectability with paint, nor was it furnished fastheslrooms; 136but it
was rough-timbered, and resounded with drops when the dark clasi@bove. On
bright days a cheerful light lay along the floor and dust mid@sed in its luminous
shaft. And always there was cobwebbed stillness. But onddgik when the roof
pattered and the branches of trees scratched the shingleh@mavimdows rattled, a
deeper obscurity crept out of the corners. Yet was théeeféar in the place. This was
the front garret where the theatre was, with the pratégccurtain. But when the darker
mood was on us, there was the back garret. It was sixlstgpsand over it the roof
crouched as if to hide its secrets. The very men thatibailist have been lowering,
bearded fellows; for they put into it many corners and nichéskack holes. The
wood, too, from which it was fashioned must have been gnarlddnotted and the
nails rusty and crooked. One window cast a narrow light dowmitiéle of this room,
but at both sides was immeasurable night. When you had stoopechithe sunlight
and had accustomed your eyes to the dimness, you found yaniselfincertain
anchorage of old furniture, abandoned but offering dusty covert far\itly the light

of brigands in their eyes. A pirates' den lay safe behindttmeney, protected by a



bristling thicket of chairs and table legs, to be approaéB&dnly on hands and knees
after divers rappings. And back there in the dark weesge boxes--strange boxes,
stout and securely nailed. But the garret has gone.

Whither have the pirates fled? Maybe some rumor of thatghange reached them in
their fastnesses; and then in the light of early dawsinigle file they climbed the
ladder, up through the scuttle. And straddling the ridgepole wiibata between their
teeth, alas, they became dizzy and toppled down the steepes to the gutter, to be
whirled away in the torrent of an April shower. Ah me! Hady the roof been flat!
Then it would have been for them a reservation where thgyt iave lived on and
waited for the sound of children's feet to come again. Thwmnuhose feet had come
and the old life had returned, then from aloft you would beapld cry of Ship-ahoy,
and you would know that at last your house had again slippeadsngs and was off
to Madagascar or the Straits.

Where shall we adventure, to-day that we’re afloat,
Wary of the weather and steering by a star?

Shall it be to Africa, asteering of the boat,

To Providence, or Babylon, or off to Malabar?

So a roof must be more than a cover. The roof of a boat,cks idearranged for
occupation and is its 138best part. Consider the omnibus! Ekeas seats on top, the
best seats in fine weather. When Martin Chuzzlewit weno Wondon it was on th®p
of the coach he sat. Pickwick betook himself, gaitemglisclothes, and all, to the roof.
Even the immaculate Rollo scorned the inside seats. He sap,oyou may remember,
and sucked oranges to ward off malaria, he and that primoestérers, Uncle George.
De Quincey is the authority on mail coaches and for theseaifs he is all fire and
enthusiasm. It happened once, to continue with De Quincey, statieacoach was
presented by His Majesty George the Third of England, #&ta the Chinese
Emperor. This kind of vehicle being unknown in Peking, “it becancessary to call a
cabinet council on the grand state question, ‘Where wdsrtperor to sit?’ The
hammer cloth happened to be unusually gorgeous; and partly motisaderation, but
partly also because the box offered the most elevatédsesanearest the moon, and
undeniably went foremost, it was resolved by acclamatidrthiesbox was the Imperial
throne, and for the scoundrel who drove, he could sit where he oudila perch.”

Consider that the summer day has ended and that you areitindts rush and heat.
Up you must climb to your house-roof. On the rim of the skigeddlurred light from
the steel furnaces at the city’s 139edge and, paneling téusissa line of poplars
stirring and sounding in the night wind.

Alone upon the house-top to the North

| turn and watch the lightnings in the sky.

Is it fanciful to think that into the mind comes a littletbé beauty of the older world
when roofs were flat and men meditated under the stars andssans in the night?



Once upon a time | crossed the city of Nuremberg after taeknarket cleared of all
traces of its morning sale, the “Schéner Brunnen” at ite elthg narrow defile leading
to the citadel, the climb at the top. And then | camant@pen parade above the town—
“except the Schlosskirche Weathercock no biped stands s6 Tilghnight had swept
away all details of buildings. Nuremberg lay below lkdark etching, the centuries
folded and creased in its obscurities. Then from some gawet tame a peal of bells,
the hour maybe, and then an answering peal. “Thus stands the thightsaid; “thus
stand the stars.” | was in the presence of Time arudaitk wings were brushing past
me. What star was in the ascendant, | knew not. And yaeihfelt a throb that came
by blind, circuitous ways from some far-off Chaldean templegrsestoried in the night.
In me was the blood of the star-gazer, my emotions 140reg#tie rejected beliefs, the
signs and wonders of the heavens. The waves of old thought hatebutdaeded from
the world; and I, but a chink and hollow on the beach, had caugttap of the ebbing
ocean.



