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			Chapter I

			
				I

				The tow­ers of Zenith as­pired above the morn­ing mist; aus­tere tow­ers of steel and ce­ment and lime­stone, stur­dy as cliffs and del­i­cate as sil­ver rods. They were nei­ther citadels nor church­es, but frankly and beau­ti­ful­ly of­fice-build­ings.

				The mist took pity on the fret­ted struc­tures of ear­li­er gen­er­a­tions: the Post Of­fice with its shin­gle-tor­tured mansard, the red brick minarets of hulk­ing old hous­es, fac­to­ries with stingy and soot­ed win­dows, wood­en ten­e­ments col­ored like mud. The city was full of such grotes­queries, but the clean tow­ers were thrust­ing them from the busi­ness cen­ter, and on the far­ther hills were shin­ing new hous­es, homes—they seemed—for laugh­ter and tran­quil­li­ty.

				Over a con­crete bridge fled a limou­sine of long sleek hood and noise­less en­gine. These peo­ple in evening clothes were re­turn­ing from an all-night re­hearsal of a Lit­tle The­ater play, an artis­tic ad­ven­ture con­sid­er­ably il­lu­mi­nat­ed by cham­pagne. Be­low the bridge curved a rail­road, a maze of green and crim­son lights. The New York Fly­er boomed past, and twen­ty lines of pol­ished steel leaped in­to the glare.

				In one of the sky­scrapers the wires of the As­so­ci­at­ed Press were clos­ing down. The tele­graph op­er­a­tors weari­ly raised their cel­lu­loid eye­shades af­ter a night of talk­ing with Paris and Peking. Through the build­ing crawled the scrub­wom­en, yawn­ing, their old shoes slap­ping. The dawn mist spun away. Cues of men with lunch-box­es clumped to­ward the im­men­si­ty of new fac­to­ries, sheets of glass and hol­low tile, glit­ter­ing shops where five thou­sand men worked be­neath one roof, pour­ing out the hon­est wares that would be sold up the Eu­phrates and across the veldt. The whis­tles rolled out in greet­ing a cho­rus cheer­ful as the April dawn; the song of la­bor in a city built—it seemed—for gi­ants.

			




				II

				There was noth­ing of the gi­ant in the as­pect of the man who was be­gin­ning to awak­en on the sleep­ing-porch of a Dutch Colo­nial house in that res­i­den­tial dis­trict of Zenith known as Flo­ral Heights.

				His name was George F. Bab­bitt. He was forty-six years old now, in April, 1920, and he made noth­ing in par­tic­u­lar, nei­ther but­ter nor shoes nor po­et­ry, but he was nim­ble in the call­ing of sell­ing hous­es for more than peo­ple could af­ford to pay.

				His large head was pink, his brown hair thin and dry. His face was baby­ish in slum­ber, de­spite his wrin­kles and the red spec­ta­cle-dents on the slopes of his nose. He was not fat but he was ex­ceed­ing­ly well fed; his cheeks were pads, and the un­rough­ened hand which lay help­less up­on the kha­ki-col­ored blan­ket was slight­ly puffy. He seemed pros­per­ous, ex­treme­ly mar­ried and un­ro­man­tic; and al­to­geth­er un­ro­man­tic ap­peared this sleep­ing-porch, which looked on one siz­able elm, two re­spectable grass-plots, a ce­ment drive­way, and a cor­ru­gat­ed iron garage. Yet Bab­bitt was again dream­ing of the fairy child, a dream more ro­man­tic than scar­let pago­das by a sil­ver sea.

				For years the fairy child had come to him. Where oth­ers saw but Georgie Bab­bitt, she dis­cerned gal­lant youth. She wait­ed for him, in the dark­ness be­yond mys­te­ri­ous groves. When at last he could slip away from the crowd­ed house he dart­ed to her. His wife, his clam­or­ing friends, sought to fol­low, but he es­caped, the girl fleet be­side him, and they crouched to­geth­er on a shad­owy hill­side. She was so slim, so white, so ea­ger! She cried that he was gay and valiant, that she would wait for him, that they would sail—

				Rum­ble and bang of the milk-truck.

				Bab­bitt moaned; turned over; strug­gled back to­ward his dream. He could see on­ly her face now, be­yond misty wa­ters. The fur­nace-man slammed the base­ment door. A dog barked in the next yard. As Bab­bitt sank bliss­ful­ly in­to a dim warm tide, the pa­per-car­ri­er went by whistling, and the rolled-up Ad­vo­cate thumped the front door. Bab­bitt roused, his stom­ach con­strict­ed with alarm. As he re­laxed, he was pierced by the fa­mil­iar and ir­ri­tat­ing rat­tle of some­one crank­ing a Ford: snap-ah-ah, snap-ah-ah, snap-ah-ah. Him­self a pi­ous mo­torist, Bab­bitt cranked with the un­seen driv­er, with him wait­ed through taut hours for the roar of the start­ing en­gine, with him ag­o­nized as the roar ceased and again be­gan the in­fer­nal pa­tient snap-ah-ah—a round, flat sound, a shiv­er­ing cold-morn­ing sound, a sound in­fu­ri­at­ing and in­escapable. Not till the ris­ing voice of the mo­tor told him that the Ford was mov­ing was he re­leased from the pant­ing ten­sion. He glanced once at his fa­vorite tree, elm twigs against the gold pati­na of sky, and fum­bled for sleep as for a drug. He who had been a boy very cred­u­lous of life was no longer great­ly in­ter­est­ed in the pos­si­ble and im­prob­a­ble ad­ven­tures of each new day.

				He es­caped from re­al­i­ty till the alarm-clock rang, at sev­en-twen­ty.

			




				III

				It was the best of na­tion­al­ly ad­ver­tised and quan­ti­ta­tive­ly pro­duced alarm-clocks, with all mod­ern at­tach­ments, in­clud­ing cathe­dral chime, in­ter­mit­tent alarm, and a phos­pho­res­cent di­al. Bab­bitt was proud of be­ing awak­ened by such a rich de­vice. So­cial­ly it was al­most as cred­itable as buy­ing ex­pen­sive cord tires.

				He sulk­i­ly ad­mit­ted now that there was no more es­cape, but he lay and de­test­ed the grind of the re­al-es­tate busi­ness, and dis­liked his fam­i­ly, and dis­liked him­self for dis­lik­ing them. The evening be­fore, he had played pok­er at Vir­gil Gunch’s till mid­night, and af­ter such hol­i­days he was ir­ri­ta­ble be­fore break­fast. It may have been the tremen­dous home-brewed beer of the pro­hi­bi­tion-era and the cigars to which that beer en­ticed him; it may have been re­sent­ment of re­turn from this fine, bold man-world to a re­strict­ed re­gion of wives and stenog­ra­phers, and of sug­ges­tions not to smoke so much.

				From the bed­room be­side the sleep­ing-porch, his wife’s de­testably cheer­ful “Time to get up, Georgie boy,” and the itchy sound, the brisk and scratchy sound, of comb­ing hairs out of a stiff brush.

				He grunt­ed; he dragged his thick legs, in fad­ed ba­by-blue pa­ja­mas, from un­der the kha­ki blan­ket; he sat on the edge of the cot, run­ning his fin­gers through his wild hair, while his plump feet me­chan­i­cal­ly felt for his slip­pers. He looked re­gret­ful­ly at the blan­ket—for­ev­er a sug­ges­tion to him of free­dom and hero­ism. He had bought it for a camp­ing trip which had nev­er come off. It sym­bol­ized gor­geous loaf­ing, gor­geous curs­ing, vir­ile flan­nel shirts.

				He creaked to his feet, groan­ing at the waves of pain which passed be­hind his eye­balls. Though he wait­ed for their scorch­ing re­cur­rence, he looked blur­ri­ly out at the yard. It de­light­ed him, as al­ways; it was the neat yard of a suc­cess­ful busi­ness man of Zenith, that is, it was per­fec­tion, and made him al­so per­fect. He re­gard­ed the cor­ru­gat­ed iron garage. For the three-hun­dred-and-six­ty-fifth time in a year he re­flect­ed, “No class to that tin shack. Have to build me a frame garage. But by gol­ly it’s the on­ly thing on the place that isn’t up-to-date!” While he stared he thought of a com­mu­ni­ty garage for his acreage de­vel­op­ment, Glen Ori­ole. He stopped puff­ing and jig­gling. His arms were akim­bo. His petu­lant, sleep-swollen face was set in hard­er lines. He sud­den­ly seemed ca­pa­ble, an of­fi­cial, a man to con­trive, to di­rect, to get things done.

				On the vig­or of his idea he was car­ried down the hard, clean, un­used-look­ing hall in­to the bath­room.

				Though the house was not large it had, like all hous­es on Flo­ral Heights, an al­to­geth­er roy­al bath­room of porce­lain and glazed tile and met­al sleek as sil­ver. The tow­el-rack was a rod of clear glass set in nick­el. The tub was long enough for a Prus­sian Guard, and above the set bowl was a sen­sa­tion­al ex­hib­it of tooth­brush hold­er, shav­ing-brush hold­er, soap-dish, sponge-dish, and medicine-cab­i­net, so glit­ter­ing and so in­ge­nious that they re­sem­bled an elec­tri­cal in­stru­ment-board. But the Bab­bitt whose god was Mod­ern Ap­pli­ances was not pleased. The air of the bath­room was thick with the smell of a hea­then tooth­paste. “Verona been at it again! ’Stead of stick­ing to Lili­dol, like I’ve re‑peat‑ed‑ly asked her, she’s gone and got­ten some con­found­ed stinkum stuff that makes you sick!”

				The bath-mat was wrin­kled and the floor was wet. (His daugh­ter Verona ec­cen­tri­cal­ly took baths in the morn­ing, now and then.) He slipped on the mat, and slid against the tub. He said “Damn!” Fu­ri­ous­ly he snatched up his tube of shav­ing-cream, fu­ri­ous­ly he lath­ered, with a bel­liger­ent slap­ping of the unc­tu­ous brush, fu­ri­ous­ly he raked his plump cheeks with a safe­ty-ra­zor. It pulled. The blade was dull. He said, “Damn—oh—oh—damn it!”

				He hunt­ed through the medicine-cab­i­net for a pack­et of new ra­zor­blades (re­flect­ing, as in­vari­ably, “Be cheap­er to buy one of these din­gus­es and strop your own blades,”) and when he dis­cov­ered the pack­et, be­hind the round box of bi­car­bon­ate of so­da, he thought ill of his wife for putting it there and very well of him­self for not say­ing “Damn.” But he did say it, im­me­di­ate­ly af­ter­ward, when with wet and soap-slip­pery fin­gers he tried to re­move the hor­ri­ble lit­tle en­ve­lope and crisp cling­ing oiled pa­per from the new blade. Then there was the prob­lem, oft-pon­dered, nev­er solved, of what to do with the old blade, which might im­per­il the fin­gers of his young. As usu­al, he tossed it on top of the medicine-cab­i­net, with a men­tal note that some day he must re­move the fifty or six­ty oth­er blades that were al­so tem­po­rar­ily, piled up there. He fin­ished his shav­ing in a grow­ing testi­ness in­creased by his spin­ning headache and by the empti­ness in his stom­ach. When he was done, his round face smooth and streamy and his eyes sting­ing from soapy wa­ter, he reached for a tow­el. The fam­i­ly tow­els were wet, wet and clam­my and vile, all of them wet, he found, as he blind­ly snatched them—his own face-tow­el, his wife’s, Verona’s, Ted’s, Tin­ka’s, and the lone bath-tow­el with the huge welt of ini­tial. Then George F. Bab­bitt did a dis­may­ing thing. He wiped his face on the guest-tow­el! It was a pan­sy-em­broi­dered tri­fle which al­ways hung there to in­di­cate that the Bab­bitts were in the best Flo­ral Heights so­ci­ety. No one had ev­er used it. No guest had ev­er dared to. Guests se­cre­tive­ly took a cor­ner of the near­est reg­u­lar tow­el.

				He was rag­ing, “By gol­ly, here they go and use up all the tow­els, ev­ery dog­gone one of ’em, and they use ’em and get ’em all wet and sop­ping, and nev­er put out a dry one for me—of course, I’m the goat!—and then I want one and—I’m the on­ly per­son in the dog­gone house that’s got the slight­est dog­gone bit of con­sid­er­a­tion for oth­er peo­ple and thought­ful­ness and con­sid­er there may be oth­ers that may want to use the dog­gone bath­room af­ter me and con­sid­er—”

				He was pitch­ing the chill abom­i­na­tions in­to the bath­tub, pleased by the vin­dic­tive­ness of that des­o­late flap­ping sound; and in the midst his wife serene­ly trot­ted in, ob­served serene­ly, “Why Georgie dear, what are you do­ing? Are you go­ing to wash out the tow­els? Why, you needn’t wash out the tow­els. Oh, Georgie, you didn’t go and use the guest-tow­el, did you?”

				It is not record­ed that he was able to an­swer.

				For the first time in weeks he was suf­fi­cient­ly roused by his wife to look at her.

			




				IV

				Myra Bab­bitt—Mrs. George F. Bab­bitt—was def­i­nite­ly ma­ture. She had creas­es from the cor­ners of her mouth to the bot­tom of her chin, and her plump neck bagged. But the thing that marked her as hav­ing passed the line was that she no longer had ret­i­cences be­fore her hus­band, and no longer wor­ried about not hav­ing ret­i­cences. She was in a pet­ti­coat now, and corsets which bulged, and un­aware of be­ing seen in bul­gy corsets. She had be­come so dul­ly ha­bit­u­at­ed to mar­ried life that in her full ma­tron­li­ness she was as sex­less as an ane­mic nun. She was a good wom­an, a kind wom­an, a dili­gent wom­an, but no one, save per­haps Tin­ka her ten-year-old, was at all in­ter­est­ed in her or en­tire­ly aware that she was alive.

				Af­ter a rather thor­ough dis­cus­sion of all the do­mes­tic and so­cial as­pects of tow­els she apol­o­gized to Bab­bitt for his hav­ing an al­co­holic headache; and he re­cov­ered enough to en­dure the search for a B.V.D. un­der­shirt which had, he point­ed out, malev­o­lent­ly been con­cealed among his clean pa­ja­mas.

				He was fair­ly ami­able in the con­fer­ence on the brown suit.

				“What do you think, Myra?” He pawed at the clothes hunched on a chair in their bed­room, while she moved about mys­te­ri­ous­ly ad­just­ing and pat­ting her pet­ti­coat and, to his jaun­diced eye, nev­er seem­ing to get on with her dress­ing. “How about it? Shall I wear the brown suit an­oth­er day?”

				“Well, it looks aw­ful­ly nice on you.”

				“I know, but gosh, it needs press­ing.”

				“That’s so. Per­haps it does.”

				“It cer­tain­ly could stand be­ing pressed, all right.”

				“Yes, per­haps it wouldn’t hurt it to be pressed.”

				“But gee, the coat doesn’t need press­ing. No sense in hav­ing the whole darn suit pressed, when the coat doesn’t need it.”

				“That’s so.”

				“But the pants cer­tain­ly need it, all right. Look at them—look at those wrin­kles—the pants cer­tain­ly do need press­ing.”

				“That’s so. Oh, Georgie, why couldn’t you wear the brown coat with the blue trousers we were won­der­ing what we’d do with them?”

				“Good Lord! Did you ev­er in all my life know me to wear the coat of one suit and the pants of an­oth­er? What do you think I am? A bust­ed book­keep­er?”

				“Well, why don’t you put on the dark gray suit to­day, and stop in at the tai­lor and leave the brown trousers?”

				“Well, they cer­tain­ly need—Now where the dev­il is that gray suit? Oh, yes, here we are.”

				He was able to get through the oth­er crises of dress­ing with com­par­a­tive res­o­lute­ness and calm.

				His first adorn­ment was the sleeve­less dim­i­ty B.V.D. un­der­shirt, in which he re­sem­bled a small boy hu­mor­less­ly wear­ing a cheese­cloth tabard at a civic pageant. He nev­er put on B.V.D.’s with­out thank­ing the God of Progress that he didn’t wear tight, long, old-fash­ioned un­der­gar­ments, like his fa­ther-in-law and part­ner, Hen­ry Thomp­son. His sec­ond em­bel­lish­ment was comb­ing and slick­ing back his hair. It gave him a tremen­dous fore­head, arch­ing up two inch­es be­yond the for­mer hair­line. But most won­der-work­ing of all was the don­ning of his spec­ta­cles.

				There is char­ac­ter in spec­ta­cles—the pre­ten­tious tor­toise­shell, the meek pince-nez of the school teach­er, the twist­ed sil­ver-framed glass­es of the old vil­lager. Bab­bitt’s spec­ta­cles had huge, cir­cu­lar, frame­less lens­es of the very best glass; the ear­pieces were thin bars of gold. In them he was the mod­ern busi­ness man; one who gave or­ders to clerks and drove a car and played oc­ca­sion­al golf and was schol­ar­ly in re­gard to Sales­man­ship. His head sud­den­ly ap­peared not baby­ish but weighty, and you not­ed his heavy, blunt nose, his straight mouth and thick, long up­per lip, his chin over­fleshy but strong; with re­spect you be­held him put on the rest of his uni­form as a Sol­id Cit­i­zen.

				The gray suit was well cut, well made, and com­plete­ly undis­tin­guished. It was a stan­dard suit. White pip­ing on the v of the vest added a fla­vor of law and learn­ing. His shoes were black laced boots, good boots, hon­est boots, stan­dard boots, ex­traor­di­nar­i­ly un­in­ter­est­ing boots. The on­ly fri­vol­ity was in his pur­ple knit­ted scarf. With con­sid­er­able com­ment on the mat­ter to Mrs. Bab­bitt (who, ac­ro­bat­i­cal­ly fas­ten­ing the back of her blouse to her skirt with a safe­ty-pin, did not hear a word he said), he chose be­tween the pur­ple scarf and a ta­pes­try ef­fect with string­less brown harps among blown palms, and in­to it he thrust a snake-head pin with opal eyes.

				A sen­sa­tion­al event was chang­ing from the brown suit to the gray the con­tents of his pock­ets. He was earnest about these ob­jects. They were of eter­nal im­por­tance, like base­ball or the Re­pub­li­can Par­ty. They in­clud­ed a foun­tain pen and a sil­ver pen­cil (al­ways lack­ing a sup­ply of new leads) which be­longed in the right­hand up­per vest pock­et. With­out them he would have felt naked. On his watch-chain were a gold penknife, sil­ver cigar-cut­ter, sev­en keys (the use of two of which he had for­got­ten), and in­ci­den­tal­ly a good watch. De­pend­ing from the chain was a large, yel­low­ish elk’s-tooth-procla­ma­tion of his mem­ber­ship in the Broth­er­ly and Pro­tec­tive Or­der of Elks. Most sig­nif­i­cant of all was his loose-leaf pock­et note­book, that mod­ern and ef­fi­cient note­book which con­tained the ad­dress­es of peo­ple whom he had for­got­ten, pru­dent mem­o­ran­da of postal mon­ey-or­ders which had reached their des­ti­na­tions months ago, stamps which had lost their mu­cilage, clip­pings of vers­es by T. Chol­monde­ley Frink and of the news­pa­per ed­i­to­ri­als from which Bab­bitt got his opin­ions and his poly­syl­la­bles, notes to be sure and do things which he did not in­tend to do, and one cu­ri­ous in­scrip­tion—D.S.S. D.M.Y.P.D.F.

				But he had no cig­a­rette-case. No one had ev­er hap­pened to give him one, so he hadn’t the habit, and peo­ple who car­ried cig­a­rette-cas­es he re­gard­ed as ef­fem­i­nate.

				Last, he stuck in his lapel the Boost­ers’ Club but­ton. With the con­cise­ness of great art the but­ton dis­played two words: “Boost­ers-Pep!” It made Bab­bitt feel loy­al and im­por­tant. It as­so­ci­at­ed him with Good Fel­lows, with men who were nice and hu­man, and im­por­tant in busi­ness cir­cles. It was his V.C., his Le­gion of Hon­or rib­bon, his Phi Be­ta Kap­pa key.

				With the sub­tleties of dress­ing ran oth­er com­plex wor­ries. “I feel kind of punk this morn­ing,” he said. “I think I had too much din­ner last evening. You oughtn’t to serve those heavy ba­nana frit­ters.”

				“But you asked me to have some.”

				“I know, but—I tell you, when a fel­low gets past forty he has to look af­ter his di­ges­tion. There’s a lot of fel­lows that don’t take prop­er care of them­selves. I tell you at forty a man’s a fool or his doc­tor—I mean, his own doc­tor. Folks don’t give enough at­ten­tion to this mat­ter of di­et­ing. Now I think—Course a man ought to have a good meal af­ter the day’s work, but it would be a good thing for both of us if we took lighter lunch­es.”

				“But Georgie, here at home I al­ways do have a light lunch.”

				“Mean to im­ply I make a hog of my­self, eat­ing down­town? Yes, sure! You’d have a swell time if you had to eat the truck that new stew­ard hands out to us at the Ath­let­ic Club! But I cer­tain­ly do feel out of sorts, this morn­ing. Fun­ny, got a pain down here on the left side—but no, that wouldn’t be ap­pen­dici­tis, would it? Last night, when I was driv­ing over to Verg Gunch’s, I felt a pain in my stom­ach, too. Right here it was—kind of a sharp shoot­ing pain. I—Where’d that dime go to? Why don’t you serve more prunes at break­fast? Of course I eat an ap­ple ev­ery evening—an ap­ple a day keeps the doc­tor away—but still, you ought to have more prunes, and not all these fan­cy doo­dads.”

				“The last time I had prunes you didn’t eat them.”

				“Well, I didn’t feel like eat­ing ’em, I sup­pose. Mat­ter of fact, I think I did eat some of ’em. Any­way—I tell you it’s mighty im­por­tant to—I was say­ing to Verg Gunch, just last evening, most peo­ple don’t take suf­fi­cient care of their di­ges—”

				“Shall we have the Gunch­es for our din­ner, next week?”

				“Why sure; you bet.”

				“Now see here, George: I want you to put on your nice din­ner-jack­et that evening.”

				“Rats! The rest of ’em won’t want to dress.”

				“Of course they will. You re­mem­ber when you didn’t dress for the Lit­tle­fields’ sup­per-par­ty, and all the rest did, and how em­bar­rassed you were.”

				“Em­bar­rassed, hell! I wasn’t em­bar­rassed. Ev­ery­body knows I can put on as ex­pen­sive a Tux. as any­body else, and I should wor­ry if I don’t hap­pen to have it on some­times. All a darn nui­sance, any­way. All right for a wom­an, that stays around the house all the time, but when a fel­low’s worked like the dick­ens all day, he doesn’t want to go and hus­tle his head off get­ting in­to the soup-and-fish for a lot of folks that he’s seen in just reg’lar or­di­nary clothes that same day.”

				“You know you en­joy be­ing seen in one. The oth­er evening you ad­mit­ted you were glad I’d in­sist­ed on your dress­ing. You said you felt a lot bet­ter for it. And oh, Georgie, I do wish you wouldn’t say ‘Tux.’ It’s ‘din­ner-jack­et.’ ”

				“Rats, what’s the odds?”

				“Well, it’s what all the nice folks say. Sup­pose Lu­cile McK­elvey heard you call­ing it a ‘Tux.’ ”

				“Well, that’s all right now! Lu­cile McK­elvey can’t pull any­thing on me! Her folks are com­mon as mud, even if her hus­band and her dad are mil­lion­aires! I sup­pose you’re try­ing to rub in your ex­alt­ed so­cial po­si­tion! Well, let me tell you that your revered pa­ter­nal an­ces­tor, Hen­ry T., doesn’t even call it a ‘Tux.’! He calls it a ‘bob­tail jack­et for a ring­tail mon­key,’ and you couldn’t get him in­to one un­less you chlo­ro­formed him!”

				“Now don’t be hor­rid, George.”

				“Well, I don’t want to be hor­rid, but Lord! you’re get­ting as fussy as Verona. Ev­er since she got out of col­lege she’s been too ram­bunc­tious to live with—doesn’t know what she wants—well, I know what she wants!—all she wants is to mar­ry a mil­lion­aire, and live in Eu­rope, and hold some preach­er’s hand, and si­mul­ta­ne­ous­ly at the same time stay right here in Zenith and be some bloom­ing kind of a so­cial­ist ag­i­ta­tor or boss char­i­ty-work­er or some damn thing! Lord, and Ted is just as bad! He wants to go to col­lege, and he doesn’t want to go to col­lege. On­ly one of the three that knows her own mind is Tin­ka. Sim­ply can’t un­der­stand how I ev­er came to have a pair of shilly-shal­ly­ing chil­dren like Rone and Ted. I may not be any Rock­e­feller or James J. Shake­speare, but I cer­tain­ly do know my own mind, and I do keep right on plug­ging along in the of­fice and—Do you know the lat­est? Far as I can fig­ure out, Ted’s new bee is he’d like to be a movie ac­tor and—And here I’ve told him a hun­dred times, if he’ll go to col­lege and law-school and make good, I’ll set him up in busi­ness and—Verona just ex­act­ly as bad. Doesn’t know what she wants. Well, well, come on! Aren’t you ready yet? The girl rang the bell three min­utes ago.”

			




				V

				Be­fore he fol­lowed his wife, Bab­bitt stood at the west­ern­most win­dow of their room. This res­i­den­tial set­tle­ment, Flo­ral Heights, was on a rise; and though the cen­ter of the city was three miles away—Zenith had be­tween three and four hun­dred thou­sand in­hab­i­tants now—he could see the top of the Sec­ond Na­tion­al Tow­er, an In­di­ana lime­stone build­ing of thir­ty-five sto­ries.

				Its shin­ing walls rose against April sky to a sim­ple cor­nice like a streak of white fire. In­tegri­ty was in the tow­er, and de­ci­sion. It bore its strength light­ly as a tall sol­dier. As Bab­bitt stared, the ner­vous­ness was soothed from his face, his slack chin lift­ed in rev­er­ence. All he ar­tic­u­lat­ed was “That’s one love­ly sight!” but he was in­spired by the rhythm of the city; his love of it re­newed. He be­held the tow­er as a tem­ple-spire of the re­li­gion of busi­ness, a faith pas­sion­ate, ex­alt­ed, sur­pass­ing com­mon men; and as he clumped down to break­fast he whis­tled the bal­lad “Oh, by gee, by gosh, by jin­go” as though it were a hymn melan­choly and no­ble.

			


		
			Chapter II

			
				I

				Re­lieved of Bab­bitt’s bum­bling and the soft grunts with which his wife ex­pressed the sym­pa­thy she was too ex­pe­ri­enced to feel and much too ex­pe­ri­enced not to show, their bed­room set­tled in­stant­ly in­to im­per­son­al­i­ty.

				It gave on the sleep­ing-porch. It served both of them as dress­ing-room, and on the cold­est nights Bab­bitt lux­u­ri­ous­ly gave up the du­ty of be­ing man­ly and re­treat­ed to the bed in­side, to curl his toes in the warmth and laugh at the Jan­u­ary gale.

				The room dis­played a mod­est and pleas­ant col­or-scheme, af­ter one of the best stan­dard de­signs of the dec­o­ra­tor who “did the in­te­ri­ors” for most of the spec­u­la­tive-builders’ hous­es in Zenith. The walls were gray, the wood­work white, the rug a serene blue; and very much like ma­hogany was the fur­ni­ture—the bu­reau with its great clear mir­ror, Mrs. Bab­bitt’s dress­ing-ta­ble with toi­let-ar­ti­cles of al­most sol­id sil­ver, the plain twin beds, be­tween them a small ta­ble hold­ing a stan­dard elec­tric bed­side lamp, a glass for wa­ter, and a stan­dard bed­side book with col­ored il­lus­tra­tions—what par­tic­u­lar book it was can­not be as­cer­tained, since no one had ev­er opened it. The mat­tress­es were firm but not hard, tri­umphant mod­ern mat­tress­es which had cost a great deal of mon­ey; the hot-wa­ter ra­di­a­tor was of ex­act­ly the prop­er sci­en­tif­ic sur­face for the cu­bic con­tents of the room. The win­dows were large and eas­i­ly opened, with the best catch­es and cords, and Hol­land roller-shades guar­an­teed not to crack. It was a mas­ter­piece among bed­rooms, right out of Cheer­ful Mod­ern Hous­es for Medi­um In­comes. On­ly it had noth­ing to do with the Bab­bitts, nor with any­one else. If peo­ple had ev­er lived and loved here, read thrillers at mid­night and lain in beau­ti­ful in­do­lence on a Sun­day morn­ing, there were no signs of it. It had the air of be­ing a very good room in a very good ho­tel. One ex­pect­ed the cham­ber­maid to come in and make it ready for peo­ple who would stay but one night, go with­out look­ing back, and nev­er think of it again.

				Ev­ery sec­ond house in Flo­ral Heights had a bed­room pre­cise­ly like this.

				The Bab­bitts’ house was five years old. It was all as com­pe­tent and glossy as this bed­room. It had the best of taste, the best of in­ex­pen­sive rugs, a sim­ple and laud­able ar­chi­tec­ture, and the lat­est con­ve­niences. Through­out, elec­tric­i­ty took the place of can­dles and slat­tern­ly hearth-fires. Along the bed­room base­board were three plugs for elec­tric lamps, con­cealed by lit­tle brass doors. In the halls were plugs for the vac­u­um clean­er, and in the liv­ing-room plugs for the pi­ano lamp, for the elec­tric fan. The trim din­ing-room (with its ad­mirable oak buf­fet, its lead­ed-glass cup­board, its creamy plas­ter walls, its mod­est scene of a salmon ex­pir­ing up­on a pile of oys­ters) had plugs which sup­plied the elec­tric per­co­la­tor and the elec­tric toast­er.

				In fact there was but one thing wrong with the Bab­bitt house: It was not a home.

			




				II

				Of­ten of a morn­ing Bab­bitt came bounc­ing and jest­ing in to break­fast. But things were mys­te­ri­ous­ly awry to­day. As he pon­tif­i­cal­ly tread the up­per hall he looked in­to Verona’s bed­room and protest­ed, “What’s the use of giv­ing the fam­i­ly a high-class house when they don’t ap­pre­ci­ate it and tend to busi­ness and get down to brass tacks?”

				He marched up­on them: Verona, a dumpy brown-haired girl of twen­ty-two, just out of Bryn Mawr, giv­en to so­lic­i­tudes about du­ty and sex and God and the un­con­quer­able bag­gi­ness of the gray sports-suit she was now wear­ing. Ted—Theodore Roo­sevelt Bab­bitt—a dec­o­ra­tive boy of sev­en­teen. Tin­ka—Kather­ine—still a ba­by at ten, with ra­di­ant red hair and a thin skin which hint­ed of too much can­dy and too many ice cream so­das. Bab­bitt did not show his vague ir­ri­ta­tion as he tramped in. He re­al­ly dis­liked be­ing a fam­i­ly tyrant, and his nag­ging was as mean­ing­less as it was fre­quent. He shout­ed at Tin­ka, “Well, kit­tiedoolie!” It was the on­ly pet name in his vo­cab­u­lary, ex­cept the “dear” and “hon.” with which he rec­og­nized his wife, and he flung it at Tin­ka ev­ery morn­ing.

				He gulped a cup of cof­fee in the hope of paci­fy­ing his stom­ach and his soul. His stom­ach ceased to feel as though it did not be­long to him, but Verona be­gan to be con­sci­en­tious and an­noy­ing, and abrupt­ly there re­turned to Bab­bitt the doubts re­gard­ing life and fam­i­lies and busi­ness which had clawed at him when his dream-life and the slim fairy girl had fled.

				Verona had for six months been fil­ing-clerk at the Gru­ens­berg Leather Com­pa­ny of­fices, with a prospect of be­com­ing sec­re­tary to Mr. Gru­ens­berg and thus, as Bab­bitt de­fined it, “get­ting some good out of your ex­pen­sive col­lege ed­u­ca­tion till you’re ready to mar­ry and set­tle down.”

				But now said Verona: “Fa­ther! I was talk­ing to a class­mate of mine that’s work­ing for the As­so­ci­at­ed Char­i­ties—oh, Dad, there’s the sweet­est lit­tle ba­bies that come to the milk-sta­tion there!—and I feel as though I ought to be do­ing some­thing worth­while like that.”

				“What do you mean ‘worth­while’? If you get to be Gru­ens­berg’s sec­re­tary—and maybe you would, if you kept up your short­hand and didn’t go sneak­ing off to con­certs and talk­fests ev­ery evening—I guess you’ll find thir­ty-five or forty bones a week worth while!”

				“I know, but—oh, I want to—con­trib­ute—I wish I were work­ing in a set­tle­ment-house. I won­der if I could get one of the de­part­ment-stores to let me put in a wel­fare-de­part­ment with a nice re­stroom and chintzes and wick­er chairs and so on and so forth. Or I could—”

				“Now you look here! The first thing you got to un­der­stand is that all this up­lift and flipflop and set­tle­ment-work and recre­ation is noth­ing in God’s world but the en­ter­ing wedge for so­cial­ism. The soon­er a man learns he isn’t go­ing to be cod­dled, and he needn’t ex­pect a lot of free grub and, uh, all these free class­es and flipflop and doo­dads for his kids un­less he earns ’em, why, the soon­er he’ll get on the job and pro­duce—pro­duce—pro­duce! That’s what the coun­try needs, and not all this fan­cy stuff that just en­fee­bles the willpow­er of the work­ing man and gives his kids a lot of no­tions above their class. And you—if you’d tend to busi­ness in­stead of fool­ing and fuss­ing—All the time! When I was a young man I made up my mind what I want­ed to do, and stuck to it through thick and thin, and that’s why I’m where I am to­day, and—Myra! What do you let the girl chop the toast up in­to these dinky lit­tle chunks for? Can’t get your fist on­to ’em. Half cold, any­way!”

				Ted Bab­bitt, ju­nior in the great East Side High School, had been mak­ing hic­cup-like sounds of in­ter­rup­tion. He blurt­ed now, “Say, Rone, you go­ing to—”

				Verona whirled. “Ted! Will you kind­ly not in­ter­rupt us when we’re talk­ing about se­ri­ous mat­ters!”

				“Aw punk,” said Ted ju­di­cial­ly. “Ev­er since some­body slipped up and let you out of col­lege, Am­mo­nia, you been pulling these nut con­ver­sa­tions about what-nots and soon-and-so-forths. Are you go­ing to—I want to use the car tonight.”

				Bab­bitt snort­ed, “Oh, you do! May want it my­self!” Verona protest­ed, “Oh, you do, Mr. Smar­ty! I’m go­ing to take it my­self!” Tin­ka wailed, “Oh, pa­pa, you said maybe you’d drive us down to Rosedale!” and Mrs. Bab­bitt, “Care­ful, Tin­ka, your sleeve is in the but­ter.” They glared, and Verona hurled, “Ted, you’re a per­fect pig about the car!”

				“Course you’re not! Not a-tall!” Ted could be mad­den­ing­ly bland. “You just want to grab it off, right af­ter din­ner, and leave it in front of some skirt’s house all evening while you sit and gas about lite’ature and the high­brows you’re go­ing to mar­ry—if they on­ly pro­pose!”

				“Well, Dad oughtn’t to ev­er let you have it! You and those beast­ly Jones boys drive like ma­ni­acs. The idea of your tak­ing the turn on Chau­tauqua Place at forty miles an hour!”

				“Aw, where do you get that stuff! You’re so darn scared of the car that you drive up­hill with the emer­gen­cy brake on!”

				“I do not! And you—Al­ways talk­ing about how much you know about mo­tors, and Eu­nice Lit­tle­field told me you said the bat­tery fed the gen­er­a­tor!”

				“You—why, my good wom­an, you don’t know a gen­er­a­tor from a dif­fer­en­tial.” Not un­rea­son­ably was Ted lofty with her. He was a nat­u­ral me­chan­ic, a mak­er and tin­ker­er of ma­chines; he lisped in blue­prints for the blue­prints came.

				“That’ll do now!” Bab­bitt flung in me­chan­i­cal­ly, as he light­ed the glo­ri­ous­ly sat­is­fy­ing first cigar of the day and tast­ed the ex­hil­a­rat­ing drug of the Ad­vo­cate-Times head­lines.

				Ted ne­go­ti­at­ed: “Gee, hon­est, Rone, I don’t want to take the old boat, but I promised cou­ple o’ girls in my class I’d drive ’em down to the re­hearsal of the school cho­rus, and, gee, I don’t want to, but a gen­tle­man’s got to keep his so­cial en­gage­ments.”

				“Well, up­on my word! You and your so­cial en­gage­ments! In high school!”

				“Oh, ain’t we se­lect since we went to that hen col­lege! Let me tell you there isn’t a pri­vate school in the state that’s got as swell a bunch as we got in Gam­ma Digam­ma this year. There’s two fel­lows that their dads are mil­lion­aires. Say, gee, I ought to have a car of my own, like lots of the fel­lows.” Bab­bitt al­most rose. “A car of your own! Don’t you want a yacht, and a house and lot? That pret­ty near­ly takes the cake! A boy that can’t pass his Latin ex­am­i­na­tions, like any oth­er boy ought to, and he ex­pects me to give him a mo­tor­car, and I sup­pose a chauf­feur, and an are­o­plane maybe, as a re­ward for the hard work he puts in go­ing to the movies with Eu­nice Lit­tle­field! Well, when you see me giv­ing you—”

				Some­what lat­er, af­ter diplo­ma­cies, Ted per­suad­ed Verona to ad­mit that she was mere­ly go­ing to the Ar­mory, that evening, to see the dog and cat show. She was then, Ted planned, to park the car in front of the can­dy-store across from the Ar­mory and he would pick it up. There were mas­ter­ly ar­range­ments re­gard­ing leav­ing the key, and hav­ing the gaso­line tank filled; and pas­sion­ate­ly, devo­tees of the Great God Mo­tor, they hymned the patch on the spare in­ner-tube, and the lost jack-han­dle.

				Their truce dis­solv­ing, Ted ob­served that her friends were “a scream of a bunch-stuck-up gab­by four-flush­ers.” His friends, she in­di­cat­ed, were “dis­gust­ing im­i­ta­tion sports, and hor­rid lit­tle shriek­ing ig­no­rant girls.” Fur­ther: “It’s dis­gust­ing of you to smoke cig­a­rettes, and so on and so forth, and those clothes you’ve got on this morn­ing, they’re too ut­ter­ly ridicu­lous—hon­est­ly, sim­ply dis­gust­ing.”

				Ted bal­anced over to the low beveled mir­ror in the buf­fet, re­gard­ed his charms, and smirked. His suit, the lat­est thing in Old Eli Togs, was skintight, with skimpy trousers to the tops of his glar­ing tan boots, a cho­rus-man waist­line, pat­tern of an ag­i­tat­ed check, and across the back a belt which belt­ed noth­ing. His scarf was an enor­mous black silk wad. His flax­en hair was ice-smooth, past­ed back with­out part­ing. When he went to school he would add a cap with a long vi­zor like a shov­el-blade. Proud­est of all was his waist­coat, saved for, begged for, plot­ted for; a re­al Fan­cy Vest of fawn with pol­ka dots of a de­cayed red, the points as­tound­ing­ly long. On the low­er edge of it he wore a high-school but­ton, a class but­ton, and a fra­ter­ni­ty pin.

				And none of it mat­tered. He was sup­ple and swift and flushed; his eyes (which he be­lieved to be cyn­i­cal) were can­did­ly ea­ger. But he was not over-gen­tle. He waved his hand at poor dumpy Verona and drawled: “Yes, I guess we’re pret­ty ridicu­lous and dis­gus­tic­u­lus, and I rather guess our new neck­tie is some smear!”

				Bab­bitt barked: “It is! And while you’re ad­mir­ing your­self, let me tell you it might add to your man­ly beau­ty if you wiped some of that egg off your mouth!”

				Verona gig­gled, mo­men­tary vic­tor in the great­est of Great Wars, which is the fam­i­ly war. Ted looked at her hope­less­ly, then shrieked at Tin­ka: “For the love o’ Pe­te, quit pour­ing the whole sug­ar bowl on your corn flakes!”

				When Verona and Ted were gone and Tin­ka up­stairs, Bab­bitt groaned to his wife: “Nice fam­i­ly, I must say! I don’t pre­tend to be any baa-lamb, and maybe I’m a lit­tle cross-grained at break­fast some­times, but the way they go on jab-jab-jab­ber­ing, I sim­ply can’t stand it. I swear, I feel like go­ing off some place where I can get a lit­tle peace. I do think af­ter a man’s spent his life­time try­ing to give his kids a chance and a de­cent ed­u­ca­tion, it’s pret­ty dis­cour­ag­ing to hear them all the time scrap­ping like a bunch of hye­nas and nev­er—and nev­er—Cu­ri­ous; here in the pa­per it says—Nev­er silent for one mom—Seen the morn­ing pa­per yet?”

				“No, dear.” In twen­ty-three years of mar­ried life, Mrs. Bab­bitt had seen the pa­per be­fore her hus­band just six­ty-sev­en times.

				“Lots of news. Ter­ri­ble big tor­na­do in the South. Hard luck, all right. But this, say, this is cork­ing! Be­gin­ning of the end for those fel­lows! New York As­sem­bly has passed some bills that ought to com­plete­ly out­law the so­cial­ists! And there’s an el­e­va­tor-run­ners’ strike in New York and a lot of col­lege boys are tak­ing their places. That’s the stuff! And a mass-meet­ing in Birm­ing­ham’s de­mand­ed that this Mick ag­i­ta­tor, this fel­low De Valera, be de­port­ed. Dead right, by gol­ly! All these ag­i­ta­tors paid with Ger­man gold any­way. And we got no busi­ness in­ter­fer­ing with the Irish or any oth­er for­eign gov­ern­ment. Keep our hands strict­ly off. And there’s an­oth­er well-au­then­ti­cat­ed ru­mor from Rus­sia that Lenin is dead. That’s fine. It’s be­yond me why we don’t just step in there and kick those Bol­she­vik cuss­es out.”

				“That’s so,” said Mrs. Bab­bitt.

				“And it says here a fel­low was in­au­gu­rat­ed may­or in over­alls—a preach­er, too! What do you think of that!”

				“Humph! Well!”

				He searched for an at­ti­tude, but nei­ther as a Re­pub­li­can, a Pres­by­te­ri­an, an Elk, nor a re­al-es­tate bro­ker did he have any doc­trine about preach­er-may­ors laid down for him, so he grunt­ed and went on. She looked sym­pa­thet­ic and did not hear a word. Lat­er she would read the head­lines, the so­ci­ety col­umns, and the de­part­ment-store ad­ver­tise­ments.

				“What do you know about this! Charley McK­elvey still do­ing the sassi­ety stunt as heavy as ev­er. Here’s what that gushy wom­an re­porter says about last night:”

				
					Nev­er is So­ci­ety with the big, big S more flat­tered than when they are bid­den to par­take of good cheer at the dis­tin­guished and hos­pitable res­i­dence of Mr. and Mrs. Charles L. McK­elvey as they were last night. Set in its spa­cious lawns and land­scap­ing, one of the no­table sights crown­ing Roy­al Ridge, but mer­ry and home­like de­spite its mighty stone walls and its vast rooms famed for their dec­o­ra­tion, their home was thrown open last night for a dance in hon­or of Mrs. McK­elvey’s no­table guest, Miss J. Sneeth of Wash­ing­ton. The wide hall is so gen­er­ous in its pro­por­tions that it made a per­fect ball­room, its hard­wood floor re­flect­ing the charm­ing pageant above its pol­ished sur­face. Even the de­lights of danc­ing paled be­fore the al­lur­ing op­por­tu­ni­ties for tête-à-têtes that in­vit­ed the soul to loaf in the long li­brary be­fore the ba­ro­nial fire­place, or in the draw­ing-room with its deep com­fy arm­chairs, its shad­ed lamps just made for a sly whis­per of pret­ty noth­ings all a deux; or even in the bil­liard room where one could take a cue and show a prow­ess at still an­oth­er game than that spon­sored by Cu­pid and Terp­si­chore.

				

				There was more, a great deal more, in the best ur­ban jour­nal­is­tic style of Miss El­no­ra Pearl Bates, the pop­u­lar so­ci­ety ed­i­tor of the Ad­vo­cate-Times. But Bab­bitt could not abide it. He grunt­ed. He wrin­kled the news­pa­per. He protest­ed: “Can you beat it! I’m will­ing to hand a lot of cred­it to Charley McK­elvey. When we were in col­lege to­geth­er, he was just as hard up as any of us, and he’s made a mil­lion good bucks out of con­tract­ing and hasn’t been any dis­hon­ester or bought any more city coun­cils than was nec­es­sary. And that’s a good house of his—though it ain’t any ‘mighty stone walls’ and it ain’t worth the nine­ty thou­sand it cost him. But when it comes to talk­ing as though Charley McK­elvey and all that booze-hoist­ing set of his are any bloom­ing bunch of of, of Van­der­bilts, why, it makes me tired!”

				Timid­ly from Mrs. Bab­bitt: “I would like to see the in­side of their house though. It must be love­ly. I’ve nev­er been in­side.”

				“Well, I have! Lots of—cou­ple of times. To see Chaz about busi­ness deals, in the evening. It’s not so much. I wouldn’t want to go there to din­ner with that gang of, of high­binders. And I’ll bet I make a whole lot more mon­ey than some of those tin-horns that spend all they got on dress-suits and haven’t got a de­cent suit of un­der­wear to their name! Hey! What do you think of this!”

				Mrs. Bab­bitt was strange­ly un­moved by the tid­ings from the Re­al Es­tate and Build­ing col­umn of the Ad­vo­cate-Times:

				
					Ashtab­u­la Street, 496—J. K. Daw­son to

					Thomas Mul­lal­ly, April 17, 15.7 × 112.2,

					mtg. $4,000 …  …  …  …  …  …  …  …  …  …  … Nom.

				

				And this morn­ing Bab­bitt was too dis­qui­et­ed to en­ter­tain her with items from Me­chan­ics’ Liens, Mort­gages Record­ed, and Con­tracts Award­ed. He rose. As he looked at her his eye­brows seemed shag­gi­er than usu­al. Sud­den­ly:

				“Yes, maybe—Kind of shame to not keep in touch with folks like the McK­elveys. We might try invit­ing them to din­ner, some evening. Oh, thun­der, let’s not waste our good time think­ing about ’em! Our lit­tle bunch has a lot liv­er times than all those plutes. Just com­pare a re­al hu­man like you with these neu­rot­ic birds like Lu­cile McK­elvey—all high­brow talk and dressed up like a plush horse! You’re a great old girl, hon.!”

				He cov­ered his be­tray­al of soft­ness with a com­plain­ing: “Say, don’t let Tin­ka go and eat any more of that poi­son nut­fudge. For Heav­en’s sake, try to keep her from ru­in­ing her di­ges­tion. I tell you, most folks don’t ap­pre­ci­ate how im­por­tant it is to have a good di­ges­tion and reg­u­lar habits. Be back ’bout usu­al time, I guess.”

				He kissed her—he didn’t quite kiss her—he laid un­mov­ing lips against her un­flush­ing cheek. He hur­ried out to the garage, mut­ter­ing: “Lord, what a fam­i­ly! And now Myra is go­ing to get pa­thet­ic on me be­cause we don’t train with this mil­lion­aire out­fit. Oh, Lord, some­times I’d like to quit the whole game. And the of­fice wor­ry and de­tail just as bad. And I act cranky and—I don’t mean to, but I get—So darn tired!”

			


		
			Chapter III

			
				I

				To George F. Bab­bitt, as to most pros­per­ous cit­i­zens of Zenith, his mo­tor car was po­et­ry and tragedy, love and hero­ism. The of­fice was his pi­rate ship but the car his per­ilous ex­cur­sion ashore.

				Among the tremen­dous crises of each day none was more dra­mat­ic than start­ing the en­gine. It was slow on cold morn­ings; there was the long, anx­ious whirr of the starter; and some­times he had to drip ether in­to the cocks of the cylin­ders, which was so very in­ter­est­ing that at lunch he would chron­i­cle it drop by drop, and oral­ly cal­cu­late how much each drop had cost him.

				This morn­ing he was dark­ly pre­pared to find some­thing wrong, and he felt be­lit­tled when the mix­ture ex­plod­ed sweet and strong, and the car didn’t even brush the door­jamb, gouged and splin­tery with many bruis­ings by fend­ers, as he backed out of the garage. He was con­fused. He shout­ed “Morn­ing!” to Sam Dop­pel­brau with more cor­dial­i­ty than he had in­tend­ed.

				Bab­bitt’s green and white Dutch Colo­nial house was one of three in that block on Chatham Road. To the left of it was the res­i­dence of Mr. Samuel Dop­pel­brau, sec­re­tary of an ex­cel­lent firm of bath­room-fix­ture job­bers. His was a com­fort­able house with no ar­chi­tec­tural man­ners what­ev­er; a large wood­en box with a squat tow­er, a broad porch, and glossy paint yel­low as a yolk. Bab­bitt dis­ap­proved of Mr. and Mrs. Dop­pel­brau as “Bo­hemi­an.” From their house came mid­night mu­sic and ob­scene laugh­ter; there were neigh­bor­hood ru­mors of boot­legged whisky and fast mo­tor rides. They fur­nished Bab­bitt with many hap­py evenings of dis­cus­sion, dur­ing which he an­nounced firm­ly, “I’m not strait­laced, and I don’t mind see­ing a fel­low throw in a drink once in a while, but when it comes to de­lib­er­ate­ly try­ing to get away with a lot of hell-rais­ing all the while like the Dop­pel­braus do, it’s too rich for my blood!”

				On the oth­er side of Bab­bitt lived Howard Lit­tle­field, Ph. D., in a strict­ly mod­ern house where­of the low­er part was dark red ta­pes­try brick, with a lead­ed oriel, the up­per part of pale stuc­co like spat­tered clay, and the roof red-tiled. Lit­tle­field was the Great Schol­ar of the neigh­bor­hood; the au­thor­i­ty on ev­ery­thing in the world ex­cept ba­bies, cook­ing, and mo­tors. He was a Bach­e­lor of Arts of Blod­gett Col­lege, and a Doc­tor of Phi­los­o­phy in eco­nom­ics of Yale. He was the em­ploy­ment-man­ag­er and pub­lic­i­ty-coun­sel of the Zenith Street Trac­tion Com­pa­ny. He could, on ten hours’ no­tice, ap­pear be­fore the board of al­der­men or the state leg­is­la­ture and prove, ab­so­lute­ly, with fig­ures all in rows and with prece­dents from Poland and New Zea­land, that the street­car com­pa­ny loved the Pub­lic and yearned over its em­ploy­ees; that all its stock was owned by Wid­ows and Or­phans; and that what­ev­er it de­sired to do would ben­e­fit prop­er­ty-own­ers by in­creas­ing rental val­ues, and help the poor by low­er­ing rents. All his ac­quain­tances turned to Lit­tle­field when they de­sired to know the date of the bat­tle of Saragos­sa, the def­i­ni­tion of the word “sab­o­tage,” the fu­ture of the Ger­man mark, the trans­la­tion of “hinc il­lae lachri­mae,” or the num­ber of prod­ucts of coal tar. He awed Bab­bitt by con­fess­ing that he of­ten sat up till mid­night read­ing the fig­ures and foot­notes in Gov­ern­ment re­ports, or skim­ming (with amuse­ment at the au­thor’s mis­takes) the lat­est vol­umes of chem­istry, arche­ol­o­gy, and ichthy­ol­o­gy.

				But Lit­tle­field’s great val­ue was as a spir­i­tu­al ex­am­ple. De­spite his strange learn­ings he was as strict a Pres­by­te­ri­an and as firm a Re­pub­li­can as George F. Bab­bitt. He con­firmed the busi­ness men in the faith. Where they knew on­ly by pas­sion­ate in­stinct that their sys­tem of in­dus­try and man­ners was per­fect, Dr. Howard Lit­tle­field proved it to them, out of his­to­ry, eco­nom­ics, and the con­fes­sions of re­formed rad­i­cals.

				Bab­bitt had a good deal of hon­est pride in be­ing the neigh­bor of such a sa­vant, and in Ted’s in­ti­ma­cy with Eu­nice Lit­tle­field. At six­teen Eu­nice was in­ter­est­ed in no sta­tis­tics save those re­gard­ing the ages and salaries of mo­tion-pic­ture stars, but—as Bab­bitt defini­tive­ly put it—“she was her fa­ther’s daugh­ter.”

				The dif­fer­ence be­tween a light man like Sam Dop­pel­brau and a re­al­ly fine char­ac­ter like Lit­tle­field was re­vealed in their ap­pear­ances. Dop­pel­brau was dis­turbing­ly young for a man of forty-eight. He wore his der­by on the back of his head, and his red face was wrin­kled with mean­ing­less laugh­ter. But Lit­tle­field was old for a man of forty-two. He was tall, broad, thick; his gold-rimmed spec­ta­cles were en­gulfed in the folds of his long face; his hair was a tossed mass of greasy black­ness; he puffed and rum­bled as he talked; his Phi Be­ta Kap­pa key shone against a spot­ty black vest; he smelled of old pipes; he was al­to­geth­er fu­ne­re­al and archidi­a­conal; and to re­al-es­tate bro­ker­age and the job­bing of bath­room-fix­tures he added an aro­ma of sanc­ti­ty.

				This morn­ing he was in front of his house, in­spect­ing the grass park­ing be­tween the curb and the broad ce­ment side­walk. Bab­bitt stopped his car and leaned out to shout “Mornin’!” Lit­tle­field lum­bered over and stood with one foot up on the run­ning-board.

				“Fine morn­ing,” said Bab­bitt, light­ing—il­le­gal­ly ear­ly—his sec­ond cigar of the day.

				“Yes, it’s a mighty fine morn­ing,” said Lit­tle­field.

				“Spring com­ing along fast now.”

				“Yes, it’s re­al spring now, all right,” said Lit­tle­field.

				“Still cold nights, though. Had to have a cou­ple blan­kets, on the sleep­ing-porch last night.”

				“Yes, it wasn’t any too warm last night,” said Lit­tle­field.

				“But I don’t an­tic­i­pate we’ll have any more re­al cold weath­er now.”

				“No, but still, there was snow at Ti­flis, Mon­tana, yes­ter­day,” said the Schol­ar, “and you re­mem­ber the bliz­zard they had out West three days ago—thir­ty inch­es of snow at Gree­ley, Col­orado—and two years ago we had a snow-squall right here in Zenith on the twen­ty-fifth of April.”

				“Is that a fact! Say, old man, what do you think about the Re­pub­li­can can­di­date? Who’ll they nom­i­nate for pres­i­dent? Don’t you think it’s about time we had a re­al busi­ness ad­min­is­tra­tion?”

				“In my opin­ion, what the coun­try needs, first and fore­most, is a good, sound, busi­nesslike con­duct of its af­fairs. What we need is—a busi­ness ad­min­is­tra­tion!” said Lit­tle­field.

				“I’m glad to hear you say that! I cer­tain­ly am glad to hear you say that! I didn’t know how you’d feel about it, with all your as­so­ci­a­tions with col­leges and so on, and I’m glad you feel that way. What the coun­try needs—just at this present junc­ture—is nei­ther a col­lege pres­i­dent nor a lot of mon­key­ing with for­eign af­fairs, but a good—sound eco­nom­i­cal—busi­ness—ad­min­is­tra­tion, that will give us a chance to have some­thing like a de­cent turnover.”

				“Yes. It isn’t gen­er­al­ly re­al­ized that even in Chi­na the school­men are giv­ing way to more prac­ti­cal men, and of course you can see what that im­plies.”

				“Is that a fact! Well, well!” breathed Bab­bitt, feel­ing much calmer, and much hap­pi­er about the way things were go­ing in the world. “Well, it’s been nice to stop and par­leyvoo a sec­ond. Guess I’ll have to get down to the of­fice now and sting a few clients. Well, so long, old man. See you tonight. So long.”

			




				II

				They had la­bored, these sol­id cit­i­zens. Twen­ty years be­fore, the hill on which Flo­ral Heights was spread, with its bright roofs and im­mac­u­late turf and amaz­ing com­fort, had been a wilder­ness of rank sec­ond-growth elms and oaks and maples. Along the pre­cise streets were still a few wood­ed va­cant lots, and the frag­ment of an old or­chard. It was bril­liant to­day; the ap­ple boughs were lit with fresh leaves like torch­es of green fire. The first white of cher­ry blos­soms flick­ered down a gul­ly, and robins clam­ored.

				Bab­bitt sniffed the earth, chuck­led at the hys­ter­ic robins as he would have chuck­led at kit­tens or at a com­ic movie. He was, to the eye, the per­fect of­fice-go­ing ex­ec­u­tive—a well-fed man in a cor­rect brown soft hat and frame­less spec­ta­cles, smok­ing a large cigar, driv­ing a good mo­tor along a se­mi-sub­ur­ban park­way. But in him was some ge­nius of au­then­tic love for his neigh­bor­hood, his city, his clan. The win­ter was over; the time was come for the build­ing, the vis­i­ble growth, which to him was glo­ry. He lost his dawn de­pres­sion; he was rud­di­ly cheer­ful when he stopped on Smith Street to leave the brown trousers, and to have the gaso­line-tank filled.

				The fa­mil­iar­i­ty of the rite for­ti­fied him: the sight of the tall red iron gaso­line-pump, the hol­low-tile and ter­ra-cot­ta garage, the win­dow full of the most agree­able ac­ces­sories—shiny cas­ings, spark-plugs with im­mac­u­late porce­lain jack­ets tire-chains of gold and sil­ver. He was flat­tered by the friend­li­ness with which Sylvester Moon, dirt­i­est and most skilled of mo­tor me­chan­ics, came out to serve him. “Mornin’, Mr. Bab­bitt!” said Moon, and Bab­bitt felt him­self a per­son of im­por­tance, one whose name even busy garage­men re­mem­bered—not one of these cheap-sports fly­ing around in flivvers. He ad­mired the in­ge­nu­ity of the au­to­mat­ic di­al, click­ing off gal­lon by gal­lon; ad­mired the smart­ness of the sign: “A fill in time saves get­ting stuck—gas to­day 31 cents”; ad­mired the rhyth­mic gur­gle of the gaso­line as it flowed in­to the tank, and the me­chan­i­cal reg­u­lar­i­ty with which Moon turned the han­dle.

				“How much we takin’ to­day?” asked Moon, in a man­ner which com­bined the in­de­pen­dence of the great spe­cial­ist, the friend­li­ness of a fa­mil­iar gos­sip, and re­spect for a man of weight in the com­mu­ni­ty, like George F. Bab­bitt.

				“Fill ’er up.”

				“Who you rootin’ for for Re­pub­li­can can­di­date, Mr. Bab­bitt?”

				“It’s too ear­ly to make any pre­dic­tions yet. Af­ter all, there’s still a good month and two weeks—no, three weeks—must be al­most three weeks—well, there’s more than six weeks in all be­fore the Re­pub­li­can con­ven­tion, and I feel a fel­low ought to keep an open mind and give all the can­di­dates a show—look ’em all over and size ’em up, and then de­cide care­ful­ly.”

				“That’s a fact, Mr. Bab­bitt.”

				“But I’ll tell you—and my stand on this is just the same as it was four years ago, and eight years ago, and it’ll be my stand four years from now—yes, and eight years from now! What I tell ev­ery­body, and it can’t be too gen­er­al­ly un­der­stood, is that what we need first, last, and all the time is a good, sound busi­ness ad­min­is­tra­tion!”

				“By gol­ly, that’s right!”

				“How do those front tires look to you?”

				“Fine! Fine! Wouldn’t be much work for garages if ev­ery­body looked af­ter their car the way you do.”

				“Well, I do try and have some sense about it.” Bab­bitt paid his bill, said ad­e­quate­ly, “Oh, keep the change,” and drove off in an ec­sta­sy of hon­est self-ap­pre­ci­a­tion. It was with the man­ner of a Good Samar­i­tan that he shout­ed at a re­spectable-look­ing man who was wait­ing for a trol­ley car, “Have a lift?” As the man climbed in Bab­bitt con­de­scend­ed, “Go­ing clear down­town? When­ev­er I see a fel­low wait­ing for a trol­ley, I al­ways make it a prac­tice to give him a lift—un­less, of course, he looks like a bum.”

				“Wish there were more folks that were so gen­er­ous with their ma­chines,” du­ti­ful­ly said the vic­tim of benev­o­lence. “Oh, no, ’tain’t a ques­tion of gen­eros­i­ty, hard­ly. Fact, I al­ways feel—I was say­ing to my son just the oth­er night—it’s a fel­low’s du­ty to share the good things of this world with his neigh­bors, and it gets my goat when a fel­low gets stuck on him­self and goes around toot­ing his horn mere­ly be­cause he’s char­i­ta­ble.”

				The vic­tim seemed un­able to find the right an­swer. Bab­bitt boomed on:

				“Pret­ty punk ser­vice the Com­pa­ny giv­ing us on these car-lines. Non­sense to on­ly run the Port­land Road cars once ev­ery sev­en min­utes. Fel­low gets mighty cold on a win­ter morn­ing, wait­ing on a street cor­ner with the wind nip­ping at his an­kles.”

				“That’s right. The Street Car Com­pa­ny don’t care a damn what kind of a deal they give us. Some­thing ought to hap­pen to ’em.”

				Bab­bitt was alarmed. “But still, of course it won’t do to just keep knock­ing the Trac­tion Com­pa­ny and not re­al­ize the dif­fi­cul­ties they’re op­er­at­ing un­der, like these cranks that want mu­nic­i­pal own­er­ship. The way these work­men hold up the Com­pa­ny for high wages is sim­ply a crime, and of course the bur­den falls on you and me that have to pay a sev­en-cent fare! Fact, there’s re­mark­able ser­vice on all their lines—con­sid­er­ing.”

				“Well—” un­easi­ly.

				“Darn fine morn­ing,” Bab­bitt ex­plained. “Spring com­ing along fast.”

				“Yes, it’s re­al spring now.”

				The vic­tim had no orig­i­nal­i­ty, no wit, and Bab­bitt fell in­to a great si­lence and de­vot­ed him­self to the game of beat­ing trol­ley cars to the cor­ner: a spurt, a tail-chase, ner­vous speed­ing be­tween the huge yel­low side of the trol­ley and the jagged row of parked mo­tors, shoot­ing past just as the trol­ley stopped—a rare game and valiant.

				And all the while he was con­scious of the love­li­ness of Zenith. For weeks to­geth­er he no­ticed noth­ing but clients and the vex­ing To Rent signs of ri­val bro­kers. To­day, in mys­te­ri­ous malaise, he raged or re­joiced with equal ner­vous swift­ness, and to­day the light of spring was so win­some that he lift­ed his head and saw.

				He ad­mired each dis­trict along his fa­mil­iar route to the of­fice: The bun­ga­lows and shrubs and wind­ing ir­reg­u­lar drive ways of Flo­ral Heights. The one-sto­ry shops on Smith Street, a glare of plate-glass and new yel­low brick; gro­ceries and laun­dries and drug­stores to sup­ply the more im­me­di­ate needs of East Side house­wives. The mar­ket gar­dens in Dutch Hol­low, their shanties patched with cor­ru­gat­ed iron and stolen doors. Bill­boards with crim­son god­dess­es nine feet tall ad­ver­tis­ing cin­e­ma films, pipe to­bac­co, and tal­cum pow­der. The old “man­sions” along Ninth Street, S.E., like aged dandies in filthy linen; wood­en cas­tles turned in­to board­ing­hous­es, with mud­dy walks and rusty hedges, jos­tled by fast-in­trud­ing garages, cheap apart­ment-hous­es, and fruit-stands con­duct­ed by bland, sleek Athe­ni­ans. Across the belt of rail­road-tracks, fac­to­ries with high-perched wa­ter-tanks and tall stacks-fac­to­ries pro­duc­ing con­densed milk, pa­per box­es, light­ing-fix­tures, mo­tor cars. Then the busi­ness cen­ter, the thick­en­ing dart­ing traf­fic, the crammed trol­leys un­load­ing, and high door­ways of mar­ble and pol­ished gran­ite.

				It was big—and Bab­bitt re­spect­ed big­ness in any­thing; in moun­tains, jew­els, mus­cles, wealth, or words. He was, for a spring-en­chant­ed mo­ment, the lyric and al­most un­selfish lover of Zenith. He thought of the out­ly­ing fac­to­ry sub­urbs; of the Chaloosa Riv­er with its strange­ly erod­ed banks; of the or­chard-dap­pled Tonawan­da Hills to the North, and all the fat dairy land and big barns and com­fort­able herds. As he dropped his pas­sen­ger he cried, “Gosh, I feel pret­ty good this morn­ing!”

			




				III

				Epochal as start­ing the car was the dra­ma of park­ing it be­fore he en­tered his of­fice. As he turned from Ober­lin Av­enue round the cor­ner in­to Third Street, N.E., he peered ahead for a space in the line of parked cars. He an­gri­ly just missed a space as a ri­val driv­er slid in­to it. Ahead, an­oth­er car was leav­ing the curb, and Bab­bitt slowed up, hold­ing out his hand to the cars press­ing on him from be­hind, ag­i­tat­ed­ly mo­tion­ing an old wom­an to go ahead, avoid­ing a truck which bore down on him from one side. With front wheels nick­ing the wrought-steel bumper of the car in front, he stopped, fever­ish­ly cramped his steer­ing-wheel, slid back in­to the va­cant space and, with eigh­teen inch­es of room, ma­noeu­vered to bring the car lev­el with the curb. It was a vir­ile ad­ven­ture mas­ter­ful­ly ex­e­cut­ed. With sat­is­fac­tion he locked a thief-proof steel wedge on the front wheel, and crossed the street to his re­al-es­tate of­fice on the ground floor of the Reeves Build­ing.

				The Reeves Build­ing was as fire­proof as a rock and as ef­fi­cient as a type­writ­er; four­teen sto­ries of yel­low pressed brick, with clean, up­right, un­or­na­ment­ed lines. It was filled with the of­fices of lawyers, doc­tors, agents for ma­chin­ery, for emery wheels, for wire fenc­ing, for min­ing-stock. Their gold signs shone on the win­dows. The en­trance was too mod­ern to be flam­boy­ant with pil­lars; it was qui­et, shrewd, neat. Along the Third Street side were a West­ern Union Tele­graph Of­fice, the Blue Delft Can­dy Shop, Shotwell’s Sta­tionery Shop, and the Bab­bitt-Thomp­son Re­al­ty Com­pa­ny.

				Bab­bitt could have en­tered his of­fice from the street, as cus­tomers did, but it made him feel an in­sid­er to go through the cor­ri­dor of the build­ing and en­ter by the back door. Thus he was greet­ed by the vil­lagers.

				The lit­tle un­known peo­ple who in­hab­it­ed the Reeves Build­ing cor­ri­dors—el­e­va­tor-run­ners, starter, en­gi­neers, su­per­in­ten­dent, and the doubt­ful-look­ing lame man who con­duct­ed the news and cigar stand—were in no way city-dwellers. They were rus­tics, liv­ing in a con­strict­ed val­ley, in­ter­est­ed on­ly in one an­oth­er and in The Build­ing. Their Main Street was the en­trance hall, with its stone floor, se­vere mar­ble ceil­ing, and the in­ner win­dows of the shops. The liveli­est place on the street was the Reeves Build­ing Bar­ber Shop, but this was al­so Bab­bitt’s one em­bar­rass­ment. Him­self, he pa­tron­ized the glit­ter­ing Pom­peian Bar­ber Shop in the Ho­tel Thorn­leigh, and ev­ery time he passed the Reeves shop—ten times a day, a hun­dred times—he felt un­true to his own vil­lage.

				Now, as one of the squirearchy, greet­ed with hon­or­able salu­ta­tions by the vil­lagers, he marched in­to his of­fice, and peace and dig­ni­ty were up­on him, and the morn­ing’s dis­so­nances all un­heard.

				They were heard again, im­me­di­ate­ly.

				Stan­ley Graff, the out­side sales­man, was talk­ing on the tele­phone with trag­ic lack of that firm man­ner which dis­ci­plines clients: “Say, uh, I think I got just the house that would suit you—the Per­ci­val House, in Lin­ton. … Oh, you’ve seen it. Well, how’d it strike you? … Huh? … Oh,” ir­res­o­lute­ly, “oh, I see.”

				As Bab­bitt marched in­to his pri­vate room, a coop with se­mi-par­ti­tion of oak and frost­ed glass, at the back of the of­fice, he re­flect­ed how hard it was to find em­ploy­ees who had his own faith that he was go­ing to make sales.

				There were nine mem­bers of the staff, be­sides Bab­bitt and his part­ner and fa­ther-in-law, Hen­ry Thomp­son, who rarely came to the of­fice. The nine were Stan­ley Graff, the out­side sales­man—a youngish man giv­en to cig­a­rettes and the play­ing of pool; old Mat Pen­ni­man, gen­er­al util­i­ty man, col­lec­tor of rents and sales­man of in­sur­ance—bro­ken, silent, gray; a mys­tery, re­put­ed to have been a “crack” re­al-es­tate man with a firm of his own in haughty Brook­lyn; Chester Kir­by Lay­lock, res­i­dent sales­man out at the Glen Ori­ole acreage de­vel­op­ment—an en­thu­si­as­tic per­son with a silky mus­tache and much fam­i­ly; Miss There­sa Mc­Goun, the swift and rather pret­ty stenog­ra­pher; Miss Wilber­ta Ban­ni­gan, the thick, slow, la­bo­ri­ous ac­coun­tant and file-clerk; and four free­lance part-time com­mis­sion sales­men.

				As he looked from his own cage in­to the main room Bab­bitt mourned, “Mc­Goun’s a good stenog., smart’s a whip, but Stan Graff and all those bums—” The zest of the spring morn­ing was smoth­ered in the stale of­fice air.

				Nor­mal­ly he ad­mired the of­fice, with a pleased sur­prise that he should have cre­at­ed this sure love­ly thing; nor­mal­ly he was stim­u­lat­ed by the clean new­ness of it and the air of bus­tle; but to­day it seemed flat—the tiled floor, like a bath­room, the ocher-col­ored met­al ceil­ing, the fad­ed maps on the hard plas­ter walls, the chairs of var­nished pale oak, the desks and fil­ing-cab­i­nets of steel paint­ed in olive drab. It was a vault, a steel chapel where loaf­ing and laugh­ter were raw sin.

				He hadn’t even any sat­is­fac­tion in the new wa­ter-cool­er! And it was the very best of wa­ter-cool­ers, up-to-date, sci­en­tif­ic, and right-think­ing. It had cost a great deal of mon­ey (in it­self a virtue). It pos­sessed a non­con­duct­ing fiber ice-con­tain­er, a porce­lain wa­ter-jar (guar­an­teed hy­gien­ic), a drip-less non-clog­ging san­i­tary faucet, and ma­chine-paint­ed dec­o­ra­tions in two tones of gold. He looked down the re­lent­less stretch of tiled floor at the wa­ter-cool­er, and as­sured him­self that no ten­ant of the Reeves Build­ing had a more ex­pen­sive one, but he could not re­cap­ture the feel­ing of so­cial su­pe­ri­or­i­ty it had giv­en him. He as­tound­ing­ly grunt­ed, “I’d like to beat it off to the woods right now. And loaf all day. And go to Gunch’s again tonight, and play pok­er, and cuss as much as I feel like, and drink a hun­dred and nine-thou­sand bot­tles of beer.”

				He sighed; he read through his mail; he shout­ed “Ms­goun,” which meant “Miss Mc­Goun”; and be­gan to dic­tate.

				This was his own ver­sion of his first let­ter:

				“Omar Grib­ble, send it to his of­fice, Miss Mc­Goun, yours of twen­ti­eth to hand and in re­ply would say look here, Grib­ble, I’m aw­ful­ly afraid if we go on shilly-shal­ly­ing like this we’ll just nat­u­ral­ly lose the Allen sale, I had Allen up on car­pet day be­fore yes­ter­day and got right down to cas­es and think I can as­sure you—uh, uh, no, change that: all my ex­pe­ri­ence in­di­cates he is all right, means to do busi­ness, looked in­to his fi­nan­cial record which is fine—that sen­tence seems to be a lit­tle balled up, Miss Mc­Goun; make a cou­ple sen­tences out of it if you have to, pe­ri­od, new para­graph.

				“He is per­fect­ly will­ing to pro rate the spe­cial as­sess­ment and strikes me, am dead sure there will be no dif­fi­cul­ty in get­ting him to pay for ti­tle in­sur­ance, so now for heav­en’s sake let’s get busy—no, make that: so now let’s go to it and get down—no, that’s enough—you can tie those sen­tences up a lit­tle bet­ter when you type ’em, Miss Mc­Goun—your sin­cere­ly, etcetera.”

				This is the ver­sion of his let­ter which he re­ceived, typed, from Miss Mc­Goun that af­ter­noon:

				
					
						Bab­bitt-Thomp­son Re­al­ty Co.

						Homes for Folks

						Reeves Bldg., Ober­lin Av­enue & 3rd St., N.E.

						Zenith

						Omar Grib­ble, Esq.,

						376 North Amer­i­can Build­ing,

						Zenith

						Dear Mr. Grib­ble:

					
					Your let­ter of the twen­ti­eth to hand. I must say I’m aw­ful­ly afraid that if we go on shilly-shal­ly­ing like this we’ll just nat­u­ral­ly lose the Allen sale. I had Allen up on the car­pet day be­fore yes­ter­day, and got right down to cas­es. All my ex­pe­ri­ence in­di­cates that he means to do busi­ness. I have al­so looked in­to his fi­nan­cial record, which is fine.

					He is per­fect­ly will­ing to pro rate the spe­cial as­sess­ment and there will be no dif­fi­cul­ty in get­ting him to pay for ti­tle in­sur­ance.

					
						So let us go!
					

					
						Yours sin­cere­ly,

					
				

				As he read and signed it, in his cor­rect flow­ing busi­ness-col­lege hand, Bab­bitt re­flect­ed, “Now that’s a good, strong let­ter, and clear’s a bell. Now what the—I nev­er told Mc­Goun to make a third para­graph there! Wish she’d quit try­ing to im­prove on my dic­ta­tion! But what I can’t un­der­stand is: why can’t Stan Graff or Chet Lay­lock write a let­ter like that? With punch! With a kick!”

				The most im­por­tant thing he dic­tat­ed that morn­ing was the fort­night­ly form-let­ter, to be mimeo­graphed and sent out to a thou­sand “prospects.” It was dili­gent­ly im­i­ta­tive of the best lit­er­ary mod­els of the day; of heart-to-heart-talk ad­ver­tise­ments, “sales-pulling” let­ters, dis­cours­es on the “de­vel­op­ment of Willpow­er,” and hand­shak­ing house-or­gans, as rich­ly poured forth by the new school of Po­ets of Busi­ness. He had painful­ly writ­ten out a first draft, and he in­toned it now like a po­et del­i­cate and dis­trait:

				
					Say, old man!

					I just want to know can I do you a whaleu­va fa­vor? Hon­est! No kid­ding! I know you’re in­ter­est­ed in get­ting a house, not mere­ly a place where you hang up the old bon­net but a love-nest for the wife and kid­dies—and maybe for the flivver out beyant (be sure and spell that b-e-y-a-n-t, Miss Mc­Goun) the spud gar­den. Say, did you ev­er stop to think that we’re here to save you trou­ble? That’s how we make a liv­ing—folks don’t pay us for our love­ly beau­ty! Now take a look:

					Sit right down at the hand­some carved ma­hogany es­critoire and shoot us in a line telling us just what you want, and if we can find it we’ll come hop­ping down your lane with the good tid­ings, and if we can’t, we won’t both­er you. To save your time, just fill out the blank en­closed. On re­quest will al­so send blank re­gard­ing store prop­er­ties in Flo­ral Heights, Sil­ver Grove, Lin­ton, Belle­vue, and all East Side res­i­den­tial dis­tricts.

					
						Yours for ser­vice,

						P.S.—Just a hint of some plums we can pick for you—some gen­uine bar­gains that came in to­day:

						Sil­ver Grove.—Cute four-room Cal­i­for­nia bun­ga­low, a.m.i., garage, dandy shade tree, swell neigh­bor­hood, handy car line. $3700, $780 down and bal­ance lib­er­al, Bab­bitt-Thomp­son terms, cheap­er than rent.

						Dorch­ester.—A cork­er! Artis­tic two-fam­i­ly house, all oak trim, par­quet floors, love­ly gas log, big porch­es, colo­nial, Heat­ed all-weath­er garage, a bar­gain at $11,250.

					
				

				Dic­ta­tion over, with its need of sit­ting and think­ing in­stead of bustling around and mak­ing a noise and re­al­ly do­ing some­thing, Bab­bitt sat creak­i­ly back in his re­volv­ing desk-chair and beamed on Miss Mc­Goun. He was con­scious of her as a girl, of black bobbed hair against de­mure cheeks. A long­ing which was in­dis­tin­guish­able from lone­li­ness en­fee­bled him. While she wait­ed, tap­ping a long, pre­cise pen­cil-point on the desk-tablet, he half iden­ti­fied her with the fairy girl of his dreams. He imag­ined their eyes meet­ing with ter­ri­fy­ing recog­ni­tion; imag­ined touch­ing her lips with fright­ened rev­er­ence and—She was chirp­ing, “Any more, Mist’ Bab­bitt?” He grunt­ed, “That winds it up, I guess,” and turned heav­i­ly away.

				For all his wan­der­ing thoughts, they had nev­er been more in­ti­mate than this. He of­ten re­flect­ed, “Nev’ for­get how old Jake Of­futt said a wise bird nev­er goes love­mak­ing in his own of­fice or his own home. Start trou­ble. Sure. But—”

				In twen­ty-three years of mar­ried life he had peered un­easi­ly at ev­ery grace­ful an­kle, ev­ery soft shoul­der; in thought he had trea­sured them; but not once had he haz­ard­ed re­spectabil­i­ty by ad­ven­tur­ing. Now, as he cal­cu­lat­ed the cost of repa­per­ing the Styles house, he was rest­less again, dis­con­tent­ed about noth­ing and ev­ery­thing, ashamed of his dis­con­tent­ment, and lone­ly for the fairy girl.

			


		
			Chapter IV

			
				I

				It was a morn­ing of artis­tic cre­ation. Fif­teen min­utes af­ter the pur­ple prose of Bab­bitt’s form-let­ter, Chester Kir­by Lay­lock, the res­i­dent sales­man at Glen Ori­ole, came in to re­port a sale and sub­mit an ad­ver­tise­ment. Bab­bitt dis­ap­proved of Lay­lock, who sang in choirs and was mer­ry at home over games of Hearts and Old Maid. He had a tenor voice, wavy chest­nut hair, and a mus­tache like a camel’s-hair brush. Bab­bitt con­sid­ered it ex­cus­able in a fam­i­ly-man to growl, “Seen this new pic­ture of the kid—husky lit­tle dev­il, eh?” but Lay­lock’s do­mes­tic con­fi­dences were as bub­bling as a girl’s.

				“Say, I think I got a peach of an ad for the Glen, Mr. Bab­bitt. Why don’t we try some­thing in po­et­ry? Hon­est, it’d have won­der­ful pulling-pow­er. Lis­ten:

				
					
						“We seek him here, we seek him there,
						

						Wher­ev­er you may roam,
						

						You just pro­vide the lit­tle bride
						

						And we’ll pro­vide the home.”
					

				

				“Do you get it? See—like ‘Home Sweet Home.’ Don’t you—”

				“Yes, yes, yes, hell yes, of course I get it. But—Oh, I think we’d bet­ter use some­thing more dig­ni­fied and force­ful, like ‘We lead, oth­ers fol­low,’ or ‘Even­tu­al­ly, why not now?’ Course I be­lieve in us­ing po­et­ry and hu­mor and all that junk when it turns the trick, but with a high-class re­strict­ed de­vel­op­ment like the Glen we bet­ter stick to the more dig­ni­fied ap­proach, see how I mean? Well, I guess that’s all, this morn­ing, Chet.”

			




				II

				By a tragedy fa­mil­iar to the world of art, the April en­thu­si­asm of Chet Lay­lock served on­ly to stim­u­late the tal­ent of the old­er crafts­man, George F. Bab­bitt. He grum­bled to Stan­ley Graff, “That tan-col­ored voice of Chet’s gets on my nerves,” yet he was aroused and in one swoop he wrote:

				
					
						
							Do You Re­spect Your Loved Ones?
						

					
					When the last sad rites of be­reave­ment are over, do you know for cer­tain that you have done your best for the De­part­ed? You haven’t un­less they lie in the Ceme­tery Beau­ti­ful,

					
						Lin­den Lane
					

					the on­ly strict­ly up-to-date buri­al place in or near Zenith, where exquisite­ly gar­dened plots look from daisy-dot­ted hill-slopes across the smil­ing fields of Dorch­ester.

					
						Sole agents

						
							Bab­bitt-Thomp­son Re­al­ty Com­pa­ny
						

						Reeves Build­ing

					
				

				He re­joiced, “I guess that’ll show Chan Mott and his weedy old Wild­wood Ceme­tery some­thing about mod­ern mer­chan­diz­ing!”

			




				III

				He sent Mat Pen­ni­man to the recorder’s of­fice to dig out the names of the own­ers of hous­es which were dis­play­ing For Rent signs of oth­er bro­kers; he talked to a man who de­sired to lease a store-build­ing for a pool­room; he ran over the list of home-leas­es which were about to ex­pire; he sent Thomas By­wa­ters, a street­car con­duc­tor who played at re­al es­tate in spare time, to call on side-street “prospects” who were un­wor­thy the strate­gies of Stan­ley Graff. But he had spent his cred­u­lous ex­cite­ment of cre­ation, and these rou­tine de­tails an­noyed him. One mo­ment of hero­ism he had, in dis­cov­er­ing a new way of stop­ping smok­ing.

				He stopped smok­ing at least once a month. He went through with it like the sol­id cit­i­zen he was: ad­mit­ted the evils of to­bac­co, coura­geous­ly made re­solves, laid out plans to check the vice, ta­pered off his al­lowance of cigars, and ex­pound­ed the plea­sures of vir­tu­ous­ness to ev­ery­one he met. He did ev­ery­thing, in fact, ex­cept stop smok­ing.

				Two months be­fore, by rul­ing out a sched­ule, not­ing down the hour and minute of each smoke, and ec­stat­i­cal­ly in­creas­ing the in­ter­vals be­tween smokes, he had brought him­self down to three cigars a day. Then he had lost the sched­ule.

				A week ago he had in­vent­ed a sys­tem of leav­ing his cigar-case and cig­a­rette-box in an un­used draw­er at the bot­tom of the cor­re­spon­dence-file, in the out­er of­fice. “I’ll just nat­u­ral­ly be ashamed to go pok­ing in there all day long, mak­ing a fool of my­self be­fore my own em­ploy­ees!” he rea­soned. By the end of three days he was trained to leave his desk, walk to the file, take out and light a cigar, with­out know­ing that he was do­ing it.

				This morn­ing it was re­vealed to him that it had been too easy to open the file. Lock it, that was the thing! In­spired, he rushed out and locked up his cigars, his cig­a­rettes, and even his box of safe­ty match­es; and the key to the file draw­er he hid in his desk. But the cru­sad­ing pas­sion of it made him so to­bac­co-hun­gry that he im­me­di­ate­ly re­cov­ered the key, walked with for­bid­ding dig­ni­ty to the file, took out a cigar and a match—“but on­ly one match; if ole cigar goes out, it’ll by gol­ly have to stay out!” Lat­er, when the cigar did go out, he took one more match from the file, and when a buy­er and a sell­er came in for a con­fer­ence at eleven-thir­ty, nat­u­ral­ly he had to of­fer them cigars. His con­science protest­ed, “Why, you’re smok­ing with them!” but he bul­lied it, “Oh, shut up! I’m busy now. Of course by-and-by—” There was no by-and-by, yet his be­lief that he had crushed the un­clean habit made him feel no­ble and very hap­py. When he called up Paul Ries­ling he was, in his moral splen­dor, un­usu­al­ly ea­ger.

				He was fonder of Paul Ries­ling than of any­one on earth ex­cept him­self and his daugh­ter Tin­ka. They had been class­mates, room­mates, in the State Uni­ver­si­ty, but al­ways he thought of Paul Ries­ling, with his dark slim­ness, his pre­cise­ly part­ed hair, his nose-glass­es, his hes­i­tant speech, his mood­i­ness, his love of mu­sic, as a younger broth­er, to be pet­ted and pro­tect­ed. Paul had gone in­to his fa­ther’s busi­ness, af­ter grad­u­a­tion; he was now a whole­saler and small man­u­fac­tur­er of pre­pared-pa­per roof­ing. But Bab­bitt stren­u­ous­ly be­lieved and lengthi­ly an­nounced to the world of Good Fel­lows that Paul could have been a great vi­o­lin­ist or painter or writ­er. “Why say, the let­ters that boy sent me on his trip to the Cana­di­an Rock­ies, they just ab­so­lute­ly make you see the place as if you were stand­ing there. Be­lieve me, he could have giv­en any of these bloomin’ au­thors a whale of a run for their mon­ey!”

				Yet on the tele­phone they said on­ly:

				“South 343. No, no, no! I said South—South 343. Say, op­er­a­tor, what the dick­ens is the trou­ble? Can’t you get me South 343? Why cer­tain­ly they’ll an­swer. Oh, Hel­lo, 343? Wan­ta speak Mist’ Ries­ling, Mist’ Bab­bitt talk­ing … ’Lo, Paul?”

				“Yuh.”

				“ ’S George speak­ing.”

				“Yuh.”

				“How’s old socks?”

				“Fair to mid­dlin’. How ’re you?”

				“Fine, Paulibus. Well, what do you know?”

				“Oh, noth­ing much.”

				“Where you been keepin’ your­self?”

				“Oh, just stickin’ round. What’s up, Georgie?”

				“How ’bout lil lunch ’s noon?”

				“Be all right with me, I guess. Club?”

				“Yuh. Meet you there twelve-thir­ty.”

				“A’ right. Twelve-thir­ty. S’ long, Georgie.”

			




				IV

				His morn­ing was not sharply marked in­to di­vi­sions. In­ter­wo­ven with cor­re­spon­dence and ad­ver­tise­ment-writ­ing were a thou­sand ner­vous de­tails: calls from clerks who were in­ces­sant­ly and hope­ful­ly seek­ing five fur­nished rooms and bath at six­ty dol­lars a month; ad­vice to Mat Pen­ni­man on get­ting mon­ey out of ten­ants who had no mon­ey.

				Bab­bitt’s virtues as a re­al-es­tate bro­ker—as the ser­vant of so­ci­ety in the de­part­ment of find­ing homes for fam­i­lies and shops for dis­trib­u­tors of food—were steadi­ness and dili­gence. He was con­ven­tion­al­ly hon­est, he kept his records of buy­ers and sell­ers com­plete, he had ex­pe­ri­ence with leas­es and ti­tles and an ex­cel­lent mem­o­ry for prices. His shoul­ders were broad enough, his voice deep enough, his rel­ish of hearty hu­mor strong enough, to es­tab­lish him as one of the rul­ing caste of Good Fel­lows. Yet his even­tu­al im­por­tance to mankind was per­haps less­ened by his large and com­pla­cent ig­no­rance of all ar­chi­tec­ture save the types of hous­es turned out by spec­u­la­tive builders; all land­scape gar­den­ing save the use of curv­ing roads, grass, and six or­di­nary shrubs; and all the com­mon­est ax­ioms of eco­nom­ics. He serene­ly be­lieved that the one pur­pose of the re­al-es­tate busi­ness was to make mon­ey for George F. Bab­bitt. True, it was a good ad­ver­tise­ment at Boost­ers’ Club lunch­es, and all the va­ri­eties of An­nu­al Ban­quets to which Good Fel­lows were in­vit­ed, to speak sonorous­ly of Un­selfish Pub­lic Ser­vice, the Bro­ker’s Obli­ga­tion to Keep In­vi­o­late the Trust of His Clients, and a thing called Ethics, whose na­ture was con­fus­ing but if you had it you were a High-class Re­al­tor and if you hadn’t you were a shys­ter, a pik­er, and a fly-by-night. These virtues awak­ened Con­fi­dence, and en­abled you to han­dle Big­ger Propo­si­tions. But they didn’t im­ply that you were to be im­prac­ti­cal and refuse to take twice the val­ue of a house if a buy­er was such an id­iot that he didn’t jew you down on the ask­ing-price.

				Bab­bitt spoke well—and of­ten—at these or­gies of com­mer­cial right­eous­ness about the “re­al­tor’s func­tion as a seer of the fu­ture de­vel­op­ment of the com­mu­ni­ty, and as a prophet­ic en­gi­neer clear­ing the path­way for in­evitable changes”—which meant that a re­al-es­tate bro­ker could make mon­ey by guess­ing which way the town would grow. This guess­ing he called Vi­sion.

				In an ad­dress at the Boost­ers’ Club he had ad­mit­ted, “It is at once the du­ty and the priv­i­lege of the re­al­tor to know ev­ery­thing about his own city and its en­vi­rons. Where a sur­geon is a spe­cial­ist on ev­ery vein and mys­te­ri­ous cell of the hu­man body, and the en­gi­neer up­on elec­tric­i­ty in all its phas­es, or ev­ery bolt of some great bridge ma­jes­ti­cal­ly arch­ing o’er a mighty flood, the re­al­tor must know his city, inch by inch, and all its faults and virtues.”

				Though he did know the mar­ket-price, inch by inch, of cer­tain dis­tricts of Zenith, he did not know whether the po­lice force was too large or too small, or whether it was in al­liance with gam­bling and pros­ti­tu­tion. He knew the means of fire­proof­ing build­ings and the re­la­tion of in­sur­ance-rates to fire­proof­ing, but he did not know how many fire­men there were in the city, how they were trained and paid, or how com­plete their ap­pa­ra­tus. He sang elo­quent­ly the ad­van­tages of prox­im­i­ty of school-build­ings to rentable homes, but he did not know—he did not know that it was worth while to know—whether the city school­rooms were prop­er­ly heat­ed, light­ed, ven­ti­lat­ed, fur­nished; he did not know how the teach­ers were cho­sen; and though he chant­ed “One of the boasts of Zenith is that we pay our teach­ers ad­e­quate­ly,” that was be­cause he had read the state­ment in the Ad­vo­cate-Times. Him­self, he could not have giv­en the av­er­age salary of teach­ers in Zenith or any­where else.

				He had heard it said that “con­di­tions” in the Coun­ty Jail and the Zenith City Prison were not very “sci­en­tif­ic”; he had, with in­dig­na­tion at the crit­i­cism of Zenith, skimmed through a re­port in which the no­to­ri­ous pes­simist Seneca Doane, the rad­i­cal lawyer, as­sert­ed that to throw boys and young girls in­to a bullpen crammed with men suf­fer­ing from syphilis, delir­i­um tremens, and in­san­i­ty was not the per­fect way of ed­u­cat­ing them. He had con­tro­vert­ed the re­port by growl­ing, “Folks that think a jail ought to be a bloomin’ Ho­tel Thorn­leigh make me sick. If peo­ple don’t like a jail, let ’em be­have ’em­selves and keep out of it. Be­sides, these re­form cranks al­ways ex­ag­ger­ate.” That was the be­gin­ning and quite com­plete­ly the end of his in­ves­ti­ga­tions in­to Zenith’s char­i­ties and cor­rec­tions; and as to the “vice dis­tricts” he bright­ly ex­pressed it, “Those are things that no de­cent man mon­keys with. Be­sides, smat­ter fact, I’ll tell you con­fi­den­tial­ly: it’s a pro­tec­tion to our daugh­ters and to de­cent wom­en to have a dis­trict where tough nuts can raise cain. Keeps ’em away from our own homes.”

				As to in­dus­tri­al con­di­tions, how­ev­er, Bab­bitt had thought a great deal, and his opin­ions may be co­or­di­nat­ed as fol­lows:

				“A good la­bor union is of val­ue be­cause it keeps out rad­i­cal unions, which would de­stroy prop­er­ty. No one ought to be forced to be­long to a union, how­ev­er. All la­bor ag­i­ta­tors who try to force men to join a union should be hanged. In fact, just be­tween our­selves, there oughtn’t to be any unions al­lowed at all; and as it’s the best way of fight­ing the unions, ev­ery busi­ness man ought to be­long to an em­ploy­ers’-as­so­ci­a­tion and to the Cham­ber of Com­merce. In union there is strength. So any self­ish hog who doesn’t join the Cham­ber of Com­merce ought to be forced to.”

				In noth­ing—as the ex­pert on whose ad­vice fam­i­lies moved to new neigh­bor­hoods to live there for a gen­er­a­tion—was Bab­bitt more splen­did­ly in­no­cent than in the sci­ence of san­i­ta­tion. He did not know a malar­ia-bear­ing mos­qui­to from a bat; he knew noth­ing about tests of drink­ing wa­ter; and in the mat­ters of plumb­ing and sewage he was as un­learned as he was vol­u­ble. He of­ten re­ferred to the ex­cel­lence of the bath­rooms in the hous­es he sold. He was fond of ex­plain­ing why it was that no Eu­ro­pean ev­er bathed. Some­one had told him, when he was twen­ty-two, that all cesspools were un­healthy, and he still de­nounced them. If a client im­per­ti­nent­ly want­ed him to sell a house which had a cesspool, Bab­bitt al­ways spoke about it—be­fore ac­cept­ing the house and sell­ing it.

				When he laid out the Glen Ori­ole acreage de­vel­op­ment, when he ironed wood­land and dip­ping mead­ow in­to a glen­less, ori­ole­less, sun­burnt flat prick­ly with small boards dis­play­ing the names of imag­i­nary streets, he righ­teous­ly put in a com­plete sewage-sys­tem. It made him feel su­pe­ri­or; it en­abled him to sneer priv­i­ly at the Mar­tin Lum­sen de­vel­op­ment, Avon­lea, which had a cesspool; and it pro­vid­ed a cho­rus for the full-page ad­ver­tise­ments in which he an­nounced the beau­ty, con­ve­nience, cheap­ness, and su­pereroga­to­ry health­ful­ness of Glen Ori­ole. The on­ly flaw was that the Glen Ori­ole sew­ers had in­suf­fi­cient out­let, so that waste re­mained in them, not very agree­ably, while the Avon­lea cesspool was a War­ing sep­tic tank.

				The whole of the Glen Ori­ole project was a sug­ges­tion that Bab­bitt, though he re­al­ly did hate men rec­og­nized as swindlers, was not too un­rea­son­ably hon­est. Op­er­a­tors and buy­ers pre­fer that bro­kers should not be in com­pe­ti­tion with them as op­er­a­tors and buy­ers them­selves, but at­tend to their clients’ in­ter­ests on­ly. It was sup­posed that the Bab­bitt-Thomp­son Com­pa­ny were mere­ly agents for Glen Ori­ole, serv­ing the re­al own­er, Jake Of­futt, but the fact was that Bab­bitt and Thomp­son owned six­ty-two per­cent of the Glen, the pres­i­dent and pur­chas­ing agent of the Zenith Street Trac­tion Com­pa­ny owned twen­ty-eight per­cent, and Jake Of­futt (a gang-politi­cian, a small man­u­fac­tur­er, a to­bac­co-chew­ing old farceur who en­joyed dirty pol­i­tics, busi­ness diplo­ma­cy, and cheat­ing at pok­er) had on­ly ten per­cent, which Bab­bitt and the Trac­tion of­fi­cials had giv­en to him for “fix­ing” health in­spec­tors and fire in­spec­tors and a mem­ber of the State Trans­porta­tion Com­mis­sion.

				But Bab­bitt was vir­tu­ous. He ad­vo­cat­ed, though he did not prac­tise, the pro­hi­bi­tion of al­co­hol; he praised, though he did not obey, the laws against mo­tor-speed­ing; he paid his debts; he con­trib­uted to the church, the Red Cross, and the Y.M.C.A.; he fol­lowed the cus­tom of his clan and cheat­ed on­ly as it was sanc­ti­fied by prece­dent; and he nev­er de­scend­ed to trick­ery—though, as he ex­plained to Paul Ries­ling:

				“Course I don’t mean to say that ev­ery ad I write is lit­er­al­ly true or that I al­ways be­lieve ev­ery­thing I say when I give some buy­er a good strong sell­ing-spiel. You see—you see it’s like this: In the first place, maybe the own­er of the prop­er­ty ex­ag­ger­at­ed when he put it in­to my hands, and it cer­tain­ly isn’t my place to go prov­ing my prin­ci­pal a liar! And then most folks are so darn crooked them­selves that they ex­pect a fel­low to do a lit­tle ly­ing, so if I was fool enough to nev­er whoop the ante I’d get the cred­it for ly­ing any­way! In self-de­fense I got to toot my own horn, like a lawyer de­fend­ing a client—his bound­en du­ty, ain’t it, to bring out the poor dub’s good points? Why, the Judge him­self would bawl out a lawyer that didn’t, even if they both knew the guy was guilty! But even so, I don’t pad out the truth like Ce­cil Roun­tree or Thay­er or the rest of these re­al­tors. Fact, I think a fel­low that’s will­ing to de­lib­er­ate­ly up and prof­it by ly­ing ought to be shot!”

				Bab­bitt’s val­ue to his clients was rarely bet­ter shown than this morn­ing, in the con­fer­ence at eleven-thir­ty be­tween him­self, Con­rad Lyte, and Archibald Pur­dy.

			




				V

				Con­rad Lyte was a re­al-es­tate spec­u­la­tor. He was a ner­vous spec­u­la­tor. Be­fore he gam­bled he con­sult­ed bankers, lawyers, ar­chi­tects, con­tract­ing builders, and all of their clerks and stenog­ra­phers who were will­ing to be cor­nered and give him ad­vice. He was a bold en­tre­pre­neur, and he de­sired noth­ing more than com­plete safe­ty in his in­vest­ments, free­dom from at­ten­tion to de­tails, and the thir­ty or forty per­cent prof­it which, ac­cord­ing to all au­thor­i­ties, a pi­o­neer de­serves for his risks and fore­sight. He was a stub­by man with a cap-like mass of short gray curls and clothes which, no mat­ter how well cut, seemed shag­gy. Be­low his eyes were semi­cir­cu­lar hol­lows, as though sil­ver dol­lars had been pressed against them and had left an im­print.

				Par­tic­u­lar­ly and al­ways Lyte con­sult­ed Bab­bitt, and trust­ed in his slow cau­tious­ness.

				Six months ago Bab­bitt had learned that one Archibald Pur­dy, a gro­cer in the in­de­ci­sive res­i­den­tial dis­trict known as Lin­ton, was talk­ing of open­ing a butch­er shop be­side his gro­cery. Look­ing up the own­er­ship of ad­join­ing parcels of land, Bab­bitt found that Pur­dy owned his present shop but did not own the one avail­able lot ad­join­ing. He ad­vised Con­rad Lyte to pur­chase this lot, for eleven thou­sand dol­lars, though an ap­praisal on a ba­sis of rents did not in­di­cate its val­ue as above nine thou­sand. The rents, de­clared Bab­bitt, were too low; and by wait­ing they could make Pur­dy come to their price. (This was Vi­sion.) He had to bul­ly Lyte in­to buy­ing. His first act as agent for Lyte was to in­crease the rent of the bat­tered store-build­ing on the lot. The ten­ant said a num­ber of rude things, but he paid.

				Now, Pur­dy seemed ready to buy, and his de­lay was go­ing to cost him ten thou­sand ex­tra dol­lars—the re­ward paid by the com­mu­ni­ty to Mr. Con­rad Lyte for the virtue of em­ploy­ing a bro­ker who had Vi­sion and who un­der­stood Talk­ing Points, Strate­gic Val­ues, Key Sit­u­a­tions, Un­der­ap­praisals, and the Psy­chol­o­gy of Sales­man­ship.

				Lyte came to the con­fer­ence ex­ul­tant­ly. He was fond of Bab­bitt, this morn­ing, and called him “old hoss.” Pur­dy, the gro­cer, a long-nosed man and solemn, seemed to care less for Bab­bitt and for Vi­sion, but Bab­bitt met him at the street door of the of­fice and guid­ed him to­ward the pri­vate room with af­fec­tion­ate lit­tle cries of “This way, Broth­er Pur­dy!” He took from the cor­re­spon­dence-file the en­tire box of cigars and forced them on his guests. He pushed their chairs two inch­es for­ward and three inch­es back, which gave an hos­pitable note, then leaned back in his desk-chair and looked plump and jol­ly. But he spoke to the weak­ling gro­cer with firm­ness.

				“Well, Broth­er Pur­dy, we been hav­ing some pret­ty tempt­ing of­fers from butch­ers and a slew of oth­er folks for that lot next to your store, but I per­suad­ed Broth­er Lyte that we ought to give you a shot at the prop­er­ty first. I said to Lyte, ‘It’d be a rot­ten shame,’ I said, ‘if some­body went and opened a com­bi­na­tion gro­cery and meat mar­ket right next door and ru­ined Pur­dy’s nice lit­tle busi­ness.’ Es­pe­cial­ly—” Bab­bitt leaned for­ward, and his voice was harsh, “—it would be hard luck if one of these cash-and-car­ry chain-stores got in there and start­ed cut­ting prices be­low cost till they got rid of com­pe­ti­tion and forced you to the wall!”

				Pur­dy snatched his thin hands from his pock­ets, pulled up his trousers, thrust his hands back in­to his pock­ets, tilt­ed in the heavy oak chair, and tried to look amused, as he strug­gled:

				“Yes, they’re bad com­pe­ti­tion. But I guess you don’t re­al­ize the Pulling Pow­er that Per­son­al­i­ty has in a neigh­bor­hood busi­ness.”

				The great Bab­bitt smiled. “That’s so. Just as you feel, old man. We thought we’d give you first chance. All right then—”

				“Now look here!” Pur­dy wailed. “I know f’r a fact that a piece of prop­er­ty ’bout same size, right near, sold for less ’n eighty-five hun­dred, ’twa’n’t two years ago, and here you fel­lows are ask­ing me twen­ty-four thou­sand dol­lars! Why, I’d have to mort­gage—I wouldn’t mind so much pay­ing twelve thou­sand but—Why good God, Mr. Bab­bitt, you’re ask­ing more ’n twice its val­ue! And threat­en­ing to ru­in me if I don’t take it!”

				“Pur­dy, I don’t like your way of talk­ing! I don’t like it one lit­tle bit! Sup­pos­ing Lyte and I were stink­ing enough to want to ru­in any fel­low hu­man, don’t you sup­pose we know it’s to our own self­ish in­ter­est to have ev­ery­body in Zenith pros­per­ous? But all this is be­side the point. Tell you what we’ll do: We’ll come down to twen­ty-three thou­sand-five thou­sand down and the rest on mort­gage—and if you want to wreck the old shack and re­build, I guess I can get Lyte here to loosen up for a build­ing-mort­gage on good lib­er­al terms. Heav­ens, man, we’d be glad to oblige you! We don’t like these for­eign gro­cery trusts any bet­ter ’n you do! But it isn’t rea­son­able to ex­pect us to sac­ri­fice eleven thou­sand or more just for neigh­bor­li­ness, is it! How about it, Lyte? You will­ing to come down?”

				By warm­ly tak­ing Pur­dy’s part, Bab­bitt per­suad­ed the benev­o­lent Mr. Lyte to re­duce his price to twen­ty-one thou­sand dol­lars. At the right mo­ment Bab­bitt snatched from a draw­er the agree­ment he had had Miss Mc­Goun type out a week ago and thrust it in­to Pur­dy’s hands. He ge­nial­ly shook his foun­tain pen to make cer­tain that it was flow­ing, hand­ed it to Pur­dy, and ap­prov­ing­ly watched him sign.

				The work of the world was be­ing done. Lyte had made some­thing over nine thou­sand dol­lars, Bab­bitt had made a four-hun­dred-and-fifty dol­lar com­mis­sion, Pur­dy had, by the sen­si­tive mech­a­nism of mod­ern fi­nance, been pro­vid­ed with a busi­ness-build­ing, and soon the hap­py in­hab­i­tants of Lin­ton would have meat lav­ished up­on them at prices on­ly a lit­tle high­er than those down­town.

				It had been a man­ly bat­tle, but af­ter it Bab­bitt drooped. This was the on­ly re­al­ly amus­ing con­test he had been plan­ning. There was noth­ing ahead save de­tails of leas­es, ap­praisals, mort­gages.

				He mut­tered, “Makes me sick to think of Lyte car­ry­ing off most of the prof­it when I did all the work, the old skin­flint! And—What else have I got to do to­day? … Like to take a good long va­ca­tion. Mo­tor trip. Some­thing.” He sprang up, rekin­dled by the thought of lunch­ing with Paul Ries­ling.

			


		
			Chapter V

			
				I

				Bab­bitt’S prepa­ra­tions for leav­ing the of­fice to its fee­ble self dur­ing the hour and a half of his lunch-pe­ri­od were some­what less elab­o­rate than the plans for a gen­er­al Eu­ro­pean war.

				He fret­ted to Miss Mc­Goun, “What time you go­ing to lunch? Well, make sure Miss Ban­ni­gan is in then. Ex­plain to her that if Wieden­feldt calls up, she’s to tell him I’m al­ready hav­ing the ti­tle traced. And oh, b’ the way, re­mind me to­mor­row to have Pen­ni­man trace it. Now if any­body comes in look­ing for a cheap house, re­mem­ber we got to shove that Ban­gor Road place off on­to some­body. If you need me, I’ll be at the Ath­let­ic Club. And—uh—And—uh—I’ll be back by two.”

				He dust­ed the cigar-ash­es off his vest. He placed a dif­fi­cult unan­swered let­ter on the pile of un­fin­ished work, that he might not fail to at­tend to it that af­ter­noon. (For three noons, now, he had placed the same let­ter on the un­fin­ished pile.) He scrawled on a sheet of yel­low back­ing-pa­per the mem­o­ran­dum: “See abt apt h drs,” which gave him an agree­able feel­ing of hav­ing al­ready seen about the apart­ment-house doors.

				He dis­cov­ered that he was smok­ing an­oth­er cigar. He threw it away, protest­ing, “Darn it, I thought you’d quit this darn smok­ing!” He coura­geous­ly re­turned the cigar-box to the cor­re­spon­dence-file, locked it up, hid the key in a more dif­fi­cult place, and raged, “Ought to take care of my­self. And need more ex­er­cise—walk to the club, ev­ery sin­gle noon—just what I’ll do—ev­ery noon—cut out this mo­tor­ing all the time.”

				The res­o­lu­tion made him feel ex­em­plary. Im­me­di­ate­ly af­ter it he de­cid­ed that this noon it was too late to walk.

				It took but lit­tle more time to start his car and edge it in­to the traf­fic than it would have tak­en to walk the three and a half blocks to the club.

			




				II

				As he drove he glanced with the fond­ness of fa­mil­iar­i­ty at the build­ings.

				A stranger sud­den­ly dropped in­to the busi­ness-cen­ter of Zenith could not have told whether he was in a city of Ore­gon or Geor­gia, Ohio or Maine, Ok­la­homa or Man­i­to­ba. But to Bab­bitt ev­ery inch was in­di­vid­u­al and stir­ring. As al­ways he not­ed that the Cal­i­for­nia Build­ing across the way was three sto­ries low­er, there­fore three sto­ries less beau­ti­ful, than his own Reeves Build­ing. As al­ways when he passed the Parthenon Shoe Shine Par­lor, a one-sto­ry hut which be­side the gran­ite and red­brick pon­der­ous­ness of the old Cal­i­for­nia Build­ing re­sem­bled a bath­house un­der a cliff, he com­ment­ed, “Gosh, ought to get my shoes shined this af­ter­noon. Keep for­get­ting it.” At the Sim­plex Of­fice Fur­ni­ture Shop, the Na­tion­al Cash Reg­is­ter Agen­cy, he yearned for a dic­ta­phone, for a type­writ­er which would add and mul­ti­ply, as a po­et yearns for quar­tos or a physi­cian for ra­di­um.

				At the Nob­by Men’s Wear Shop he took his left hand off the steer­ing-wheel to touch his scarf, and thought well of him­self as one who bought ex­pen­sive ties “and could pay cash for ’em, too, by gol­ly;” and at the Unit­ed Cigar Store, with its crim­son and gold alert­ness, he re­flect­ed, “Won­der if I need some cigars—id­iot—plumb for­got—go­ing t’ cut down my fool smok­ing.” He looked at his bank, the Min­ers’ and Drovers’ Na­tion­al, and con­sid­ered how clever and sol­id he was to bank with so mar­bled an es­tab­lish­ment. His high mo­ment came in the clash of traf­fic when he was halt­ed at the cor­ner be­neath the lofty Sec­ond Na­tion­al Tow­er. His car was banked with four oth­ers in a line of steel rest­less as cav­al­ry, while the cross town traf­fic, lim­ou­sines and enor­mous mov­ing-vans and in­sis­tent mo­tor­cy­cles, poured by; on the far­ther cor­ner, pneu­mat­ic riv­et­ers rang on the sun-plat­ed skele­ton of a new build­ing; and out of this tor­na­do flashed the in­spi­ra­tion of a fa­mil­iar face, and a fel­low Boost­er shout­ed, “H’ are you, George!” Bab­bitt waved in neigh­bor­ly af­fec­tion, and slid on with the traf­fic as the po­lice­man lift­ed his hand. He not­ed how quick­ly his car picked up. He felt su­pe­ri­or and pow­er­ful, like a shut­tle of pol­ished steel dart­ing in a vast ma­chine.

				As al­ways he ig­nored the next two blocks, de­cayed blocks not yet re­claimed from the grime and shab­bi­ness of the Zenith of 1885. While he was pass­ing the five-and-ten-cent store, the Dako­ta Lodg­ing House, Con­cor­dia Hall with its lodge-rooms and the of­fices of for­tune-tell­ers and chi­ro­prac­tors, he thought of how much mon­ey he made, and he boast­ed a lit­tle and wor­ried a lit­tle and did old fa­mil­iar sums:

				“Four hun­dred fifty plunks this morn­ing from the Lyte deal. But tax­es due. Let’s see: I ought to pull out eight thou­sand net this year, and save fif­teen hun­dred of that—no, not if I put up garage and—Let’s see: six hun­dred and forty clear last month, and twelve times six-forty makes—makes—let see: six times twelve is sev­en­ty-two hun­dred and—Oh rats, any­way, I’ll make eight thou­sand—gee now, that’s not so bad; mighty few fel­lows pulling down eight thou­sand dol­lars a year—eight thou­sand good hard iron dol­lars—bet there isn’t more than five per­cent of the peo­ple in the whole Unit­ed States that make more than Un­cle George does, by gol­ly! Right up at the top of the heap! But—Way ex­pens­es are—Fam­i­ly wast­ing gaso­line, and al­ways dressed like mil­lion­aires, and send­ing that eighty a month to Moth­er—And all these stenog­ra­phers and sales­men goug­ing me for ev­ery cent they can get—”

				The ef­fect of his sci­en­tif­ic bud­get-plan­ning was that he felt at once tri­umphant­ly wealthy and per­ilous­ly poor, and in the midst of these dis­ser­ta­tions he stopped his car, rushed in­to a small news-and-mis­cel­lany shop, and bought the elec­tric cigar-lighter which he had cov­et­ed for a week. He dodged his con­science by be­ing jerky and noisy, and by shout­ing at the clerk, “Guess this will prett’ near pay for it­self in match­es, eh?”

				It was a pret­ty thing, a nick­eled cylin­der with an al­most sil­very sock­et, to be at­tached to the dash­board of his car. It was not on­ly, as the plac­ard on the counter ob­served, “a dandy lit­tle re­fine­ment, lend­ing the last touch of class to a gen­tle­man’s au­to,” but a price­less time-saver. By free­ing him from halt­ing the car to light a match, it would in a month or two eas­i­ly save ten min­utes.

				As he drove on he glanced at it. “Pret­ty nice. Al­ways want­ed one,” he said wist­ful­ly. “The one thing a smok­er needs, too.”

				Then he re­mem­bered that he had giv­en up smok­ing.

				“Darn it!” he mourned. “Oh well, I sup­pose I’ll hit a cigar once in a while. And—Be a great con­ve­nience for oth­er folks. Might make just the dif­fer­ence in get­ting chum­my with some fel­low that would put over a sale. And—Cer­tain­ly looks nice there. Cer­tain­ly is a mighty clever lit­tle jig­ger. Gives the last touch of re­fine­ment and class. I—By gol­ly, I guess I can af­ford it if I want to! Not go­ing to be the on­ly mem­ber of this fam­i­ly that nev­er has a sin­gle dog­gone lux­u­ry!”

				Thus, laden with trea­sure, af­ter three and a half blocks of ro­man­tic ad­ven­ture, he drove up to the club.

			




				III

				The Zenith Ath­let­ic Club is not ath­let­ic and it isn’t ex­act­ly a club, but it is Zenith in per­fec­tion. It has an ac­tive and smoke-mist­ed bil­liard room, it is rep­re­sent­ed by base­ball and foot­ball teams, and in the pool and the gym­na­si­um a tenth of the mem­bers spo­rad­i­cal­ly try to re­duce. But most of its three thou­sand mem­bers use it as a café in which to lunch, play cards, tell sto­ries, meet cus­tomers, and en­ter­tain out-of town un­cles at din­ner. It is the largest club in the city, and its chief ha­tred is the con­ser­va­tive Union Club, which all sound mem­bers of the Ath­let­ic call “a rot­ten, snob­bish, dull, ex­pen­sive old hole—not one Good Mix­er in the place—you couldn’t hire me to join.” Sta­tis­tics show that no mem­ber of the Ath­let­ic has ev­er re­fused elec­tion to the Union, and of those who are elect­ed, six­ty-sev­en per­cent re­sign from the Ath­let­ic and are there­after heard to say, in the drowsy sanc­ti­ty of the Union lounge, “The Ath­let­ic would be a pret­ty good ho­tel, if it were more ex­clu­sive.”

				The Ath­let­ic Club build­ing is nine sto­ries high, yel­low brick with glassy roof-gar­den above and por­ti­co of huge lime­stone col­umns be­low. The lob­by, with its thick pil­lars of por­ous Caen stone, its point­ed vault­ing, and a brown glazed-tile floor like well-baked bread-crust, is a com­bi­na­tion of cathe­dral-crypt and rathskel­lar. The mem­bers rush in­to the lob­by as though they were shop­ping and hadn’t much time for it. Thus did Bab­bitt en­ter, and to the group stand­ing by the cigar-counter he whooped, “How’s the boys? How’s the boys? Well, well, fine day!”

				Jovial­ly they whooped back—Vir­gil Gunch, the coal-deal­er, Sid­ney Finkel­stein, the ladies’-ready-to-wear buy­er for Parcher & Stein’s de­part­ment-store, and Pro­fes­sor Joseph K. Pumphrey, own­er of the Rite­way Busi­ness Col­lege and in­struc­tor in Pub­lic Speak­ing, Busi­ness Eng­lish, Sce­nario Writ­ing, and Com­mer­cial Law. Though Bab­bitt ad­mired this sa­vant, and ap­pre­ci­at­ed Sid­ney Finkel­stein as “a mighty smart buy­er and a good lib­er­al spender,” it was to Vir­gil Gunch that he turned with en­thu­si­asm. Mr. Gunch was pres­i­dent of the Boost­ers’ Club, a week­ly lunch-club, lo­cal chap­ter of a na­tion­al or­ga­ni­za­tion which pro­mot­ed sound busi­ness and friend­li­ness among Reg­u­lar Fel­lows. He was al­so no less an of­fi­cial than Es­teemed Lead­ing Knight in the Benev­o­lent and Pro­tec­tive Or­der of Elks, and it was ru­mored that at the next elec­tion he would be a can­di­date for Ex­alt­ed Ruler. He was a jol­ly man, giv­en to or­a­to­ry and to chum­mi­ness with the arts. He called on the fa­mous ac­tors and vaude­ville artists when they came to town, gave them cigars, ad­dressed them by their first names, and—some­times—suc­ceed­ed in bring­ing them to the Boost­ers’ lunch­es to give The Boys a Free En­ter­tain­ment. He was a large man with hair en brosse, and he knew the lat­est jokes, but he played pok­er close to the chest. It was at his par­ty that Bab­bitt had sucked in the virus of to­day’s rest­less­ness.

				Gunch shout­ed, “How’s the old Bol­she­vi­ki? How do you feel, the morn­ing af­ter the night be­fore?”

				“Oh, boy! Some head! That was a reg­u­lar par­ty you threw, Verg! Hope you haven’t for­got­ten I took that last cute lit­tle jack­pot!” Bab­bitt bel­lowed. (He was three feet from Gunch.)

				“That’s all right now! What I’ll hand you next time, Georgie! Say, juh no­tice in the pa­per the way the New York As­sem­bly stood up to the Reds?”

				“You bet I did. That was fine, eh? Nice day to­day.”

				“Yes, it’s one mighty fine spring day, but nights still cold.”

				“Yeh, you’re right they are! Had to have cou­pla blan­kets last night, out on the sleep­ing-porch. Say, Sid,” Bab­bitt turned to Finkel­stein, the buy­er, “got some­thing wan­ta ask you about. I went out and bought me an elec­tric cigar-lighter for the car, this noon, and—”

				“Good hunch!” said Finkel­stein, while even the learned Pro­fes­sor Pumphrey, a bul­bous man with a pep­per-and-salt cut­away and a pipe-or­gan voice, com­ment­ed, “That makes a dandy ac­ces­so­ry. Cigar-lighter gives tone to the dash­board.”

				“Yep, fi­nal­ly de­cid­ed I’d buy me one. Got the best on the mar­ket, the clerk said it was. Paid five bucks for it. Just won­der­ing if I got stuck. What do they charge for ’em at the store, Sid?”

				Finkel­stein as­sert­ed that five dol­lars was not too great a sum, not for a re­al­ly high-class lighter which was suit­ably nick­eled and pro­vid­ed with con­nec­tions of the very best qual­i­ty. “I al­ways say—and be­lieve me, I base it on a pret­ty fair­ly ex­ten­sive mer­can­tile ex­pe­ri­ence—the best is the cheap­est in the long run. Of course if a fel­low wants to be a Jew about it, he can get cheap junk, but in the long run, the cheap­est thing is—the best you can get! Now you take here just th’ oth­er day: I got a new top for my old boat and some up­hol­stery, and I paid out a hun­dred and twen­ty-six fifty, and of course a lot of fel­lows would say that was too much—Lord, if the Old Folks—they live in one of these hick towns up­state and they sim­ply can’t get on­to the way a city fel­low’s mind works, and then, of course, they’re Jews, and they’d lie right down and die if they knew Sid had an­ted up a hun­dred and twen­ty-six bones. But I don’t fig­ure I was stuck, George, not a bit. Ma­chine looks brand new now—not that it’s so darned old, of course; had it less ’n three years, but I give it hard ser­vice; nev­er drive less ’n a hun­dred miles on Sun­day and, uh—Oh, I don’t re­al­ly think you got stuck, George. In the long run, the best is, you might say, it’s un­ques­tion­ably the cheap­est.”

				“That’s right,” said Vir­gil Gunch. “That’s the way I look at it. If a fel­low is keyed up to what you might call in­ten­sive liv­ing, the way you get it here in Zenith—all the hus­tle and men­tal ac­tiv­i­ty that’s go­ing on with a bunch of live-wires like the Boost­ers and here in the Z.A.C., why, he’s got to save his nerves by hav­ing the best.”

				Bab­bitt nod­ded his head at ev­ery fifth word in the roar­ing rhythm; and by the con­clu­sion, in Gunch’s renowned hu­mor­ous vein, he was en­chant­ed:

				“Still, at that, George, don’t know’s you can af­ford it. I’ve heard your busi­ness has been kind of un­der the eye of the gov’ment since you stole the tail of Eathorne Park and sold it!”

				“Oh, you’re a great lit­tle josh­er, Verg. But when it comes to kid­ding, how about this re­port that you stole the black mar­ble steps off the post-of­fice and sold ’em for high-grade coal!” In de­light Bab­bitt pat­ted Gunch’s back, stroked his arm.

				“That’s all right, but what I want to know is: who’s the re­al-es­tate shark that bought that coal for his apart­ment-hous­es?”

				“I guess that’ll hold you for a while, George!” said Finkel­stein. “I’ll tell you, though, boys, what I did hear: George’s mis­sus went in­to the gents’ wear de­part­ment at Parcher’s to buy him some col­lars, and be­fore she could give his neck-size the clerk slips her some thir­teens. ‘How juh know the size?’ says Mrs. Bab­bitt, and the clerk says, ‘Men that let their wives buy col­lars for ’em al­ways wear thir­teen, madam.’ How’s that! That’s pret­ty good, eh? How’s that, eh? I guess that’ll about fix you, George!”

				“I—I—” Bab­bitt sought for ami­able in­sults in an­swer. He stopped, stared at the door. Paul Ries­ling was com­ing in. Bab­bitt cried, “See you lat­er, boys,” and has­tened across the lob­by. He was, just then, nei­ther the sulky child of the sleep­ing-porch, the do­mes­tic tyrant of the break­fast ta­ble, the crafty mon­ey-chang­er of the Lyte-Pur­dy con­fer­ence, nor the blar­ing Good Fel­low, the Josh­er and Reg­u­lar Guy, of the Ath­let­ic Club. He was an old­er broth­er to Paul Ries­ling, swift to de­fend him, ad­mir­ing him with a proud and cred­u­lous love pass­ing the love of wom­en. Paul and he shook hands solemn­ly; they smiled as shy­ly as though they had been part­ed three years, not three days—and they said:

				“How’s the old horse-thief?”

				“All right, I guess. How’re you, you poor shrimp?”

				“I’m first-rate, you sec­ond­hand hunk o’ cheese.”

				Re­as­sured thus of their high fond­ness, Bab­bitt grunt­ed, “You’re a fine guy, you are! Ten min­utes late!” Ries­ling snapped, “Well, you’re lucky to have a chance to lunch with a gen­tle­man!” They grinned and went in­to the Nero­ni­an wash­room, where a line of men bent over the bowls in­set along a prodi­gious slab of mar­ble as in re­li­gious pros­tra­tion be­fore their own im­ages in the massy mir­ror. Voic­es thick, sat­is­fied, au­thor­i­ta­tive, hur­tled along the mar­ble walls, bound­ed from the ceil­ing of laven­der-bor­dered milky tiles, while the lords of the city, the barons of in­sur­ance and law and fer­til­iz­ers and mo­tor tires, laid down the law for Zenith; an­nounced that the day was warm-in­deed, in­dis­putably of spring; that wages were too high and the in­ter­est on mort­gages too low; that Babe Ruth, the em­i­nent play­er of base­ball, was a no­ble man; and that “those two nuts at the Cli­max Vaude­ville The­ater this week cer­tain­ly are a slick pair of ac­tors.” Bab­bitt, though or­di­nar­i­ly his voice was the surest and most epis­co­pal of all, was silent. In the pres­ence of the slight dark ret­i­cence of Paul Ries­ling, he was awk­ward, he de­sired to be qui­et and firm and deft.

				The en­trance lob­by of the Ath­let­ic Club was Goth­ic, the wash­room Ro­man Im­pe­ri­al, the lounge Span­ish Mis­sion, and the read­ing-room in Chi­nese Chip­pen­dale, but the gem of the club was the din­ing-room, the mas­ter­piece of Fer­di­nand Re­it­man, Zenith’s busiest ar­chi­tect. It was lofty and half-tim­bered, with Tu­dor lead­ed case­ments, an oriel, a some­what mu­si­cian­less mu­si­cians’-gallery, and ta­pes­tries be­lieved to il­lus­trate the grant­ing of Magna Char­ta. The open beams had been hand-adzed at Jake Of­futt’s car-body works, the hinge; were of hand-wrought iron, the wain­scot stud­ded with hand­made wood­en pegs, and at one end of the room was a heraldic and hood­ed stone fire­place which the club’s ad­ver­tis­ing-pam­phlet as­sert­ed to be not on­ly larg­er than any of the fire­places in Eu­ro­pean cas­tles but of a draught in­com­pa­ra­bly more sci­en­tif­ic. It was al­so much clean­er, as no fire had ev­er been built in it.

				Half of the ta­bles were mam­moth slabs which seat­ed twen­ty or thir­ty men. Bab­bitt usu­al­ly sat at the one near the door, with a group in­clud­ing Gunch, Finkel­stein, Pro­fes­sor Pumphrey, Howard Lit­tle­field, his neigh­bor, T. Chol­monde­ley Frink, the po­et and ad­ver­tis­ing-agent, and Orville Jones, whose laun­dry was in many ways the best in Zenith. They com­posed a club with­in the club, and mer­ri­ly called them­selves “The Rough­necks.” To­day as he passed their ta­ble the Rough­necks greet­ed him, “Come on, sit in! You ’n’ Paul too proud to feed with poor folks? Afraid some­body might stick you for a bot­tle of Be­vo, George? Strikes me you swells are get­ting aw­ful darn ex­clu­sive!”

				He thun­dered, “You bet! We can’t af­ford to have our reps ru­ined by be­ing seen with you tight­wads!” and guid­ed Paul to one of the small ta­bles be­neath the mu­si­cians’-gallery. He felt guilty. At the Zenith Ath­let­ic Club, pri­va­cy was very bad form. But he want­ed Paul to him­self.

				That morn­ing he had ad­vo­cat­ed lighter lunch­es and now he or­dered noth­ing but Eng­lish mut­ton chop, radish­es, peas, deep-dish ap­ple pie, a bit of cheese, and a pot of cof­fee with cream, adding, as he did in­vari­ably, “And uh—Oh, and you might give me an or­der of French fried pota­toes.” When the chop came he vig­or­ous­ly pep­pered it and salt­ed it. He al­ways pep­pered and salt­ed his meat, and vig­or­ous­ly, be­fore tast­ing it.

				Paul and he took up the spring­like qual­i­ty of the spring, the virtues of the elec­tric cigar-lighter, and the ac­tion of the New York State As­sem­bly. It was not till Bab­bitt was thick and dis­con­so­late with mut­ton grease that he flung out:

				“I wound up a nice lit­tle deal with Con­rad Lyte this morn­ing that put five hun­dred good round plunks in my pock­et. Pret­ty nice—pret­ty nice! And yet—I don’t know what’s the mat­ter with me to­day. Maybe it’s an at­tack of spring fever, or stay­ing up too late at Verg Gunch’s, or maybe it’s just the win­ter’s work pil­ing up, but I’ve felt kind of down in the mouth all day long. Course I wouldn’t beef about it to the fel­lows at the Rough­necks’ Ta­ble there, but you—Ev­er feel that way, Paul? Kind of comes over me: here I’ve pret­ty much done all the things I ought to; sup­port­ed my fam­i­ly, and got a good house and a six-cylin­der car, and built up a nice lit­tle busi­ness, and I haven’t any vices ’spe­cial­ly, ex­cept smok­ing—and I’m prac­ti­cal­ly cut­ting that out, by the way. And I be­long to the church, and play enough golf to keep in trim, and I on­ly as­so­ciate with good de­cent fel­lows. And yet, even so, I don’t know that I’m en­tire­ly sat­is­fied!”

				It was drawled out, bro­ken by shouts from the neigh­bor­ing ta­bles, by me­chan­i­cal love­mak­ing to the wait­ress, by ster­torous grunts as the cof­fee filled him with dizzi­ness and in­di­ges­tion. He was apolo­get­ic and doubt­ful, and it was Paul, with his thin voice, who pierced the fog:

				“Good Lord, George, you don’t sup­pose it’s any nov­el­ty to me to find that we hus­tlers, that think we’re so all-fired suc­cess­ful, aren’t get­ting much out of it? You look as if you ex­pect­ed me to re­port you as sedi­tious! You know what my own life’s been.”

				“I know, old man.”

				“I ought to have been a fid­dler, and I’m a ped­dler of tar-roof­ing! And Zil­la—Oh, I don’t want to squeal, but you know as well as I do about how in­spir­ing a wife she is. … Typ­i­cal in­stance last evening: We went to the movies. There was a big crowd wait­ing in the lob­by, us at the tail-end. She be­gan to push right through it with her ‘Sir, how dare you?’ man­ner—Hon­est­ly, some­times when I look at her and see how she’s al­ways so made up and stink­ing of per­fume and look­ing for trou­ble and kind of al­ways yelp­ing, ‘I tell yuh I’m a la­dy, damn yuh!’—why, I want to kill her! Well, she keeps el­bow­ing through the crowd, me af­ter her, feel­ing good and ashamed, till she’s al­most up to the vel­vet rope and ready to be the next let in. But there was a lit­tle squirt of a man there—prob­a­bly been wait­ing half an hour—I kind of ad­mired the lit­tle cuss—and he turns on Zil­la and says, per­fect­ly po­lite, ‘Madam, why are you try­ing to push past me?’ And she sim­ply—God, I was so ashamed!—she rips out at him, ‘You’re no gen­tle­man,’ and she drags me in­to it and hollers, ‘Paul, this per­son in­sult­ed me!’ and the poor skate he got ready to fight.

				“I made out I hadn’t heard them—sure! same as you wouldn’t hear a boil­er-fac­to­ry!—and I tried to look away—I can tell you ex­act­ly how ev­ery tile looks in the ceil­ing of that lob­by; there’s one with brown spots on it like the face of the dev­il—and all the time the peo­ple there—they were packed in like sar­dines—they kept mak­ing re­marks about us, and Zil­la went right on talk­ing about the lit­tle chap, and screech­ing that ‘folks like him oughtn’t to be ad­mit­ted in a place that’s sup­posed to be for ladies and gen­tle­men,’ and ‘Paul, will you kind­ly call the man­ag­er, so I can re­port this dirty rat?’ and—Oof! Maybe I wasn’t glad when I could sneak in­side and hide in the dark!

				“Af­ter twen­ty-four years of that kind of thing, you don’t ex­pect me to fall down and foam at the mouth when you hint that this sweet, clean, re­spectable, moral life isn’t all it’s cracked up to be, do you? I can’t even talk about it, ex­cept to you, be­cause any­body else would think I was yel­low. Maybe I am. Don’t care any longer. … Gosh, you’ve had to stand a lot of whin­ing from me, first and last, Georgie!”

				“Rats, now, Paul, you’ve nev­er re­al­ly what you could call whined. Some­times—I’m al­ways blow­ing to Myra and the kids about what a whale of a re­al­tor I am, and yet some­times I get a sneak­ing idea I’m not such a Pier­pont Mor­gan as I let on to be. But if I ev­er do help by jol­ly­ing you along, old Pauls­ki, I guess maybe Saint Pe­te may let me in af­ter all!”

				“Yuh, you’re an old blowhard, Georgie, you cheer­ful cut­throat, but you’ve cer­tain­ly kept me go­ing.”

				“Why don’t you di­vorce Zil­la?”

				“Why don’t I! If I on­ly could! If she’d just give me the chance! You couldn’t hire her to di­vorce me, no, nor desert me. She’s too fond of her three squares and a few pounds of nut-cen­ter choco­lates in be­tween. If she’d on­ly be what they call un­faith­ful to me! George, I don’t want to be too much of a stinker; back in col­lege I’d ’ve thought a man who could say that ought to be shot at sun­rise. But hon­est­ly, I’d be tick­led to death if she’d re­al­ly go mak­ing love with some­body. Fat chance! Of course she’ll flirt with any­thing—you know how she holds hands and laughs—that laugh—that hor­ri­ble brassy laugh—the way she yaps, ‘You naughty man, you bet­ter be care­ful or my big hus­band will be af­ter you!’—and the guy look­ing me over and think­ing, ‘Why, you cute lit­tle thing, you run away now or I’ll spank you!’ And she’ll let him go just far enough so she gets some ex­cite­ment out of it and then she’ll be­gin to do the in­jured in­no­cent and have a beau­ti­ful time wail­ing, ‘I didn’t think you were that kind of a per­son.’ They talk about these de­mi-vierges in sto­ries—”

				“These whats?”

				“—but the wise, hard, corset­ed, old mar­ried wom­en like Zil­la are worse than any bobbed-haired girl that ev­er went bold­ly out in­to this-here storm of life—and kept her um­brel­la slid up her sleeve! But rats, you know what Zil­la is. How she nags—nags—nags. How she wants ev­ery­thing I can buy her, and a lot that I can’t, and how ab­so­lute­ly un­rea­son­able she is, and when I get sore and try to have it out with her she plays the Per­fect La­dy so well that even I get fooled and get all tan­gled up in a lot of Why did you say’s and I didn’t mean’s. I’ll tell you, Georgie: You know my tastes are pret­ty fair­ly sim­ple—in the mat­ter of food, at least. Course, as you’re al­ways com­plain­ing, I do like de­cent cigars—not those Flor de Caba­gos you’re smok­ing—”

				“That’s all right now! That’s a good two-for. By the way, Paul, did I tell you I de­cid­ed to prac­ti­cal­ly cut out smok—”

				“Yes you—At the same time, if I can’t get what I like, why, I can do with­out it. I don’t mind sit­ting down to burnt steak, with canned peach­es and store cake for a thrilling lit­tle dessert af­ter­wards, but I do draw the line at hav­ing to sym­pa­thize with Zil­la be­cause she’s so rot­ten bad-tem­pered that the cook has quit, and she’s been so busy sit­ting in a dirty lace neg­ligee all af­ter­noon, read­ing about some brave man­ly West­ern hero, that she hasn’t had time to do any cook­ing. You’re al­ways talk­ing about ‘morals’—mean­ing monogamy, I sup­pose. You’ve been the rock of ages to me, all right, but you’re es­sen­tial­ly a simp. You—”

				“Where d’ you get that ‘simp,’ lit­tle man? Let me tell you—”

				“—love to look earnest and in­form the world that it’s the ‘du­ty of re­spon­si­ble busi­ness men to be strict­ly moral, as an ex­am­ple to the com­mu­ni­ty.’ In fact you’re so earnest about moral­i­ty, old Georgie, that I hate to think how es­sen­tial­ly im­moral you must be un­der­neath. All right, you can—”

				“Wait, wait now! What’s—”

				“—talk about morals all you want to, old thing, but be­lieve me, if it hadn’t been for you and an oc­ca­sion­al evening play­ing the vi­o­lin to Ter­rill O’Far­rell’s cel­lo, and three or four dar­ling girls that let me for­get this beast­ly joke they call ‘re­spectable life,’ I’d ’ve killed my­self years ago.

				“And busi­ness! The roof­ing busi­ness! Roofs for cow­sheds! Oh, I don’t mean I haven’t had a lot of fun out of the Game; out of putting it over on the la­bor unions, and see­ing a big check com­ing in, and the busi­ness in­creas­ing. But what’s the use of it? You know, my busi­ness isn’t dis­tribut­ing roof­ing—it’s prin­ci­pal­ly keep­ing my com­peti­tors from dis­tribut­ing roof­ing. Same with you. All we do is cut each oth­er’s throats and make the pub­lic pay for it!”

				“Look here now, Paul! You’re pret­ty darn near talk­ing so­cial­ism!”

				“Oh yes, of course I don’t re­al­ly ex­act­ly mean that—I s’pose. Course—com­pe­ti­tion—brings out the best—sur­vival of the fittest—but—But I mean: Take all these fel­lows we know, the kind right here in the club now, that seem to be per­fect­ly con­tent with their home-life and their busi­ness­es, and that boost Zenith and the Cham­ber of Com­merce and holler for a mil­lion pop­u­la­tion. I bet if you could cut in­to their heads you’d find that one-third of ’em are sure-enough sat­is­fied with their wives and kids and friends and their of­fices; and one-third feel kind of rest­less but won’t ad­mit it; and one-third are mis­er­able and know it. They hate the whole pep­py, boost­ing, go-ahead game, and they’re bored by their wives and think their fam­i­lies are fools—at least when they come to forty or forty-five they’re bored—and they hate busi­ness, and they’d go—Why do you sup­pose there’s so many ‘mys­te­ri­ous’ sui­cides? Why do you sup­pose so many Sub­stan­tial Cit­i­zens jumped right in­to the war? Think it was all pa­tri­o­tism?”

				Bab­bitt snort­ed, “What do you ex­pect? Think we were sent in­to the world to have a soft time and—what is it?—‘float on flow­ery beds of ease’? Think Man was just made to be hap­py?”

				“Why not? Though I’ve nev­er dis­cov­ered any­body that knew what the deuce Man re­al­ly was made for!”

				“Well we know—not just in the Bible alone, but it stands to rea­son—a man who doesn’t buck­le down and do his du­ty, even if it does bore him some­times, is noth­ing but a—well, he’s sim­ply a weak­ling. Mol­ly­cod­dle, in fact! And what do you ad­vo­cate? Come down to cas­es! If a man is bored by his wife, do you se­ri­ous­ly mean he has a right to chuck her and take a sneak, or even kill him­self?”

				“Good Lord, I don’t know what ‘rights’ a man has! And I don’t know the so­lu­tion of bore­dom. If I did, I’d be the one philoso­pher that had the cure for liv­ing. But I do know that about ten times as many peo­ple find their lives dull, and un­nec­es­sar­i­ly dull, as ev­er ad­mit it; and I do be­lieve that if we bust­ed out and ad­mit­ted it some­times, in­stead of be­ing nice and pa­tient and loy­al for six­ty years, and then nice and pa­tient and dead for the rest of eter­ni­ty, why, maybe, pos­si­bly, we might make life more fun.”

				They drift­ed in­to a maze of spec­u­la­tion. Bab­bitt was ele­phan­tish­ly un­easy. Paul was bold, but not quite sure about what he was be­ing bold. Now and then Bab­bitt sud­den­ly agreed with Paul in an ad­mis­sion which con­tra­dict­ed all his de­fense of du­ty and Chris­tian pa­tience, and at each ad­mis­sion he had a cu­ri­ous reck­less joy. He said at last:

				“Look here, old Paul, you do a lot of talk­ing about kick­ing things in the face, but you nev­er kick. Why don’t you?”

				“No­body does. Habit too strong. But—Georgie, I’ve been think­ing of one mild bat—oh, don’t wor­ry, old pil­lar of monogamy; it’s high­ly prop­er. It seems to be set­tled now, isn’t it—though of course Zil­la keeps root­ing for a nice ex­pen­sive va­ca­tion in New York and At­lantic City, with the bright lights and the boot­legged cock­tails and a bunch of lounge-lizards to dance with—but the Bab­bitts and the Ries­lings are sure-enough go­ing to Lake Sunasquam, aren’t we? Why couldn’t you and I make some ex­cuse—say busi­ness in New York—and get up to Maine four or five days be­fore they do, and just loaf by our­selves and smoke and cuss and be nat­u­ral?”

				“Great! Great idea!” Bab­bitt ad­mired.

				Not for four­teen years had he tak­en a hol­i­day with­out his wife, and nei­ther of them quite be­lieved they could com­mit this au­dac­i­ty. Many mem­bers of the Ath­let­ic Club did go camp­ing with­out their wives, but they were of­fi­cial­ly ded­i­cat­ed to fish­ing and hunt­ing, where­as the sa­cred and un­change­able sports of Bab­bitt and Paul Ries­ling were golf­ing, mo­tor­ing, and bridge. For ei­ther the fish­er­men or the golfers to have changed their habits would have been an in­frac­tion of their self-im­posed dis­ci­pline which would have shocked all right-think­ing and reg­u­lar­ized cit­i­zens.

				Bab­bitt blus­tered, “Why don’t we just put our foot down and say, ‘We’re go­ing on ahead of you, and that’s all there is to it!’ Noth­ing crim­i­nal in it. Sim­ply say to Zil­la—”

				“You don’t say any­thing to Zil­la sim­ply. Why, Georgie, she’s al­most as much of a moral­ist as you are, and if I told her the truth she’d be­lieve we were go­ing to meet some dames in New York. And even Myra—she nev­er nags you, the way Zil­la does, but she’d wor­ry. She’d say, ‘Don’t you want me to go to Maine with you? I shouldn’t dream of go­ing un­less you want­ed me;’ and you’d give in to save her feel­ings. Oh, the dev­il! Let’s have a shot at duck­pins.”

				Dur­ing the game of duck­pins, a ju­ve­nile form of bowl­ing, Paul was silent. As they came down the steps of the club, not more than half an hour af­ter the time at which Bab­bitt had stern­ly told Miss Mc­Goun he would be back, Paul sighed, “Look here, old man, oughtn’t to talked about Zil­la way I did.”

				“Rats, old man, it lets off steam.”

				“Oh, I know! Af­ter spend­ing all noon sneer­ing at the con­ven­tion­al stuff, I’m con­ven­tion­al enough to be ashamed of sav­ing my life by bust­ing out with my fool trou­bles!”

				“Old Paul, your nerves are kind of on the bum. I’m go­ing to take you away. I’m go­ing to rig this thing. I’m go­ing to have an im­por­tant deal in New York and—and sure, of course!—I’ll need you to ad­vise me on the roof of the build­ing! And the ole deal will fall through, and there’ll be noth­ing for us but to go on ahead to Maine. I—Paul, when it comes right down to it, I don’t care whether you bust loose or not. I do like hav­ing a rep for be­ing one of the Bunch, but if you ev­er need­ed me I’d chuck it and come out for you ev­ery time! Not of course but what you’re—course I don’t mean you’d ev­er do any­thing that would put—that would put a de­cent po­si­tion on the fritz but—See how I mean? I’m kind of a clum­sy old codger, and I need your fine Eye­tal­ian hand. We—Oh, hell, I can’t stand here gassing all day! On the job! S’ long! Don’t take any wood­en mon­ey, Paulibus! See you soon! S’ long!”

			


		
			Chapter VI

			
				I

				He for­got Paul Ries­ling in an af­ter­noon of not un­a­gree­able de­tails. Af­ter a re­turn to his of­fice, which seemed to have stag­gered on with­out him, he drove a “prospect” out to view a four-flat ten­e­ment in the Lin­ton dis­trict. He was in­spired by the cus­tomer’s ad­mi­ra­tion of the new cigar-lighter. Thrice its nov­el­ty made him use it, and thrice he hurled half-smoked cig­a­rettes from the car, protest­ing, “I got to quit smok­ing so blame much!”

				Their am­ple dis­cus­sion of ev­ery de­tail of the cigar-lighter led them to speak of elec­tric flatirons and bed-warm­ers. Bab­bitt apol­o­gized for be­ing so shab­bi­ly old-fash­ioned as still to use a hot-wa­ter bot­tle, and he an­nounced that he would have the sleep­ing-porch wired at once. He had enor­mous and po­et­ic ad­mi­ra­tion, though very lit­tle un­der­stand­ing, of all me­chan­i­cal de­vices. They were his sym­bols of truth and beau­ty. Re­gard­ing each new in­tri­cate mech­a­nism—met­al lathe, two-jet car­bu­re­tor, ma­chine gun, oxy­acety­lene welder—he learned one good re­al­is­tic-sound­ing phrase, and used it over and over, with a de­light­ful feel­ing of be­ing tech­ni­cal and ini­ti­at­ed.

				The cus­tomer joined him in the wor­ship of ma­chin­ery, and they came buoy­ant­ly up to the ten­e­ment and be­gan that ex­am­i­na­tion of plas­tic slate roof, kalamein doors, and sev­en-eighths-inch blind-nailed floor­ing, be­gan those diplo­ma­cies of hurt sur­prise and readi­ness to be per­suad­ed to do some­thing they had al­ready de­cid­ed to do, which would some day re­sult in a sale.

				On the way back Bab­bitt picked up his part­ner and fa­ther-in-law, Hen­ry T. Thomp­son, at his kitchen-cab­i­net works, and they drove through South Zenith, a high-col­ored, bang­ing, ex­cit­ing re­gion: new fac­to­ries of hol­low tile with gi­gan­tic wire-glass win­dows, surly old red­brick fac­to­ries stained with tar, high-perched wa­ter-tanks, big red trucks like lo­co­mo­tives, and, on a score of hec­tic side­tracks, far-wan­der­ing freight-cars from the New York Cen­tral and ap­ple or­chards, the Great North­ern and wheat-plateaus, the South­ern Pa­cif­ic and or­ange groves.

				They talked to the sec­re­tary of the Zenith Foundry Com­pa­ny about an in­ter­est­ing artis­tic project—a cast-iron fence for Lin­den Lane Ceme­tery. They drove on to the Zeeco Mo­tor Com­pa­ny and in­ter­viewed the sales-man­ag­er, Noel Ry­land, about a dis­count on a Zeeco car for Thomp­son. Bab­bitt and Ry­land were fel­low-mem­bers of the Boost­ers’ Club, and no Boost­er felt right if he bought any­thing from an­oth­er Boost­er with­out re­ceiv­ing a dis­count. But Hen­ry Thomp­son growled, “Oh, t’ hell with ’em! I’m not go­ing to crawl around mooching dis­counts, not from no­body.” It was one of the dif­fer­ences be­tween Thomp­son, the old-fash­ioned, lean Yan­kee, rugged, tra­di­tion­al, stage type of Amer­i­can busi­ness man, and Bab­bitt, the plump, smooth, ef­fi­cient, up-to-the-minute and oth­er­wise per­fect­ed mod­ern. When­ev­er Thomp­son twanged, “Put your John Han­cock on that line,” Bab­bitt was as much amused by the an­ti­quat­ed provin­cial­ism as any prop­er En­glish­man by any Amer­i­can. He knew him­self to be of a breed­ing al­to­geth­er more es­thet­ic and sen­si­tive than Thomp­son’s. He was a col­lege grad­u­ate, he played golf, he of­ten smoked cig­a­rettes in­stead of cigars, and when he went to Chica­go he took a room with a pri­vate bath. “The whole thing is,” he ex­plained to Paul Ries­ling, “these old codgers lack the sub­tle­ty that you got to have to­day.”

				This ad­vance in civ­i­liza­tion could be car­ried too far, Bab­bitt per­ceived. Noel Ry­land, sales-man­ag­er of the Zeeco, was a friv­o­lous grad­u­ate of Prince­ton, while Bab­bitt was a sound and stan­dard ware from that great de­part­ment-store, the State Uni­ver­si­ty. Ry­land wore spats, he wrote long let­ters about City Plan­ning and Com­mu­ni­ty Singing, and, though he was a Boost­er, he was known to car­ry in his pock­et small vol­umes of po­et­ry in a for­eign lan­guage. All this was go­ing too far. Hen­ry Thomp­son was the ex­treme of in­su­lar­i­ty, and Noel Ry­land the ex­treme of froth­i­ness, while be­tween them, sup­port­ing the state, de­fend­ing the evan­gel­i­cal church­es and do­mes­tic bright­ness and sound busi­ness, were Bab­bitt and his friends.

				With this just es­ti­mate of him­self—and with the prom­ise of a dis­count on Thomp­son’s car—he re­turned to his of­fice in tri­umph.

				But as he went through the cor­ri­dor of the Reeves Build­ing he sighed, “Poor old Paul! I got to—Oh, damn Noel Ry­land! Damn Charley McK­elvey! Just be­cause they make more mon­ey than I do, they think they’re so su­pe­ri­or. I wouldn’t be found dead in their stuffy old Union Club! I—Some­how, to­day, I don’t feel like go­ing back to work. Oh well—”

			




				II

				He an­swered tele­phone calls, he read the four o’clock mail, he signed his morn­ing’s let­ters, he talked to a ten­ant about re­pairs, he fought with Stan­ley Graff.

				Young Graff, the out­side sales­man, was al­ways hint­ing that he de­served an in­crease of com­mis­sion, and to­day he com­plained, “I think I ought to get a bonus if I put through the Heil­er sale. I’m chas­ing around and work­ing on it ev­ery sin­gle evening, al­most.”

				Bab­bitt fre­quent­ly re­marked to his wife that it was bet­ter to “con your of­fice-help along and keep ’em hap­py ’stead of jump­ing on ’em and pok­ing ’em up—get more work out of ’em that way,” but this un­ex­am­pled lack of ap­pre­ci­a­tion hurt him, and he turned on Graff:

				“Look here, Stan; let’s get this clear. You’ve got an idea some­how that it’s you that do all the sell­ing. Where d’ you get that stuff? Where d’ you think you’d be if it wasn’t for our cap­i­tal be­hind you, and our lists of prop­er­ties, and all the prospects we find for you? All you got to do is fol­low up our tips and close the deal. The hall-porter could sell Bab­bitt-Thomp­son list­ings! You say you’re en­gaged to a girl, but have to put in your evenings chas­ing af­ter buy­ers. Well, why the dev­il shouldn’t you? What do you want to do? Sit around hold­ing her hand? Let me tell you, Stan, if your girl is worth her salt, she’ll be glad to know you’re out hus­tling, mak­ing some mon­ey to fur­nish the home-nest, in­stead of do­ing the lovey-dovey. The kind of fel­low that kicks about work­ing over­time, that wants to spend his evenings read­ing trashy nov­els or spoon­ing and ex­chang­ing a lot of non­sense and fool­ish­ness with some girl, he ain’t the kind of up­stand­ing, en­er­get­ic young man, with a fu­ture—and with Vi­sion!—that we want here. How about it? What’s your Ide­al, any­way? Do you want to make mon­ey and be a re­spon­si­ble mem­ber of the com­mu­ni­ty, or do you want to be a loafer, with no In­spi­ra­tion or Pep?”

				Graff was not so amenable to Vi­sion and Ideals as usu­al. “You bet I want to make mon­ey! That’s why I want that bonus! Hon­est, Mr. Bab­bitt, I don’t want to get fresh, but this Heil­er house is a ter­ror. No­body’ll fall for it. The floor­ing is rot­ten and the walls are full of cracks.”

				“That’s ex­act­ly what I mean! To a sales­man with a love for his pro­fes­sion, it’s hard prob­lems like that that in­spire him to do his best. Be­sides, Stan—Mat­ter o’ fact, Thomp­son and I are against bonus­es, as a mat­ter of prin­ci­ple. We like you, and we want to help you so you can get mar­ried, but we can’t be un­fair to the oth­ers on the staff. If we start giv­ing you bonus­es, don’t you see we’re go­ing to hurt the feel­ing and be un­just to Pen­ni­man and Lay­lock? Right’s right, and dis­crim­i­na­tion is un­fair, and there ain’t go­ing to be any of it in this of­fice! Don’t get the idea, Stan, that be­cause dur­ing the war sales­men were hard to hire, now, when there’s a lot of men out of work, there aren’t a slew of bright young fel­lows that would be glad to step in and en­joy your op­por­tu­ni­ties, and not act as if Thomp­son and I were his en­e­mies and not do any work ex­cept for bonus­es. How about it, heh? How about it?”

				“Oh—well—gee—of course—” sighed Graff, as he went out, crab­wise.

				Bab­bitt did not of­ten squab­ble with his em­ploy­ees. He liked to like the peo­ple about him; he was dis­mayed when they did not like him. It was on­ly when they at­tacked the sa­cred purse that he was fright­ened in­to fury, but then, be­ing a man giv­en to or­a­to­ry and high prin­ci­ples, he en­joyed the sound of his own vo­cab­u­lary and the warmth of his own virtue. To­day he had so pas­sion­ate­ly in­dulged in self-ap­proval that he won­dered whether he had been en­tire­ly just:

				“Af­ter all, Stan isn’t a boy any more. Oughtn’t to call him so hard. But rats, got to haul folks over the coals now and then for their own good. Un­pleas­ant du­ty, but—I won­der if Stan is sore? What’s he say­ing to Mc­Goun out there?”

				So chill a wind of ha­tred blew from the out­er of­fice that the nor­mal com­fort of his evening home-go­ing was ru­ined. He was dis­tressed by los­ing that ap­proval of his em­ploy­ees to which an ex­ec­u­tive is al­ways slave. Or­di­nar­i­ly he left the of­fice with a thou­sand en­joy­able fussy di­rec­tions to the ef­fect that there would un­doubt­ed­ly be im­por­tant tasks to­mor­row, and Miss Mc­Goun and Miss Ban­ni­gan would do well to be there ear­ly, and for heav­en’s sake re­mind him to call up Con­rad Lyte soon ’s he came in. Tonight he de­part­ed with feigned and apolo­get­ic live­li­ness. He was as afraid of his still-faced clerks—of the eyes fo­cused on him, Miss Mc­Goun star­ing with head lift­ed from her typ­ing, Miss Ban­ni­gan look­ing over her ledger, Mat Pen­ni­man cran­ing around at his desk in the dark al­cove, Stan­ley Graff sul­len­ly ex­pres­sion­less—as a par­venu be­fore the bleak pro­pri­ety of his but­ler. He hat­ed to ex­pose his back to their laugh­ter, and in his ef­fort to be ca­su­al­ly mer­ry he stam­mered and was rau­cous­ly friend­ly and oozed wretch­ed­ly out of the door.

				But he for­got his mis­ery when he saw from Smith Street the charms of Flo­ral Heights; the roofs of red tile and green slate, the shin­ing new sun-par­lors, and the stain­less walls.

			




				III

				He stopped to in­form Howard Lit­tle­field, his schol­ar­ly neigh­bor, that though the day had been spring­like the evening might be cold. He went in to shout “Where are you?” at his wife, with no very def­i­nite de­sire to know where she was. He ex­am­ined the lawn to see whether the fur­nace-man had raked it prop­er­ly. With some sat­is­fac­tion and a good deal of dis­cus­sion of the mat­ter with Mrs. Bab­bitt, Ted, and Howard Lit­tle­field, he con­clud­ed that the fur­nace-man had not raked it prop­er­ly. He cut two tufts of wild grass with his wife’s largest dress­mak­ing-scis­sors; he in­formed Ted that it was all non­sense hav­ing a fur­nace-man—“big husky fel­low like you ought to do all the work around the house;” and pri­vate­ly he med­i­tat­ed that it was agree­able to have it known through­out the neigh­bor­hood that he was so pros­per­ous that his son nev­er worked around the house.

				He stood on the sleep­ing-porch and did his day’s ex­er­cis­es: arms out side­wise for two min­utes, up for two min­utes, while he mut­tered, “Ought take more ex­er­cise; keep in shape;” then went in to see whether his col­lar need­ed chang­ing be­fore din­ner. As usu­al it ap­par­ent­ly did not.

				The Let­tish-Croat maid, a pow­er­ful wom­an, beat the din­ner-gong.

				The roast of beef, roast­ed pota­toes, and string beans were ex­cel­lent this evening and, af­ter an ad­e­quate sketch of the day’s pro­gres­sive weath­er-states, his four-hun­dred-and-fifty-dol­lar fee, his lunch with Paul Ries­ling, and the proven mer­its of the new cigar-lighter, he was moved to a be­nign, “Sort o’ think­ing about buyin, a new car. Don’t be­lieve we’ll get one till next year, but still we might.”

				Verona, the old­er daugh­ter, cried, “Oh, Dad, if you do, why don’t you get a sedan? That would be per­fect­ly slick! A closed car is so much more com­fy than an open one.”

				“Well now, I don’t know about that. I kind of like an open car. You get more fresh air that way.”

				“Oh, shoot, that’s just be­cause you nev­er tried a sedan. Let’s get one. It’s got a lot more class,” said Ted.

				“A closed car does keep the clothes nicer,” from Mrs. Bab­bitt; “You don’t get your hair blown all to pieces,” from Verona; “It’s a lot sporti­er,” from Ted; and from Tin­ka, the youngest, “Oh, let’s have a sedan! Mary Ellen’s fa­ther has got one.” Ted wound up, “Oh, ev­ery­body’s got a closed car now, ex­cept us!”

				Bab­bitt faced them: “I guess you got noth­ing very ter­ri­ble to com­plain about! Any­way, I don’t keep a car just to en­able you chil­dren to look like mil­lion­aires! And I like an open car, so you can put the top down on sum­mer evenings and go out for a drive and get some good fresh air. Be­sides—A closed car costs more mon­ey.”

				“Aw, gee whiz, if the Dop­pel­braus can af­ford a closed car, I guess we can!” prod­ded Ted.

				“Humph! I make eight thou­sand a year to his sev­en! But I don’t blow it all in and waste it and throw it around, the way he does! Don’t be­lieve in this busi­ness of go­ing and spend­ing a whole lot of mon­ey to show off and—”

				They went, with ar­dor and some thor­ough­ness, in­to the mat­ters of stream­line bod­ies, hill-climb­ing pow­er, wire wheels, chrome steel, ig­ni­tion sys­tems, and body col­ors. It was much more than a study of trans­porta­tion. It was an as­pi­ra­tion for knight­ly rank. In the city of Zenith, in the bar­barous twen­ti­eth cen­tu­ry, a fam­i­ly’s mo­tor in­di­cat­ed its so­cial rank as pre­cise­ly as the grades of the peer­age de­ter­mined the rank of an Eng­lish fam­i­ly—in­deed, more pre­cise­ly, con­sid­er­ing the opin­ion of old coun­ty fam­i­lies up­on new­ly cre­at­ed brew­ery barons and woolen-mill vis­counts. The de­tails of prece­dence were nev­er of­fi­cial­ly de­ter­mined. There was no court to de­cide whether the sec­ond son of a Pierce Ar­row limou­sine should go in to din­ner be­fore the first son of a Buick road­ster, but of their re­spec­tive so­cial im­por­tance there was no doubt; and where Bab­bitt as a boy had as­pired to the pres­i­den­cy, his son Ted as­pired to a Packard twin-six and an es­tab­lished po­si­tion in the mo­tored gen­try.

				The fa­vor which Bab­bitt had won from his fam­i­ly by speak­ing of a new car evap­o­rat­ed as they re­al­ized that he didn’t in­tend to buy one this year. Ted lament­ed, “Oh, punk! The old boat looks as if it’d had fleas and been scratch­ing its var­nish off.” Mrs. Bab­bitt said ab­stract­ed­ly, “Snoway talkch­er fa­ther.” Bab­bitt raged, “If you’re too much of a high-class gen­tle­man, and you be­long to the bon ton and so on, why, you needn’t take the car out this evening.” Ted ex­plained, “I didn’t mean—” and din­ner dragged on with nor­mal do­mes­tic de­light to the in­evitable point at which Bab­bitt protest­ed, “Come, come now, we can’t sit here all evening. Give the girl a chance to clear away the ta­ble.”

				He was fret­ting, “What a fam­i­ly! I don’t know how we all get to scrap­ping this way. Like to go off some place and be able to hear my­self think. … Paul … Maine … Wear old pants, and loaf, and cuss.” He said cau­tious­ly to his wife, “I’ve been in cor­re­spon­dence with a man in New York—wants me to see him about a re­al-es­tate trade—may not come off till sum­mer. Hope it doesn’t break just when we and the Ries­lings get ready to go to Maine. Be a shame if we couldn’t make the trip there to­geth­er. Well, no use wor­ry­ing now.”

				Verona es­caped, im­me­di­ate­ly af­ter din­ner, with no dis­cus­sion save an au­to­mat­ic “Why don’t you ev­er stay home?” from Bab­bitt.

				In the liv­ing-room, in a cor­ner of the dav­en­port, Ted set­tled down to his Home Study; plane ge­om­e­try, Ci­cero, and the ag­o­niz­ing metaphors of Co­mus.

				“I don’t see why they give us this old-fash­ioned junk by Mil­ton and Shake­speare and Wordsworth and all these has-beens,” he protest­ed. “Oh, I guess I could stand it to see a show by Shake­speare, if they had swell scenery and put on a lot of dog, but to sit down in cold blood and read ’em—These teach­ers—how do they get that way?”

				Mrs. Bab­bitt, darn­ing socks, spec­u­lat­ed, “Yes, I won­der why. Of course I don’t want to fly in the face of the pro­fes­sors and ev­ery­body, but I do think there’s things in Shake­speare—not that I read him much, but when I was young the girls used to show me pas­sages that weren’t, re­al­ly, they weren’t at all nice.”

				Bab­bitt looked up ir­ri­ta­bly from the com­ic strips in the Evening Ad­vo­cate. They com­posed his fa­vorite lit­er­a­ture and art, these il­lus­trat­ed chron­i­cles in which Mr. Mutt hit Mr. Jeff with a rot­ten egg, and Moth­er cor­rect­ed Fa­ther’s vul­garisms by means of a rolling-pin. With the solemn face of a devo­tee, breath­ing heav­i­ly through his open mouth, he plod­ded night­ly through ev­ery pic­ture, and dur­ing the rite he de­test­ed in­ter­rup­tions. Fur­ther­more, he felt that on the sub­ject of Shake­speare he wasn’t re­al­ly an au­thor­i­ty. Nei­ther the Ad­vo­cate-Times, the Evening Ad­vo­cate, nor the Bul­letin of the Zenith Cham­ber of Com­merce had ev­er had an ed­i­to­ri­al on the mat­ter, and un­til one of them had spo­ken he found it hard to form an orig­i­nal opin­ion. But even at risk of floun­der­ing in strange bogs, he could not keep out of an open con­tro­ver­sy.

				“I’ll tell you why you have to study Shake­speare and those. It’s be­cause they’re re­quired for col­lege en­trance, and that’s all there is to it! Per­son­al­ly, I don’t see my­self why they stuck ’em in­to an up-to-date high-school sys­tem like we have in this state. Be a good deal bet­ter if you took Busi­ness Eng­lish, and learned how to write an ad, or let­ters that would pull. But there it is, and there’s no talk, ar­gu­ment, or dis­cus­sion about it! Trou­ble with you, Ted, is you al­ways want to do some­thing dif­fer­ent! If you’re go­ing to law-school—and you are!—I nev­er had a chance to, but I’ll see that you do—why, you’ll want to lay in all the Eng­lish and Latin you can get.”

				“Oh punk. I don’t see what’s the use of law-school—or even fin­ish­ing high school. I don’t want to go to col­lege ’spe­cial­ly. Hon­est, there’s lot of fel­lows that have grad­u­at­ed from col­leges that don’t be­gin to make as much mon­ey as fel­lows that went to work ear­ly. Old Shim­my Pe­ters, that teach­es Latin in the High, he’s a what-is-it from Co­lum­bia and he sits up all night read­ing a lot of greasy books and he’s al­ways spiel­ing about the ‘val­ue of lan­guages,’ and the poor soak doesn’t make but eigh­teen hun­dred a year, and no trav­el­ing sales­man would think of work­ing for that. I know what I’d like to do. I’d like to be an avi­a­tor, or own a cork­ing big garage, or else—a fel­low was telling me about it yes­ter­day—I’d like to be one of these fel­lows that the Stan­dard Oil Com­pa­ny sends out to Chi­na, and you live in a com­pound and don’t have to do any work, and you get to see the world and pago­das and the ocean and ev­ery­thing! And then I could take up cor­re­spon­dence-cour­ses. That’s the re­al stuff! You don’t have to re­cite to some frosty-faced old dame that’s try­ing to show off to the prin­ci­pal, and you can study any sub­ject you want to. Just lis­ten to these! I clipped out the ads of some swell cour­ses.”

				He snatched from the back of his ge­om­e­try half a hun­dred ad­ver­tise­ments of those home-study cour­ses which the en­er­gy and fore­sight of Amer­i­can com­merce have con­trib­uted to the sci­ence of ed­u­ca­tion. The first dis­played the por­trait of a young man with a pure brow, an iron jaw, silk socks, and hair like patent leather. Stand­ing with one hand in his trousers-pock­et and the oth­er ex­tend­ed with chid­ing fore­fin­ger, he was be­witch­ing an au­di­ence of men with gray beards, paunch­es, bald heads, and ev­ery oth­er sign of wis­dom and pros­per­i­ty. Above the pic­ture was an in­spir­ing ed­u­ca­tion­al sym­bol—no an­ti­quat­ed lamp or torch or owl of Min­er­va, but a row of dol­lar signs. The text ran:
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							Pow­er and Pros­per­i­ty in Pub­lic Speak­ing
						

						A Yarn Told at the Club

					
					
						
							What We Teach You!

						
						How to ad­dress your lodge.

						How to give toasts.

						How to tell di­alect sto­ries.

						How to pro­pose to a la­dy.

						How to en­ter­tain ban­quets.

						How to make con­vinc­ing sell­ing-talks.

						How to build big vo­cab­u­lary.

						How to cre­ate a strong per­son­al­i­ty.

						How to be­come a ra­tio­nal, pow­er­ful and orig­i­nal thinker.

						How to be a Mas­ter Man!

					

					Who do you think I ran in­to the oth­er evening at the De Luxe Restau­rant? Why, old Fred­dy Dur­kee, that used to be a dead or-alive ship­ping clerk in my old place—Mr. Mouse-Man we used to laugh­ing­ly call the dear fel­low. One time he was so timid he was plumb scared of the Su­per, and nev­er got cred­it for the dandy work he did. Him at the De Luxe! And if he wasn’t or­der­ing a tony feed with all the “fix­ings” from cel­ery to nuts! And in­stead of be­ing em­bar­rassed by the wait­ers, like he used to be at the lit­tle dump where we lunched in Old Lang Syne, he was boss­ing them around like he was a mil­lion­aire!

					I cau­tious­ly asked him what he was do­ing. Fred­dy laughed and said, “Say, old chum, I guess you’re won­der­ing what’s come over me. You’ll be glad to know I’m now As­sis­tant Su­per at the old shop, and right on the High Road to Pros­per­i­ty and Dom­i­na­tion, and I look for­ward with con­fi­dence to a twelve-cylin­der car, and the wife is mak­ing things hum in the best so­ci­ety and the kid­dies get­ting a first-class ed­u­ca­tion.”

					
						
							Prof. W. F. Peet

						
						au­thor of the Short­cut Course in Pub­lic-Speak­ing, is eas­i­ly the fore­most fig­ure in prac­ti­cal lit­er­a­ture, psy­chol­o­gy & or­a­to­ry. A grad­u­ate of some of our lead­ing uni­ver­si­ties, lec­tur­er, ex­ten­sive trav­el­er, au­thor of books, po­et­ry, Per­son­al­i­ty of the Mas­ter Minds, he is ready to give you all the se­crets of his cul­ture and ham­mer­ing Force, in a few easy lessons that will not in­ter­fere with oth­er oc­cu­pa­tions.

					

					Here’s how it hap­pened. I ran across an ad of a course that claimed to teach peo­ple how to talk eas­i­ly and on their feet, how to an­swer com­plaints, how to lay a propo­si­tion be­fore the Boss, how to hit a bank for a loan, how to hold a big au­di­ence spell­bound with wit, hu­mor, anec­dote, in­spi­ra­tion, etc. It was com­piled by the Mas­ter Or­a­tor, Prof. Wal­do F. Peet. I was skep­ti­cal, too, but I wrote (Just a post­card, with name and ad­dress) to the pub­lish­er for the lessons—sent On Tri­al, mon­ey back if you are not ab­so­lute­ly sat­is­fied. There were eight sim­ple lessons in plain lan­guage any­body could un­der­stand, and I stud­ied them just a few hours a night, then start­ed prac­tis­ing on the wife. Soon found I could talk right up to the Su­per and get due cred­it for all the good work I did. They be­gan to ap­pre­ci­ate me and ad­vance me fast, and say, old dog­go, what do you think they’re pay­ing me now? $6,500 per year! And say, I find I can keep a big au­di­ence fas­ci­nat­ed, speak­ing on any top­ic. As a friend, old boy, I ad­vise you to send for cir­cu­lar (no obli­ga­tion) and valu­able free Art Pic­ture to:—

					
						Short­cut Ed­u­ca­tion­al Pub. Co.

						
							Desk WA
							Sand­pit, Iowa.
						

						
							Are You a 100 Per­center or a 10 Per­center?
						

					
				

				Bab­bitt was again with­out a canon which would en­able him to speak with au­thor­i­ty. Noth­ing in mo­tor­ing or re­al es­tate had in­di­cat­ed what a Sol­id Cit­i­zen and Reg­u­lar Fel­low ought to think about cul­ture by mail. He be­gan with hes­i­ta­tion:

				“Well—sounds as if it cov­ered the ground. It cer­tain­ly is a fine thing to be able to orate. I’ve some­times thought I had a lit­tle tal­ent that way my­self, and I know darn well that one rea­son why a four­flush­ing old back-num­ber like Chan Mott can get away with it in re­al es­tate is just be­cause he can make a good talk, even when he hasn’t got a dog­gone thing to say! And it cer­tain­ly is pret­ty cute the way they get out all these cour­ses on var­i­ous top­ics and sub­jects nowa­days. I’ll tell you, though: No need to blow in a lot of good mon­ey on this stuff when you can get a first-rate course in elo­quence and Eng­lish and all that right in your own school—and one of the big­gest school build­ings in the en­tire coun­try!”

				“That’s so,” said Mrs. Bab­bitt com­fort­ably, while Ted com­plained:

				“Yuh, but Dad, they just teach a lot of old junk that isn’t any prac­ti­cal use—ex­cept the man­u­al train­ing and type­writ­ing and bas­ket­ball and danc­ing—and in these cor­re­spon­dence-cour­ses, gee, you can get all kinds of stuff that would come in handy. Say, lis­ten to this one:

				
					
						
							Can You Play a Man’s Part?
						

					
					If you are walk­ing with your moth­er, sis­ter or best girl and some­one pass­es a slight­ing re­mark or us­es im­prop­er lan­guage, won’t you be ashamed if you can’t take her part? Well, can you?

					We teach box­ing and self-de­fense by mail. Many pupils have writ­ten say­ing that af­ter a few lessons they’ve out­boxed big­ger and heav­ier op­po­nents. The lessons start with sim­ple move­ments prac­tised be­fore your mir­ror—hold­ing out your hand for a coin, the breast­stroke in swim­ming, etc. Be­fore you re­al­ize it you are strik­ing sci­en­tif­i­cal­ly, duck­ing, guard­ing and feint­ing, just as if you had a re­al op­po­nent be­fore you.

				

				“Oh, ba­by, maybe I wouldn’t like that!” Ted chant­ed. “I’ll tell the world! Gosh, I’d like to take one fel­low I know in school that’s al­ways shoot­ing off his mouth, and catch him alone—”

				“Non­sense! The idea! Most use­less thing I ev­er heard of!” Bab­bitt ful­mi­nat­ed.

				“Well, just sup­pose I was walk­ing with Ma­ma or Rone, and some­body passed a slight­ing re­mark or used im­prop­er lan­guage. What would I do?”

				“Why, you’d prob­a­bly bust the record for the hun­dred-yard dash!”

				“I would not! I’d stand right up to any muck­er that passed a slight­ing re­mark on my sis­ter and I’d show him—”

				“Look here, young Dempsey! If I ev­er catch you fight­ing I’ll whale the ev­er­last­ing day­lights out of you—and I’ll do it with­out prac­tis­ing hold­ing out my hand for a coin be­fore the mir­ror, too!”

				“Why, Ted dear,” Mrs. Bab­bitt said placid­ly, “it’s not at all nice, your talk­ing of fight­ing this way!”

				“Well, gosh almighty, that’s a fine way to ap­pre­ci­ate—And then sup­pose I was walk­ing with you, Ma, and some­body passed a slight­ing re­mark—”

				“No­body’s go­ing to pass no slight­ing re­marks on no­body,” Bab­bitt ob­served, “not if they stay home and study their ge­om­e­try and mind their own af­fairs in­stead of hang­ing around a lot of pool­rooms and so­da-foun­tains and places where no­body’s got any busi­ness to be!”

				“But gooooooosh, Dad, if they did!”

				Mrs. Bab­bitt chirped, “Well, if they did, I wouldn’t do them the hon­or of pay­ing any at­ten­tion to them! Be­sides, they nev­er do. You al­ways hear about these wom­en that get fol­lowed and in­sult­ed and all, but I don’t be­lieve a word of it, or it’s their own fault, the way some wom­en look at a per­son. I cer­tain­ly nev­er ’ve been in­sult­ed by—”

				“Aw shoot. Moth­er, just sup­pose you were some­time! Just sup­pose! Can’t you sup­pose some­thing? Can’t you imag­ine things?”

				“Cer­tain­ly I can imag­ine things! The idea!”

				“Cer­tain­ly your moth­er can imag­ine things—and sup­pose things! Think you’re the on­ly mem­ber of this house­hold that’s got an imag­i­na­tion?” Bab­bitt de­mand­ed. “But what’s the use of a lot of sup­pos­ing? Sup­pos­ing nev­er gets you any­where. No sense sup­pos­ing when there’s a lot of re­al facts to take in­to con­sid­era—”

				“Look here, Dad. Sup­pose—I mean, just—just sup­pose you were in your of­fice and some ri­val re­al-es­tate man—”

				“Re­al­tor!”

				“—some re­al­tor that you hat­ed came in—”

				“I don’t hate any re­al­tor.”

				“But sup­pose you did!”

				“I don’t in­tend to sup­pose any­thing of the kind! There’s plen­ty of fel­lows in my pro­fes­sion that stoop and hate their com­peti­tors, but if you were a lit­tle old­er and un­der­stood busi­ness, in­stead of al­ways go­ing to the movies and run­ning around with a lot of fool girls with their dress­es up to their knees and pow­dered and paint­ed and rouged and God knows what all as if they were cho­rus-girls, then you’d know—and you’d sup­pose—that if there’s any one thing that I stand for in the re­al-es­tate cir­cles of Zenith, it is that we ought to al­ways speak of each oth­er on­ly in the friendli­est terms and in­sti­tute a spir­it of broth­er­hood and co­op­er­a­tion, and so I cer­tain­ly can’t sup­pose and I can’t imag­ine my hat­ing any re­al­tor, not even that dirty, four­flush­ing so­ci­ety sneak, Ce­cil Roun­tree!”

				“But—”

				“And there’s no If, And or But about it! But if I were go­ing to lam­baste some­body, I wouldn’t re­quire any fan­cy ducks or swim­ming-strokes be­fore a mir­ror, or any of these doo­dads and flipflops! Sup­pose you were out some place and a fel­low called you vile names. Think you’d want to box and jump around like a danc­ing-mas­ter? You’d just lay him out cold (at least I cer­tain­ly hope any son of mine would!) and then you’d dust off your hands and go on about your busi­ness, and that’s all there is to it, and you aren’t go­ing to have any box­ing-lessons by mail, ei­ther!”

				“Well but—Yes—I just want­ed to show how many dif­fer­ent kinds of cor­re­spon­dence-cour­ses there are, in­stead of all the camem­bert they teach us in the High.”

				“But I thought they taught box­ing in the school gym­na­si­um.”

				“That’s dif­fer­ent. They stick you up there and some big stiff amus­es him­self pound­ing the stuf­fin’s out of you be­fore you have a chance to learn. Hun­ka! Not any! But any­way—Lis­ten to some of these oth­ers.”

				The ad­ver­tise­ments were tru­ly phil­an­thropic. One of them bore the rous­ing head­line: “Mon­ey! Mon­ey!! Mon­ey!!!” The sec­ond an­nounced that “Mr. P. R., for­mer­ly mak­ing on­ly eigh­teen a week in a bar­ber shop, writes to us that since tak­ing our course he is now pulling down $5,000 as an Os­teo-vi­tal­ic Physi­cian;” and the third that “Miss J. L., re­cent­ly a wrap­per in a store, is now get­ting Ten Re­al Dol­lars a day teach­ing our Hin­du Sys­tem of Vi­bra­to­ry Breath­ing and Men­tal Con­trol.”

				Ted had col­lect­ed fifty or six­ty an­nounce­ments, from an­nu­al ref­er­ence-books, from Sun­day School pe­ri­od­i­cals, fic­tion-mag­a­zines, and jour­nals of dis­cus­sion. One bene­fac­tor im­plored, “Don’t be a Wall­flower—Be More Pop­u­lar and Make More Mon­ey—You Can Ukulele or Sing Your­self in­to So­ci­ety! By the se­cret prin­ci­ples of a New­ly Dis­cov­ered Sys­tem of Mu­sic Teach­ing, any­one—man, la­dy or child—can, with­out tire­some ex­er­cis­es, spe­cial train­ing or long drawn out study, and with­out waste of time, mon­ey or en­er­gy, learn to play by note, pi­ano, ban­jo, cor­net, clar­inet, sax­o­phone, vi­o­lin or drum, and learn sight-singing.”

				The next, un­der the wist­ful ap­peal “Fin­ger Print De­tec­tives Want­ed—Big In­comes!” con­fid­ed: “You red-blood­ed men and wom­en—this is the pro­fes­sion you have been look­ing for. There’s mon­ey in it, big mon­ey, and that rapid change of scene, that en­tranc­ing and com­pelling in­ter­est and fas­ci­na­tion, which your ac­tive mind and ad­ven­tur­ous spir­it crave. Think of be­ing the chief fig­ure and di­rect­ing fac­tor in solv­ing strange mys­ter­ies and baf­fling crimes. This won­der­ful pro­fes­sion brings you in­to con­tact with in­flu­en­tial men on the ba­sis of equal­i­ty, and of­ten calls up­on you to trav­el ev­ery­where, maybe to dis­tant lands—all ex­pens­es paid. No spe­cial ed­u­ca­tion re­quired.”

				“Oh, boy! I guess that wins the fire­brick neck­lace! Wouldn’t it be swell to trav­el ev­ery­where and nab some fa­mous crook!” whooped Ted.

				“Well, I don’t think much of that. Dog­gone like­ly to get hurt. Still, that mu­sic-study stunt might be pret­ty fair, though. There’s no rea­son why, if ef­fi­cien­cy-ex­perts put their minds to it the way they have to rout­ing prod­ucts in a fac­to­ry, they couldn’t fig­ure out some scheme so a per­son wouldn’t have to mon­key with all this prac­tis­ing and ex­er­cis­es that you get in mu­sic.” Bab­bitt was im­pressed, and he had a de­light­ful parental feel­ing that they two, the men of the fam­i­ly, un­der­stood each oth­er.

				He lis­tened to the no­tices of mail­box uni­ver­si­ties which taught Short-sto­ry Writ­ing and Im­prov­ing the Mem­o­ry, Mo­tion-pic­ture-act­ing and De­vel­op­ing the Soul-pow­er, Bank­ing and Span­ish, Chi­ropody and Pho­tog­ra­phy, Elec­tri­cal En­gi­neer­ing and Win­dow-trim­ming, Poul­try-rais­ing and Chem­istry.

				“Well—well—” Bab­bitt sought for ad­e­quate ex­pres­sion of his ad­mi­ra­tion. “I’m a son of a gun! I knew this cor­re­spon­dence-school busi­ness had be­come a mighty prof­itable game—makes sub­ur­ban re­al-es­tate look like two cents!—but I didn’t re­al­ize it’d got to be such a reg’lar key-in­dus­try! Must rank right up with gro­ceries and movies. Al­ways fig­ured some­body’d come along with the brains to not leave ed­u­ca­tion to a lot of book­worms and im­prac­ti­cal the­o­rists but make a big thing out of it. Yes, I can see how a lot of these cour­ses might in­ter­est you. I must ask the fel­lows at the Ath­let­ic if they ev­er re­al­ized—But same time, Ted, you know how ad­ver­tis­ers, I means some ad­ver­tis­ers, ex­ag­ger­ate. I don’t know as they’d be able to jam you through these cour­ses as fast as they claim they can.”

				“Oh sure, Dad; of course.” Ted had the im­mense and joy­ful ma­tu­ri­ty of a boy who is re­spect­ful­ly lis­tened to by his el­ders. Bab­bitt con­cen­trat­ed on him with grate­ful af­fec­tion:

				“I can see what an in­flu­ence these cour­ses might have on the whole ed­u­ca­tion­al works. Course I’d nev­er ad­mit it pub­licly—fel­low like my­self, a State U. grad­u­ate, it’s on­ly de­cent and pa­tri­ot­ic for him to blow his horn and boost the Al­ma Mater—but smat­ter of fact, there’s a whole lot of valu­able time lost even at the U., study­ing po­et­ry and French and sub­jects that nev­er brought in any­body a cent. I don’t know but what maybe these cor­re­spon­dence-cour­ses might prove to be one of the most im­por­tant Amer­i­can in­ven­tions.

				“Trou­ble with a lot of folks is: they’re so blame ma­te­ri­al; they don’t see the spir­i­tu­al and men­tal side of Amer­i­can suprema­cy; they think that in­ven­tions like the tele­phone and the are­o­plane and wire­less—no, that was a Wop in­ven­tion, but any­way: they think these me­chan­i­cal im­prove­ments are all that we stand for; where­as to a re­al thinker, he sees that spir­i­tu­al and, uh, dom­i­nat­ing move­ments like Ef­fi­cien­cy, and Ro­tar­i­an­ism, and Pro­hi­bi­tion, and Democ­ra­cy are what com­pose our deep­est and truest wealth. And maybe this new prin­ci­ple in ed­u­ca­tion-at-home may be an­oth­er—may be an­oth­er fac­tor. I tell you, Ted, we’ve got to have Vi­sion—”

				“I think those cor­re­spon­dence-cour­ses are ter­ri­ble!”

				The philoso­phers gasped. It was Mrs. Bab­bitt who had made this dis­cord in their spir­i­tu­al har­mo­ny, and one of Mrs. Bab­bitt’s virtues was that, ex­cept dur­ing din­ner-par­ties, when she was trans­formed in­to a rag­ing host­ess, she took care of the house and didn’t both­er the males by think­ing. She went on firm­ly:

				“It sounds aw­ful to me, the way they coax those poor young folks to think they’re learn­ing some­thing, and no­body ’round to help them and—You two learn so quick, but me, I al­ways was slow. But just the same—”

				Bab­bitt at­tend­ed to her: “Non­sense! Get just as much, study­ing at home. You don’t think a fel­low learns any more be­cause he blows in his fa­ther’s hard-earned mon­ey and sits around in Mor­ris chairs in a swell Har­vard dor­mi­to­ry with pic­tures and shields and ta­ble-cov­ers and those doo­dads, do you? I tell you, I’m a col­lege man—I know! There is one ob­jec­tion you might make though. I cer­tain­ly do protest against any ef­fort to get a lot of fel­lows out of bar­ber shops and fac­to­ries in­to the pro­fes­sions. They’re too crowd­ed al­ready, and what’ll we do for work­men if all those fel­lows go and get ed­u­cat­ed?”

				Ted was lean­ing back, smok­ing a cig­a­rette with­out re­proof. He was, for the mo­ment, shar­ing the high thin air of Bab­bitt’s spec­u­la­tion as though he were Paul Ries­ling or even Dr. Howard Lit­tle­field. He hint­ed:

				“Well, what do you think then, Dad? Wouldn’t it be a good idea if I could go off to Chi­na or some pep­py place, and study en­gi­neer­ing or some­thing by mail?”

				“No, and I’ll tell you why, son. I’ve found out it’s a mighty nice thing to be able to say you’re a B.A. Some client that doesn’t know what you are and thinks you’re just a plug busi­ness man, he gets to shoot­ing off his mouth about eco­nom­ics or lit­er­a­ture or for­eign trade con­di­tions, and you just ease in some­thing like, ‘When I was in col­lege—course I got my B.A. in so­ci­ol­o­gy and all that junk—’ Oh, it puts an aw­ful crimp in their style! But there wouldn’t be any class to say­ing ‘I got the de­gree of Stamp-lick­er from the Bezuzus Mail-or­der Uni­ver­si­ty!’ You see—My dad was a pret­ty good old coot, but he nev­er had much style to him, and I had to work darn hard to earn my way through col­lege. Well, it’s been worth it, to be able to as­so­ciate with the finest gen­tle­men in Zenith, at the clubs and so on, and I wouldn’t want you to drop out of the gen­tle­men class—the class that are just as red-blood­ed as the Com­mon Peo­ple but still have pow­er and per­son­al­i­ty. It would kind of hurt me if you did that, old man!”

				“I know, Dad! Sure! All right. I’ll stick to it. Say! Gosh! Gee whiz! I for­got all about those kids I was go­ing to take to the cho­rus re­hearsal. I’ll have to duck!”

				“But you haven’t done all your home­work.”

				“Do it first thing in the morn­ing.”

				“Well—”

				Six times in the past six­ty days Bab­bitt had stormed, “You will not ‘do it first thing in the morn­ing’! You’ll do it right now!” but tonight he said, “Well, bet­ter hus­tle,” and his smile was the rare shy ra­di­ance he kept for Paul Ries­ling.

			




				IV

				“Ted’s a good boy,” he said to Mrs. Bab­bitt.

				“Oh, he is!”

				“Who’s these girls he’s go­ing to pick up? Are they nice de­cent girls?”

				“I don’t know. Oh dear, Ted nev­er tells me any­thing any more. I don’t un­der­stand what’s come over the chil­dren of this gen­er­a­tion. I used to have to tell Pa­pa and Ma­ma ev­ery­thing, but seems like the chil­dren to­day have just slipped away from all con­trol.”

				“I hope they’re de­cent girls. Course Ted’s no longer a kid, and I wouldn’t want him to, uh, get mixed up and ev­ery­thing.”

				“George: I won­der if you oughtn’t to take him aside and tell him about—Things!” She blushed and low­ered her eyes.

				“Well, I don’t know. Way I fig­ure it, Myra, no sense sug­gest­ing a lot of Things to a boy’s mind. Think up enough dev­il­ment by him­self. But I won­der—It’s kind of a hard ques­tion. Won­der what Lit­tle­field thinks about it?”

				“Course Pa­pa agrees with you. He says all this—In­struc­tion is—He says ’tisn’t de­cent.”

				“Oh, he does, does he! Well, let me tell you that what­ev­er Hen­ry T. Thomp­son thinks—about morals, I mean, though course you can’t beat the old duf­fer—”

				“Why, what a way to talk of Pa­pa!”

				“—sim­ply can’t beat him at get­ting in on the ground floor of a deal, but let me tell you when­ev­er he springs any ideas about high­er things and ed­u­ca­tion, then I know I think just the op­po­site. You may not re­gard me as any great brain-shark, but be­lieve me, I’m a reg­u­lar col­lege pres­i­dent, com­pared with Hen­ry T.! Yes sir, by gol­ly, I’m go­ing to take Ted aside and tell him why I lead a strict­ly moral life.”

				“Oh, will you? When?”

				“When? When? What’s the use of try­ing to pin me down to When and Why and Where and How and When? That’s the trou­ble with wom­en, that’s why they don’t make high-class ex­ec­u­tives; they haven’t any sense of diplo­ma­cy. When the prop­er op­por­tu­ni­ty and oc­ca­sion aris­es so it just comes in nat­u­ral, why then I’ll have a friend­ly lit­tle talk with him and—and—Was that Tin­ka hol­ler­ing up­stairs? She ought to been asleep, long ago.”

				He prowled through the liv­ing-room, and stood in the sun-par­lor, that glass-walled room of wick­er chairs and swing­ing couch in which they loafed on Sun­day af­ter­noons. Out­side on­ly the lights of Dop­pel­brau’s house and the dim pres­ence of Bab­bitt’s fa­vorite elm broke the soft­ness of April night.

				“Good vis­it with the boy. Get­ting over feel­ing cranky, way I did this morn­ing. And rest­less. Though, by gol­ly, I will have a few days alone with Paul in Maine! … That dev­il Zil­la! … But … Ted’s all right. Whole fam­i­ly all right. And good busi­ness. Not many fel­lows make four hun­dred and fifty bucks, prac­ti­cal­ly half of a thou­sand dol­lars easy as I did to­day! Maybe when we all get to row­ing it’s just as much my fault as it is theirs. Oughtn’t to get grouchy like I do. But—Wish I’d been a pi­o­neer, same as my grand­dad. But then, wouldn’t have a house like this. I—Oh, gosh, I don’t know!”

				He thought mood­i­ly of Paul Ries­ling, of their youth to­geth­er, of the girls they had known.

				When Bab­bitt had grad­u­at­ed from the State Uni­ver­si­ty, twen­ty-four years ago, he had in­tend­ed to be a lawyer. He had been a pon­der­ous de­bater in col­lege; he felt that he was an or­a­tor; he saw him­self be­com­ing gov­er­nor of the state. While he read law he worked as a re­al-es­tate sales­man. He saved mon­ey, lived in a board­ing­house, supped on poached egg on hash. The live­ly Paul Ries­ling (who was cer­tain­ly go­ing off to Eu­rope to study vi­o­lin, next month or next year) was his refuge till Paul was be­spelled by Zil­la Col­beck, who laughed and danced and drew men af­ter her plump and gai­ly wag­ging fin­ger.

				Bab­bitt’s evenings were bar­ren then, and he found com­fort on­ly in Paul’s sec­ond cousin, Myra Thomp­son, a sleek and gen­tle girl who showed her ca­pac­i­ty by agree­ing with the ar­dent young Bab­bitt that of course he was go­ing to be gov­er­nor some day. Where Zil­la mocked him as a coun­try boy, Myra said in­dig­nant­ly that he was ev­er so much solid­er than the young dandies who had been born in the great city of Zenith—an an­cient set­tle­ment in 1897, one hun­dred and five years old, with two hun­dred thou­sand pop­u­la­tion, the queen and won­der of all the state and, to the Cataw­ba boy, George Bab­bitt, so vast and thun­der­ous and lux­u­ri­ous that he was flat­tered to know a girl en­no­bled by birth in Zenith.

				Of love there was no talk be­tween them. He knew that if he was to study law he could not mar­ry for years; and Myra was dis­tinct­ly a Nice Girl—one didn’t kiss her, one didn’t “think about her that way at all” un­less one was go­ing to mar­ry her. But she was a de­pend­able com­pan­ion. She was al­ways ready to go skat­ing, walk­ing; al­ways con­tent to hear his dis­cours­es on the great things he was go­ing to do, the dis­tressed poor whom he would de­fend against the Un­just Rich, the speech­es he would make at Ban­quets, the in­ex­ac­ti­tudes of pop­u­lar thought which he would cor­rect.

				One evening when he was weary and soft-mind­ed, he saw that she had been weep­ing. She had been left out of a par­ty giv­en by Zil­la. Some­how her head was on his shoul­der and he was kiss­ing away the tears—and she raised her head to say trust­ing­ly, “Now that we’re en­gaged, shall we be mar­ried soon or shall we wait?”

				En­gaged? It was his first hint of it. His af­fec­tion for this brown ten­der wom­an thing went cold and fear­ful, but he could not hurt her, could not abuse her trust. He mum­bled some­thing about wait­ing, and es­caped. He walked for an hour, try­ing to find a way of telling her that it was a mis­take. Of­ten, in the month af­ter, he got near to telling her, but it was pleas­ant to have a girl in his arms, and less and less could he in­sult her by blurt­ing that he didn’t love her. He him­self had no doubt. The evening be­fore his mar­riage was an agony, and the morn­ing wild with the de­sire to flee.

				She made him what is known as a Good Wife. She was loy­al, in­dus­tri­ous, and at rare times mer­ry. She passed from a fee­ble dis­gust at their clos­er re­la­tions in­to what promised to be ar­dent af­fec­tion, but it drooped in­to bored rou­tine. Yet she ex­ist­ed on­ly for him and for the chil­dren, and she was as sor­ry, as wor­ried as him­self, when he gave up the law and trudged on in a rut of list­ing re­al es­tate.

				“Poor kid, she hasn’t had much bet­ter time than I have,” Bab­bitt re­flect­ed, stand­ing in the dark sun-par­lor. “But—I wish I could ’ve had a whirl at law and pol­i­tics. Seen what I could do. Well—Maybe I’ve made more mon­ey as it is.”

				He re­turned to the liv­ing-room but be­fore he set­tled down he smoothed his wife’s hair, and she glanced up, hap­py and some­what sur­prised.

			


		
			Chapter VII

			
				I

				He solemn­ly fin­ished the last copy of the Amer­i­can Mag­a­zine, while his wife sighed, laid away her darn­ing, and looked en­vi­ous­ly at the lin­gerie de­signs in a wom­en’s mag­a­zine. The room was very still.

				It was a room which ob­served the best Flo­ral Heights stan­dards. The gray walls were di­vid­ed in­to ar­ti­fi­cial pan­el­ing by strips of white-enam­eled pine. From the Bab­bitts’ for­mer house had come two much-carved rock­ing-chairs, but the oth­er chairs were new, very deep and rest­ful, up­hol­stered in blue and gold-striped vel­vet. A blue vel­vet dav­en­port faced the fire­place, and be­hind it was a cher­ry­wood ta­ble and a tall pi­ano-lamp with a shade of gold­en silk. (Two out of ev­ery three hous­es in Flo­ral Heights had be­fore the fire­place a dav­en­port, a ma­hogany ta­ble re­al or im­i­ta­tion, and a pi­ano-lamp or a read­ing-lamp with a shade of yel­low or rose silk.)

				On the ta­ble was a run­ner of gold-thread­ed Chi­nese fab­ric, four mag­a­zines, a sil­ver box con­tain­ing cig­a­rette-crumbs, and three “gift-books”—large, ex­pen­sive edi­tions of fairy­tales il­lus­trat­ed by Eng­lish artists and as yet un­read by any Bab­bitt save Tin­ka.

				In a cor­ner by the front win­dows was a large cab­i­net Vic­tro­la. (Eight out of ev­ery nine Flo­ral Heights hous­es had a cab­i­net phono­graph.)

				Among the pic­tures, hung in the ex­act cen­ter of each gray pan­el, were a red and black im­i­ta­tion Eng­lish hunt­ing-print, an ane­mic im­i­ta­tion boudoir-print with a French cap­tion of whose moral­i­ty Bab­bitt had al­ways been rather sus­pi­cious, and a “hand-col­ored” pho­to­graph of a Colo­nial room—rag rug, maid­en spin­ning, cat de­mure be­fore a white fire­place. (Nine­teen out of ev­ery twen­ty hous­es in Flo­ral Heights had ei­ther a hunt­ing-print, a Madame Fait la Toi­lette print, a col­ored pho­to­graph of a New Eng­land house, a pho­to­graph of a Rocky Moun­tain, or all four.)

				It was a room as su­pe­ri­or in com­fort to the “par­lor” of Bab­bitt’s boy­hood as his mo­tor was su­pe­ri­or to his fa­ther’s bug­gy. Though there was noth­ing in the room that was in­ter­est­ing, there was noth­ing that was of­fen­sive. It was as neat, and as neg­a­tive, as a block of ar­ti­fi­cial ice. The fire­place was un­soft­ened by downy ash­es or by sooty brick; the brass fire-irons were of im­mac­u­late pol­ish; and the grenadier andirons were like sam­ples in a shop, des­o­late, un­want­ed, life­less things of com­merce.

				Against the wall was a pi­ano, with an­oth­er pi­ano-lamp, but no one used it save Tin­ka. The hard brisk­ness of the phono­graph con­tent­ed them; their store of jazz records made them feel wealthy and cul­tured; and all they knew of cre­at­ing mu­sic was the nice ad­just­ment of a bam­boo nee­dle. The books on the ta­ble were unspot­ted and laid in rigid par­al­lels; not one cor­ner of the car­pet-rug was curled; and nowhere was there a hock­ey-stick, a torn pic­ture-book, an old cap, or a gre­gar­i­ous and dis­or­ga­niz­ing dog.

			




				II

				At home, Bab­bitt nev­er read with ab­sorp­tion. He was con­cen­trat­ed enough at the of­fice but here he crossed his legs and fid­get­ed. When his sto­ry was in­ter­est­ing he read the best, that is the fun­ni­est, para­graphs to his wife; when it did not hold him he coughed, scratched his an­kles and his right ear, thrust his left thumb in­to his vest pock­et, jin­gled his sil­ver, whirled the cigar-cut­ter and the keys on one end of his watch chain, yawned, rubbed his nose, and found er­rands to do. He went up­stairs to put on his slip­pers—his el­e­gant slip­pers of seal-brown, shaped like me­dieval shoes. He brought up an ap­ple from the bar­rel which stood by the trunk-clos­et in the base­ment.

				“An ap­ple a day keeps the doc­tor away,” he en­light­ened Mrs. Bab­bitt, for quite the first time in four­teen hours.

				“That’s so.”

				“An ap­ple is Na­ture’s best reg­u­la­tor.”

				“Yes, it—”

				“Trou­ble with wom­en is, they nev­er have sense enough to form reg­u­lar habits.”

				“Well, I—”

				“Al­ways nib­bling and eat­ing be­tween meals.”

				“George!” She looked up from her read­ing. “Did you have a light lunch to­day, like you were go­ing to? I did!”

				This ma­li­cious and un­pro­voked at­tack as­tound­ed him. “Well, maybe it wasn’t as light as—Went to lunch with Paul and didn’t have much chance to di­et. Oh, you needn’t to grin like a chessy cat! If it wasn’t for me watch­ing out and keep­ing an eye on our di­et—I’m the on­ly mem­ber of this fam­i­ly that ap­pre­ci­ates the val­ue of oat­meal for break­fast. I—”

				She stooped over her sto­ry while he pi­ous­ly sliced and gulped down the ap­ple, dis­cours­ing:

				“One thing I’ve done: cut down my smok­ing.

				“Had kind of a run-in with Graff in the of­fice. He’s get­ting too darn fresh. I’ll stand for a good deal, but once in a while I got to as­sert my au­thor­i­ty, and I jumped him. ‘Stan,’ I said—Well, I told him just ex­act­ly where he got off.

				“Fun­ny kind of a day. Makes you feel rest­less.

				“Well­l­l­l­l­l­l­ll, uh—” That sleepi­est sound in the world, the ter­mi­nal yawn. Mrs. Bab­bitt yawned with it, and looked grate­ful as he droned, “How about go­ing to bed, eh? Don’t sup­pose Rone and Ted will be in till all hours. Yep, fun­ny kind of a day; not ter­ri­bly warm but yet—Gosh, I’d like—Some day I’m go­ing to take a long mo­tor trip.”

				“Yes, we’d en­joy that,” she yawned.

				He looked away from her as he re­al­ized that he did not wish to have her go with him. As he locked doors and tried win­dows and set the heat reg­u­la­tor so that the fur­nace-drafts would open au­to­mat­i­cal­ly in the morn­ing, he sighed a lit­tle, heavy with a lone­ly feel­ing which per­plexed and fright­ened him. So ab­sent­mind­ed was he that he could not re­mem­ber which win­dow-catch­es he had in­spect­ed, and through the dark­ness, fum­bling at un­seen per­ilous chairs, he crept back to try them all over again. His feet were loud on the steps as he clumped up­stairs at the end of this great and treach­er­ous day of veiled re­bel­lions.

			




				III

				Be­fore break­fast he al­ways re­vert­ed to up­state vil­lage boy­hood, and shrank from the com­plex ur­ban de­mands of shav­ing, bathing, de­cid­ing whether the cur­rent shirt was clean enough for an­oth­er day. When­ev­er he stayed home in the evening he went to bed ear­ly, and thrifti­ly got ahead in those dis­mal du­ties. It was his lux­u­ri­ous cus­tom to shave while sit­ting snug­ly in a tub­ful of hot wa­ter. He may be viewed tonight as a plump, smooth, pink, bald­ish, podgy good­man, robbed of the im­por­tance of spec­ta­cles, squat­ting in breast-high wa­ter, scrap­ing his lath­er-smeared cheeks with a safe­ty-ra­zor like a tiny lawn-mow­er, and with melan­choly dig­ni­ty claw­ing through the wa­ter to re­cov­er a slip­pery and ac­tive piece of soap.

				He was lulled to dream­ing by the ca­ress­ing warmth. The light fell on the in­ner sur­face of the tub in a pat­tern of del­i­cate wrin­kled lines which slipped with a green sparkle over the curv­ing porce­lain as the clear wa­ter trem­bled. Bab­bitt lazi­ly watched it; not­ed that along the sil­hou­ette of his legs against the ra­di­ance on the bot­tom of the tub, the shad­ows of the air-bub­bles cling­ing to the hairs were re­pro­duced as strange jun­gle moss­es. He pat­ted the wa­ter, and the re­flect­ed light cap­sized and leaped and volleyed. He was con­tent and child­ish. He played. He shaved a swath down the calf of one plump leg.

				The drain­pipe was drip­ping, a dul­cet and live­ly song: drip­pety drip drip drib­ble, drip­pety drip drip drip. He was en­chant­ed by it. He looked at the sol­id tub, the beau­ti­ful nick­el taps, the tiled walls of the room, and felt vir­tu­ous in the pos­ses­sion of this splen­dor.

				He roused him­self and spoke gruffly to his bath-things. “Come here! You’ve done enough fool­ing!” he re­proved the treach­er­ous soap, and de­fied the scratchy nail­brush with “Oh, you would, would you!” He soaped him­self, and rinsed him­self, and aus­tere­ly rubbed him­self; he not­ed a hole in the Turk­ish tow­el, and med­i­ta­tive­ly thrust a fin­ger through it, and marched back to the bed­room, a grave and un­bend­ing cit­i­zen.

				There was a mo­ment of gor­geous aban­don, a flash of melo­dra­ma such as he found in traf­fic-driv­ing, when he laid out a clean col­lar, dis­cov­ered that it was frayed in front, and tore it up with a mag­nif­i­cent yeeeee­ing sound.

				Most im­por­tant of all was the prepa­ra­tion of his bed and the sleep­ing-porch.

				It is not known whether he en­joyed his sleep­ing-porch be­cause of the fresh air or be­cause it was the stan­dard thing to have a sleep­ing-porch.

				Just as he was an Elk, a Boost­er, and a mem­ber of the Cham­ber of Com­merce, just as the priests of the Pres­by­te­ri­an Church de­ter­mined his ev­ery re­li­gious be­lief and the sen­a­tors who con­trolled the Re­pub­li­can Par­ty de­cid­ed in lit­tle smoky rooms in Wash­ing­ton what he should think about dis­ar­ma­ment, tar­iff, and Ger­many, so did the large na­tion­al ad­ver­tis­ers fix the sur­face of his life, fix what he be­lieved to be his in­di­vid­u­al­i­ty. These stan­dard ad­ver­tised wares—tooth­pastes, socks, tires, cam­eras, in­stan­ta­neous hot-wa­ter heaters—were his sym­bols and proofs of ex­cel­lence; at first the signs, then the sub­sti­tutes, for joy and pas­sion and wis­dom.

				But none of these ad­ver­tised to­kens of fi­nan­cial and so­cial suc­cess was more sig­nif­i­cant than a sleep­ing-porch with a sun-par­lor be­low.

				The rites of pre­par­ing for bed were elab­o­rate and un­chang­ing. The blan­kets had to be tucked in at the foot of his cot. (Al­so, the rea­son why the maid hadn’t tucked in the blan­kets had to be dis­cussed with Mrs. Bab­bitt.) The rag rug was ad­just­ed so that his bare feet would strike it when he arose in the morn­ing. The alarm clock was wound. The hot-wa­ter bot­tle was filled and placed pre­cise­ly two feet from the bot­tom of the cot.

				These tremen­dous un­der­tak­ings yield­ed to his de­ter­mi­na­tion; one by one they were an­nounced to Mrs. Bab­bitt and smashed through to ac­com­plish­ment. At last his brow cleared, and in his “Gnight!” rang vir­ile pow­er. But there was yet need of courage. As he sank in­to sleep, just at the first ex­quis­ite re­lax­ation, the Dop­pel­brau car came home. He bounced in­to wake­ful­ness, lament­ing, “Why the dev­il can’t some peo­ple nev­er get to bed at a rea­son­able hour?” So fa­mil­iar was he with the process of putting up his own car that he await­ed each step like an able ex­e­cu­tion­er con­demned to his own rack.

				The car in­sult­ing­ly cheer­ful on the drive­way. The car door opened and banged shut, then the garage door slid open, grat­ing on the sill, and the car door again. The mo­tor raced for the climb up in­to the garage and raced once more, ex­plo­sive­ly, be­fore it was shut off. A fi­nal open­ing and slam­ming of the car door. Si­lence then, a hor­ri­ble si­lence filled with wait­ing, till the leisure­ly Mr. Dop­pel­brau had ex­am­ined the state of his tires and had at last shut the garage door. In­stant­ly, for Bab­bitt, a blessed state of obliv­ion.

			




				IV

				At that mo­ment In the city of Zenith, Ho­race Up­dike was mak­ing love to Lu­cile McK­elvey in her mauve draw­ing-room on Roy­al Ridge, af­ter their re­turn from a lec­ture by an em­i­nent Eng­lish nov­el­ist. Up­dike was Zenith’s pro­fes­sion­al bach­e­lor; a slim-waist­ed man of forty-six with an ef­fem­i­nate voice and taste in flow­ers, cre­tonnes, and flap­pers. Mrs. McK­elvey was red-haired, creamy, dis­con­tent­ed, ex­quis­ite, rude, and hon­est. Up­dike tried his in­vari­able first ma­neu­ver—touch­ing her ner­vous wrist.

				“Don’t be an id­iot!” she said.

				“Do you mind aw­ful­ly?”

				“No! That’s what I mind!”

				He changed to con­ver­sa­tion. He was fa­mous at con­ver­sa­tion. He spoke rea­son­ably of psy­cho­anal­y­sis, Long Is­land po­lo, and the Ming plat­ter he had found in Van­cou­ver. She promised to meet him in Deauville, the com­ing sum­mer, “though,” she sighed, “it’s be­com­ing too dread­ful­ly ba­nal; noth­ing but Amer­i­cans and frowsy Eng­lish baroness­es.”

				And at that mo­ment in Zenith, a co­caine-run­ner and a pros­ti­tute were drink­ing cock­tails in Healey Han­son’s sa­loon on Front Street. Since na­tion­al pro­hi­bi­tion was now in force, and since Zenith was no­to­ri­ous­ly law-abid­ing, they were com­pelled to keep the cock­tails in­no­cent by drink­ing them out of teacups. The la­dy threw her cup at the co­caine-run­ner’s head. He worked his re­volver out of the pock­et in his sleeve, and ca­su­al­ly mur­dered her.

				At that mo­ment in Zenith, two men sat in a lab­o­ra­to­ry. For thir­ty-sev­en hours now they had been work­ing on a re­port of their in­ves­ti­ga­tions of syn­thet­ic rub­ber.

				At that mo­ment in Zenith, there was a con­fer­ence of four union of­fi­cials as to whether the twelve thou­sand coal-min­ers with­in a hun­dred miles of the city should strike. Of these men one re­sem­bled a testy and pros­per­ous gro­cer, one a Yan­kee car­pen­ter, one a so­da-clerk, and one a Rus­sian Jew­ish ac­tor The Rus­sian Jew quot­ed Kaut­sky, Gene Debs, and Abra­ham Lin­coln.

				At that mo­ment a G.A.R. vet­er­an was dy­ing. He had come from the Civ­il War straight to a farm which, though it was of­fi­cial­ly with­in the city-lim­its of Zenith, was prim­i­tive as the back­woods. He had nev­er rid­den in a mo­tor car, nev­er seen a bath­tub, nev­er read any book save the Bible, McGuf­fey’s read­ers, and re­li­gious tracts; and he be­lieved that the earth is flat, that the Eng­lish are the Lost Ten Tribes of Is­rael, and that the Unit­ed States is a democ­ra­cy.

				At that mo­ment the steel and ce­ment town which com­posed the fac­to­ry of the Pull­more Trac­tor Com­pa­ny of Zenith was run­ning on night shift to fill an or­der of trac­tors for the Pol­ish army. It hummed like a mil­lion bees, glared through its wide win­dows like a vol­cano. Along the high wire fences, search­lights played on cin­der-lined yards, switch-tracks, and armed guards on pa­trol.

				At that mo­ment Mike Mon­day was fin­ish­ing a meet­ing. Mr. Mon­day, the dis­tin­guished evan­ge­list, the best-known Protes­tant pon­tiff in Amer­i­ca, had once been a prize­fight­er. Sa­tan had not dealt just­ly with him. As a prize­fight­er he gained noth­ing but his crooked nose, his cel­e­brat­ed vo­cab­u­lary, and his stage-pres­ence. The ser­vice of the Lord had been more prof­itable. He was about to re­tire with a for­tune. It had been well earned, for, to quote his last re­port, “Rev. Mr. Mon­day, the Prophet with a Punch, has shown that he is the world’s great­est sales­man of sal­va­tion, and that by ef­fi­cient or­ga­ni­za­tion the over­head of spir­i­tu­al re­gen­er­a­tion may be kept down to an un­prece­dent­ed rock-bot­tom ba­sis. He has con­vert­ed over two hun­dred thou­sand lost and price­less souls at an av­er­age cost of less than ten dol­lars a head.”

				Of the larg­er cities of the land, on­ly Zenith had hes­i­tat­ed to sub­mit its vices to Mike Mon­day and his ex­pert recla­ma­tion corps. The more en­ter­pris­ing or­ga­ni­za­tions of the city had vot­ed to in­vite him—Mr. George F. Bab­bitt had once praised him in a speech at the Boost­ers’ Club. But there was op­po­si­tion from cer­tain Epis­co­palian and Con­gre­ga­tion­al­ist min­is­ters, those rene­gades whom Mr. Mon­day so fine­ly called “a bunch of gospel-push­ers with dish­wa­ter in­stead of blood, a gang of squeal­ers that need more dust on the knees of their pants and more hair on their skin­ny old chests.” This op­po­si­tion had been crushed when the sec­re­tary of the Cham­ber of Com­merce had re­port­ed to a com­mit­tee of man­u­fac­tur­ers that in ev­ery city where he had ap­peared, Mr. Mon­day had turned the minds of work­men from wages and hours to high­er things, and thus avert­ed strikes. He was im­me­di­ate­ly in­vit­ed.

				An ex­pense fund of forty thou­sand dol­lars had been un­der­writ­ten; out on the Coun­ty Fair Grounds a Mike Mon­day Taber­na­cle had been erect­ed, to seat fif­teen thou­sand peo­ple. In it the prophet was at this mo­ment con­clud­ing his mes­sage:

				“There’s a lot of smart col­lege pro­fes­sors and tea-guz­zling slobs in this burg that say I’m a rough­neck and a nev­er-wuzzer and my knowl­edge of his­to­ry is not-yet. Oh, there’s a gang of wool­ly-whiskered book-lice that think they know more than Almighty God, and pre­fer a lot of Hun sci­ence and smut­ty Ger­man crit­i­cism to the straight and sim­ple Word of God. Oh, there’s a swell bunch of Lizzie boys and lemon-suck­ers and pie-faces and in­fi­dels and beer-bloat­ed scrib­blers that love to fire off their filthy mouths and yip that Mike Mon­day is vul­gar and full of mush. Those pups are say­ing now that I hog the gospel-show, that I’m in it for the coin. Well, now lis­ten, folks! I’m go­ing to give those birds a chance! They can stand right up here and tell me to my face that I’m a ga­loot and a liar and a hick! On­ly if they do—if they do!—don’t faint with sur­prise if some of those rum-dumm liars get one good swift poke from Mike, with all the kick of God’s Flam­ing Right­eous­ness be­hind the wal­lop! Well, come on, folks! Who says it? Who says Mike Mon­day is a four­flush and a ya­hoo? Huh? Don’t I see any­body stand­ing up? Well, there you are! Now I guess the folks in this man’s town will quit lis­ten­ing to all this ky­oodling from be­hind the fence; I guess you’ll quit lis­ten­ing to the guys that pan and roast and kick and beef, and vom­it out filthy athe­ism; and all of you’ll come in, with ev­ery grain of pep and rev­er­ence you got, and boost all to­geth­er for Je­sus Christ and his ev­er­last­ing mer­cy and ten­der­ness!”

			




				V

				At that mo­ment Seneca Doane, the rad­i­cal lawyer, and Dr. Kurt Yav­itch, the his­tol­o­gist (whose re­port on the de­struc­tion of ep­ithe­lial cells un­der ra­di­um had made the name of Zenith known in Mu­nich, Prague, and Rome), were talk­ing in Doane’s li­brary.

				“Zenith’s a city with gi­gan­tic pow­er—gi­gan­tic build­ings, gi­gan­tic ma­chines, gi­gan­tic trans­porta­tion,” med­i­tat­ed Doane.

				“I hate your city. It has stan­dard­ized all the beau­ty out of life. It is one big rail­road sta­tion—with all the peo­ple tak­ing tick­ets for the best ceme­ter­ies,” Dr. Yav­itch said placid­ly.

				Doane roused. “I’m hanged if it is! You make me sick, Kurt, with your per­pet­u­al whine about ‘stan­dard­iza­tion.’ Don’t you sup­pose any oth­er na­tion is ‘stan­dard­ized?’ Is any­thing more stan­dard­ized than Eng­land, with ev­ery house that can af­ford it hav­ing the same muffins at the same tea-hour, and ev­ery re­tired gen­er­al go­ing to ex­act­ly the same even­song at the same gray stone church with a square tow­er, and ev­ery golf­ing prig in Har­ris tweeds say­ing ‘Right you are!’ to ev­ery oth­er pros­per­ous ass? Yet I love Eng­land. And for stan­dard­iza­tion—just look at the side­walk cafés in France and the love­mak­ing in Italy!

				“Stan­dard­iza­tion is ex­cel­lent, per se. When I buy an In­ger­soll watch or a Ford, I get a bet­ter tool for less mon­ey, and I know pre­cise­ly what I’m get­ting, and that leaves me more time and en­er­gy to be in­di­vid­u­al in. And—I re­mem­ber once in Lon­don I saw a pic­ture of an Amer­i­can sub­urb, in a tooth­paste ad on the back of the Sat­ur­day Evening Post—an elm-lined snowy street of these new hous­es, Geor­gian some of ’em, or with low rak­ing roofs and—The kind of street you’d find here in Zenith, say in Flo­ral Heights. Open. Trees. Grass. And I was home­sick! There’s no oth­er coun­try in the world that has such pleas­ant hous­es. And I don’t care if they are stan­dard­ized. It’s a cork­ing stan­dard!

				“No, what I fight in Zenith is stan­dard­iza­tion of thought, and, of course, the tra­di­tions of com­pe­ti­tion. The re­al vil­lains of the piece are the clean, kind, in­dus­tri­ous Fam­i­ly Men who use ev­ery known brand of trick­ery and cru­el­ty to in­sure the pros­per­i­ty of their cubs. The worst thing about these fel­lows is that they’re so good and, in their work at least, so in­tel­li­gent. You can’t hate them prop­er­ly, and yet their stan­dard­ized minds are the en­e­my.

				“Then this boost­ing—Sneak­ing­ly I have a no­tion that Zenith is a bet­ter place to live in than Man­ches­ter or Glas­gow or Lyons or Berlin or Turin—”

				“It is not, and I have lift in most of them,” mur­mured Dr. Yav­itch.

				“Well, mat­ter of taste. Per­son­al­ly, I pre­fer a city with a fu­ture so un­known that it ex­cites my imag­i­na­tion. But what I par­tic­u­lar­ly want—”

				“You,” said Dr. Yav­itch, “are a mid­dle-road lib­er­al, and you haven’t the slight­est idea what you want. I, be­ing a rev­o­lu­tion­ist, know ex­act­ly what I want—and what I want now is a drink.”

			




				VI

				At that mo­ment in Zenith, Jake Of­futt, the politi­cian, and Hen­ry T. Thomp­son were in con­fer­ence. Of­futt sug­gest­ed, “The thing to do is to get your fool son-in-law, Bab­bitt, to put it over. He’s one of these pa­tri­ot­ic guys. When he grabs a piece of prop­er­ty for the gang, he makes it look like we were dyin’ of love for the dear peep­ul, and I do love to buy re­spectabil­i­ty—rea­son­able. Won­der how long we can keep it up, Hank? We’re safe as long as the good lit­tle boys like George Bab­bitt and all the nice re­spectable la­bor-lead­ers think you and me are rugged pa­tri­ots. There’s swell pick­ings for an hon­est politi­cian here, Hank: a whole city work­ing to pro­vide cigars and fried chick­en and dry mar­ti­nis for us, and ral­ly­ing to our ban­ner with in­dig­na­tion, oh, fierce in­dig­na­tion, when­ev­er some squeal­er like this fel­low Seneca Doane comes along! Hon­est, Hank, a smart codger like me ought to be ashamed of him­self if he didn’t milk cat­tle like them, when they come around moo­ing for it! But the Trac­tion gang can’t get away with grand lar­ce­ny like it used to. I won­der when—Hank, I wish we could fix some way to run this fel­low Seneca Doane out of town. It’s him or us!”

				At that mo­ment in Zenith, three hun­dred and forty or fifty thou­sand Or­di­nary Peo­ple were asleep, a vast un­pen­e­trat­ed shad­ow. In the slum be­yond the rail­road tracks, a young man who for six months had sought work turned on the gas and killed him­self and his wife.

				At that mo­ment Lloyd Mal­lam, the po­et, own­er of the Hafiz Book Shop, was fin­ish­ing a ron­deau to show how di­vert­ing was life amid the feuds of me­dieval Flo­rence, but how dull it was in so ob­vi­ous a place as Zenith.

				And at that mo­ment George F. Bab­bitt turned pon­der­ous­ly in bed—the last turn, sig­ni­fy­ing that he’d had enough of this wor­ried busi­ness of fall­ing asleep and was about it in earnest.

				In­stant­ly he was in the mag­ic dream. He was some­where among un­known peo­ple who laughed at him. He slipped away, ran down the paths of a mid­night gar­den, and at the gate the fairy child was wait­ing. Her dear and tran­quil hand ca­ressed his cheek. He was gal­lant and wise and well-beloved; warm ivory were her arms; and be­yond per­ilous moors the brave sea glit­tered.

			


		
			Chapter VIII

			
				I

				The great events of Bab­bitt’s spring were the se­cret buy­ing of re­al-es­tate op­tions in Lin­ton for cer­tain street-trac­tion of­fi­cials, be­fore the pub­lic an­nounce­ment that the Lin­ton Av­enue Car Line would be ex­tend­ed, and a din­ner which was, as he re­joiced to his wife, not on­ly “a reg­u­lar so­ci­ety spread but a re­al sure-enough high­brow af­fair, with some of the keen­est in­tel­lects and the bright­est bunch of lit­tle wom­en in town.” It was so ab­sorb­ing an oc­ca­sion that he al­most for­got his de­sire to run off to Maine with Paul Ries­ling.

				Though he had been born in the vil­lage of Cataw­ba, Bab­bitt had risen to that met­ro­pol­i­tan so­cial plane on which hosts have as many as four peo­ple at din­ner with­out plan­ning it for more than an evening or two. But a din­ner of twelve, with flow­ers from the florist’s and all the cut-glass out, stag­gered even the Bab­bitts.

				For two weeks they stud­ied, de­bat­ed, and ar­bi­trat­ed the list of guests.

				Bab­bitt mar­veled, “Of course we’re up-to-date our­selves, but still, think of us en­ter­tain­ing a fa­mous po­et like Chum Frink, a fel­low that on noth­ing but a po­em or so ev­ery day and just writ­ing a few ad­ver­tise­ments pulls down fif­teen thou­sand berries a year!”

				“Yes, and Howard Lit­tle­field. Do you know, the oth­er evening Eu­nice told me her pa­pa speaks three lan­guages!” said Mrs. Bab­bitt.

				“Huh! That’s noth­ing! So do I—Amer­i­can, base­ball, and pok­er!”

				“I don’t think it’s nice to be fun­ny about a mat­ter like that. Think how won­der­ful it must be to speak three lan­guages, and so use­ful and—And with peo­ple like that, I don’t see why we in­vite the Orville Jone­ses.”

				“Well now, Orville is a mighty up-and-com­ing fel­low!”

				“Yes, I know, but—A laun­dry!”

				“I’ll ad­mit a laun­dry hasn’t got the class of po­et­ry or re­al es­tate, but just the same, Orvy is mighty deep. Ev­er start him spiel­ing about gar­den­ing? Say, that fel­low can tell you the name of ev­ery kind of tree, and some of their Greek and Latin names too! Be­sides, we owe the Jone­ses a din­ner. Be­sides, gosh, we got to have some boob for au­di­ence, when a bunch of hot-air artists like Frink and Lit­tle­field get go­ing.”

				“Well, dear—I meant to speak of this—I do think that as host you ought to sit back and lis­ten, and let your guests have a chance to talk once in a while!”

				“Oh, you do, do you! Sure! I talk all the time! And I’m just a busi­ness man—oh sure!—I’m no Ph. D. like Lit­tle­field, and no po­et, and I haven’t any­thing to spring! Well, let me tell you, just the oth­er day your darn Chum Frink comes up to me at the club beg­ging to know what I thought about the Spring­field school-bond is­sue. And who told him? I did! You bet your life I told him! Lit­tle me! I cer­tain­ly did! He came up and asked me, and I told him all about it! You bet! And he was darn glad to lis­ten to me and—Du­ty as a host! I guess I know my du­ty as a host and let me tell you—”

				In fact, the Orville Jone­ses were in­vit­ed.

			




				II

				On the morn­ing of the din­ner, Mrs. Bab­bitt was restive.

				“Now, George, I want you to be sure and be home ear­ly tonight. Re­mem­ber, you have to dress.”

				“Uh-huh. I see by the Ad­vo­cate that the Pres­by­te­ri­an Gen­er­al As­sem­bly has vot­ed to quit the In­ter­church World Move­ment. That—”

				“George! Did you hear what I said? You must be home in time to dress tonight.”

				“Dress? Hell! I’m dressed now! Think I’m go­ing down to the of­fice in my B.V.D.’s?”

				“I will not have you talk­ing in­de­cent­ly be­fore the chil­dren! And you do have to put on your din­ner-jack­et!”

				“I guess you mean my Tux. I tell you, of all the dog­gone non­sen­si­cal nui­sances that was ev­er in­vent­ed—”

				Three min­utes lat­er, af­ter Bab­bitt had wailed, “Well, I don’t know whether I’m go­ing to dress or not” in a man­ner which showed that he was go­ing to dress, the dis­cus­sion moved on.

				“Now, George, you mustn’t for­get to call in at Vec­chia’s on the way home and get the ice cream. Their de­liv­ery-wag­on is bro­ken down, and I don’t want to trust them to send it by—”

				“All right! You told me that be­fore break­fast!”

				“Well, I don’t want you to for­get. I’ll be work­ing my head off all day long, train­ing the girl that’s to help with the din­ner—”

				“All non­sense, any­way, hir­ing an ex­tra girl for the feed. Matil­da could per­fect­ly well—”

				“—and I have to go out and buy the flow­ers, and fix them, and set the ta­ble, and or­der the salt­ed al­monds, and look at the chick­ens, and ar­range for the chil­dren to have their sup­per up­stairs and—And I sim­ply must de­pend on you to go to Vec­chia’s for the ice cream.”

				“All ri­i­i­i­i­ight! Gosh, I’m go­ing to get it!”

				“All you have to do is to go in and say you want the ice cream that Mrs. Bab­bitt or­dered yes­ter­day by phone, and it will be all ready for you.”

				At ten-thir­ty she tele­phoned to him not to for­get the ice cream from Vec­chia’s.

				He was sur­prised and blast­ed then by a thought. He won­dered whether Flo­ral Heights din­ners were worth the hideous toil in­volved. But he re­pent­ed the sac­ri­lege in the ex­cite­ment of buy­ing the ma­te­ri­als for cock­tails.

				Now this was the man­ner of ob­tain­ing al­co­hol un­der the reign of right­eous­ness and pro­hi­bi­tion:

				He drove from the se­vere rec­tan­gu­lar streets of the mod­ern busi­ness cen­ter in­to the tan­gled by­ways of Old Town—jagged blocks filled with sooty ware­hous­es and lofts; on in­to The Ar­bor, once a pleas­ant or­chard but now a morass of lodg­ing-hous­es, ten­e­ments, and broth­els. Ex­quis­ite shiv­ers chilled his spine and stom­ach, and he looked at ev­ery po­lice­man with in­tense in­no­cence, as one who loved the law, and ad­mired the Force, and longed to stop and play with them. He parked his car a block from Healey Han­son’s sa­loon, wor­ry­ing, “Well, rats, if any­body did see me, they’d think I was here on busi­ness.”

				He en­tered a place cu­ri­ous­ly like the sa­loons of ante-pro­hi­bi­tion days, with a long greasy bar with saw­dust in front and streaky mir­ror be­hind, a pine ta­ble at which a dirty old man dreamed over a glass of some­thing which re­sem­bled whisky, and with two men at the bar, drink­ing some­thing which re­sem­bled beer, and giv­ing that im­pres­sion of form­ing a large crowd which two men al­ways give in a sa­loon. The bar­tender, a tall pale Swede with a di­a­mond in his lilac scarf, stared at Bab­bitt as he stalked plumply up to the bar and whis­pered, “I’d, uh—Friend of Han­son’s sent me here. Like to get some gin.”

				The bar­tender gazed down on him in the man­ner of an out­raged bish­op. “I guess you got the wrong place, my friend. We sell noth­ing but soft drinks here.” He cleaned the bar with a rag which would it­self have done with a lit­tle clean­ing, and glared across his me­chan­i­cal­ly mov­ing el­bow.

				The old dream­er at the ta­ble pe­ti­tioned the bar­tender, “Say, Os­car, lis­ten.”

				Os­car did not lis­ten.

				“Aw, say, Os­car, lis­ten, will yuh? Say, lis‑sen!”

				The de­cayed and drowsy voice of the loafer, the agree­able stink of beer-dregs, threw a spell of ina­ni­tion over Bab­bitt. The bar­tender moved grim­ly to­ward the crowd of two men. Bab­bitt fol­lowed him as del­i­cate­ly as a cat, and whee­dled, “Say, Os­car, I want to speak to Mr. Han­son.”

				“Wha­juh wan­ta see him for?”

				“I just want to talk to him. Here’s my card.”

				It was a beau­ti­ful card, an en­graved card, a card in the black­est black and the sharpest red, an­nounc­ing that Mr. George F. Bab­bitt was Es­tates, In­sur­ance, Rents. The bar­tender held it as though it weighed ten pounds, and read it as though it were a hun­dred words long. He did not bend from his epis­co­pal dig­ni­ty, but he growled, “I’ll see if he’s around.”

				From the back room he brought an im­mense­ly old young man, a qui­et sharp-eyed man, in tan silk shirt, checked vest hang­ing open, and burn­ing brown trousers—Mr. Healey Han­son. Mr. Han­son said on­ly “Yuh?” but his im­pla­ca­ble and con­temp­tu­ous eyes queried Bab­bitt’s soul, and he seemed not at all im­pressed by the new dark-gray suit for which (as he had ad­mit­ted to ev­ery ac­quain­tance at the Ath­let­ic Club) Bab­bitt had paid a hun­dred and twen­ty-five dol­lars.

				“Glad meet you, Mr. Han­son. Say, uh—I’m George Bab­bitt of the Bab­bitt-Thomp­son Re­al­ty Com­pa­ny. I’m a great friend of Jake Of­futt’s.”

				“Well, what of it?”

				“Say, uh, I’m go­ing to have a par­ty, and Jake told me you’d be able to fix me up with a lit­tle gin.” In alarm, in ob­se­quious­ness, as Han­son’s eyes grew more bored, “You tele­phone to Jake about me, if you want to.”

				Han­son an­swered by jerk­ing his head to in­di­cate the en­trance to the back room, and strolled away. Bab­bitt melo­dra­mat­i­cal­ly crept in­to an apart­ment con­tain­ing four round ta­bles, eleven chairs, a brew­ery cal­en­dar, and a smell. He wait­ed. Thrice he saw Healey Han­son saunter through, hum­ming, hands in pock­ets, ig­nor­ing him.

				By this time Bab­bitt had mod­i­fied his valiant morn­ing vow, “I won’t pay one cent over sev­en dol­lars a quart” to “I might pay ten.” On Han­son’s next weary en­trance he be­sought “Could you fix that up?” Han­son scowled, and grat­ed, “Just a minute—Pe­te’s sake—just a minute!” In grow­ing meek­ness Bab­bitt went on wait­ing till Han­son ca­su­al­ly reap­peared with a quart of gin—what is eu­phemisti­cal­ly known as a quart—in his dis­dain­ful long white hands.

				“Twelve bucks,” he snapped.

				“Say, uh, but say, cap’n, Jake thought you’d be able to fix me up for eight or nine a bot­tle.”

				“Nup. Twelve. This is the re­al stuff, smug­gled from Cana­da. This is none o’ your neu­tral spir­its with a drop of ju­niper ex­tract,” the hon­est mer­chant said vir­tu­ous­ly. “Twelve bones—if you want it. Course y’ un­der­stand I’m just do­ing this any­way as a friend of Jake’s.”

				“Sure! Sure! I un­der­stand!” Bab­bitt grate­ful­ly held out twelve dol­lars. He felt hon­ored by con­tact with great­ness as Han­son yawned, stuffed the bills, un­count­ed, in­to his ra­di­ant vest, and swag­gered away.

				He had a num­ber of tit­il­la­tions out of con­ceal­ing the gin-bot­tle un­der his coat and out of hid­ing it in his desk. All af­ter­noon he snort­ed and chuck­led and gur­gled over his abil­i­ty to “give the Boys a re­al shot in the arm tonight.” He was, in fact, so ex­hil­a­rat­ed that he was with­in a block of his house be­fore he re­mem­bered that there was a cer­tain mat­ter, men­tioned by his wife, of fetch­ing ice cream from Vec­chia’s. He ex­plained, “Well, darn it—” and drove back.

				Vec­chia was not a cater­er, he was The Cater­er of Zenith. Most com­ing-out par­ties were held in the white and gold ball­room of the Mai­son Vec­chia; at all nice teas the guests rec­og­nized the five kinds of Vec­chia sand­wich­es and the sev­en kinds of Vec­chia cakes; and all re­al­ly smart din­ners end­ed, as on a re­solv­ing chord, in Vec­chia Neapoli­tan ice cream in one of the three re­li­able molds—the mel­on mold, the round mold like a lay­er cake, and the long brick.

				Vec­chia’s shop had pale blue wood­work, trac­ery of plas­ter ros­es, at­ten­dants in frilled aprons, and glass shelves of “kiss­es” with all the re­fine­ment that in­heres in whites of eggs. Bab­bitt felt heavy and thick amid this pro­fes­sion­al dain­ti­ness, and as he wait­ed for the ice cream he de­cid­ed, with hot prick­les at the back of his neck, that a girl cus­tomer was gig­gling at him. He went home in a touchy tem­per. The first thing he heard was his wife’s ag­i­tat­ed:

				“George! Did you re­mem­ber to go to Vec­chia’s and get the ice cream?”

				“Say! Look here! Do I ev­er for­get to do things?”

				“Yes! Of­ten!”

				“Well now, it’s darn sel­dom I do, and it cer­tain­ly makes me tired, af­ter go­ing in­to a pink-tea joint like Vec­chia’s and hav­ing to stand around look­ing at a lot of half-naked young girls, all rouged up like they were six­ty and eat­ing a lot of stuff that sim­ply ru­ins their stom­achs—”

				“Oh, it’s too bad about you! I’ve no­ticed how you hate to look at pret­ty girls!”

				With a jar Bab­bitt re­al­ized that his wife was too busy to be im­pressed by that moral in­dig­na­tion with which males rule the world, and he went humbly up­stairs to dress. He had an im­pres­sion of a glo­ri­fied din­ing-room, of cut-glass, can­dles, pol­ished wood, lace, sil­ver, ros­es. With the awed swelling of the heart suit­able to so grave a busi­ness as giv­ing a din­ner, he slew the temp­ta­tion to wear his plait­ed dress-shirt for a fourth time, took out an en­tire­ly fresh one, tight­ened his black bow, and rubbed his patent-leather pumps with a hand­ker­chief. He glanced with plea­sure at his gar­net and sil­ver studs. He smoothed and pat­ted his an­kles, trans­formed by silk socks from the stur­dy shanks of George Bab­bitt to the el­e­gant limbs of what is called a Club­man. He stood be­fore the pier-glass, view­ing his trim din­ner-coat, his beau­ti­ful triple-braid­ed trousers; and mur­mured in lyric beat­i­tude, “By gol­ly, I don’t look so bad. I cer­tain­ly don’t look like Cataw­ba. If the hicks back home could see me in this rig, they’d have a fit!”

				He moved ma­jes­ti­cal­ly down to mix the cock­tails. As he chipped ice, as he squeezed or­anges, as he col­lect­ed vast stores of bot­tles, glass­es, and spoons at the sink in the pantry, he felt as au­thor­i­ta­tive as the bar­tender at Healey Han­son’s sa­loon. True, Mrs. Bab­bitt said he was un­der foot, and Matil­da and the maid hired for the evening brushed by him, el­bowed him, shrieked “Plea­sopn door,” as they tot­tered through with trays, but in this high mo­ment he ig­nored them.

				Be­sides the new bot­tle of gin, his cel­lar con­sist­ed of one half-bot­tle of Bour­bon whisky, a quar­ter of a bot­tle of Ital­ian ver­mouth, and ap­prox­i­mate­ly one hun­dred drops of or­ange bit­ters. He did not pos­sess a cock­tail-shak­er. A shak­er was proof of dis­si­pa­tion, the sym­bol of a Drinker, and Bab­bitt dis­liked be­ing known as a Drinker even more than he liked a Drink. He mixed by pour­ing from an an­cient gravy-boat in­to a han­dle­less pitch­er; he poured with a no­ble dig­ni­ty, hold­ing his alem­bics high be­neath the pow­er­ful Maz­da globe, his face hot, his shirt­front a glar­ing white, the cop­per sink a scoured red-gold.

				He tast­ed the sa­cred essence. “Now, by gol­ly, if that isn’t pret­ty near one fine old cock­tail! Kind of a Bronx, and yet like a Man­hat­tan. Um­m­m­m­mm! Hey, Myra, want a lit­tle nip be­fore the folks come?”

				Bustling in­to the din­ing-room, mov­ing each glass a quar­ter of an inch, rush­ing back with res­o­lu­tion im­pla­ca­ble on her face her gray and sil­ver-lace par­ty frock pro­tect­ed by a den­im tow­el, Mrs. Bab­bitt glared at him, and re­buked him, “Cer­tain­ly not!”

				“Well,” in a loose, jo­cose man­ner, “I think the old man will!”

				The cock­tail filled him with a whirling ex­hil­a­ra­tion be­hind which he was aware of dev­as­tat­ing de­sires—to rush places in fast mo­tors, to kiss girls, to sing, to be wit­ty. He sought to re­gain his lost dig­ni­ty by an­nounc­ing to Matil­da:

				“I’m go­ing to stick this pitch­er of cock­tails in the re­frig­er­a­tor. Be sure you don’t up­set any of ’em.”

				“Yeh.”

				“Well, be sure now. Don’t go putting any­thing on this top shelf.”

				“Yeh.”

				“Well, be—” He was dizzy. His voice was thin and dis­tant. “Whee!” With enor­mous im­pres­sive­ness he com­mand­ed, “Well, be sure now,” and minced in­to the safe­ty of the liv­ing-room. He won­dered whether he could per­suade “as slow a bunch as Myra and the Lit­tle­fields to go some place aft’ din­ner and raise Cain and maybe dig up smore booze.” He per­ceived that he had gifts of profli­ga­cy which had been ne­glect­ed.

				By the time the guests had come, in­clud­ing the in­evitable late cou­ple for whom the oth­ers wait­ed with painful ami­a­bil­i­ty, a great gray empti­ness had re­placed the pur­ple swirling in Bab­bitt’s head, and he had to force the tu­mul­tuous greet­ings suit­able to a host on Flo­ral Heights.

				The guests were Howard Lit­tle­field, the doc­tor of phi­los­o­phy who fur­nished pub­lic­i­ty and com­fort­ing eco­nom­ics to the Street Trac­tion Com­pa­ny; Vir­gil Gunch, the coal-deal­er, equal­ly pow­er­ful in the Elks and in the Boost­ers’ Club; Ed­die Swan­son the agent for the Javelin Mo­tor Car, who lived across the street; and Orville Jones, own­er of the Lily White Laun­dry, which just­ly an­nounced it­self “the big­gest, busiest, bul­li­est cleaner­ie shoppe in Zenith.” But, nat­u­ral­ly, the most dis­tin­guished of all was T. Chol­monde­ley Frink, who was not on­ly the au­thor of “Po­em­u­la­tions,” which, syn­di­cat­ed dai­ly in six­ty-sev­en lead­ing news­pa­pers, gave him one of the largest au­di­ences of any po­et in the world, but al­so an op­ti­mistic lec­tur­er and the cre­ator of “Ads that Add.” De­spite the search­ing phi­los­o­phy and high moral­i­ty of his vers­es, they were hu­mor­ous and eas­i­ly un­der­stood by any child of twelve; and it added a neat air of pleas­antry to them that they were set not as verse but as prose. Mr. Frink was known from Coast to Coast as “Chum.”

				With them were six wives, more or less—it was hard to tell, so ear­ly in the evening, as at first glance they all looked alike, and as they all said, “Oh, isn’t this nice!” in the same tone of de­ter­mined live­li­ness. To the eye, the men were less sim­i­lar: Lit­tle­field, a hedge-schol­ar, tall and horse-faced; Chum Frink, a tri­fle of a man with soft and mouse-like hair, ad­ver­tis­ing his pro­fes­sion as po­et by a silk cord on his eye­glass­es; Vir­gil Gunch, broad, with coarse black hair en brosse; Ed­die Swan­son, a bald and bounc­ing young man who showed his taste for el­e­gance by an evening waist­coat of fig­ured black silk with glass but­tons; Orville Jones, a steady-look­ing, stub­by, not very mem­o­rable per­son, with a hemp-col­ored tooth­brush mus­tache. Yet they were all so well fed and clean, they all shout­ed “ ’Evenin’, Georgie!” with such ro­bust­ness, that they seemed to be cousins, and the strange thing is that the longer one knew the wom­en, the less alike they seemed; while the longer one knew the men, the more alike their bold pat­terns ap­peared.

				The drink­ing of the cock­tails was as canon­i­cal a rite as the mix­ing. The com­pa­ny wait­ed, un­easi­ly, hope­ful­ly, agree­ing in a strained man­ner that the weath­er had been rather warm and slight­ly cold, but still Bab­bitt said noth­ing about drinks. They be­came de­spon­dent. But when the late cou­ple (the Swan­sons) had ar­rived, Bab­bitt hint­ed, “Well, folks, do you think you could stand break­ing the law a lit­tle?”

				They looked at Chum Frink, the rec­og­nized lord of lan­guage. Frink pulled at his eye­glass cord as at a bell-rope, he cleared his throat and said that which was the cus­tom:

				“I’ll tell you, George: I’m a law-abid­ing man, but they do say Verg Gunch is a reg­u­lar yegg, and of course he’s big­ger ’n I am, and I just can’t fig­ure out what I’d do if he tried to force me in­to any­thing crim­i­nal!”

				Gunch was roar­ing, “Well, I’ll take a chance—” when Frink held up his hand and went on, “So if Verg and you in­sist, Georgie, I’ll park my car on the wrong side of the street, be­cause I take it for grant­ed that’s the crime you’re hint­ing at!”

				There was a great deal of laugh­ter. Mrs. Jones as­sert­ed, “Mr. Frink is sim­ply too killing! You’d think he was so in­no­cent!”

				Bab­bitt clam­ored, “How did you guess it, Chum? Well, you-all just wait a mo­ment while I go out and get the—keys to your cars!” Through a froth of mer­ri­ment he brought the shin­ing prom­ise, the mighty tray of glass­es with the cloudy yel­low cock­tails in the glass pitch­er in the cen­ter. The men bab­bled, “Oh, gosh, have a look!” and “This gets me right where I live!” and “Let me at it!” But Chum Frink, a trav­eled man and not un­used to woes, was strick­en by the thought that the po­tion might be mere­ly fruit-juice with a lit­tle neu­tral spir­its. He looked tim­o­rous as Bab­bitt, a moist and ec­stat­ic al­moner, held out a glass, but as he tast­ed it he piped, “Oh, man, let me dream on! It ain’t true, but don’t wak­en me! Jus’ lemme slum­ber!”

				Two hours be­fore, Frink had com­plet­ed a news­pa­per lyric be­gin­ning:

				
					I sat alone and groused and thunk, and scratched my head and sighed and wunk, and groaned, There still are boobs, alack, who’d like the old-time gin-mill back; that den that makes a sage a loon, the vile and smelly old sa­loon! I’ll nev­er miss their poi­son booze, whilst I the bub­bling spring can use, that leaves my head at mer­ry morn as clear as any babe new­born!

				

				Bab­bitt drank with the oth­ers; his mo­ment’s de­pres­sion was gone; he per­ceived that these were the best fel­lows in the world; he want­ed to give them a thou­sand cock­tails. “Think you could stand an­oth­er?” he cried. The wives re­fused, with gig­gles, but the men, speak­ing in a wide, elab­o­rate, en­joy­able man­ner, gloat­ed, “Well, soon­er than have you get sore at me, Georgie—”

				“You got a lit­tle div­i­dend com­ing,” said Bab­bitt to each of them, and each in­toned, “Squeeze it, Georgie, squeeze it!”

				When, be­yond hope, the pitch­er was emp­ty, they stood and talked about pro­hi­bi­tion. The men leaned back on their heels, put their hands in their trousers-pock­ets, and pro­claimed their views with the boom­ing pro­fun­di­ty of a pros­per­ous male re­peat­ing a thor­ough­ly hack­neyed state­ment about a mat­ter of which he knows noth­ing what­ev­er.

				“Now, I’ll tell you,” said Vir­gil Gunch; “way I fig­ure it is this, and I can speak by the book, be­cause I’ve talked to a lot of doc­tors and fel­lows that ought to know, and the way I see it is that it’s a good thing to get rid of the sa­loon, but they ought to let a fel­low have beer and light wines.”

				Howard Lit­tle­field ob­served, “What isn’t gen­er­al­ly re­al­ized is that it’s a dan­ger­ous prop’sition to in­vade the rights of per­son­al lib­er­ty. Now, take this for in­stance: The King of—Bavaria? I think it was Bavaria—yes, Bavaria, it was—in 1862, March, 1862, he is­sued a procla­ma­tion against pub­lic graz­ing of live­stock. The peas­antry had stood for over­tax­a­tion with­out the slight­est com­plaint, but when this procla­ma­tion came out, they re­belled. Or it may have been Sax­ony. But it just goes to show the dan­gers of in­vad­ing the rights of per­son­al lib­er­ty.”

				“That’s it—no one got a right to in­vade per­son­al lib­er­ty,” said Orville Jones.

				“Just the same, you don’t want to for­get pro­hi­bi­tion is a mighty good thing for the work­ing-class­es. Keeps ’em from wast­ing their mon­ey and low­er­ing their pro­duc­tive­ness,” said Vir­gil Gunch.

				“Yes, that’s so. But the trou­ble is the man­ner of en­force­ment,” in­sist­ed Howard Lit­tle­field. “Con­gress didn’t un­der­stand the right sys­tem. Now, if I’d been run­ning the thing, I’d have ar­ranged it so that the drinker him­self was li­censed, and then we could have tak­en care of the shift­less work­man—kept him from drink­ing—and yet not ’ve in­ter­fered with the rights—with the per­son­al lib­er­ty—of fel­lows like our­selves.”

				They bobbed their heads, looked ad­mir­ing­ly at one an­oth­er, and stat­ed, “That’s so, that would be the stunt.”

				“The thing that wor­ries me is that a lot of these guys will take to co­caine,” sighed Ed­die Swan­son.

				They bobbed more vi­o­lent­ly, and groaned, “That’s so, there is a dan­ger of that.”

				Chum Frink chant­ed, “Oh, say, I got hold of a swell new re­ceipt for home­made beer the oth­er day. You take—”

				Gunch in­ter­rupt­ed, “Wait! Let me tell you mine!” Lit­tle­field snort­ed, “Beer! Rats! Thing to do is to fer­ment cider!” Jones in­sist­ed, “I’ve got the re­ceipt that does the busi­ness!” Swan­son begged, “Oh, say, lemme tell you the sto­ry—” But Frink went on res­o­lute­ly, “You take and save the shells from peas, and pour six gal­lons of wa­ter on a bushel of shells and boil the mix­ture till—”

				Mrs. Bab­bitt turned to­ward them with yearn­ing sweet­ness; Frink has­tened to fin­ish even his best beer-recipe; and she said gai­ly, “Din­ner is served.”

				There was a good deal of friend­ly ar­gu­ment among the men as to which should go in last, and while they were cross­ing the hall from the liv­ing-room to the din­ing-room Vir­gil Gunch made them laugh by thun­der­ing, “If I can’t sit next to Myra Bab­bitt and hold her hand un­der the ta­ble, I won’t play—I’m goin’ home.” In the din­ing-room they stood em­bar­rassed while Mrs. Bab­bitt flut­tered, “Now, let me see—Oh, I was go­ing to have some nice hand-paint­ed place-cards for you but—Oh, let me see; Mr. Frink, you sit there.”

				The din­ner was in the best style of wom­en’s-mag­a­zine art, where­by the sal­ad was served in hol­lowed ap­ples, and ev­ery­thing but the in­vin­ci­ble fried chick­en re­sem­bled some­thing else. Or­di­nar­i­ly the men found it hard to talk to the wom­en; flir­ta­tion was an art un­known on Flo­ral Heights, and the realms of of­fices and of kitchens had no al­liances. But un­der the in­spi­ra­tion of the cock­tails, con­ver­sa­tion was vi­o­lent. Each of the men still had a num­ber of im­por­tant things to say about pro­hi­bi­tion, and now that each had a loy­al lis­ten­er in his din­ner-part­ner he burst out:

				“I found a place where I can get all the hootch I want at eight a quart—”

				“Did you read about this fel­low that went and paid a thou­sand dol­lars for ten cas­es of red-eye that proved to be noth­ing but wa­ter? Seems this fel­low was stand­ing on the cor­ner and fel­low comes up to him—”

				“They say there’s a whole raft of stuff be­ing smug­gled across at De­troit—”

				“What I al­ways say is—what a lot of folks don’t re­al­ize about pro­hi­bi­tion—”

				“And then you get all this aw­ful poi­son stuff—wood al­co­hol and ev­ery­thing—”

				“Course I be­lieve in it on prin­ci­ple, but I don’t pro­pose to have any­body telling me what I got to think and do. No Amer­i­can’ll ev­er stand for that!”

				But they all felt that it was rather in bad taste for Orville Jones—and he not rec­og­nized as one of the wits of the oc­ca­sion any­way—to say, “In fact, the whole thing about pro­hi­bi­tion is this: it isn’t the ini­tial cost, it’s the hu­mid­i­ty.”

				Not till the one re­quired top­ic had been dealt with did the con­ver­sa­tion be­come gen­er­al.

				It was of­ten and ad­mir­ing­ly said of Vir­gil Gunch, “Gee, that fel­low can get away with mur­der! Why, he can pull a Raw One in mixed com­pa­ny and all the ladies’ll laugh their heads off, but me, gosh, if I crack any­thing that’s just the least bit off col­or I get the razz for fair!” Now Gunch de­light­ed them by cry­ing to Mrs. Ed­die Swan­son, youngest of the wom­en, “Lou­et­ta! I man­aged to pinch Ed­die’s doorkey out of his pock­et, and what say you and me sneak across the street when the folks aren’t look­ing? Got some­thing,” with a gor­geous leer, “aw­ful im­por­tant to tell you!”

				The wom­en wrig­gled, and Bab­bitt was stirred to like naugh­ti­ness. “Say, folks, I wished I dared show you a book I bor­rowed from Doc Pat­ten!”

				“Now, George! The idea!” Mrs. Bab­bitt warned him.

				“This book—racy isn’t the word! It’s some kind of an an­thro­po­log­i­cal re­port about—about Cus­toms, in the South Seas, and what it doesn’t say! It’s a book you can’t buy. Verg, I’ll lend it to you.”

				“Me first!” in­sist­ed Ed­die Swan­son. “Sounds spicy!”

				Orville Jones an­nounced, “Say, I heard a Good One the oth­er day about a cou­pla Swedes and their wives,” and, in the best Jew­ish ac­cent, he res­o­lute­ly car­ried the Good One to a slight­ly dis­in­fect­ed end­ing. Gunch capped it. But the cock­tails waned, the seek­ers dropped back in­to cau­tious re­al­i­ty.

				Chum Frink had re­cent­ly been on a lec­ture-tour among the small towns, and he chuck­led, “Aw­ful good to get back to civ­i­liza­tion! I cer­tain­ly been see­ing some hick towns! I mean—Course the folks there are the best on earth, but, gee whiz, those Main Street burgs are slow, and you fel­lows can’t hard­ly ap­pre­ci­ate what it means to be here with a bunch of live ones!”

				“You bet!” ex­ult­ed Orville Jones. “They’re the best folks on earth, those small-town folks, but, oh, ma­ma! what con­ver­sa­tion! Why, say, they can’t talk about any­thing but the weath­er and the ne-oo Ford, by heck­alo­rum!”

				“That’s right. They all talk about just the same things,” said Ed­die Swan­son.

				“Don’t they, though! They just say the same things over and over,” said Vir­gil Gunch.

				“Yes, it’s re­al­ly re­mark­able. They seem to lack all pow­er of look­ing at things im­per­son­al­ly. They sim­ply go over and over the same talk about Fords and the weath­er and so on,” said Howard Lit­tle­field.

				“Still, at that, you can’t blame ’em. They haven’t got any in­tel­lec­tu­al stim­u­lus such as you get up here in the city,” said Chum Frink.

				“Gosh, that’s right,” said Bab­bitt. “I don’t want you high­brows to get stuck on your­selves but I must say it keeps a fel­low right up on his toes to sit in with a po­et and with Howard, the guy that put the con in eco­nom­ics! But these small-town boobs, with no­body but each oth­er to talk to, no won­der they get so slop­py and un­cul­tured in their speech, and so balled-up in their think­ing!”

				Orville Jones com­ment­ed, “And, then take our oth­er ad­van­tages—the movies, frin­stance. These Yapville sports think they’re all-get-out if they have one change of bill a week, where here in the city you got your choice of a dozen diff’rent movies any evening you want to name!”

				“Sure, and the in­spi­ra­tion we get from rub­bing up against high-class hus­tlers ev­ery day and get­ting jam full of gin­ger,” said Ed­die Swan­son.

				“Same time,” said Bab­bitt, “no sense ex­cus­ing these rube burgs too easy. Fel­low’s own fault if he doesn’t show the ini­tia­tive to up and beat it to the city, like we done—did. And, just speak­ing in con­fi­dence among friends, they’re jeal­ous as the dev­il of a city man. Ev­ery time I go up to Cataw­ba I have to go around apol­o­giz­ing to the fel­lows I was brought up with be­cause I’ve more or less suc­ceed­ed and they haven’t. And if you talk nat­u­ral to ’em, way we do here, and show fi­nesse and what you might call a broad point of view, why, they think you’re putting on side. There’s my own half-broth­er Mar­tin—runs the lit­tle ole gen­er­al store my Dad used to keep. Say, I’ll bet he don’t know there is such a thing as a Tux—as a din­ner-jack­et. If he was to come in here now, he’d think we were a bunch of—of—Why, gosh, I swear, he wouldn’t know what to think! Yes, sir, they’re jeal­ous!”

				Chum Frink agreed, “That’s so. But what I mind is their lack of cul­ture and ap­pre­ci­a­tion of the Beau­ti­ful—if you’ll ex­cuse me for be­ing high­brow. Now, I like to give a high-class lec­ture, and read some of my best po­et­ry—not the news­pa­per stuff but the mag­a­zine things. But say, when I get out in the tall grass, there’s noth­ing will take but a lot of cheesy old sto­ries and slang and junk that if any of us were to in­dulge in it here, he’d get the gate so fast it would make his head swim.”

				Vir­gil Gunch summed it up: “Fact is, we’re mighty lucky to be liv­ing among a bunch of city-folks, that rec­og­nize artis­tic things and busi­ness-punch equal­ly. We’d feel pret­ty glum if we got stuck in some Main Street burg and tried to wise up the old codgers to the kind of life we’re used to here. But, by gol­ly, there’s this you got to say for ’em: Ev­ery small Amer­i­can town is try­ing to get pop­u­la­tion and mod­ern ideals. And darn if a lot of ’em don’t put it across! Some­body starts pan­ning a rube cross­roads, telling how he was there in 1900 and it con­sist­ed of one mud­dy street, count ’em, one, and nine hun­dred hu­man clams. Well, you go back there in 1920, and you find pave­ments and a swell lit­tle ho­tel and a first-class ladies’ ready-to-wear shop—re­al per­fec­tion, in fact! You don’t want to just look at what these small towns are, you want to look at what they’re aim­ing to be­come, and they all got an am­bi­tion that in the long run is go­ing to make ’em the finest spots on earth—they all want to be just like Zenith!”

			




				III

				How­ev­er in­ti­mate they might be with T. Chol­monde­ley Frink as a neigh­bor, as a bor­row­er of lawn-mow­ers and mon­key-wrench­es, they knew that he was al­so a Fa­mous Po­et and a dis­tin­guished ad­ver­tis­ing-agent; that be­hind his eas­i­ness were sul­try lit­er­ary mys­ter­ies which they could not pen­e­trate. But tonight, in the gin-evolved con­fi­dence, he ad­mit­ted them to the ar­canum:

				“I’ve got a lit­er­ary prob­lem that’s wor­ry­ing me to death. I’m do­ing a se­ries of ads for the Zeeco Car and I want to make each of ’em a re­al lit­tle gem—reg’lar stylis­tic stuff. I’m all for this the­o­ry that per­fec­tion is the stunt, or noth­ing at all, and these are as tough things as I ev­er tack­led. You might think it’d be hard­er to do my po­ems—all these Heart Top­ics: home and fire­side and hap­pi­ness—but they’re cinch­es. You can’t go wrong on ’em; you know what sen­ti­ments any de­cent go-ahead fel­low must have if he plays the game, and you stick right to ’em. But the po­et­ry of in­dus­tri­al­ism, now there’s a lit­er­ary line where you got to open up new ter­ri­to­ry. Do you know the fel­low who’s re­al­ly the Amer­i­can ge­nius? The fel­low who you don’t know his name and I don’t ei­ther, but his work ought to be pre­served so’s fu­ture gen­er­a­tions can judge our Amer­i­can thought and orig­i­nal­i­ty to­day? Why, the fel­low that writes the Prince Al­bert To­bac­co ads! Just lis­ten to this:

				
					It’s P. A. that jams such joy in jim­my pipes. Say—bet you’ve of­ten bent-an-ear to that spill-of-speech about hop­ping from five to f-i-f-t-y p-e-r by ‘step­ping on her a bit!’ Guess that’s go­ing some, all right—But just among our­selves, you bet­ter start a rapid­whiz sys­tem to keep tabs as to how fast you’ll buzz from low smoke spir­its to Tip-Top-High—once you line up be­hind a jim­my pipe that’s all aglow with that peach-of-a-pal, Prince Al­bert.

					Prince Al­bert is john-on-the-job—al­ways joy’us­ly more-ish in fla­vor; al­ways de­light­ful­ly cool and fra­grant! For a fact, you nev­er hooked such dou­ble-decked, cop­per-riv­et­ed, two-fist­ed smoke en­joy­ment!

					Go to a pipe—speed-o-quick like you light on a good thing! Why—packed with Prince Al­bert you can play a joy’us jim­my straight across the boards! And you know what that means!”

				

				“Now that,” car­oled the mo­tor agent, Ed­die Swan­son, “that’s what I call he-lit­er­a­ture! That Prince Al­bert fel­low—though, gosh, there can’t be just one fel­low that writes ’em; must be a big board of classy ink-slingers in con­fer­ence, but any­way: now, him, he doesn’t write for long-haired pik­ers, he writes for Reg­u­lar Guys, he writes for me, and I tip my ben­ny to him! The on­ly thing is: I won­der if it sells the goods? Course, like all these po­ets, this Prince Al­bert fel­low lets his idea run away with him. It makes el­e­gant read­ing, but it don’t say noth­ing. I’d nev­er go out and buy Prince Al­bert To­bac­co af­ter read­ing it, be­cause it doesn’t tell me any­thing about the stuff. It’s just a bunch of fluff.”

				Frink faced him: “Oh, you’re crazy! Have I got to sell you the idea of Style? Any­way that’s the kind of stuff I’d like to do for the Zeeco. But I sim­ply can’t. So I de­cid­ed to stick to the straight po­et­ic, and I took a shot at a high­brow ad for the Zeeco. How do you like this:

				
					The long white trail is call­ing—call­ing—and it’s over the hills and far away for ev­ery man or wom­an that has red blood in his veins and on his lips the an­cient song of the buc­ca­neers. It’s away with dull drudg­ing, and a fig for care. Speed—glo­ri­ous Speed—it’s more than just a mo­ment’s ex­hil­a­ra­tion—it’s Life for you and me! This great new truth the mak­ers of the Zeeco Car have con­sid­ered as much as price and style. It’s fleet as the an­te­lope, smooth as the glide of a swal­low, yet pow­er­ful as the charge of a bull-ele­phant. Class breathes in ev­ery line. Lis­ten, broth­er! You’ll nev­er know what the high art of hik­ing is till you Try Life’s Zip­pingest Zest—The Zec­co!”

				

				“Yes,” Frink mused, “that’s got an el­e­gant col­or to it, if I do say so, but it ain’t got the orig­i­nal­i­ty of ‘spill-of-speech!’ ” The whole com­pa­ny sighed with sym­pa­thy and ad­mi­ra­tion.

			


		
			Chapter IX

			
				I

				Bab­bitt was fond of his friends, he loved the im­por­tance of be­ing host and shout­ing, “Cer­tain­ly, you’re go­ing to have smore chick­en—the idea!” and he ap­pre­ci­at­ed the ge­nius of T. Chol­monde­ley Frink, but the vig­or of the cock­tails was gone, and the more he ate the less joy­ful he felt. Then the ami­ty of the din­ner was de­stroyed by the nag­ging of the Swan­sons.

				In Flo­ral Heights and the oth­er pros­per­ous sec­tions of Zenith, es­pe­cial­ly in the “young mar­ried set,” there were many wom­en who had noth­ing to do. Though they had few ser­vants, yet with gas stoves, elec­tric ranges and dish­wash­ers and vac­u­um clean­ers, and tiled kitchen walls, their hous­es were so con­ve­nient that they had lit­tle house­work, and much of their food came from bak­eries and del­i­catessens. They had but two, one, or no chil­dren; and de­spite the myth that the Great War had made work re­spectable, their hus­bands ob­ject­ed to their “wast­ing time and get­ting a lot of crank ideas” in un­paid so­cial work, and still more to their caus­ing a ru­mor, by earn­ing mon­ey, that they were not ad­e­quate­ly sup­port­ed. They worked per­haps two hours a day, and the rest of the time they ate choco­lates, went to the mo­tion-pic­tures, went win­dow-shop­ping, went in gos­sip­ing twos and threes to card-par­ties, read mag­a­zines, thought tim­o­rous­ly of the lovers who nev­er ap­peared, and ac­cu­mu­lat­ed a splen­did rest­less­ness which they got rid of by nag­ging their hus­bands. The hus­bands nagged back.

				Of these nag­gers the Swan­sons were per­fect spec­i­mens.

				Through­out the din­ner Ed­die Swan­son had been com­plain­ing, pub­licly, about his wife’s new frock. It was, he sub­mit­ted, too short, too low, too im­mod­est­ly thin, and much too ex­pen­sive. He ap­pealed to Bab­bitt:

				“Hon­est, George, what do you think of that rag Lou­et­ta went and bought? Don’t you think it’s the lim­it?”

				“What’s eat­ing you, Ed­die? I call it a swell lit­tle dress.”

				“Oh, it is, Mr. Swan­son. It’s a sweet frock,” Mrs. Bab­bitt protest­ed.

				“There now, do you see, smar­ty! You’re such an au­thor­i­ty on clothes!” Lou­et­ta raged, while the guests ru­mi­nat­ed and peeped at her shoul­ders.

				“That’s all right now,” said Swan­son. “I’m au­thor­i­ty enough so I know it was a waste of mon­ey, and it makes me tired to see you not wear­ing out a whole clos­et­ful of clothes you got al­ready. I’ve ex­pressed my idea about this be­fore, and you know good and well you didn’t pay the least bit of at­ten­tion. I have to camp on your trail to get you to do any­thing—”

				There was much more of it, and they all as­sist­ed, all but Bab­bitt. Ev­ery­thing about him was dim ex­cept his stom­ach, and that was a bright scar­let dis­tur­bance. “Had too much grub; oughtn’t to eat this stuff,” he groaned—while he went on eat­ing, while he gulped down a chill and gluti­nous slice of the ice-cream brick, and co­conut cake as oozy as shav­ing-cream. He felt as though he had been stuffed with clay; his body was burst­ing, his throat was burst­ing, his brain was hot mud; and on­ly with agony did he con­tin­ue to smile and shout as be­came a host on Flo­ral Heights.

				He would, ex­cept for his guests, have fled out­doors and walked off the in­tox­i­ca­tion of food, but in the haze which filled the room they sat for­ev­er, talk­ing, talk­ing, while he ag­o­nized, “Darn fool to be eat­ing all this—not ’nother mouth­ful,” and dis­cov­ered that he was again tast­ing the sick­ly wel­ter of melt­ed ice cream on his plate. There was no mag­ic in his friends; he was not up­lift­ed when Howard Lit­tle­field pro­duced from his trea­sure-house of schol­ar­ship the in­for­ma­tion that the chem­i­cal sym­bol for raw rub­ber is C10H16, which turns in­to iso­prene, or 2C5H8. Sud­den­ly, with­out prece­dent, Bab­bitt was not mere­ly bored but ad­mit­ting that he was bored. It was ec­sta­sy to es­cape from the ta­ble, from the tor­ture of a straight chair, and loll on the dav­en­port in the liv­ing-room.

				The oth­ers, from their fit­ful un­con­vinc­ing talk, their ex­pres­sions of be­ing slow­ly and painful­ly smoth­ered, seemed to be suf­fer­ing from the toil of so­cial life and the hor­ror of good food as much as him­self. All of them ac­cept­ed with re­lief the sug­ges­tion of bridge.

				Bab­bitt re­cov­ered from the feel­ing of be­ing boiled. He won at bridge. He was again able to en­dure Vir­gil Gunch’s in­ex­orable hearti­ness. But he pic­tured loaf­ing with Paul Ries­ling be­side a lake in Maine. It was as over­pow­er­ing and imag­i­na­tive as home­sick­ness. He had nev­er seen Maine, yet he be­held the shroud­ed moun­tains, the tran­quil lake of evening. “That boy Paul’s worth all these bal­ly­hoo­ing high­brows put to­geth­er,” he mut­tered; and, “I’d like to get away from—ev­ery­thing.”

				Even Lou­et­ta Swan­son did not rouse him.

				Mrs. Swan­son was pret­ty and pli­ant. Bab­bitt was not an an­a­lyst of wom­en, ex­cept as to their tastes in Fur­nished Hous­es to Rent. He di­vid­ed them in­to Re­al Ladies, Work­ing Wom­en, Old Cranks, and Fly Chick­ens. He mooned over their charms but he was of opin­ion that all of them (save the wom­en of his own fam­i­ly) were “dif­fer­ent” and “mys­te­ri­ous.” Yet he had known by in­stinct that Lou­et­ta Swan­son could be ap­proached. Her eyes and lips were moist. Her face ta­pered from a broad fore­head to a point­ed chin, her mouth was thin but strong and avid, and be­tween her brows were two out­curv­ing and pas­sion­ate wrin­kles. She was thir­ty, per­haps, or younger. Gos­sip had nev­er touched her, but ev­ery man nat­u­ral­ly and in­stant­ly rose to flir­ta­tious­ness when he spoke to her, and ev­ery wom­an watched her with stilled blank­ness.

				Be­tween games, sit­ting on the dav­en­port, Bab­bitt spoke to her with the req­ui­site gal­lantry, that sonorous Flo­ral Heights gal­lantry which is not flir­ta­tion but a ter­ri­fied flight from it: “You’re look­ing like a new so­da-foun­tain to night, Lou­et­ta.”

				“Am I?”

				“Ole Ed­die kind of on the ram­page.”

				“Yes. I get so sick of it.”

				“Well, when you get tired of hub­by, you can run off with Un­cle George.”

				“If I ran away—Oh, well—”

				“Any­body ev­er tell you your hands are aw­ful pret­ty?”

				She looked down at them, she pulled the lace of her sleeves over them, but oth­er­wise she did not heed him. She was lost in un­ex­pressed imag­in­ings.

				Bab­bitt was too lan­guid this evening to pur­sue his du­ty of be­ing a cap­ti­vat­ing (though strict­ly moral) male. He am­bled back to the bridge-ta­bles. He was not much thrilled when Mrs. Frink, a small twit­ter­ing wom­an, pro­posed that they “try and do some spir­i­tu­al­ism and ta­ble-tip­ping—you know Chum can make the spir­its come—hon­est, he just scares me!”

				The ladies of the par­ty had not emerged all evening, but now, as the sex giv­en to things of the spir­it while the men warred against base things ma­te­ri­al, they took com­mand and cried, “Oh, let’s!” In the dim­ness the men were rather solemn and fool­ish, but the good­wives quiv­ered and adored as they sat about the ta­ble. They laughed, “Now, you be good or I’ll tell!” when the men took their hands in the cir­cle.

				Bab­bitt tin­gled with a slight re­turn of in­ter­est in life as Lou­et­ta Swan­son’s hand closed on his with qui­et firm­ness.

				All of them hunched over, in­tent. They star­tled as some­one drew a strained breath. In the dusty light from the hall they looked un­re­al, they felt dis­em­bod­ied. Mrs. Gunch squeaked, and they jumped with un­nat­u­ral joc­u­lar­i­ty, but at Frink’s hiss they sank in­to sub­dued awe. Sud­den­ly, in­cred­i­bly, they heard a knock­ing. They stared at Frink’s half-re­vealed hands and found them ly­ing still. They wrig­gled, and pre­tend­ed not to be im­pressed.

				Frink spoke with grav­i­ty: “Is some­one there?” A thud. “Is one knock to be the sign for ‘yes’?” A thud. “And two for ‘no’?” A thud.

				“Now, ladies and gen­tle­men, shall we ask the guide to put us in­to com­mu­ni­ca­tion with the spir­it of some great one passed over?” Frink mum­bled.

				Mrs. Orville Jones begged, “Oh, let’s talk to Dante! We stud­ied him at the Read­ing Cir­cle. You know who he was, Orvy.”

				“Cer­tain­ly I know who he was! The Wop po­et. Where do you think I was raised?” from her in­sult­ed hus­band.

				“Sure—the fel­low that took the Cook’s Tour to Hell. I’ve nev­er wad­ed through his po’try, but we learned about him in the U.,” said Bab­bitt.

				“Page Mr. Dannnnnty!” in­toned Ed­die Swan­son.

				“You ought to get him easy, Mr. Frink, you and he be­ing fel­low-po­ets,” said Lou­et­ta Swan­son.

				“Fel­low-po­ets, rats! Where d’ you get that stuff?” protest­ed Vir­gil Gunch. “I sup­pose Dante showed a lot of speed for an old-timer—not that I’ve ac­tu­al­ly read him, of course—but to come right down to hard facts, he wouldn’t stand one-two-three if he had to buck­le down to prac­ti­cal lit­er­a­ture and turn out a po­em for the news­pa­per-syn­di­cate ev­ery day, like Chum does!”

				“That’s so,” from Ed­die Swan­son. “Those old birds could take their time. Ju­das Priest, I could write po­et­ry my­self if I had a whole year for it, and just wrote about that old-fash­ioned junk like Dante wrote about.”

				Frink de­mand­ed, “Hush, now! I’ll call him … O, Laugh­ing Eyes, emerge forth in­to the, uh, the ul­ti­mates and bring hith­er the spir­it of Dante, that we mor­tals may list to his words of wis­dom.”

				“You for­got to give um the ad­dress: 1658 Brim­stone Av­enue, Fiery Heights, Hell,” Gunch chuck­led, but the oth­ers felt that this was ir­re­li­gious. And be­sides—“prob­a­bly it was just Chum mak­ing the knocks, but still, if there did hap­pen to be some­thing to all this, be ex­cit­ing to talk to an old fel­low be­long­ing to—way back in ear­ly times—”

				A thud. The spir­it of Dante had come to the par­lor of George F. Bab­bitt.

				He was, it seemed, quite ready to an­swer their ques­tions. He was “glad to be with them, this evening.”

				Frink spelled out the mes­sages by run­ning through the al­pha­bet till the spir­it in­ter­preter knocked at the right let­ter.

				Lit­tle­field asked, in a learned tone, “Do you like it in the Par­adiso, Mes­sire?”

				“We are very hap­py on the high­er plane, Sig­nor. We are glad that you are study­ing this great truth of spir­i­tu­al­ism,” Dante replied.

				The cir­cle moved with an awed creak­ing of stays and shirt­fronts. “Sup­pose—sup­pose there were some­thing to this?”

				Bab­bitt had a dif­fer­ent wor­ry. “Sup­pose Chum Frink was re­al­ly one of these spir­i­tu­al­ists! Chum had, for a lit­er­ary fel­low, al­ways seemed to be a Reg­u­lar Guy; he be­longed to the Chatham Road Pres­by­te­ri­an Church and went to the Boost­ers’ lunch­es and liked cigars and mo­tors and racy sto­ries. But sup­pose that se­cret­ly—Af­ter all, you nev­er could tell about these darn high­brows; and to be an out-and-out spir­i­tu­al­ist would be al­most like be­ing a so­cial­ist!”

				No one could long be se­ri­ous in the pres­ence of Vir­gil Gunch. “Ask Dant’ how Jack Shake­speare and old Verg’—the guy they named af­ter me—are get­tin’ along, and don’t they wish they could get in­to the movie game!” he blared, and in­stant­ly all was mirth. Mrs. Jones shrieked, and Ed­die Swan­son de­sired to know whether Dante didn’t catch cold with noth­ing on but his wreath.

				The pleased Dante made hum­ble an­swer.

				But Bab­bitt—the curst dis­con­tent was tor­tur­ing him again, and heav­i­ly, in the im­per­son­al dark­ness, he pon­dered, “I don’t—We’re all so flip and think we’re so smart. There’d be—A fel­low like Dante—I wish I’d read some of his pieces. I don’t sup­pose I ev­er will, now.”

				He had, with­out ex­pla­na­tion, the im­pres­sion of a slag­gy cliff and on it, in sil­hou­ette against men­ac­ing clouds, a lone and aus­tere fig­ure. He was dis­mayed by a sud­den con­tempt for his surest friends. He grasped Lou­et­ta Swan­son’s hand, and found the com­fort of hu­man warmth. Habit came, a vet­er­an war­rior; and he shook him­self. “What the deuce is the mat­ter with me, this evening?”

				He pat­ted Lou­et­ta’s hand, to in­di­cate that he hadn’t meant any­thing im­prop­er by squeez­ing it, and de­mand­ed of Frink, “Say, see if you can get old Dant’ to spiel us some of his po­et­ry. Talk up to him. Tell him, ‘Bue­na gior­na, señor, com sa va, wie geht’s? Kesker­sayk­er­sa a lit­tle pome, señor?’ ”

			




				II

				The lights were switched on; the wom­en sat on the fronts of their chairs in that de­ter­mined sus­pense where­by a wife in­di­cates that as soon as the present speak­er has fin­ished, she is go­ing to re­mark bright­ly to her hus­band, “Well, dear, I think per­haps it’s about time for us to be say­ing good night.” For once Bab­bitt did not break out in blus­ter­ing ef­forts to keep the par­ty go­ing. He had—there was some­thing he wished to think out—But the psy­chi­cal re­search had start­ed them off again. (“Why didn’t they go home! Why didn’t they go home!”) Though he was im­pressed by the pro­fun­di­ty of the state­ment, he was on­ly half-en­thu­si­as­tic when Howard Lit­tle­field lec­tured, “The Unit­ed States is the on­ly na­tion in which the gov­ern­ment is a Moral Ide­al and not just a so­cial ar­range­ment.” (“True—true—weren’t they ev­er go­ing home?”) He was usu­al­ly de­light­ed to have an “in­side view” of the mo­men­tous world of mo­tors but tonight he scarce­ly lis­tened to Ed­die Swan­son’s rev­e­la­tion: “If you want to go above the Javelin class, the Zeeco is a mighty good buy. Cou­ple weeks ago, and mind you, this was a fair, square test, they took a Zeeco stock tour­ing-car and they slid up the Tonawan­da hill on high, and fel­low told me—” (“Zeeco good boat but—Were they plan­ning to stay all night?”)

				They re­al­ly were go­ing, with a flut­ter of “We did have the best time!”

				Most ag­gres­sive­ly friend­ly of all was Bab­bitt, yet as he bur­bled he was re­flect­ing, “I got through it, but for a while there I didn’t hard­ly think I’d last out.” He pre­pared to taste that most del­i­cate plea­sure of the host: mak­ing fun of his guests in the re­lax­ation of mid­night. As the door closed he yawned volup­tuous­ly, chest out, shoul­ders wrig­gling, and turned cyn­i­cal­ly to his wife.

				She was beam­ing. “Oh, it was nice, wasn’t it! I know they en­joyed ev­ery minute of it. Don’t you think so?”

				He couldn’t do it. He couldn’t mock. It would have been like sneer­ing at a hap­py child. He lied pon­der­ous­ly: “You bet! Best par­ty this year, by a long shot.”

				“Wasn’t the din­ner good! And hon­est­ly I thought the fried chick­en was de­li­cious!”

				“You bet! Fried to the Queen’s taste. Best fried chick­en I’ve tast­ed for a coon’s age.”

				“Didn’t Matil­da fry it beau­ti­ful­ly! And don’t you think the soup was sim­ply de­li­cious?”

				“It cer­tain­ly was! It was cork­ing! Best soup I’ve tast­ed since Heck was a pup!” But his voice was seep­ing away. They stood in the hall, un­der the elec­tric light in its square box­like shade of red glass bound with nick­el. She stared at him.

				“Why, George, you don’t sound—you sound as if you hadn’t re­al­ly en­joyed it.”

				“Sure I did! Course I did!”

				“George! What is it?”

				“Oh, I’m kind of tired, I guess. Been pound­ing pret­ty hard at the of­fice. Need to get away and rest up a lit­tle.”

				“Well, we’re go­ing to Maine in just a few weeks now, dear.” “Yuh—” Then he was pour­ing it out naked­ly, robbed of ret­i­cence. “Myra: I think it’d be a good thing for me to get up there ear­ly.”

				“But you have this man you have to meet in New York about busi­ness.”

				“What man? Oh, sure. Him. Oh, that’s all off. But I want to hit Maine ear­ly—get in a lit­tle fish­ing, catch me a big trout, by gol­ly!” A ner­vous, ar­ti­fi­cial laugh.

				“Well, why don’t we do it? Verona and Matil­da can run the house be­tween them, and you and I can go any time, if you think we can af­ford it.”

				“But that’s—I’ve been feel­ing so jumpy late­ly, I thought maybe it might be a good thing if I kind of got off by my­self and sweat it out of me.”

				“George! Don’t you want me to go along?” She was too wretch­ed­ly in earnest to be trag­ic, or glo­ri­ous­ly in­sult­ed, or any­thing save dumpy and de­fense­less and flushed to the red steami­ness of a boiled beet.

				“Of course I do! I just meant—” Re­mem­ber­ing that Paul Ries­ling had pre­dict­ed this, he was as des­per­ate as she. “I mean, some­times it’s a good thing for an old grouch like me to go off and get it out of his sys­tem.” He tried to sound pa­ter­nal. “Then when you and the kids ar­rive—I fig­ured maybe I might skip up to Maine just a few days ahead of you—I’d be ready for a re­al bat, see how I mean?” He coaxed her with large boom­ing sounds, with af­fa­ble smiles, like a pop­u­lar preach­er bless­ing an East­er con­gre­ga­tion, like a hu­mor­ous lec­tur­er com­plet­ing his stint of elo­quence, like all per­pe­tra­tors of mas­cu­line wiles.

				She stared at him, the joy of fes­ti­val drained from her face. “Do I both­er you when we go on va­ca­tions? Don’t I add any­thing to your fun?”

				He broke. Sud­den­ly, dread­ful­ly, he was hys­ter­i­cal, he was a yelp­ing ba­by. “Yes, yes, yes! Hell, yes! But can’t you un­der­stand I’m shot to pieces? I’m all in! I got to take care of my­self! I tell you, I got to—I’m sick of ev­ery­thing and ev­ery­body! I got to—”

				It was she who was ma­ture and pro­tec­tive now. “Why, of course! You shall run off by your­self! Why don’t you get Paul to go along, and you boys just fish and have a good time?” She pat­ted his shoul­der—reach­ing up to it—while he shook with palsied help­less­ness, and in that mo­ment was not mere­ly by habit fond of her but clung to her strength.

				She cried cheer­i­ly, “Now up­stairs you go, and pop in­to bed. We’ll fix it all up. I’ll see to the doors. Now skip!”

				For many min­utes, for many hours, for a bleak eter­ni­ty, he lay awake, shiv­er­ing, re­duced to prim­i­tive ter­ror, com­pre­hend­ing that he had won free­dom, and won­der­ing what he could do with any­thing so un­known and so em­bar­rass­ing as free­dom.

			


		
			Chapter X

			
				I

				No apart­ment-house in Zenith had more res­o­lute­ly ex­per­i­ment­ed in con­den­sa­tion than the Rev­el­stoke Arms, in which Paul and Zil­la Ries­ling had a flat. By slid­ing the beds in­to low clos­ets the bed­rooms were con­vert­ed in­to liv­ing-rooms. The kitchens were cup­boards each con­tain­ing an elec­tric range, a cop­per sink, a glass re­frig­er­a­tor, and, very in­ter­mit­tent­ly, a Balkan maid. Ev­ery­thing about the Arms was ex­ces­sive­ly mod­ern, and ev­ery­thing was com­pressed—ex­cept the garages.

				The Bab­bitts were call­ing on the Ries­lings at the Arms. It was a spec­u­la­tive ven­ture to call on the Ries­lings; in­ter­est­ing and some­times dis­con­cert­ing. Zil­la was an ac­tive, stri­dent, full-blown, high-bo­somed blonde. When she con­de­scend­ed to be good-hu­mored she was ner­vous­ly amus­ing. Her com­ments on peo­ple were salti­ly satir­ic and pen­e­tra­tive of ac­cept­ed hypocrisies. “That’s so!” you said, and looked sheep­ish. She danced wild­ly, and called on the world to be mer­ry, but in the midst of it she would turn in­dig­nant. She was al­ways be­com­ing in­dig­nant. Life was a plot against her and she ex­posed it fu­ri­ous­ly.

				She was af­fa­ble tonight. She mere­ly hint­ed that Orville Jones wore a toupe, that Mrs. T. Chol­monde­ley Frink’s singing re­sem­bled a Ford go­ing in­to high, and that the Hon. Otis Dee­ble, may­or of Zenith and can­di­date for Con­gress, was a flat­u­lent fool (which was quite true). The Bab­bitts and Ries­lings sat doubt­ful­ly on stone-hard bro­cade chairs in the small liv­ing-room of the flat, with its man­tel un­pro­vid­ed with a fire­place, and its strip of heavy gilt fab­ric up­on a glar­ing new play­er-pi­ano, till Mrs. Ries­ling shrieked, “Come on! Let’s put some pep in it! Get out your fid­dle, Paul, and I’ll try to make Georgie dance de­cent­ly.”

				The Bab­bitts were in earnest. They were plot­ting for the es­cape to Maine. But when Mrs. Bab­bitt hint­ed with plump smil­ing­ness, “Does Paul get as tired af­ter the win­ter’s work as Georgie does?” then Zil­la re­mem­bered an in­jury; and when Zil­la Ries­ling re­mem­bered an in­jury the world stopped till some­thing had been done about it.

				“Does he get tired? No, he doesn’t get tired, he just goes crazy, that’s all! You think Paul is so rea­son­able, oh, yes, and he loves to make out he’s a lit­tle lamb, but he’s stub­born as a mule. Oh, if you had to live with him—! You’d find out how sweet he is! He just pre­tends to be meek so he can have his own way. And me, I get the cred­it for be­ing a ter­ri­ble old crank, but if I didn’t blow up once in a while and get some­thing start­ed, we’d die of dry-rot. He nev­er wants to go any place and—Why, last evening, just be­cause the car was out of or­der—and that was his fault, too, be­cause he ought to have tak­en it to the ser­vice-sta­tion and had the bat­tery looked at—and he didn’t want to go down to the movies on the trol­ley. But we went, and then there was one of those im­pu­dent con­duc­tors, and Paul wouldn’t do a thing.

				“I was stand­ing on the plat­form wait­ing for the peo­ple to let me in­to the car, and this beast, this con­duc­tor, hollered at me, ‘Come on, you, move up!’ Why, I’ve nev­er had any­body speak to me that way in all my life! I was so as­ton­ished I just turned to him and said—I thought there must be some mis­take, and so I said to him, per­fect­ly pleas­ant, ‘Were you speak­ing to me?’ and he went on and bel­lowed at me, ‘Yes, I was! You’re keep­ing the whole car from start­ing!’ he said, and then I saw he was one of these dirty ill-bred hogs that kind­ness is wast­ed on, and so I stopped and looked right at him, and I said, ‘I—beg—your—par­don, I am not do­ing any­thing of the kind,’ I said, ‘it’s the peo­ple ahead of me, who won’t move up,’ I said, ‘and fur­ther­more, let me tell you, young man, that you’re a low-down, foul-mouthed, im­per­ti­nent skunk,’ I said, ‘and you’re no gen­tle­man! I cer­tain­ly in­tend to re­port you, and we’ll see,’ I said, ‘whether a la­dy is to be in­sult­ed by any drunk­en bum that choos­es to put on a ragged uni­form, and I’d thank you,’ I said, ‘to keep your filthy abuse to your­self.’ And then I wait­ed for Paul to show he was half a man and come to my de­fense, and he just stood there and pre­tend­ed he hadn’t heard a word, and so I said to him, ‘Well,’ I said—”

				“Oh, cut it, cut it, Zill!” Paul groaned. “We all know I’m a mol­ly­cod­dle, and you’re a ten­der bud, and let’s let it go at that.”

				“Let it go?” Zil­la’s face was wrin­kled like the Medusa, her voice was a dag­ger of cor­rod­ed brass. She was full of the joy of right­eous­ness and bad tem­per. She was a cru­sad­er and, like ev­ery cru­sad­er, she ex­ult­ed in the op­por­tu­ni­ty to be vi­cious in the name of virtue. “Let it go? If peo­ple knew how many things I’ve let go—”

				“Oh, quit be­ing such a bul­ly.”

				“Yes, a fine fig­ure you’d cut if I didn’t bul­ly you! You’d lie abed till noon and play your id­i­ot­ic fid­dle till mid­night! You’re born lazy, and you’re born shift­less, and you’re born cow­ard­ly, Paul Ries­ling—”

				“Oh, now, don’t say that, Zil­la; you don’t mean a word of it!” protest­ed Mrs. Bab­bitt.

				“I will say that, and I mean ev­ery sin­gle last word of it!”

				“Oh, now, Zil­la, the idea!” Mrs. Bab­bitt was ma­ter­nal and fussy. She was no old­er than Zil­la, but she seemed so—at first. She was placid and puffy and ma­ture, where Zil­la, at forty-five, was so bleached and tight-corset­ed that you knew on­ly that she was old­er than she looked. “The idea of talk­ing to poor Paul like that!”

				“Poor Paul is right! We’d both be poor, we’d be in the poor­house, if I didn’t jazz him up!”

				“Why, now, Zil­la, Georgie and I were just say­ing how hard Paul’s been work­ing all year, and we were think­ing it would be love­ly if the Boys could run off by them­selves. I’ve been coax­ing George to go up to Maine ahead of the rest of us, and get the tired out of his sys­tem be­fore we come, and I think it would be love­ly if Paul could man­age to get away and join him.”

				At this ex­po­sure of his plot to es­cape, Paul was star­tled out of im­pas­siv­i­ty. He rubbed his fin­gers. His hands twitched.

				Zil­la bayed, “Yes! You’re lucky! You can let George go, and not have to watch him. Fat old Georgie! Nev­er peeps at an­oth­er wom­an! Hasn’t got the spunk!”

				“The hell I haven’t!” Bab­bitt was fer­vent­ly de­fend­ing his price­less im­moral­i­ty when Paul in­ter­rupt­ed him—and Paul looked dan­ger­ous. He rose quick­ly; he said gen­tly to Zil­la:

				“I sup­pose you im­ply I have a lot of sweet­hearts.”

				“Yes, I do!”

				“Well, then, my dear, since you ask for it—There hasn’t been a time in the last ten years when I haven’t found some nice lit­tle girl to com­fort me, and as long as you con­tin­ue your ami­a­bil­i­ty I shall prob­a­bly con­tin­ue to de­ceive you. It isn’t hard. You’re so stupid.”

				Zil­la gib­bered; she howled; words could not be dis­tin­guished in her slaver of abuse.

				Then the bland George F. Bab­bitt was trans­formed. If Paul was dan­ger­ous, if Zil­la was a snake-locked fury, if the neat emo­tions suit­able to the Rev­el­stoke Arms had been slashed in­to raw ha­treds, it was Bab­bitt who was the most for­mi­da­ble. He leaped up. He seemed very large. He seized Zil­la’s shoul­der. The cau­tions of the bro­ker were wiped from his face, and his voice was cru­el:

				“I’ve had enough of all this damn non­sense! I’ve known you for twen­ty-five years, Zil, and I nev­er knew you to miss a chance to take your dis­ap­point­ments out on Paul. You’re not wicked. You’re worse. You’re a fool. And let me tell you that Paul is the finest boy God ev­er made. Ev­ery de­cent per­son is sick and tired of your tak­ing ad­van­tage of be­ing a wom­an and spring­ing ev­ery mean in­nu­en­do you can think of. Who the hell are you that a per­son like Paul should have to ask your per­mis­sion to go with me? You act like you were a com­bi­na­tion of Queen Vic­to­ria and Cleopa­tra. You fool, can’t you see how peo­ple snick­er at you, and sneer at you?”

				Zil­la was sob­bing, “I’ve nev­er—I’ve nev­er—no­body ev­er talked to me like this in all my life!”

				“No, but that’s the way they talk be­hind your back! Al­ways! They say you’re a scold­ing old wom­an. Old, by God!”

				That cow­ard­ly at­tack broke her. Her eyes were blank. She wept. But Bab­bitt glared stolid­ly. He felt that he was the all-pow­er­ful of­fi­cial in charge; that Paul and Mrs. Bab­bitt looked on him with awe; that he alone could han­dle this case.

				Zil­la writhed. She begged, “Oh, they don’t!”

				“They cer­tain­ly do!”

				“I’ve been a bad wom­an! I’m ter­ri­bly sor­ry! I’ll kill my­self! I’ll do any­thing. Oh, I’ll—What do you want?”

				She abased her­self com­plete­ly. Al­so, she en­joyed it. To the con­nois­seur of scenes, noth­ing is more en­joy­able than a thor­ough, melo­dra­mat­ic, ego­is­tic hu­mil­i­ty.

				“I want you to let Paul beat it off to Maine with me,” Bab­bitt de­mand­ed.

				“How can I help his go­ing? You’ve just said I was an id­iot and no­body paid any at­ten­tion to me.”

				“Oh, you can help it, all right, all right! What you got to do is to cut out hint­ing that the minute he gets out of your sight, he’ll go chas­ing af­ter some pet­ti­coat. Mat­ter fact, that’s the way you start the boy off wrong. You ought to have more sense—”

				“Oh, I will, hon­est­ly, I will, George. I know I was bad. Oh, for­give me, all of you, for­give me—”

				She en­joyed it.

				So did Bab­bitt. He con­demned mag­nif­i­cent­ly and for­gave pi­ous­ly, and as he went parad­ing out with his wife he was grand­ly ex­plana­to­ry to her:

				“Kind of a shame to bul­ly Zil­la, but course it was the on­ly way to han­dle her. Gosh, I cer­tain­ly did have her crawl­ing!”

				She said calm­ly, “Yes. You were hor­rid. You were show­ing off. You were hav­ing a love­ly time think­ing what a great fine per­son you were!”

				“Well, by gol­ly! Can you beat it! Of course I might of ex­pect­ed you to not stand by me! I might of ex­pect­ed you’d stick up for your own sex!”

				“Yes. Poor Zil­la, she’s so un­hap­py. She takes it out on Paul. She hasn’t a sin­gle thing to do, in that lit­tle flat. And she broods too much. And she used to be so pret­ty and gay, and she re­sents los­ing it. And you were just as nasty and mean as you could be. I’m not a bit proud of you—or of Paul, boast­ing about his hor­rid love-af­fairs!”

				He was sulk­i­ly silent; he main­tained his bad tem­per at a high lev­el of out­raged no­bil­i­ty all the four blocks home. At the door he left her, in self-ap­prov­ing haugh­ti­ness, and tramped the lawn.

				With a shock it was re­vealed to him: “Gosh, I won­der if she was right—if she was part­ly right?” Over­work must have flayed him to ab­nor­mal sen­si­tive­ness; it was one of the few times in his life when he had queried his eter­nal ex­cel­lence; and he per­ceived the sum­mer night, smelled the wet grass. Then: “I don’t care! I’ve pulled it off. We’re go­ing to have our spree. And for Paul, I’d do any­thing.”

			




				II

				They were buy­ing their Maine tack­le at Ijams Broth­ers’, the Sport­ing Goods Mart, with the help of Willis Ijams, fel­low mem­ber of the Boost­ers’ Club. Bab­bitt was com­plete­ly mad. He trum­pet­ed and danced. He mut­tered to Paul, “Say, this is pret­ty good, eh? To be buy­ing the stuff, eh? And good old Willis Ijams him­self com­ing down on the floor to wait on us! Say, if those fel­lows that are get­ting their kit for the North Lakes knew we were go­ing clear up to Maine, they’d have a fit, eh? … Well, come on, Broth­er Ijams—Willis, I mean. Here’s your chance! We’re a cou­ple of easy marks! Whee! Let me at it! I’m go­ing to buy out the store!”

				He gloat­ed on fly-rods and gor­geous rub­ber hip-boots, on tents with cel­lu­loid win­dows and fold­ing chairs and ice­box­es. He sim­ple-heart­ed­ly want­ed to buy all of them. It was the Paul whom he was al­ways vague­ly pro­tect­ing who kept him from his drunk­en de­sires.

				But even Paul light­ened when Willis Ijams, a sales­man with po­et­ry and diplo­ma­cy, dis­cussed flies. “Now, of course, you boys know,” he said, “the great scrap is be­tween dry flies and wet flies. Per­son­al­ly, I’m for dry flies. More sport­ing.”

				“That’s so. Lots more sport­ing,” ful­mi­nat­ed Bab­bitt, who knew very lit­tle about flies ei­ther wet or dry.

				“Now if you’ll take my ad­vice, Georgie, you’ll stock up well on these pale evening dims, and sil­ver sedges, and red ants. Oh, boy, there’s a fly, that red ant!”

				“You bet! That’s what it is—a fly!” re­joiced Bab­bitt.

				“Yes, sir, that red ant,” said Ijams, “is a re­al hon­est-to-God fly!”

				“Oh, I guess ole Mr. Trout won’t come a-hus­tling when I drop one of those red ants on the wa­ter!” as­sert­ed Bab­bitt, and his thick wrists made a rap­tur­ous mo­tion of cast­ing.

				“Yes, and the land­locked salmon will take it, too,” said Ijams, who had nev­er seen a land­locked salmon.

				“Salmon! Trout! Say, Paul, can you see Un­cle George with his kha­ki pants on haulin’ ’em in, some morn­ing ’bout sev­en? Whee!”

			




				III

				They were on the New York ex­press, in­cred­i­bly bound for Maine, in­cred­i­bly with­out their fam­i­lies. They were free, in a man’s world, in the smok­ing-com­part­ment of the Pull­man.

				Out­side the car win­dow was a glaze of dark­ness stip­pled with the gold of in­fre­quent mys­te­ri­ous lights. Bab­bitt was im­mense­ly con­scious, in the sway and au­thor­i­ta­tive clat­ter of the train, of go­ing, of go­ing on. Lean­ing to­ward Paul he grunt­ed, “Gosh, pret­ty nice to be hik­ing, eh?”

				The small room, with its walls of ocher-col­ored steel, was filled most­ly with the sort of men he clas­si­fied as the Best Fel­lows You’ll Ev­er Meet—Re­al Good Mix­ers. There were four of them on the long seat; a fat man with a shrewd fat face, a knife-edged man in a green velour hat, a very young young man with an im­i­ta­tion am­ber cig­a­rette-hold­er, and Bab­bitt. Fac­ing them, on two mov­able leather chairs, were Paul and a lanky, old-fash­ioned man, very cun­ning, with wrin­kles brack­et­ing his mouth. They all read news­pa­pers or trade jour­nals, boot-and-shoe jour­nals, crock­ery jour­nals, and wait­ed for the joys of con­ver­sa­tion. It was the very young man, now mak­ing his first jour­ney by Pull­man, who be­gan it.

				“Say, gee, I had a wild old time in Zenith!” he glo­ried. “Say, if a fel­low knows the ropes there he can have as wild a time as he can in New York!”

				“Yuh, I bet you sim­ply raised the old Ned. I fig­ured you were a bad man when I saw you get on the train!” chuck­led the fat one.

				The oth­ers de­light­ed­ly laid down their pa­pers.

				“Well, that’s all right now! I guess I seen some things in the Ar­bor you nev­er seen!” com­plained the boy.

				“Oh, I’ll bet you did! I bet you lapped up the malt­ed milk like a reg’lar lit­tle dev­il!”

				Then, the boy hav­ing served as in­tro­duc­tion, they ig­nored him and charged in­to re­al talk. On­ly Paul, sit­ting by him­self, read­ing at a se­ri­al sto­ry in a news­pa­per, failed to join them and all but Bab­bitt re­gard­ed him as a snob, an ec­cen­tric, a per­son of no spir­it.

				Which of them said which has nev­er been de­ter­mined, and does not mat­ter, since they all had the same ideas and ex­pressed them al­ways with the same pon­der­ous and brassy as­sur­ance. If it was not Bab­bitt who was de­liv­er­ing any giv­en ver­dict, at least he was beam­ing on the chan­cel­lor who did de­liv­er it.

				“At that, though,” an­nounced the first “they’re sell­ing quite some booze in Zenith. Guess they are ev­ery­where. I don’t know how you fel­lows feel about pro­hi­bi­tion, but the way it strikes me is that it’s a mighty ben­e­fi­cial thing for the poor zob that hasn’t got any willpow­er but for fel­lows like us, it’s an in­fringe­ment of per­son­al lib­er­ty.”

				“That’s a fact. Con­gress has got no right to in­ter­fere with a fel­low’s per­son­al lib­er­ty,” con­tend­ed the sec­ond.

				A man came in from the car, but as all the seats were full he stood up while he smoked his cig­a­rette. He was an Out­sider; he was not one of the Old Fam­i­lies of the smok­ing-com­part­ment. They looked up­on him bleak­ly and, af­ter try­ing to ap­pear at ease by ex­am­in­ing his chin in the mir­ror, he gave it up and went out in si­lence.

				“Just been mak­ing a trip through the South. Busi­ness con­di­tions not very good down there,” said one of the coun­cil.

				“Is that a fact! Not very good, eh?”

				“No, didn’t strike me they were up to nor­mal.”

				“Not up to nor­mal, eh?”

				“No, I wouldn’t hard­ly say they were.”

				The whole coun­cil nod­ded sage­ly and de­cid­ed, “Yump, not hard­ly up to snuff.”

				“Well, busi­ness con­di­tions ain’t what they ought to be out West, nei­ther, not by a long shot.”

				“That’s a fact. And I guess the ho­tel busi­ness feels it. That’s one good thing, though: these ho­tels that’ve been charg­ing five bucks a day—yes, and maybe six—sev­en!—for a rot­ten room are go­ing to be darn glad to get four, and maybe give you a lit­tle ser­vice.”

				“That’s a fact. Say, uh, speaknubout ho­tels, I hit the St. Fran­cis at San Fran­cis­co for the first time, the oth­er day, and, say, it cer­tain­ly is a first-class place.”

				“You’re right, broth­er! The St. Fran­cis is a swell place—ab­so­lute­ly A1.”

				“That’s a fact. I’m right with you. It’s a first-class place.”

				“Yuh, but say, any of you fel­lows ev­er stay at the Rip­ple­ton, in Chica­go? I don’t want to knock—I be­lieve in boost­ing wher­ev­er you can—but say, of all the rot­ten dumps that pass ’em­selves off as first-class ho­tels, that’s the worst. I’m go­ing to get those guys, one of these days, and I told ’em so. You know how I am—well, maybe you don’t know, but I’m ac­cus­tomed to first-class ac­com­mo­da­tions, and I’m per­fect­ly will­ing to pay a rea­son­able price. I got in­to Chica­go late the oth­er night, and the Rip­ple­ton’s near the sta­tion—I’d nev­er been there be­fore, but I says to the taxi-driv­er—I al­ways be­lieve in tak­ing a taxi when you get in late; may cost a lit­tle more mon­ey, but, gosh, it’s worth it when you got to be up ear­ly next morn­ing and out sell­ing a lot of crabs—and I said to him, ‘Oh, just drive me over to the Rip­ple­ton.’

				“Well, we got there, and I breezed up to the desk and said to the clerk, ‘Well, broth­er, got a nice room with bath for Cousin Bill?’ Saaaay! You’d ’a’ thought I’d sold him a sec­ond, or asked him to work on Yom Kip­pur! He hands me the cold-boiled stare and yaps, ‘I dun­no, friend, I’ll see,’ and he ducks be­hind the riga­ma­jig they keep track of the rooms on. Well, I guess he called up the Cred­it As­so­ci­a­tion and the Amer­i­can Se­cu­ri­ty League to see if I was all right—he cer­tain­ly took long enough—or maybe he just went to sleep; but fi­nal­ly he comes out and looks at me like it hurts him, and croaks, ‘I think I can let you have a room with bath.’ ‘Well, that’s aw­ful nice of you—sor­ry to trou­ble you—how much’ll it set me back?’ I says, re­al sweet. ‘It’ll cost you sev­en bucks a day, friend,’ he says.

				“Well, it was late, and any­way, it went down on my ex­pense-ac­count—gosh, if I’d been pay­ing it in­stead of the firm, I’d ’a’ tramped the streets all night be­fore I’d ’a’ let any hick tav­ern stick me sev­en great big round dol­lars, be­lieve me! So I lets it go at that. Well, the clerk wakes a nice young bell hop—fine lad—not a day over sev­en­ty-nine years old—fought at the Bat­tle of Get­tys­burg and doesn’t know it’s over yet—thought I was one of the Con­fed­er­ates, I guess, from the way he looked at me—and Rip van Win­kle took me up to some­thing—I found out af­ter­wards they called it a room, but first I thought there’d been some mis­take—I thought they were putting me in the Sal­va­tion Army col­lec­tion-box! At sev­en per each and ev­ery diem! Gosh!”

				“Yuh, I’ve heard the Rip­ple­ton was pret­ty cheesy. Now, when I go to Chica­go I al­ways stay at the Black­stone or the La Salle—first-class places.”

				“Say, any of you fel­lows ev­er stay at the Birch­dale at Terre Haute? How is it?”

				“Oh, the Birch­dale is a first-class ho­tel.”

				(Twelve min­utes of con­fer­ence on the state of ho­tels in South Bend, Flint, Day­ton, Tul­sa, Wi­chi­ta, Fort Worth, Winona, Erie, Far­go, and Moose Jaw.)

				“Speaknubout prices,” the man in the velour hat ob­served, fin­ger­ing the elk-tooth on his heavy watch-chain, “I’d like to know where they get this stuff about clothes com­ing down. Now, you take this suit I got on.” He pinched his trousers-leg. “Four years ago I paid forty-two fifty for it, and it was re­al sure-’nough val­ue. Well, here the oth­er day I went in­to a store back home and asked to see a suit, and the fel­low yanks out some hand-me-downs that, hon­est, I wouldn’t put on a hired man. Just out of cu­rios­i­ty I asks him, ‘What you charg­ing for that junk?’ ‘Junk,’ he says, ‘what d’ you mean junk? That’s a swell piece of goods, all wool—’ Like hell! It was nice veg­etable wool, right off the Ole Plan­ta­tion! ‘It’s all wool,’ he says, ‘and we get six­ty-sev­en nine­ty for it.’ ‘Oh, you do, do you!’ I says. ‘Not from me you don’t,’ I says, and I walks right out on him. You bet! I says to the wife, ‘Well,’ I said, ‘as long as your strength holds out and you can go on putting a few more patch­es on pa­pa’s pants, we’ll just pass up buy­ing clothes.” ’

				“That’s right, broth­er. And just look at col­lars, frin­stance—”

				“Hey! Wait!” the fat man protest­ed. “What’s the mat­ter with col­lars? I’m sell­ing col­lars! D’ you re­al­ize the cost of la­bor on col­lars is still two hun­dred and sev­en per­cent above—”

				They vot­ed that if their old friend the fat man sold col­lars, then the price of col­lars was ex­act­ly what it should be; but all oth­er cloth­ing was trag­i­cal­ly too ex­pen­sive. They ad­mired and loved one an­oth­er now. They went pro­found­ly in­to the sci­ence of busi­ness, and in­di­cat­ed that the pur­pose of man­u­fac­tur­ing a plow or a brick was so that it might be sold. To them, the Ro­man­tic Hero was no longer the knight, the wan­der­ing po­et, the cow­punch­er, the avi­a­tor, nor the brave young dis­trict at­tor­ney, but the great sales-man­ag­er, who had an Anal­y­sis of Mer­chan­diz­ing Prob­lems on his glass-topped desk, whose ti­tle of no­bil­i­ty was “Go-get­ter,” and who de­vot­ed him­self and all his young samu­rai to the cos­mic pur­pose of Sell­ing—not of sell­ing any­thing in par­tic­u­lar, for or to any­body in par­tic­u­lar, but pure Sell­ing.

				The shop-talk roused Paul Ries­ling. Though he was a play­er of vi­o­lins and an in­ter­est­ing­ly un­hap­py hus­band, he was al­so a very able sales­man of tar-roof­ing. He lis­tened to the fat man’s re­marks on “the val­ue of house-or­gans and bul­letins as a method of jazz­ing-up the Boys out on the road;” and he him­self of­fered one or two ex­cel­lent thoughts on the use of two-cent stamps on cir­cu­lars. Then he com­mit­ted an of­fense against the holy law of the Clan of Good Fel­lows. He be­came high­brow.

				They were en­ter­ing a city. On the out­skirts they passed a steel-mill which flared in scar­let and or­ange flame that licked at the ca­dav­er­ous stacks, at the iron-sheathed walls and sullen con­vert­ers.

				“My Lord, look at that—beau­ti­ful!” said Paul.

				“You bet it’s beau­ti­ful, friend. That’s the Shelling-Hor­ton Steel Plant, and they tell me old John Shelling made a good three mil­lion bones out of mu­ni­tions dur­ing the war!” the man with the velour hat said rev­er­ent­ly.

				“I didn’t mean—I mean it’s love­ly the way the light pulls that pic­turesque yard, all lit­tered with junk, right out of the dark­ness,” said Paul.

				They stared at him, while Bab­bitt crowed, “Paul there has cer­tain­ly got one great lit­tle eye for pic­turesque places and quaint sights and all that stuff. ’D of been an au­thor or some­thing if he hadn’t gone in­to the roof­ing line.”

				Paul looked an­noyed. (Bab­bitt some­times won­dered if Paul ap­pre­ci­at­ed his loy­al boost­ing.) The man in the velour hat grunt­ed, “Well, per­son­al­ly, I think Shelling-Hor­ton keep their works aw­ful dirty. Bum rout­ing. But I don’t sup­pose there’s any law against call­ing ’em ‘pic­turesque’ if it gets you that way!”

				Paul sulk­i­ly re­turned to his news­pa­per and the con­ver­sa­tion log­i­cal­ly moved on to trains.

				“What time do we get in­to Pitts­burg?” asked Bab­bitt.

				“Pitts­burg? I think we get in at—no, that was last year’s sched­ule—wait a minute—let’s see—got a timetable right here.”

				“I won­der if we’re on time?”

				“Yuh, sure, we must be just about on time.”

				“No, we aren’t—we were sev­en min­utes late, last sta­tion.”

				“Were we? Straight? Why, gosh, I thought we were right on time.”

				“No, we’re about sev­en min­utes late.”

				“Yuh, that’s right; sev­en min­utes late.”

				The porter en­tered—a ne­gro in white jack­et with brass but­tons.

				“How late are we, George?” growled the fat man.

				“ ’Deed, I don’t know, sir. I think we’re about on time,” said the porter, fold­ing tow­els and deft­ly toss­ing them up on the rack above the wash­bowls. The coun­cil stared at him gloomi­ly and when he was gone they wailed:

				“I don’t know what’s come over these nig­gers, nowa­days. They nev­er give you a civ­il an­swer.”

				“That’s a fact. They’re get­ting so they don’t have a sin­gle bit of re­spect for you. The old-fash­ioned coon was a fine old cuss—he knew his place—but these young dinges don’t want to be porters or cot­ton-pick­ers. Oh, no! They got to be lawyers and pro­fes­sors and Lord knows what all! I tell you, it’s be­com­ing a pret­ty se­ri­ous prob­lem. We ought to get to­geth­er and show the black man, yes, and the yel­low man, his place. Now, I haven’t got one par­ti­cle of race-prej­u­dice. I’m the first to be glad when a nig­ger suc­ceeds—so long as he stays where he be­longs and doesn’t try to usurp the right­ful au­thor­i­ty and busi­ness abil­i­ty of the white man.”

				“That’s the I! And an­oth­er thing we got to do,” said the man with the velour hat (whose name was Ko­plin­sky), “is to keep these damn for­eign­ers out of the coun­try. Thank the Lord, we’re putting a lim­it on im­mi­gra­tion. These Da­goes and Hunkies have got to learn that this is a white man’s coun­try, and they ain’t want­ed here. When we’ve as­sim­i­lat­ed the for­eign­ers we got here now and learned ’em the prin­ci­ples of Amer­i­can­ism and turned ’em in­to reg­u­lar folks, why then maybe we’ll let in a few more.”

				“You bet. That’s a fact,” they ob­served, and passed on to lighter top­ics. They rapid­ly re­viewed mo­tor­car prices, tire-mileage, oil-stocks, fish­ing, and the prospects for the wheat-crop in Dako­ta.

				But the fat man was im­pa­tient at this waste of time. He was a vet­er­an trav­el­er and free of il­lu­sions. Al­ready he had as­sert­ed that he was “an old he-one.” He leaned for­ward, gath­ered in their at­ten­tion by his ex­pres­sion of sly hu­mor, and grum­bled, “Oh, hell, boys, let’s cut out the for­mal­i­ty and get down to the sto­ries!”

				They be­came very live­ly and in­ti­mate.

				Paul and the boy van­ished. The oth­ers slid for­ward on the long seat, un­but­toned their vests, thrust their feet up on the chairs, pulled the state­ly brass cus­pi­dors near­er, and ran the green win­dow-shade down on its lit­tle trol­ley, to shut them in from the un­com­fort­able strange­ness of night. Af­ter each bark of laugh­ter they cried, “Say, jev­er hear the one about—” Bab­bitt was ex­pan­sive and vir­ile. When the train stopped at an im­por­tant sta­tion, the four men walked up and down the ce­ment plat­form, un­der the vast smoky train-shed roof, like a stormy sky, un­der the el­e­vat­ed foot­ways, be­side crates of ducks and sides of beef, in the mys­tery of an un­known city. They strolled abreast, old friends and well con­tent. At the long-drawn “Al­l­l­ll aboar­rrrrd”—like a moun­tain call at dusk—they has­tened back in­to the smok­ing-com­part­ment, and till two of the morn­ing con­tin­ued the droll tales, their eyes damp with cigar-smoke and laugh­ter. When they part­ed they shook hands, and chuck­led, “Well, sir, it’s been a great ses­sion. Sor­ry to bust it up. Mighty glad to met you.”

				Bab­bitt lay awake in the close hot tomb of his Pull­man berth, shak­ing with re­mem­brance of the fat man’s lim­er­ick about the la­dy who wished to be wild. He raised the shade; he lay with a puffy arm tucked be­tween his head and the skimpy pil­low, look­ing out on the slid­ing sil­hou­ettes of trees, and vil­lage lamps like ex­cla­ma­tion-points. He was very hap­py.

			


		
			Chapter XI

			
				I

				They had four hours in New York be­tween trains. The one thing Bab­bitt wished to see was the Penn­syl­va­nia Ho­tel, which had been built since his last vis­it. He stared up at it, mut­ter­ing, “Twen­ty-two hun­dred rooms and twen­ty-two hun­dred baths! That’s got ev­ery­thing in the world beat. Lord, their turnover must be—well, sup­pose price of rooms is four to eight dol­lars a day, and I sup­pose maybe some ten and—four times twen­ty-two hun­dred-say six times twen­ty-two hun­dred—well, any­way, with restau­rants and ev­ery­thing, say sum­mers be­tween eight and fif­teen thou­sand a day. Ev­ery day! I nev­er thought I’d see a thing like that! Some town! Of course the av­er­age fel­low in Zenith has got more In­di­vid­u­al Ini­tia­tive than the four-flush­ers here, but I got to hand it to New York. Yes, sir, town, you’re all right—some ways. Well, old Pauls­ki, I guess we’ve seen ev­ery­thing that’s worth while. How’ll we kill the rest of the time? Movie?”

				But Paul de­sired to see a lin­er. “Al­ways want­ed to go to Eu­rope—and, by thun­der, I will, too, some day be­fore I past out,” he sighed.

				From a rough wharf on the North Riv­er they stared at the stern of the Aqui­tania and her stacks and wire­less an­ten­na lift­ed above the dock-house which shut her in.

				“By gol­ly,” Bab­bitt droned, “wouldn’t be so bad to go over to the Old Coun­try and take a squint at all these ru­ins, and the place where Shake­speare was born. And think of be­ing able to or­der a drink when­ev­er you want­ed one! Just range up to a bar and holler out loud, ‘Gimme a cock­tail, and darn the po­lice!’ Not bad at all. What juh like to see, over there, Paulibus?”

				Paul did not an­swer. Bab­bitt turned. Paul was stand­ing with clenched fists, head droop­ing, star­ing at the lin­er as in ter­ror. His thin body, seen against the sum­mer-glar­ing planks of the wharf, was child­ish­ly mea­ger.

				Again, “What would you hit for on the oth­er side, Paul?”

				Scowl­ing at the steam­er, his breast heav­ing, Paul whis­pered, “Oh, my God!” While Bab­bitt watched him anx­ious­ly he snapped, “Come on, let’s get out of this,” and has­tened down the wharf, not look­ing back.

				“That’s fun­ny,” con­sid­ered Bab­bitt. “The boy didn’t care for see­ing the ocean boats af­ter all. I thought he’d be in­ter­est­ed in ’em.”

			




				II

				Though he ex­ult­ed, and made sage spec­u­la­tions about lo­co­mo­tive horse­pow­er, as their train climbed the Maine moun­tain-ridge and from the sum­mit he looked down the shin­ing way among the pines; though he re­marked, “Well, by gol­ly!” when he dis­cov­ered that the sta­tion at Katad­um­cook, the end of the line, was an aged freight-car; Bab­bitt’s mo­ment of im­pas­sioned re­lease came when they sat on a tiny wharf on Lake Sunasquam, await­ing the launch from the ho­tel. A raft had float­ed down the lake; be­tween the logs and the shore, the wa­ter was trans­par­ent, thin-look­ing, flash­ing with min­nows. A guide in black felt hat with trout-flies in the band, and flan­nel shirt of a pe­cu­liar­ly dar­ing blue, sat on a log and whit­tled and was silent. A dog, a good coun­try dog, black and wool­ly gray, a dog rich in leisure and in med­i­ta­tion, scratched and grunt­ed and slept. The thick sun­light was lav­ish on the bright wa­ter, on the rim of gold-green bal­sam boughs, the sil­ver birch­es and trop­ic ferns, and across the lake it burned on the stur­dy shoul­ders of the moun­tains. Over ev­ery­thing was a holy peace.

				Silent, they loafed on the edge of the wharf, swing­ing their legs above the wa­ter. The im­mense ten­der­ness of the place sank in­to Bab­bitt, and he mur­mured, “I’d just like to sit here—the rest of my life—and whit­tle—and sit. And nev­er hear a type­writ­er. Or Stan Graff fuss­ing in the phone. Or Rone and Ted scrap­ping. Just sit. Gosh!”

				He pat­ted Paul’s shoul­der. “How does it strike you, old snooz­er?”

				“Oh, it’s darn good, Georgie. There’s some­thing sort of eter­nal about it.”

				For once, Bab­bitt un­der­stood him.

			




				III

				Their launch round­ed the bend; at the head of the lake, un­der a moun­tain slope, they saw the lit­tle cen­tral din­ing-shack of their ho­tel and the cres­cent of squat log cot­tages which served as bed­rooms. They land­ed, and en­dured the crit­i­cal ex­am­i­na­tion of the habitués who had been at the ho­tel for a whole week. In their cot­tage, with its high stone fire­place, they has­tened, as Bab­bitt ex­pressed it, to “get in­to some reg­u­lar he-togs.” They came out; Paul in an old gray suit and soft white shirt; Bab­bitt in kha­ki shirt and vast and flap­ping kha­ki trousers. It was ex­ces­sive­ly new kha­ki; his rim­less spec­ta­cles be­longed to a city of­fice; and his face was not tanned but a city pink. He made a dis­cor­dant noise in the place. But with in­fi­nite sat­is­fac­tion he slapped his legs and crowed, “Say, this is get­ting back home, eh?”

				They stood on the wharf be­fore the ho­tel. He winked at Paul and drew from his back pock­et a plug of chew­ing-to­bac­co, a vul­gar­ism for­bid­den in the Bab­bitt home. He took a chew, beam­ing and wag­ging his head as he tugged at it. “Um! Um! Maybe I haven’t been hun­gry for a wad of eat­ing-to­bac­co! Have some?”

				They looked at each oth­er in a grin of un­der­stand­ing. Paul took the plug, gnawed at it. They stood qui­et, their jaws work­ing. They solemn­ly spat, one af­ter the oth­er, in­to the placid wa­ter. They stretched volup­tuous­ly, with lift­ed arms and arched backs. From be­yond the moun­tains came the shuf­fling sound of a far-off train. A trout leaped, and fell back in a sil­ver cir­cle. They sighed to­geth­er.

			




				IV

				They had a week be­fore their fam­i­lies came. Each evening they planned to get up ear­ly and fish be­fore break­fast. Each morn­ing they lay abed till the break­fast-bell, pleas­ant­ly con­scious that there were no ef­fi­cient wives to rouse them. The morn­ings were cold; the fire was kind­ly as they dressed.

				Paul was dis­tress­ing­ly clean, but Bab­bitt rev­eled in a good sound dirt­i­ness, in not hav­ing to shave till his spir­it was moved to it. He trea­sured ev­ery grease spot and fish-scale on his new kha­ki trousers.

				All morn­ing they fished un­en­er­get­i­cal­ly, or tramped the dim and aque­ous-light­ed trails among rank ferns and moss sprin­kled with crim­son bells. They slept all af­ter­noon, and till mid­night played stud-pok­er with the guides. Pok­er was a se­ri­ous busi­ness to the guides. They did not gos­sip; they shuf­fled the thick greasy cards with a deft fe­roc­i­ty men­ac­ing to the “sports”; and Joe Par­adise, king of guides, was sar­cas­tic to loi­ter­ers who halt­ed the game even to scratch.

				At mid­night, as Paul and he blun­dered to their cot­tage over the pun­gent wet grass, and pine-roots con­fus­ing in the dark­ness, Bab­bitt re­joiced that he did not have to ex­plain to his wife where he had been all evening.

				They did not talk much. The ner­vous lo­quac­ity and opin­ion­a­tion of the Zenith Ath­let­ic Club dropped from them. But when they did talk they slipped in­to the naive in­ti­ma­cy of col­lege days. Once they drew their ca­noe up to the bank of Sunasquam Wa­ter, a stream walled in by the dense green of the hard­hack. The sun roared on the green jun­gle but in the shade was sleepy peace, and the wa­ter was gold­en and rip­pling. Bab­bitt drew his hand through the cool flood, and mused:

				“We nev­er thought we’d come to Maine to­geth­er!”

				“No. We’ve nev­er done any­thing the way we thought we would. I ex­pect­ed to live in Ger­many with my grand­dad’s peo­ple, and study the fid­dle.”

				“That’s so. And re­mem­ber how I want­ed to be a lawyer and go in­to pol­i­tics? I still think I might have made a go of it. I’ve kind of got the gift of the gab—any­way, I can think on my feet, and make some kind of a spiel on most any­thing, and of course that’s the thing you need in pol­i­tics. By gol­ly, Ted’s go­ing to law-school, even if I didn’t! Well—I guess it’s worked out all right. Myra’s been a fine wife. And Zil­la means well, Paulibus.”

				“Yes. Up here, I fig­ure out all sorts of plans to keep her amused. I kind of feel life is go­ing to be dif­fer­ent, now that we’re get­ting a good rest and can go back and start over again.”

				“I hope so, old boy.” Shy­ly: “Say, gosh, it’s been aw­ful nice to sit around and loaf and gam­ble and act reg­u­lar, with you along, you old horse-thief!”

				“Well, you know what it means to me, Georgie. Saved my life.”

				The shame of emo­tion over­pow­ered them; they cursed a lit­tle, to prove they were good rough fel­lows; and in a mel­low si­lence, Bab­bitt whistling while Paul hummed, they pad­dled back to the ho­tel.

			




				V

				Though it was Paul who had seemed over­wrought, Bab­bitt who had been the pro­tect­ing big broth­er, Paul be­came clear-eyed and mer­ry, while Bab­bitt sank in­to ir­ri­tabil­i­ty. He un­cov­ered lay­er on lay­er of hid­den weari­ness. At first he had played nim­ble jester to Paul and for him sought amuse­ments; by the end of the week Paul was nurse, and Bab­bitt ac­cept­ed fa­vors with the con­de­scen­sion one al­ways shows a pa­tient nurse.

				The day be­fore their fam­i­lies ar­rived, the wom­en guests at the ho­tel bub­bled, “Oh, isn’t it nice! You must be so ex­cit­ed;” and the pro­pri­eties com­pelled Bab­bitt and Paul to look ex­cit­ed. But they went to bed ear­ly and grumpy.

				When Myra ap­peared she said at once, “Now, we want you boys to go on play­ing around just as if we weren’t here.”

				The first evening, he stayed out for pok­er with the guides, and she said in placid mer­ri­ment, “My! You’re a reg­u­lar bad one!” The sec­ond evening, she groaned sleep­i­ly, “Good heav­ens, are you go­ing to be out ev­ery sin­gle night?” The third evening, he didn’t play pok­er.

				He was tired now in ev­ery cell. “Fun­ny! Va­ca­tion doesn’t seem to have done me a bit of good,” he lament­ed. “Paul’s frisky as a colt, but I swear, I’m cranki­er and ner­vous­er than when I came up here.”

				He had three weeks of Maine. At the end of the sec­ond week he be­gan to feel calm, and in­ter­est­ed in life. He planned an ex­pe­di­tion to climb Sachem Moun­tain, and want­ed to camp overnight at Box Car Pond. He was cu­ri­ous­ly weak, yet cheer­ful, as though he had cleansed his veins of poi­sonous en­er­gy and was fill­ing them with whole­some blood.

				He ceased to be ir­ri­tat­ed by Ted’s in­fat­u­a­tion with a wait­ress (his sev­enth trag­ic af­fair this year); he played catch with Ted, and with pride taught him to cast a fly in the pine-shad­owed si­lence of Skow­tu­it Pond.

				At the end he sighed, “Hang it, I’m just be­gin­ning to en­joy my va­ca­tion. But, well, I feel a lot bet­ter. And it’s go­ing to be one great year! Maybe the Re­al Es­tate Board will elect me pres­i­dent, in­stead of some fuzzy old-fash­ioned fak­er like Chan Mott.”

				On the way home, when­ev­er he went in­to the smok­ing-com­part­ment he felt guilty at de­sert­ing his wife and an­gry at be­ing ex­pect­ed to feel guilty, but each time he tri­umphed, “Oh, this is go­ing to be a great year, a great old year!”

			


		
			Chapter XII

			
				I

				All the way home from Maine, Bab­bitt was cer­tain that he was a changed man. He was con­vert­ed to seren­i­ty. He was go­ing to cease wor­ry­ing about busi­ness. He was go­ing to have more “in­ter­ests”—the­aters, pub­lic af­fairs, read­ing. And sud­den­ly, as he fin­ished an es­pe­cial­ly heavy cigar, he was go­ing to stop smok­ing.

				He in­vent­ed a new and per­fect method. He would buy no to­bac­co; he would de­pend on bor­row­ing it; and, of course, he would be ashamed to bor­row of­ten. In a spasm of right­eous­ness he flung his cigar-case out of the smok­ing-com­part­ment win­dow. He went back and was kind to his wife about noth­ing in par­tic­u­lar; he ad­mired his own pu­ri­ty, and de­cid­ed, “Ab­so­lute­ly sim­ple. Just a mat­ter of willpow­er.” He start­ed a mag­a­zine se­ri­al about a sci­en­tif­ic de­tec­tive. Ten miles on, he was con­scious that he de­sired to smoke. He ducked his head, like a tur­tle go­ing in­to its shell; he ap­peared un­easy; he skipped two pages in his sto­ry and didn’t know it. Five miles lat­er, he leaped up and sought the porter. “Say, uh, George, have you got a—” The porter looked pa­tient. “Have you got a timetable?” Bab­bitt fin­ished. At the next stop he went out and bought a cigar. Since it was to be his last be­fore he reached Zenith, he fin­ished it down to an inch stub.

				Four days lat­er he again re­mem­bered that he had stopped smok­ing, but he was too busy catch­ing up with his of­fice-work to keep it re­mem­bered.

			




				II

				Base­ball, he de­ter­mined, would be an ex­cel­lent hob­by. “No sense a man’s work­ing his fool head off. I’m go­ing out to the Game three times a week. Be­sides, fel­low ought to sup­port the home team.”

				He did go and sup­port the team, and en­hance the glo­ry of Zenith, by yelling “At­taboy!” and “Rot­ten!” He per­formed the rite scrupu­lous­ly. He wore a cot­ton hand­ker­chief about his col­lar; he be­came sweaty; he opened his mouth in a wide loose grin; and drank lemon so­da out of a bot­tle. He went to the Game three times a week, for one week. Then he com­pro­mised on watch­ing the Ad­vo­cate-Times bul­letin-board. He stood in the thick­est and steami­est of the crowd, and as the boy up on the lofty plat­form record­ed the achieve­ments of Big Bill Bost­wick, the pitch­er, Bab­bitt re­marked to com­plete strangers, “Pret­ty nice! Good work!” and has­tened back to the of­fice.

				He hon­est­ly be­lieved that he loved base­ball. It is true that he hadn’t, in twen­ty-five years, him­self played any base­ball ex­cept back-lot catch with Ted—very gen­tle, and strict­ly lim­it­ed to ten min­utes. But the game was a cus­tom of his clan, and it gave out­let for the homi­ci­dal and sides-tak­ing in­stincts which Bab­bitt called “pa­tri­o­tism” and “love of sport.”

				As he ap­proached the of­fice he walked faster and faster, mut­ter­ing, “Guess bet­ter hus­tle.” All about him the city was hus­tling, for hus­tling’s sake. Men in mo­tors were hus­tling to pass one an­oth­er in the hus­tling traf­fic. Men were hus­tling to catch trol­leys, with an­oth­er trol­ley a minute be­hind, and to leap from the trol­leys, to gal­lop across the side­walk, to hurl them­selves in­to build­ings, in­to hus­tling ex­press el­e­va­tors. Men in dairy lunch­es were hus­tling to gulp down the food which cooks had hus­tled to fry. Men in bar­ber shops were snap­ping, “Jus’ shave me once over. Got­ta hus­tle.” Men were fever­ish­ly get­ting rid of vis­i­tors in of­fices adorned with the signs, “This Is My Busy Day” and “The Lord Cre­at­ed the World in Six Days—You Can Spiel All You Got to Say in Six Min­utes.” Men who had made five thou­sand, year be­fore last, and ten thou­sand last year, were urg­ing on nerve-yelp­ing bod­ies and parched brains so that they might make twen­ty thou­sand this year; and the men who had bro­ken down im­me­di­ate­ly af­ter mak­ing their twen­ty thou­sand dol­lars were hus­tling to catch trains, to hus­tle through the va­ca­tions which the hus­tling doc­tors had or­dered.

				Among them Bab­bitt hus­tled back to his of­fice, to sit down with noth­ing much to do ex­cept see that the staff looked as though they were hus­tling.

			




				III

				Ev­ery Sat­ur­day af­ter­noon he hus­tled out to his coun­try club and hus­tled through nine holes of golf as a rest af­ter the week’s hus­tle.

				In Zenith it was as nec­es­sary for a Suc­cess­ful Man to be­long to a coun­try club as it was to wear a linen col­lar. Bab­bitt’s was the Out­ing Golf and Coun­try Club, a pleas­ant gray-shin­gled build­ing with a broad porch, on a daisy-starred cliff above Lake Ken­nepoose. There was an­oth­er, the Tonawan­da Coun­try Club, to which be­longed Charles McK­elvey, Ho­race Up­dike, and the oth­er rich men who lunched not at the Ath­let­ic but at the Union Club. Bab­bitt ex­plained with fre­quen­cy, “You couldn’t hire me to join the Tonawan­da, even if I did have a hun­dred and eighty bucks to throw away on the ini­ti­a­tion fee. At the Out­ing we’ve got a bunch of re­al hu­man fel­lows, and the finest lot of lit­tle wom­en in town—just as good at josh­ing as the men—but at the Tonawan­da there’s noth­ing but these would-be’s in New York get-ups, drink­ing tea! Too much dog al­to­geth­er. Why, I wouldn’t join the Tonawan­da even if they—I wouldn’t join it on a bet!”

				When he had played four or five holes, he re­laxed a bit, his to­bac­co-flut­ter­ing heart beat more nor­mal­ly, and his voice slowed to the drawl­ing of his hun­dred gen­er­a­tions of peas­ant an­ces­tors.

			




				IV

				At least once a week Mr. and Mrs. Bab­bitt and Tin­ka went to the movies. Their fa­vorite mo­tion-pic­ture the­ater was the Château, which held three thou­sand spec­ta­tors and had an or­ches­tra of fifty pieces which played Ar­range­ments from the Op­eras and suites por­tray­ing a Day on the Farm, or a Four-alarm Fire. In the stone ro­tun­da, dec­o­rat­ed with crown-em­broi­dered vel­vet chairs and al­most me­dieval ta­pes­tries, par­ra­keets sat on gild­ed lo­tus col­umns.

				With ex­cla­ma­tions of “Well, by gol­ly!” and “You got to go some to beat this dump!” Bab­bitt ad­mired the Château. As he stared across the thou­sands of heads, a gray plain in the dim­ness, as he smelled good clothes and mild per­fume and chew­ing-gum, he felt as when he had first seen a moun­tain and re­al­ized how very, very much earth and rock there was in it.

				He liked three kinds of films: pret­ty bathing girls with bare legs; po­lice­men or cow­boys and an in­dus­tri­ous shoot­ing of re­volvers; and fun­ny fat men who ate spaghet­ti. He chuck­led with im­mense, moist-eyed sen­ti­men­tal­i­ty at in­ter­ludes por­tray­ing pup­pies, kit­tens, and chub­by ba­bies; and he wept at deathbeds and old moth­ers be­ing pa­tient in mort­gaged cot­tages. Mrs. Bab­bitt pre­ferred the pic­tures in which hand­some young wom­en in elab­o­rate frocks moved through sets tick­et­ed as the draw­ing-rooms of New York mil­lion­aires. As for Tin­ka, she pre­ferred, or was be­lieved to pre­fer, what­ev­er her par­ents told her to.

				All his re­lax­ations—base­ball, golf, movies, bridge, mo­tor­ing, long talks with Paul at the Ath­let­ic Club, or at the Good Red Beef and Old Eng­lish Chop House—were nec­es­sary to Bab­bitt, for he was en­ter­ing a year of such ac­tiv­i­ty as he had nev­er known.

			


		
			Chapter XIII

			
				I

				It was by ac­ci­dent that Bab­bitt had his op­por­tu­ni­ty to ad­dress the S.A.R.E.B.

				The S.A.R.E.B., as its mem­bers called it, with the uni­ver­sal pas­sion for mys­te­ri­ous and im­por­tant-sound­ing ini­tials, was the State As­so­ci­a­tion of Re­al Es­tate Boards; the or­ga­ni­za­tion of bro­kers and op­er­a­tors. It was to hold its an­nu­al con­ven­tion at Monarch, Zenith’s chief ri­val among the cities of the state. Bab­bitt was an of­fi­cial del­e­gate; an­oth­er was Ce­cil Roun­tree, whom Bab­bitt ad­mired for his pi­caresque spec­u­la­tive build­ing, and hat­ed for his so­cial po­si­tion, for be­ing present at the smartest dances on Roy­al Ridge. Roun­tree was chair­man of the con­ven­tion pro­gram-com­mit­tee.

				Bab­bitt had growled to him, “Makes me tired the way these doc­tors and profs and preach­ers put on lugs about be­ing ‘pro­fes­sion­al men.’ A good re­al­tor has to have more knowl­edge and fi­nesse than any of ’em.”

				“Right you are! I say: Why don’t you put that in­to a pa­per, and give it at the S.A.R.E.B.?” sug­gest­ed Roun­tree.

				“Well, if it would help you in mak­ing up the pro­gram—Tell you: the way I look at it is this: First place, we ought to in­sist that folks call us ‘re­al­tors’ and not ‘re­al-es­tate men.’ Sounds more like a reg’lar pro­fes­sion. Sec­ond place—What is it dis­tin­guish­es a pro­fes­sion from a mere trade, busi­ness, or oc­cu­pa­tion? What is it? Why, it’s the pub­lic ser­vice and the skill, the trained skill, and the knowl­edge and, uh, all that, where­as a fel­low that mere­ly goes out for the jack, he nev­er con­sid­ers the-pub­lic ser­vice and trained skill and so on. Now as a pro­fes­sion­al—”

				“Rather! That’s per­fect­ly bul­ly! Per­fect­ly cork­ing! Now you write it in a pa­per,” said Roun­tree, as he rapid­ly and firm­ly moved away.

			




				II

				How­ev­er ac­cus­tomed to the lit­er­ary labors of ad­ver­tise­ments and cor­re­spon­dence, Bab­bitt was dis­mayed on the evening when he sat down to pre­pare a pa­per which would take a whole ten min­utes to read.

				He laid out a new fif­teen-cent school ex­er­cise-book on his wife’s col­lapsi­ble sewing-ta­ble, set up for the event in the liv­ing-room. The house­hold had been bul­lied in­to si­lence; Verona and Ted re­quest­ed to dis­ap­pear, and Tin­ka threat­ened with “If I hear one sound out of you—if you holler for a glass of wa­ter one sin­gle soli­tary time—You bet­ter not, that’s all!” Mrs. Bab­bitt sat over by the pi­ano, mak­ing a night­gown and gaz­ing with re­spect while Bab­bitt wrote in the ex­er­cise-book, to the rhyth­mi­cal wig­gling and squeak­ing of the sewing-ta­ble.

				When he rose, damp and jumpy, and his throat dusty from cig­a­rettes, she mar­veled, “I don’t see how you can just sit down and make up things right out of your own head!”

				“Oh, it’s the train­ing in con­struc­tive imag­i­na­tion that a fel­low gets in mod­ern busi­ness life.”

				He had writ­ten sev­en pages, where­of the first page set forth:

				
					[image: Sketches on a piece of paper, with a math equation on the left, a sketch of a woman’s head, and a list of items about a realtor with one crossed out.]
				
				The oth­er six pages were rather like the first.

				For a week he went about look­ing im­por­tant. Ev­ery morn­ing, as he dressed, he thought aloud: “Jev­er stop to con­sid­er, Myra, that be­fore a town can have build­ings or pros­per­i­ty or any of those things, some re­al­tor has got to sell ’em the land? All civ­i­liza­tion starts with him. Jev­er re­al­ize that?” At the Ath­let­ic Club he led un­will­ing men aside to in­quire, “Say, if you had to read a pa­per be­fore a big con­ven­tion, would you start in with the fun­ny sto­ries or just kind of scat­ter ’em all through?” He asked Howard Lit­tle­field for a “set of sta­tis­tics about re­al-es­tate sales; some­thing good and im­pres­sive,” and Lit­tle­field pro­vid­ed some­thing ex­ceed­ing­ly good and im­pres­sive.

				But it was to T. Chol­monde­ley Frink that Bab­bitt most of­ten turned. He caught Frink at the club ev­ery noon, and de­mand­ed, while Frink looked hunt­ed and eva­sive, “Say, Chum—you’re a shark on this writ­ing stuff—how would you put this sen­tence, see here in my man­u­script—man­u­script now where the deuce is that?—oh, yes, here. Would you say ‘We ought not al­so to alone think?’ or ‘We ought al­so not to think alone?’ or—”

				One evening when his wife was away and he had no one to im­press, Bab­bitt for­got about Style, Or­der, and the oth­er mys­ter­ies, and scrawled off what he re­al­ly thought about the re­al-es­tate busi­ness and about him­self, and he found the pa­per writ­ten. When he read it to his wife she yearned, “Why, dear, it’s splen­did; beau­ti­ful­ly writ­ten, and so clear and in­ter­est­ing, and such splen­did ideas! Why, it’s just—it’s just splen­did!”

				Next day he cor­nered Chum Frink and crowed, “Well, old son, I fin­ished it last evening! Just lammed it out! I used to think you writ­ing-guys must have a hard job mak­ing up pieces, but Lord, it’s a cinch. Pret­ty soft for you fel­lows; you cer­tain­ly earn your mon­ey easy! Some day when I get ready to re­tire, guess I’ll take to writ­ing and show you boys how to do it. I al­ways used to think I could write bet­ter stuff, and more punch and orig­i­nal­i­ty, than all this stuff you see print­ed, and now I’m dog­gone sure of it!”

				He had four copies of the pa­per typed in black with a gor­geous red ti­tle, had them bound in pale blue manil­la, and af­fa­bly pre­sent­ed one to old Ira Run­y­on, the man­ag­ing ed­i­tor of the Ad­vo­cate-Times, who said yes, in­deed yes, he was very glad to have it, and he cer­tain­ly would read it all through—as soon as he could find time.

				Mrs. Bab­bitt could not go to Monarch. She had a wom­en’s-club meet­ing. Bab­bitt said that he was very sor­ry.

			




				III

				Be­sides the five of­fi­cial del­e­gates to the con­ven­tion—Bab­bitt, Roun­tree, W. A. Rogers, Alvin Thay­er, and El­bert Wing—there were fifty un­of­fi­cial del­e­gates, most of them with their wives.

				They met at the Union Sta­tion for the mid­night train to Monarch. All of them, save Ce­cil Roun­tree, who was such a snob that he nev­er wore badges, dis­played cel­lu­loid but­tons the size of dol­lars and let­tered “We zoom for Zenith.” The of­fi­cial del­e­gates were mag­nif­i­cent with sil­ver and ma­gen­ta rib­bons. Mar­tin Lum­sen’s lit­tle boy Willy car­ried a tas­seled ban­ner in­scribed “Zenith the Zip City—Zeal, Zest and Zowie—1,000,000 in 1935.” As the del­e­gates ar­rived, not in taxi­cabs but in the fam­i­ly au­to­mo­bile driv­en by the old­est son or by Cousin Fred, they formed im­promp­tu pro­ces­sions through the sta­tion wait­ing-room.

				It was a new and enor­mous wait­ing-room, with mar­ble pi­lasters, and fres­coes de­pict­ing the ex­plo­ration of the Chaloosa Riv­er Val­ley by Père Emile Fau­thoux in 1740. The bench­es were shelves of pon­der­ous ma­hogany; the news­stand a mar­ble kiosk with a brass grill. Down the echo­ing spa­ces of the hall the del­e­gates pa­rad­ed af­ter Willy Lum­sen’s ban­ner, the men wav­ing their cigars, the wom­en con­scious of their new frocks and strings of beads, all singing to the tune of Auld Lang Syne the of­fi­cial City Song, writ­ten by Chum Frink:

				
					
						Good old Zenith,
						

						Our kin and kith,
						

						Wher­ev­er we may be,
						

						Hats in the ring,
						

						We blithe­ly sing
						

						Of thy Pros­per­i­ty.
					

				

				War­ren Whit­by, the bro­ker, who had a gift of verse for ban­quets and birth­days, had added to Frink’s City Song a spe­cial verse for the re­al­tors’ con­ven­tion:

				
					
						Oh, here we come,
						

						he fel­lows from Zenith,
						

						the Zip Citee.
						

						We wish to state In re­al es­tate
						

						In re­al es­tate
						

						There’s none so live as we.
					

				

				Bab­bitt was stirred to hys­ter­ic pa­tri­o­tism. He leaped on a bench, shout­ing to the crowd:

				“What’s the mat­ter with Zenith?”

				“She’s all right!”

				“What’s best ole town in the U.S.A.?”

				“Zeeeeeen-ith!”

				The pa­tient poor peo­ple wait­ing for the mid­night train stared in un­en­vi­ous won­der—Ital­ian wom­en with shawls, old weary men with bro­ken shoes, rov­ing road-wise boys in suits which had been flashy when they were new but which were fad­ed now and wrin­kled.

				Bab­bitt per­ceived that as an of­fi­cial del­e­gate he must be more dig­ni­fied. With Wing and Rogers he tramped up and down the ce­ment plat­form be­side the wait­ing Pull­mans. Mo­tor-driv­en bag­gage-trucks and red-capped porters car­ry­ing bags sped down the plat­form with an agree­able ef­fect of ac­tiv­i­ty. Arc-lights glared and stam­mered over­head. The glossy yel­low sleep­ing-cars shone im­pres­sive­ly. Bab­bitt made his voice to be mea­sured and lord­ly; he thrust out his ab­domen and rum­bled, “We got to see to it that the con­ven­tion lets the Leg­is­la­ture un­der­stand just where they get off in this mat­ter of tax­ing re­al­ty trans­fers.” Wing ut­tered ap­prov­ing grunts and Bab­bitt swelled—gloat­ed.

				The blind of a Pull­man com­part­ment was raised, and Bab­bitt looked in­to an un­fa­mil­iar world. The oc­cu­pant of the com­part­ment was Lu­cile McK­elvey, the pret­ty wife of the mil­lion­aire con­trac­tor. Pos­si­bly, Bab­bitt thrilled, she was go­ing to Eu­rope! On the seat be­side her was a bunch of or­chids and vi­o­lets, and a yel­low pa­per-bound book which seemed for­eign. While he stared, she picked up the book, then glanced out of the win­dow as though she was bored. She must have looked straight at him, and he had met her, but she gave no sign. She lan­guid­ly pulled down the blind, and he stood still, a cold feel­ing of in­signif­i­cance in his heart.

				But on the train his pride was re­stored by meet­ing del­e­gates from Spar­ta, Pi­o­neer, and oth­er small­er cities of the state, who lis­tened re­spect­ful­ly when, as a mag­nifi­co from the me­trop­o­lis of Zenith, he ex­plained pol­i­tics and the val­ue of a Good Sound Busi­ness Ad­min­is­tra­tion. They fell joy­ful­ly in­to shop-talk, the purest and most rap­tur­ous form of con­ver­sa­tion:

				“How’d this fel­low Roun­tree make out with this big apart­ment-ho­tel he was go­ing to put up? Whadde do? Get out bonds to fi­nance it?” asked a Spar­ta bro­ker.

				“Well, I’ll tell you,” said Bab­bitt. “Now if I’d been han­dling it—”

				“So,” El­bert Wing was dron­ing, “I hired this shop­win­dow for a week, and put up a big sign, ‘Toy Town for Tiny Tots,’ and stuck in a lot of doll hous­es and some dinky lit­tle trees, and then down at the bot­tom, ‘Ba­by Likes This Dol­ly­dale, but Pa­pa and Ma­ma Will Pre­fer Our Beau­ti­ful Bun­ga­lows,’ and you know, that cer­tain­ly got folks talk­ing, and first week we sold—”

				The trucks sang “lick­ety-lick, lick­ety-lick” as the train ran through the fac­to­ry dis­trict. Fur­naces spurt­ed flame, and pow­er-ham­mers were clang­ing. Red lights, green lights, fu­ri­ous white lights rushed past, and Bab­bitt was im­por­tant again, and ea­ger.

			




				IV

				He did a volup­tuous thing: he had his clothes pressed on the train. In the morn­ing, half an hour be­fore they reached Monarch, the porter came to his berth and whis­pered, “There’s a draw­ing-room va­cant, sir. I put your suit in there.” In tan au­tumn over­coat over his pa­ja­mas, Bab­bitt slipped down the green-cur­tain-lined aisle to the glo­ry of his first pri­vate com­part­ment. The porter in­di­cat­ed that he knew Bab­bitt was used to a manser­vant; he held the ends of Bab­bitt’s trousers, that the beau­ti­ful­ly sponged gar­ment might not be soiled, filled the bowl in the pri­vate wash­room, and wait­ed with a tow­el.

				To have a pri­vate wash­room was lux­u­ri­ous. How­ev­er en­liven­ing a Pull­man smok­ing-com­part­ment was by night, even to Bab­bitt it was de­press­ing in the morn­ing, when it was jammed with fat men in woolen un­der­shirts, ev­ery hook filled with wrin­kled cot­tony shirts, the leather seat piled with dingy toi­let-kits, and the air nau­se­at­ing with the smell of soap and tooth­paste. Bab­bitt did not or­di­nar­i­ly think much of pri­va­cy, but now he rev­eled in it, rev­eled in his valet, and purred with plea­sure as he gave the man a tip of a dol­lar and a half.

				He rather hoped that he was be­ing no­ticed as, in his new­ly pressed clothes, with the ador­ing porter car­ry­ing his suit­case, he dis­em­barked at Monarch.

				He was to share a room at the Ho­tel Sedg­wick with W. A. Rogers, that shrewd, rus­tic-look­ing Zenith deal­er in farm­lands. To­geth­er they had a no­ble break­fast, with waf­fles, and cof­fee not in ex­igu­ous cups but in large pots. Bab­bitt grew ex­pan­sive, and told Rogers about the art of writ­ing; he gave a bell­boy a quar­ter to fetch a morn­ing news­pa­per from the lob­by, and sent to Tin­ka a post­card: “Pa­pa wish­es you were here to bat round with him.”

			




				V

				The meet­ings of the con­ven­tion were held in the ball­room of the Allen House. In an an­te­room was the of­fice of the chair­man of the ex­ec­u­tive com­mit­tee. He was the busiest man in the con­ven­tion; he was so busy that he got noth­ing done what­ev­er. He sat at a mar­quetry ta­ble, in a room lit­tered with crum­pled pa­per and, all day long, town-boost­ers and lob­by­ists and or­a­tors who wished to lead de­bates came and whis­pered to him, where­upon he looked vague, and said rapid­ly, “Yes, yes, that’s a fine idea; we’ll do that,” and in­stant­ly for­got all about it, light­ed a cigar and for­got that too, while the tele­phone rang mer­ci­less­ly and about him men kept be­seech­ing, “Say, Mr. Chair­man—say, Mr. Chair­man!” with­out pen­e­trat­ing his ex­haust­ed hear­ing.

				In the ex­hib­it-room were plans of the new sub­urbs of Spar­ta, pic­tures of the new state capi­tol, at Ga­lop de Vache, and large ears of corn with the la­bel, “Na­ture’s Gold, from Shel­by Coun­ty, the Gar­den Spot of God’s Own Coun­try.”

				The re­al con­ven­tion con­sist­ed of men mut­ter­ing in ho­tel bed­rooms or in groups amid the badge-spot­ted crowd in the ho­tel-lob­by, but there was a show of pub­lic meet­ings.

				The first of them opened with a wel­come by the may­or of Monarch. The pas­tor of the First Chris­tian Church of Monarch, a large man with a long damp frontal lock, in­formed God that the re­al-es­tate men were here now.

				The ven­er­a­ble Min­nema­gan­tic re­al­tor, Ma­jor Carl­ton Tuke, read a pa­per in which he de­nounced co­op­er­a­tive stores. William A. Larkin of Eu­re­ka gave a com­fort­ing prog­no­sis of “The Prospects for In­creased Con­struc­tion,” and re­mind­ed them that plate-glass prices were two points low­er.

				The con­ven­tion was on.

				The del­e­gates were en­ter­tained, in­ces­sant­ly and firm­ly. The Monarch Cham­ber of Com­merce gave them a ban­quet, and the Man­u­fac­tur­ers’ As­so­ci­a­tion an af­ter­noon re­cep­tion, at which a chrysan­the­mum was pre­sent­ed to each of the ladies, and to each of the men a leather bill­fold in­scribed “From Monarch the Mighty Mo­tor Mart.”

				Mrs. Cros­by Knowl­ton, wife of the man­u­fac­tur­er of Fleetwing Au­to­mo­biles, opened her cel­e­brat­ed Ital­ian gar­den and served tea. Six hun­dred re­al-es­tate men and wives am­bled down the au­tum­nal paths. Per­haps three hun­dred of them were qui­et­ly in­con­spic­u­ous; per­haps three hun­dred vig­or­ous­ly ex­claimed, “This is pret­ty slick, eh?” sur­rep­ti­tious­ly picked the late asters and con­cealed them in their pock­ets, and tried to get near enough to Mrs. Knowl­ton to shake her love­ly hand. With­out re­quest, the Zenith del­e­gates (ex­cept Roun­tree) gath­ered round a mar­ble danc­ing nymph and sang “Here we come, the fel­lows from Zenith, the Zip Citee.”

				It chanced that all the del­e­gates from Pi­o­neer be­longed to the Broth­er­ly and Pro­tec­tive Or­der of Elks, and they pro­duced an enor­mous ban­ner let­tered: “B.P.O.E.—Best Peo­ple on Earth—Boost Pi­o­neer, Oh Ed­die.” Nor was Ga­lop de Vache, the state cap­i­tal, to be slight­ed. The lead­er of the Ga­lop de Vache del­e­ga­tion was a large, red­dish, roundish man, but ac­tive. He took off his coat, hurled his broad black felt hat on the ground, rolled up his sleeves, climbed up­on the sun­di­al, spat, and bel­lowed:

				“We’ll tell the world, and the good la­dy who’s giv­ing the show this af­ter­noon, that the bon­ni­est burg in this man’s state is Ga­lop de Vache. You boys can talk about your zip, but jus’ lemme mur­mur that old Ga­lop has the largest pro­por­tion of home-own­ing cit­i­zens in the state; and when folks own their homes, they ain’t start­ing la­bor-trou­bles, and they’re rais­ing kids in­stead of rais­ing hell! Ga­lop de Vache! The town for homey folks! The town that eats ’em alive oh, Bosco! We’ll—tell—the—world!”

				The guests drove off; the gar­den shiv­ered in­to qui­et. But Mrs. Cros­by Knowl­ton sighed as she looked at a mar­ble seat warm from five hun­dred sum­mers of Amal­fi. On the face of a winged sphinx which sup­port­ed it some­one had drawn a mus­tache in lead-pen­cil. Crum­pled pa­per nap­kins were dumped among the Michael­mas daisies. On the walk, like shred­ded love­ly flesh, were the petals of the last gal­lant rose. Cig­a­rette stubs float­ed in the gold­fish pool, trail­ing an evil stain as they swelled and dis­in­te­grat­ed, and be­neath the mar­ble seat, the frag­ments care­ful­ly put to­geth­er, was a smashed teacup.

			




				VI

				As he rode back to the ho­tel Bab­bitt re­flect­ed, “Myra would have en­joyed all this so­cial agony.” For him­self he cared less for the gar­den par­ty than for the mo­tor tours which the Monarch Cham­ber of Com­merce had ar­ranged. In­de­fati­ga­bly he viewed wa­ter-reser­voirs, sub­ur­ban trol­ley-sta­tions, and tan­ner­ies. He de­voured the sta­tis­tics which were giv­en to him, and mar­veled to his room­mate, W. A. Rogers, “Of course this town isn’t a patch on Zenith; it hasn’t got our out­look and nat­u­ral re­sources; but did you know—I nev’ did till to­day—that they man­u­fac­tured sev­en hun­dred and six­ty-three mil­lion feet of lum­ber last year? What d’ you think of that!”

				He was ner­vous as the time for read­ing his pa­per ap­proached. When he stood on the low plat­form be­fore the con­ven­tion, he trem­bled and saw on­ly a pur­ple haze. But he was in earnest, and when he had fin­ished the for­mal pa­per he talked to them, his hands in his pock­ets, his spec­ta­cled face a flash­ing disk, like a plate set up on edge in the lamp­light. They shout­ed “That’s the stuff!” and in the dis­cus­sion af­ter­ward they re­ferred with im­pres­sive­ness to “our friend and broth­er, Mr. George F. Bab­bitt.” He had in fif­teen min­utes changed from a mi­nor del­e­gate to a per­son­age al­most as well known as that diplo­mat of busi­ness, Ce­cil Roun­tree. Af­ter the meet­ing, del­e­gates from all over the state said, “How­er you, Broth­er Bab­bitt?” Six­teen com­plete strangers called him “George,” and three men took him in­to cor­ners to con­fide, “Mighty glad you had the courage to stand up and give the Pro­fes­sion a re­al boost. Now I’ve al­ways main­tained—”

				Next morn­ing, with tremen­dous ca­su­al­ness, Bab­bitt asked the girl at the ho­tel news­stand for the news­pa­pers from Zenith. There was noth­ing in the Press, but in the Ad­vo­cate-Times, on the third page—He gasped. They had print­ed his pic­ture and a half-col­umn ac­count. The head­ing was “Sen­sa­tion at An­nu­al Land­men’s Con­ven­tion. G. F. Bab­bitt, Prom­i­nent Zip­town Re­al­tor, Keynot­er in Fine Ad­dress.”

				He mur­mured rev­er­ent­ly, “I guess some of the folks on Flo­ral Heights will sit up and take no­tice now, and pay a lit­tle at­ten­tion to old Georgie!”

			




				VII

				It was the last meet­ing. The del­e­ga­tions were pre­sent­ing the claims of their sev­er­al cities to the next year’s con­ven­tion. Or­a­tors were an­nounc­ing that “Ga­lop de Vache, the Cap­i­tal City, the site of Kre­mer Col­lege and of the Up­holtz Knit­ting Works, is the rec­og­nized cen­ter of cul­ture and high-class en­ter­prise”; and that “Ham­burg, the Big Lit­tle City with the Log­i­cal Lo­ca­tion, where ev­ery man is open­hand­ed and ev­ery wom­an a heav­en-born host­ess, throws wide to you her hos­pitable gates.”

				In the midst of these more dif­fi­dent in­vi­ta­tions, the gold­en doors of the ball­room opened with a blat­ting of trum­pets, and a cir­cus pa­rade rolled in. It was com­posed of the Zenith bro­kers, dressed as cow­punch­ers, bare­back rid­ers, Ja­pa­nese jug­glers. At the head was big War­ren Whit­by, in the bearskin and gold-and-crim­son coat of a drum-ma­jor. Be­hind him, as a clown, beat­ing a bass drum, ex­traor­di­nar­i­ly hap­py and noisy, was Bab­bitt.

				War­ren Whit­by leaped on the plat­form, made mer­ry play with his ba­ton, and ob­served, “Boy­ses and girlses, the time has came to get down to cas­es. A dyed-in-the-wool Zenithite sure loves his neigh­bors, but we’ve made up our minds to grab this con­ven­tion off our neigh­bor burgs like we’ve grabbed the con­densed-milk busi­ness and the pa­per-box busi­ness and—”

				J. Har­ry Barmhill, the con­ven­tion chair­man, hint­ed, “We’re grate­ful to you, Mr. Uh, but you must give the oth­er boys a chance to hand in their bids now.”

				A foghorn voice blared, “In Eu­re­ka we’ll prom­ise free mo­tor rides through the pret­ti­est coun­try—”

				Run­ning down the aisle, clap­ping his hands, a lean bald young man cried, “I’m from Spar­ta! Our Cham­ber of Com­merce has wired me they’ve set aside eight thou­sand dol­lars, in re­al mon­ey, for the en­ter­tain­ment of the con­ven­tion!”

				A cler­i­cal-look­ing man rose to clam­or, “Mon­ey talks! Move we ac­cept the bid from Spar­ta!”

				It was ac­cept­ed.

			




				VIII

				The Com­mit­tee on Res­o­lu­tions was re­port­ing. They said that Where­as Almighty God in his benef­i­cent mer­cy had seen fit to re­move to a sphere of high­er use­ful­ness some thir­ty-six re­al­tors of the state the past year, There­fore it was the sen­ti­ment of this con­ven­tion as­sem­bled that they were sor­ry God had done it, and the sec­re­tary should be, and here­by was, in­struct­ed to spread these res­o­lu­tions on the min­utes, and to con­sole the be­reaved fam­i­lies by send­ing them each a copy.

				A sec­ond res­o­lu­tion au­tho­rized the pres­i­dent of the S.A.R.E.B. to spend fif­teen thou­sand dol­lars in lob­by­ing for sane tax mea­sures in the State Leg­is­la­ture. This res­o­lu­tion had a good deal to say about Men­aces to Sound Busi­ness and clear­ing the Wheels of Progress from ill-ad­vised and short­sight­ed ob­sta­cles.

				The Com­mit­tee on Com­mit­tees re­port­ed, and with star­tled awe Bab­bitt learned that he had been ap­point­ed a mem­ber of the Com­mit­tee on Tor­rens Ti­tles.

				He re­joiced, “I said it was go­ing to be a great year! Georgie, old son, you got big things ahead of you! You’re a nat­u­ral-born or­a­tor and a good mix­er and—Zowie!”

			




				IX

				There was no for­mal en­ter­tain­ment pro­vid­ed for the last evening. Bab­bitt had planned to go home, but that af­ter­noon the Jered Sass­burg­ers of Pi­o­neer sug­gest­ed that Bab­bitt and W. A. Rogers have tea with them at the Catal­pa Inn.

				Teas were not un­known to Bab­bitt—his wife and he earnest­ly at­tend­ed them at least twice a year—but they were suf­fi­cient­ly ex­ot­ic to make him feel im­por­tant. He sat at a glass-cov­ered ta­ble in the Art Room of the Inn, with its paint­ed rab­bits, mot­toes let­tered on birch bark, and wait­ress­es be­ing artis­tic in Dutch caps; he ate in­suf­fi­cient let­tuce sand­wich­es, and was live­ly and naughty with Mrs. Sass­burg­er, who was as smooth and large-eyed as a cloak-mod­el. Sass­burg­er and he had met two days be­fore, so they were call­ing each oth­er “Georgie” and “Sassy.”

				Sass­burg­er said prayer­ful­ly, “Say, boys, be­fore you go, see­ing this is the last chance, I’ve got it, up in my room, and Miri­am here is the best lit­tle mix­el­o­gist in the Stati Unidos like us Ital­ians say.”

				With wide flow­ing ges­tures, Bab­bitt and Rogers fol­lowed the Sass­burg­ers to their room. Mrs. Sass­burg­er shrieked, “Oh, how ter­ri­ble!” when she saw that she had left a chemise of sheer laven­der crepe on the bed. She tucked it in­to a bag, while Bab­bitt gig­gled, “Don’t mind us; we’re a cou­ple o’ lit­tle divvils!”

				Sass­burg­er tele­phoned for ice, and the bell­boy who brought it said, pro­saical­ly and un­prompt­ed, “High­ball glass­es or cock­tail?” Miri­am Sass­burg­er mixed the cock­tails in one of those dis­mal, naked­ly white wa­ter-pitch­ers which ex­ist on­ly in ho­tels. When they had fin­ished the first round she proved by in­ton­ing “Think you boys could stand an­oth­er—you got a div­i­dend com­ing” that, though she was but a wom­an, she knew the com­plete and per­fect rite of cock­tail-drink­ing.

				Out­side, Bab­bitt hint­ed to Rogers, “Say, W. A., old roost­er, it comes over me that I could stand it if we didn’t go back to the lovin’ wives, this hand­some abend, but just kind of stayed in Monarch and threw a par­ty, heh?”

				“George, you speak with the tongue of wis­dom and sagashi­ter­if­er­ous­ness. El Wing’s wife has gone on to Pitts­burg. Let’s see if we can’t gath­er him in.”

				At half-past sev­en they sat in their room, with El­bert Wing and two up­state del­e­gates. Their coats were off, their vests open, their faces red, their voic­es em­phat­ic. They were fin­ish­ing a bot­tle of cor­ro­sive boot­legged whisky and im­plor­ing the bell­boy, “Say, son, can you get us some more of this em­balm­ing flu­id?” They were smok­ing large cigars and drop­ping ash­es and stubs on the car­pet. With windy guf­faws they were telling sto­ries. They were, in fact, males in a hap­py state of na­ture.

				Bab­bitt sighed, “I don’t know how it strikes you hel­lions, but per­son­al­ly I like this bust­ing loose for a change, and kick­ing over a cou­ple of moun­tains and climb­ing up on the North Pole and wav­ing the au­ro­ra bo­re­alis around.”

				The man from Spar­ta, a grave, in­tense young­ster, bab­bled, “Say! I guess I’m as good a hus­band as the run of the mill, but God, I do get so tired of go­ing home ev­ery evening, and noth­ing to see but the movies. That’s why I go out and drill with the Na­tion­al Guard. I guess I got the nicest lit­tle wife in my burg, but—Say! Know what I want­ed to do as a kid? Know what I want­ed to do? Want­ed to be a big chemist. Tha’s what I want­ed to do. But Dad chased me out on the road sell­ing kitchen­ware, and here I’m set­tled down—set­tled for life—not a chance! Oh, who the dev­il start­ed this fu­ner­al talk? How ’bout ’nother lil drink? ‘And a-noth-er drink wouldn’ do ’s ’ny har­m­m­m­m­m­mm.’ ”

				“Yea. Cut the sob-stuff,” said W. A. Rogers ge­nial­ly. “You boys know I’m the vil­lage song­ster? Come on now—sing up:

				
					
						Said the old Oba­di­ah to the young Oba­di­ah,
						

						‘I am dry, Oba­di­ah, I am dry.’
						

						Said the young Oba­di­ah to the old Oba­di­ah,
						

						‘So am I, Oba­di­ah, so am I.’ ”
					

				

			




				X

				They had din­ner in the Moor­ish Grill­room of the Ho­tel Sedg­wick. Some­where, some­how, they seemed to have gath­ered in two oth­er com­rades: a man­u­fac­tur­er of fly­pa­per and a den­tist. They all drank whisky from teacups, and they were hu­mor­ous, and nev­er lis­tened to one an­oth­er, ex­cept when W. A. Rogers “kid­ded” the Ital­ian wait­er.

				“Say, Goosep­py,” he said in­no­cent­ly, “I want a cou­ple o’ fried ele­phants’ ears.”

				“Sor­ry, sir, we haven’t any.”

				“Huh? No ele­phants’ ears? What do you know about that!” Rogers turned to Bab­bitt. “Pe­dro says the ele­phants’ ears are all out!”

				“Well, I’ll be switched!” said the man from Spar­ta, with dif­fi­cul­ty hid­ing his laugh­ter.

				“Well, in that case, Car­lo, just bring me a hunk o’ steak and a cou­ple o’ bushels o’ French fried pota­toes and some peas,” Rogers went on. “I sup­pose back in dear old sun­ny It’ the Eye­tal­ians get their fresh gar­den peas out of the can.”

				“No, sir, we have very nice peas in Italy.”

				“Is that a fact! Georgie, do you hear that? They get their fresh gar­den peas out of the gar­den, in Italy! By gol­ly, you live and learn, don’t you, An­to­nio, you cer­tain­ly do live and learn, if you live long enough and keep your strength. All right, Garibal­di, just shoot me in that steak, with about two print­ers’-reams of French fried spuds on the prom­e­nade deck, com­pre­henez-vous, Mich­e­lovitch An­geloni?”

				Af­ter­ward El­bert Wing ad­mired, “Gee, you cer­tain­ly did have that poor Da­go go­ing, W. A. He couldn’t make you out at all!”

				In the Monarch Her­ald, Bab­bitt found an ad­ver­tise­ment which he read aloud, to ap­plause and laugh­ter:

				
					
						Old Colony The­atre

						Shake the Old Dogs to the

						Wrol­lick­ing Wrens

						The bon­ni­est bevy of beau­teous

						bathing babes in bur­lesque.

						Pe­te Menut­ti and his

						Oh, Gee, Kids.

					
					This is the straight steer, Ben­ny, the pain­less chick­lets of the Wrol­lick­ing Wrens are the cud­dlingest bunch that ev­er hit town. Steer the feet, get the card board, and twist the pupils to the P.D.Q.est show ev­er. You will get 111% on your kale in this fun-fest. The Cal­roza Sis­ters are sure some look­ers and will give you a run for your gelt. Jock Sil­ber­steen is one of the pep­per lads and slips you a dose of re­al laugh­ter. Shoot the up and down to Jack­son and West for grace­ful tap­pers. They run 1–2 un­der the wire. Provin and Adams will blow the blues in their laugh skit “Hootch Mon!” Some­thing do­ing, boys. Lis­ten to what the Hep Bird twit­ters.

				

				“Sounds like a juicy show to me. Let’s all take it in,” said Bab­bitt.

				But they put off de­par­ture as long as they could. They were safe while they sat here, legs firm­ly crossed un­der the ta­ble, but they felt un­steady; they were afraid of nav­i­gat­ing the long and slip­pery floor of the grill­room un­der the eyes of the oth­er guests and the too-at­ten­tive wait­ers.

				When they did ven­ture, ta­bles got in their way, and they sought to cov­er em­bar­rass­ment by heavy joc­u­lar­i­ty at the coa­t­room. As the girl hand­ed out their hats, they smiled at her, and hoped that she, a cool and ex­pert judge, would feel that they were gen­tle­men. They croaked at one an­oth­er, “Who owns the bum lid?” and “You take a good one, George; I’ll take what’s left,” and to the check-girl they stam­mered, “Bet­ter come along, sis­ter! High, wide, and fan­cy evening ahead!” All of them tried to tip her, urg­ing one an­oth­er, “No! Wait! Here! I got it right here!” Among them, they gave her three dol­lars.

			




				XI

				Flam­boy­ant­ly smok­ing cigars they sat in a box at the bur­lesque show, their feet up on the rail, while a cho­rus of twen­ty daubed, wor­ried, and in­ex­tin­guish­ably re­spectable grandams swung their legs in the more el­e­men­tary cho­rus-evo­lu­tions, and a Jew­ish co­me­di­an made vi­cious fun of Jews. In the en­tr’actes they met oth­er lone del­e­gates. A dozen of them went in taxi­cabs out to Bright Blos­som Inn, where the blos­soms were made of dusty pa­per fes­tooned along a room low and stink­ing, like a cow-sta­ble no longer wise­ly used.

				Here, whisky was served open­ly, in glass­es. Two or three clerks, who on pay­day longed to be tak­en for mil­lion­aires, sheep­ish­ly danced with tele­phone-girls and man­i­cure-girls in the nar­row space be­tween the ta­bles. Fan­tas­ti­cal­ly whirled the pro­fes­sion­als, a young man in sleek evening-clothes and a slim mad girl in emer­ald silk, with am­ber hair flung up as jagged­ly as flames. Bab­bitt tried to dance with her. He shuf­fled along the floor, too bulky to be guid­ed, his steps un­re­lat­ed to the rhythm of the jun­gle mu­sic, and in his stag­ger­ing he would have fall­en, had she not held him with sup­ple kind­ly strength. He was blind and deaf from pro­hi­bi­tion-era al­co­hol; he could not see the ta­bles, the faces. But he was over­whelmed by the girl and her young pli­ant warmth.

				When she had firm­ly re­turned him to his group, he re­mem­bered, by a con­nec­tion quite un­trace­able, that his moth­er’s moth­er had been Scotch, and with head thrown back, eyes closed, wide mouth in­di­cat­ing ec­sta­sy, he sang, very slow­ly and rich­ly, “Loch Lomond.”

				But that was the last of his mel­low­ness and jol­ly com­pan­ion­ship. The man from Spar­ta said he was a “bum singer,” and for ten min­utes Bab­bitt quar­reled with him, in a loud, un­steady, hero­ic in­dig­na­tion. They called for drinks till the man­ag­er in­sist­ed that the place was closed. All the while Bab­bitt felt a hot raw de­sire for more bru­tal amuse­ments. When W. A. Rogers drawled, “What say we go down the line and look over the girls?” he agreed sav­age­ly. Be­fore they went, three of them se­cret­ly made ap­point­ments with the pro­fes­sion­al danc­ing girl, who agreed “Yes, yes, sure, dar­ling” to ev­ery­thing they said, and ami­ably for­got them.

				As they drove back through the out­skirts of Monarch, down streets of small brown wood­en cot­tages of work­men, char­ac­ter­less as cells, as they rat­tled across ware­house-dis­tricts which by drunk­en night seemed vast and per­ilous, as they were borne to­ward the red lights and vi­o­lent au­to­mat­ic pi­anos and the stocky wom­en who sim­pered, Bab­bitt was fright­ened. He want­ed to leap from the taxi­cab, but all his body was a murky fire, and he groaned, “Too late to quit now,” and knew that he did not want to quit.

				There was, they felt, one very hu­mor­ous in­ci­dent on the way. A bro­ker from Min­nema­gan­tic said, “Monarch is a lot sporti­er than Zenith. You Zenith tight­wads haven’t got any joints like these here.” Bab­bitt raged, “That’s a dirty lie! Snoth­in’ you can’t find in Zenith. Be­lieve me, we got more hous­es and hootch-par­lors an’ all kinds o’ dives than any burg in the state.”

				He re­al­ized they were laugh­ing at him; he de­sired to fight; and for­got it in such musty un­sat­is­fy­ing ex­per­i­ments as he had not known since col­lege.

				In the morn­ing, when he re­turned to Zenith, his de­sire for re­bel­lion was part­ly sat­is­fied. He had ret­ro­grad­ed to a shame­faced con­tent­ment. He was ir­ri­ta­ble. He did not smile when W. A. Rogers com­plained, “Ow, what a head! I cer­tain­ly do feel like the wrath of God this morn­ing. Say! I know what was the trou­ble! Some­body went and put al­co­hol in my booze last night.”

				Bab­bitt’s ex­cur­sion was nev­er known to his fam­i­ly, nor to any­one in Zenith save Rogers and Wing. It was not of­fi­cial­ly rec­og­nized even by him­self. If it had any con­se­quences, they have not been dis­cov­ered.

			


		
			Chapter XIV

			
				I

				This au­tumn a Mr. W. G. Hard­ing, of Mar­i­on, Ohio, was ap­point­ed Pres­i­dent of the Unit­ed States, but Zenith was less in­ter­est­ed in the na­tion­al cam­paign than in the lo­cal elec­tion. Seneca Doane, though he was a lawyer and a grad­u­ate of the State Uni­ver­si­ty, was can­di­date for may­or of Zenith on an alarm­ing la­bor tick­et. To op­pose him the Democrats and Re­pub­li­cans unit­ed on Lu­cas Prout, a mat­tress-man­u­fac­tur­er with a per­fect record for san­i­ty. Mr. Prout was sup­port­ed by the banks, the Cham­ber of Com­merce, all the de­cent news­pa­pers, and George F. Bab­bitt.

				Bab­bitt was precinct-lead­er on Flo­ral Heights, but his dis­trict was safe and he longed for stouter bat­tling. His con­ven­tion pa­per had giv­en him the be­gin­ning of a rep­u­ta­tion for or­a­to­ry, so the Re­pub­li­can-Demo­crat­ic Cen­tral Com­mit­tee sent him to the Sev­enth Ward and South Zenith, to ad­dress small au­di­ences of work­men and clerks, and wives un­easy with their new votes. He ac­quired a fame en­dur­ing for weeks. Now and then a re­porter was present at one of his meet­ings, and the head­lines (though they were not very large) in­di­cat­ed that George F. Bab­bitt had ad­dressed Cheer­ing Throng, and Dis­tin­guished Man of Af­fairs had point­ed out the Fal­la­cies of Doane. Once, in the ro­togravure sec­tion of the Sun­day Ad­vo­cate-Times, there was a pho­to­graph of Bab­bitt and a dozen oth­er busi­ness men, with the cap­tion “Lead­ers of Zenith Fi­nance and Com­merce Who Back Prout.”

				He de­served his glo­ry. He was an ex­cel­lent cam­paign­er. He had faith; he was cer­tain that if Lin­coln were alive, he would be elec­tion­eer­ing for Mr. W. G. Hard­ing—un­less he came to Zenith and elec­tion­eered for Lu­cas Prout. He did not con­fuse au­di­ences by sil­ly sub­tleties; Prout rep­re­sent­ed hon­est in­dus­try, Seneca Doane rep­re­sent­ed whin­ing lazi­ness, and you could take your choice. With his broad shoul­ders and vig­or­ous voice, he was ob­vi­ous­ly a Good Fel­low; and, rarest of all, he re­al­ly liked peo­ple. He al­most liked com­mon work­men. He want­ed them to be well paid, and able to af­ford high rents—though, nat­u­ral­ly, they must not in­ter­fere with the rea­son­able prof­its of stock­hold­ers. Thus nobly en­dowed, and keyed high by the dis­cov­ery that he was a nat­u­ral or­a­tor, he was pop­u­lar with au­di­ences, and he raged through the cam­paign, renowned not on­ly in the Sev­enth and Eighth Wards but even in parts of the Six­teenth.

			




				II

				Crowd­ed in his car, they came driv­ing up to Turn­vere­in Hall, South Zenith—Bab­bitt, his wife, Verona, Ted, and Paul and Zil­la Ries­ling. The hall was over a del­i­catessen shop, in a street bang­ing with trol­leys and smelling of onions and gaso­line and fried fish. A new ap­pre­ci­a­tion of Bab­bitt filled all of them, in­clud­ing Bab­bitt.

				“Don’t know how you keep it up, talk­ing to three bunch­es in one evening. Wish I had your strength,” said Paul; and Ted ex­claimed to Verona, “The old man cer­tain­ly does know how to kid these rough­necks along!”

				Men in black sateen shirts, their faces new-washed but with a hint of grime un­der their eyes, were loi­ter­ing on the broad stairs up to the hall. Bab­bitt’s par­ty po­lite­ly edged through them and in­to the white­washed room, at the front of which was a dais with a red-plush throne and a pine al­tar paint­ed wa­tery blue, as used night­ly by the Grand Mas­ters and Supreme Po­ten­tates of in­nu­mer­able lodges. The hall was full. As Bab­bitt pushed through the fringe stand­ing at the back, he heard the pre­cious trib­ute, “That’s him!” The chair­man bus­tled down the cen­ter aisle with an im­pres­sive, “The speak­er? All ready, sir! Uh—let’s see—what was the name, sir?”

				Then Bab­bitt slid in­to a sea of elo­quence:

				“Ladies and gen­tle­men of the Six­teenth Ward, there is one who can­not be with us here tonight, a man than whom there is no more stal­wart Tro­jan in all the po­lit­i­cal are­na—I re­fer to our lead­er, the Hon­or­able Lu­cas Prout, stan­dard-bear­er of the city and coun­ty of Zenith. Since he is not here, I trust that you will bear with me if, as a friend and neigh­bor, as one who is proud to share with you the com­mon bless­ing of be­ing a res­i­dent of the great city of Zenith, I tell you in all can­dor, hon­esty, and sin­cer­i­ty how the is­sues of this crit­i­cal cam­paign ap­pear to one plain man of busi­ness—to one who, brought up to the bless­ings of pover­ty and of man­u­al la­bor, has, even when Fate con­demned him to sit at a desk, yet nev­er for­got­ten how it feels, by heck, to be up at five-thir­ty and at the fac­to­ry with the ole din­ner-pail in his hard­ened mitt when the whis­tle blew at sev­en, un­less the own­er sneaked in ten min­utes on us and blew it ear­ly! (Laugh­ter.) To come down to the ba­sic and fun­da­men­tal is­sues of this cam­paign, the great er­ror, in­sin­cere­ly pro­mul­gat­ed by Seneca Doane—”

				There were work­men who jeered—young cyn­i­cal work­men, for the most part for­eign­ers, Jews, Swedes, Irish­men, Ital­ians—but the old­er men, the pa­tient, bleached, stooped car­pen­ters and me­chan­ics, cheered him; and when he worked up to his anec­dote of Lin­coln their eyes were wet.

				Mod­est­ly, busi­ly, he hur­ried out of the hall on de­li­cious ap­plause, and sped off to his third au­di­ence of the evening. “Ted, you bet­ter drive,” he said. “Kind of all in af­ter that spiel. Well, Paul, how’d it go? Did I get ’em?”

				“Bul­ly! Cork­ing! You had a lot of pep.”

				Mrs. Bab­bitt wor­shiped, “Oh, it was fine! So clear and in­ter­est­ing, and such nice ideas. When I hear you orat­ing I re­al­ize I don’t ap­pre­ci­ate how pro­found­ly you think and what a splen­did brain and vo­cab­u­lary you have. Just—splen­did.” But Verona was ir­ri­tat­ing. “Dad,” she wor­ried, “how do you know that pub­lic own­er­ship of util­i­ties and so on and so forth will al­ways be a fail­ure?”

				Mrs. Bab­bitt re­proved, “Rone, I should think you could see and re­al­ize that when your fa­ther’s all worn out with orat­ing, it’s no time to ex­pect him to ex­plain these com­pli­cat­ed sub­jects. I’m sure when he’s rest­ed he’ll be glad to ex­plain it to you. Now let’s all be qui­et and give Pa­pa a chance to get ready for his next speech. Just think! Right now they’re gath­er­ing in Mac­cabee Tem­ple, and wait­ing for us!”

			




				III

				Mr. Lu­cas Prout and Sound Busi­ness de­feat­ed Mr. Seneca Doane and Class Rule, and Zenith was again saved. Bab­bitt was of­fered sev­er­al mi­nor ap­point­ments to dis­trib­ute among poor re­la­tions, but he pre­ferred ad­vance in­for­ma­tion about the ex­ten­sion of paved high­ways, and this a grate­ful ad­min­is­tra­tion gave to him. Al­so, he was one of on­ly nine­teen speak­ers at the din­ner with which the Cham­ber of Com­merce cel­e­brat­ed the vic­to­ry of right­eous­ness.

				His rep­u­ta­tion for or­a­to­ry es­tab­lished, at the din­ner of the Zenith Re­al Es­tate Board he made the An­nu­al Ad­dress. The Ad­vo­cate-Times re­port­ed this speech with un­usu­al full­ness:

				“One of the livest ban­quets that has re­cent­ly been pulled off oc­curred last night in the an­nu­al Get-To­geth­er Fest of the Zenith Re­al Es­tate Board, held in the Vene­tian Ball Room of the O’Hearn House. Mine host Gil O’Hearn had as usu­al done him­self proud and those as­sem­bled feast­ed on such an as­sem­blage of plates as could be ri­valed nowhere west of New York, if there, and washed down the plen­teous feed with the cup which in­spired but did not ine­bri­ate in the shape of cider from the farm of Chan­dler Mott, pres­i­dent of the board and who act­ed as wit­ty and ef­fi­cient chair­man.

				“As Mr. Mott was suf­fer­ing from slight in­fec­tion and sore throat, G. F. Bab­bitt made the prin­ci­pal talk. Be­sides out­lin­ing the progress of Tor­rens­ing re­al es­tate ti­tles, Mr. Bab­bitt spoke in part as fol­lows:

				“ ‘In ris­ing to ad­dress you, with my im­promp­tu speech care­ful­ly tucked in­to my vest pock­et, I am re­mind­ed of the sto­ry of the two Irish­men, Mike and Pat, who were rid­ing on the Pull­man. Both of them, I for­got to say, were sailors in the Navy. It seems Mike had the low­er berth and by and by he heard a ter­ri­ble rack­et from the up­per, and when he yelled up to find out what the trou­ble was, Pat an­swered, “Shure an’ be­dad an’ how can I ev­er get a night’s sleep at all, at all? I been try­ing to get in­to this darned lit­tle ham­mock ev­er since eight bells!”

				“ ‘Now, gen­tle­men, stand­ing up here be­fore you, I feel a good deal like Pat, and maybe af­ter I’ve spieled along for a while, I may feel so darn small that I’ll be able to crawl in­to a Pull­man ham­mock with no trou­ble at all, at all!

				“ ‘Gen­tle­men, it strikes me that each year at this an­nu­al oc­ca­sion when friend and foe get to­geth­er and lay down the bat­tle-ax and let the waves of good-fel­low­ship waft them up the flow­ery slopes of ami­ty, it be­hooves us, stand­ing to­geth­er eye to eye and shoul­der to shoul­der as fel­low-cit­i­zens of the best city in the world, to con­sid­er where we are both as re­gards our­selves and the com­mon weal.

				“ ‘It is true that even with our 361,000, or prac­ti­cal­ly 362,000, pop­u­la­tion, there are, by the last cen­sus, al­most a score of larg­er cities in the Unit­ed States. But, gen­tle­men, if by the next cen­sus we do not stand at least tenth, then I’ll be the first to re­quest any knock­er to re­move my shirt and to eat the same, with the com­pli­ments of G. F. Bab­bitt, Es­quire! It may be true that New York, Chica­go, and Phil­a­del­phia will con­tin­ue to keep ahead of us in size. But aside from these three cities, which are no­to­ri­ous­ly so over­grown that no de­cent white man, no­body who loves his wife and kid­dies and God’s good out-o’doors and likes to shake the hand of his neigh­bor in greet­ing, would want to live in them—and let me tell you right here and now, I wouldn’t trade a high-class Zenith acreage de­vel­op­ment for the whole length and breadth of Broad­way or State Street!—aside from these three, it’s ev­i­dent to any­one with a head for facts that Zenith is the finest ex­am­ple of Amer­i­can life and pros­per­i­ty to be found any­where.

				“ ‘I don’t mean to say we’re per­fect. We’ve got a lot to do in the way of ex­tend­ing the paving of mo­tor boule­vards, for, be­lieve me, it’s the fel­low with four to ten thou­sand a year, say, and an au­to­mo­bile and a nice lit­tle fam­i­ly in a bun­ga­low on the edge of town, that makes the wheels of progress go round!

				“ ‘That’s the type of fel­low that’s rul­ing Amer­i­ca to­day; in fact, it’s the ide­al type to which the en­tire world must tend, if there’s to be a de­cent, well-bal­anced, Chris­tian, go-ahead fu­ture for this lit­tle old plan­et! Once in a while I just nat­u­ral­ly sit back and size up this Sol­id Amer­i­can Cit­i­zen, with a whale of a lot of sat­is­fac­tion.

				“ ‘Our Ide­al Cit­i­zen—I pic­ture him first and fore­most as be­ing busier than a bird-dog, not wast­ing a lot of good time in day­dream­ing or go­ing to sassi­ety teas or kick­ing about things that are none of his busi­ness, but putting the zip in­to some store or pro­fes­sion or art. At night he lights up a good cigar, and climbs in­to the lit­tle old bus, and maybe cuss­es the car­bu­re­tor, and shoots out home. He mows the lawn, or sneaks in some prac­tice putting, and then he’s ready for din­ner. Af­ter din­ner he tells the kid­dies a sto­ry, or takes the fam­i­ly to the movies, or plays a few fists of bridge, or reads the evening pa­per, and a chap­ter or two of some good live­ly West­ern nov­el if he has a taste for lit­er­a­ture, and maybe the folks next-door drop in and they sit and vis­it about their friends and the top­ics of the day. Then he goes hap­pi­ly to bed, his con­science clear, hav­ing con­trib­uted his mite to the pros­per­i­ty of the city and to his own bank-ac­count.

				“ ‘In pol­i­tics and re­li­gion this Sane Cit­i­zen is the can­ni­est man on earth; and in the arts he in­vari­ably has a nat­u­ral taste which makes him pick out the best, ev­ery time. In no coun­try in the world will you find so many re­pro­duc­tions of the Old Mas­ters and of well-known paint­ings on par­lor walls as in these Unit­ed States. No coun­try has any­thing like our num­ber of phono­graphs, with not on­ly dance records and com­ic but al­so the best op­eras, such as Ver­di, ren­dered by the world’s high­est-paid singers.

				“ ‘In oth­er coun­tries, art and lit­er­a­ture are left to a lot of shab­by bums liv­ing in at­tics and feed­ing on booze and spaghet­ti, but in Amer­i­ca the suc­cess­ful writ­er or pic­ture-painter is in­dis­tin­guish­able from any oth­er de­cent busi­ness man; and I, for one, am on­ly too glad that the man who has the rare skill to sea­son his mes­sage with in­ter­est­ing read­ing mat­ter and who shows both pur­pose and pep in han­dling his lit­er­ary wares has a chance to drag down his fifty thou­sand bucks a year, to min­gle with the big­gest ex­ec­u­tives on terms of per­fect equal­i­ty, and to show as big a house and as swell a car as any Cap­tain of In­dus­try! But, mind you, it’s the ap­pre­ci­a­tion of the Reg­u­lar Guy who I have been de­pict­ing which has made this pos­si­ble, and you got to hand as much cred­it to him as to the au­thors them­selves.

				“ ‘Fi­nal­ly, but most im­por­tant, our Stan­dard­ized Cit­i­zen, even if he is a bach­e­lor, is a lover of the Lit­tle Ones, a sup­port­er of the hearth­stone which is the ba­sic foun­da­tion of our civ­i­liza­tion, first, last, and all the time, and the thing that most dis­tin­guish­es us from the de­cayed na­tions of Eu­rope.

				“ ‘I have nev­er yet toured Eu­rope—and as a mat­ter of fact, I don’t know that I care to such an aw­ful lot, as long as there’s our own mighty cities and moun­tains to be seen—but, the way I fig­ure it out, there must be a good many of our own sort of folks abroad. In­deed, one of the most en­thu­si­as­tic Ro­tar­i­ans I ev­er met boost­ed the tenets of one-hun­dred-per­cent pep in a burr that smacked o’ bon­ny Scut­lond and all ye bon­ny braes o’ Bob­by Burns. But same time, one thing that dis­tin­guish­es us from our good broth­ers, the hus­tlers over there, is that they’re will­ing to take a lot off the snobs and jour­nal­ists and politi­cians, while the mod­ern Amer­i­can busi­ness man knows how to talk right up for him­self, knows how to make it good and plen­ty clear that he in­tends to run the works. He doesn’t have to call in some high­brow hired-man when it’s nec­es­sary for him to an­swer the crooked crit­ics of the sane and ef­fi­cient life. He’s not dumb, like the old-fash­ioned mer­chant. He’s got a vo­cab­u­lary and a punch.

				“ ‘With all mod­esty, I want to stand up here as a rep­re­sen­ta­tive busi­ness man and gen­tly whis­per, “Here’s our kind of folks! Here’s the spec­i­fi­ca­tions of the Stan­dard­ized Amer­i­can Cit­i­zen! Here’s the new gen­er­a­tion of Amer­i­cans: fel­lows with hair on their chests and smiles in their eyes and adding-ma­chines in their of­fices. We’re not do­ing any boast­ing, but we like our­selves first-rate, and if you don’t like us, look out—bet­ter get un­der cov­er be­fore the cy­clone hits town!”

				“ ‘So! In my clum­sy way I have tried to sketch the Re­al He-man, the fel­low with Zip and Bang. And it’s be­cause Zenith has so large a pro­por­tion of such men that it’s the most sta­ble, the great­est of our cities. New York al­so has its thou­sands of Re­al Folks, but New York is cursed with un­num­bered for­eign­ers. So are Chica­go and San Fran­cis­co. Oh, we have a gold­en ros­ter of cities—De­troit and Cleve­land with their renowned fac­to­ries, Cincin­nati with its great ma­chine-tool and soap prod­ucts, Pitts­burg and Birm­ing­ham with their steel, Kan­sas City and Min­ne­ap­o­lis and Om­a­ha that open their boun­ti­ful gates on the bo­som of the ocean-like wheat­lands, and count­less oth­er mag­nif­i­cent sis­ter-cities, for, by the last cen­sus, there were no less than six­ty-eight glo­ri­ous Amer­i­can burgs with a pop­u­la­tion of over one hun­dred thou­sand! And all these cities stand to­geth­er for pow­er and pu­ri­ty, and against for­eign ideas and com­mu­nism—At­lanta with Hart­ford, Rochester with Den­ver, Mil­wau­kee with In­di­anapo­lis, Los An­ge­les with Scran­ton, Port­land, Maine, with Port­land, Ore­gon. A good live wire from Bal­ti­more or Seat­tle or Du­luth is the twin-broth­er of ev­ery like fel­low boost­er from Buf­fa­lo or Akron, Fort Worth or Os­kaloosa!

				“ ‘But it’s here in Zenith, the home for man­ly men and wom­an­ly wom­en and bright kids, that you find the largest pro­por­tion of these Reg­u­lar Guys, and that’s what sets it in a class by it­self; that’s why Zenith will be re­mem­bered in his­to­ry as hav­ing set the pace for a civ­i­liza­tion that shall en­dure when the old time-killing ways are gone for­ev­er and the day of earnest ef­fi­cient en­deav­or shall have dawned all round the world!

				“ ‘Some time I hope folks will quit hand­ing all the cred­it to a lot of moth-eat­en, mildewed, out-of-date, old, Eu­ro­pean dumps, and give prop­er cred­it to the fa­mous Zenith spir­it, that clean fight­ing de­ter­mi­na­tion to win Suc­cess that has made the lit­tle old Zip City cel­e­brat­ed in ev­ery land and clime, wher­ev­er con­densed milk and paste­board car­tons are known! Be­lieve me, the world has fall­en too long for these worn-out coun­tries that aren’t pro­duc­ing any­thing but boot­blacks and scenery and booze, that haven’t got one bath­room per hun­dred peo­ple, and that don’t know a loose-leaf ledger from a slip­cov­er; and it’s just about time for some Zenithite to get his back up and holler for a show­down!

				“ ‘I tell you, Zenith and her sis­ter-cities are pro­duc­ing a new type of civ­i­liza­tion. There are many re­sem­blances be­tween Zenith and these oth­er burgs, and I’m darn glad of it! The ex­tra­or­di­nary, grow­ing, and sane stan­dard­iza­tion of stores, of­fices, streets, ho­tels, clothes, and news­pa­pers through­out the Unit­ed States shows how strong and en­dur­ing a type is ours.

				“ ‘I al­ways like to re­mem­ber a piece that Chum Frink wrote for the news­pa­pers about his lec­ture-tours. It is doubt­less fa­mil­iar to many of you, but if you will per­mit me, I’ll take a chance and read it. It’s one of the clas­sic po­ems, like “If” by Kipling, or El­la Wheel­er Wilcox’s “The Man Worth While”; and I al­ways car­ry this clip­ping of it in my note­book:

				
					
						When I am out up­on the road, a po­et with a ped­dler’s load I most­ly sing a hearty song, and take a chew and hike along, a-hand­ing out my sam­ples fine of Cheero Brand of sweet sun­shine, and ped­dling op­ti­mistic pokes and sta­ble lines of japes and jokes to Lyceums and oth­er folks, to Ro­tarys, Ki­wa­nis’ Clubs, and feel I ain’t like oth­er dubs. And then old Ma­jor Silas Sa­tan, a brainy cuss who’s al­ways wait­in’, he gives his tail a live­ly quirk, and gets in quick his dirty work. He fills me up with mul­ly­grubs; my hair the back­ward way he rubs; he makes me lone­li­er than a hound, on Sun­day when the folks ain’t round. And then b’ gosh, I would pre­fer to nev­er be a lec­tur­er, a-ridin’ round in classy cars and smok­ing fifty-cent cigars, and nev­er more I want to roam; I sim­ply want to be back home, a-eatin’ flap jacks, hash, and ham, with folks who savvy whom I am!
					

					
						But when I get that lone­ly spell, I sim­ply seek the best ho­tel, no mat­ter in what town I be—St. Paul, Tole­do, or K. C., in Wash­ing­ton, Sch­enec­tady, in Louisville or Al­bany. And at that inn it hits my dome that I again am right at home. If I should stand a lengthy spell in front of that first-class ho­tel, that to the drum­mers loves to cater, across from some big film theayter; if I should look around and buzz, and won­der in what town I was, I swear that I could nev­er tell! For all the crowd would be so swell, in just the same fine sort of jeans they wear at home, and all the queens with spiffy bon­nets on their beans, and all the fel­lows stand­ing round a-talkin’ al­ways, I’ll be bound, the same good jol­ly kind of guff, ’bout au­tos, pol­i­tics and stuff and base­ball play­ers of renown that Nice Guys talk in my home town!
					

					
						Then when I en­tered that ho­tel, I’d look around and say, “Well, well!” For there would be the same news­stand, same mag­a­zines and can­dies grand, same smokes of fa­mous stan­dard brand, I’d find at home, I’ll tell! And when I saw the jol­ly bunch come waltz­ing in for eats at lunch, and squar­ing up in nat­ty duds to plat­ters large of French Fried spuds, why then I’d stand right up and bawl, “I’ve nev­er left my home at all!” And all re­plete I’d sit me down be­side some guy in der­by brown up­on a lob­by chair of plush, and mur­mur to him in a rush, “Hel­lo, Bill, tell me, good old scout, how is your stock a-holdin’ out?” Then we’d be off, two sol­id pals, a-chat­terin’ like gid­dy gals of flivvers, weath­er, home, and wives, lodge-broth­ers then for all our lives! So when Sam Sa­tan makes you blue, good friend, that’s what I’d up and do, for in these States where’er you roam, you nev­er leave your home sweet home.
					

				

				“ ‘Yes, sir, these oth­er burgs are our true part­ners in the great game of vi­tal liv­ing. But let’s not have any mis­take about this. I claim that Zenith is the best part­ner and the fastest-grow­ing part­ner of the whole ca­boo­dle. I trust I may be par­doned if I give a few sta­tis­tics to back up my claims. If they are old stuff to any of you, yet the tid­ings of pros­per­i­ty, like the good news of the Bible, nev­er be­come te­dious to the ears of a re­al hus­tler, no mat­ter how oft the sweet sto­ry is told! Ev­ery in­tel­li­gent per­son knows that Zenith man­u­fac­tures more con­densed milk and evap­o­rat­ed cream, more pa­per box­es, and more light­ing-fix­tures, than any oth­er city in the Unit­ed States, if not in the world. But it is not so uni­ver­sal­ly known that we al­so stand sec­ond in the man­u­fac­ture of pack­age-but­ter, sixth in the gi­ant realm of mo­tors and au­to­mo­biles, and some­where about third in cheese, leather find­ings, tar roof­ing, break­fast food, and over­alls!

				“ ‘Our great­ness, how­ev­er, lies not alone in punch­ful pros­per­i­ty but equal­ly in that pub­lic spir­it, that for­ward-look­ing ide­al­ism and broth­er­hood, which has marked Zenith ev­er since its foun­da­tion by the Fa­thers. We have a right, in­deed we have a du­ty to­ward our fair city, to an­nounce broad­cast the facts about our high schools, char­ac­ter­ized by their com­plete plants and the finest school-ven­ti­lat­ing sys­tems in the coun­try, bar none; our mag­nif­i­cent new ho­tels and banks and the paint­ings and carved mar­ble in their lob­bies; and the Sec­ond Na­tion­al Tow­er, the sec­ond high­est busi­ness build­ing in any in­land city in the en­tire coun­try. When I add that we have an un­par­al­leled num­ber of miles of paved streets, bath­rooms vac­u­um clean­ers, and all the oth­er signs of civ­i­liza­tion; that our li­brary and art mu­se­um are well sup­port­ed and housed in con­ve­nient and roomy build­ings; that our park-sys­tem is more than up to par, with its hand­some drive­ways adorned with grass, shrubs, and stat­u­ary, then I give but a hint of the all round un­lim­it­ed great­ness of Zenith!

				“ ‘I be­lieve, how­ev­er, in keep­ing the best to the last. When I re­mind you that we have one mo­tor car for ev­ery five and sev­en-eighths per­sons in the city, then I give a rock-ribbed prac­ti­cal in­di­ca­tion of the kind of progress and brain­i­ness which is syn­ony­mous with the name Zenith!

				“ ‘But the way of the right­eous is not all ros­es. Be­fore I close I must call your at­ten­tion to a prob­lem we have to face, this com­ing year. The worst men­ace to sound gov­ern­ment is not the avowed so­cial­ists but a lot of cow­ards who work un­der cov­er—the long-haired gen­try who call them­selves “lib­er­als” and “rad­i­cals” and “non­par­ti­san” and “in­tel­li­gentsia” and God on­ly knows how many oth­er trick names! Ir­re­spon­si­ble teach­ers and pro­fes­sors con­sti­tute the worst of this whole gang, and I am ashamed to say that sev­er­al of them are on the fac­ul­ty of our great State Uni­ver­si­ty! The U. is my own Al­ma Mater, and I am proud to be known as an alum­ni, but there are cer­tain in­struc­tors there who seem to think we ought to turn the con­duct of the na­tion over to hoboes and roustabouts.

				“ ‘Those profs are the snakes to be scotched—they and all their milk-and-wa­ter ilk! The Amer­i­can busi­ness man is gen­er­ous to a fault. But one thing he does de­mand of all teach­ers and lec­tur­ers and jour­nal­ists: if we’re go­ing to pay them our good mon­ey, they’ve got to help us by sell­ing ef­fi­cien­cy and whoop­ing it up for ra­tio­nal pros­per­i­ty! And when it comes to these blab-mouth, fault­find­ing, pes­simistic, cyn­i­cal Uni­ver­si­ty teach­ers, let me tell you that dur­ing this gold­en com­ing year it’s just as much our du­ty to bring in­flu­ence to have those cuss­es fired as it is to sell all the re­al es­tate and gath­er in all the good shekels we can.

				“ ‘Not till that is done will our sons and daugh­ters see that the ide­al of Amer­i­can man­hood and cul­ture isn’t a lot of cranks sit­ting around chew­ing the rag about their Rights and their Wrongs, but a God-fear­ing, hus­tling, suc­cess­ful, two-fist­ed Reg­u­lar Guy, who be­longs to some church with pep and piety to it, who be­longs to the Boost­ers or the Ro­tar­i­ans or the Ki­wa­nis, to the Elks or Moose or Red Men or Knights of Colum­bus or any­one of a score of or­ga­ni­za­tions of good, jol­ly, kid­ding, laugh­ing, sweat­ing, up­stand­ing, lend-a-hand­ing Roy­al Good Fel­lows, who plays hard and works hard, and whose an­swer to his crit­ics is a square-toed boot that’ll teach the grouch­es and smart alecks to re­spect the He-man and get out and root for Un­cle Samuel, U.S.A.!’ ”

			




				IV

				Bab­bitt promised to be­come a rec­og­nized or­a­tor. He en­ter­tained a Smok­er of the Men’s Club of the Chatham Road pres­by­te­ri­an Church with Irish, Jew­ish, and Chi­nese di­alect sto­ries.

				But in noth­ing was he more clear­ly re­vealed as the Prom­i­nent Cit­i­zen than in his lec­ture on “Brass Tacks Facts on Re­al Es­tate,” as de­liv­ered be­fore the class in Sales Meth­ods at the Zenith Y.M.C.A.

				The Ad­vo­cate-Times re­port­ed the lec­ture so ful­ly that Vir­gil Gunch said to Bab­bitt, “You’re get­ting to be one of the classi­est spell­binders in town. Seems ’s if I couldn’t pick up a pa­per with­out read­ing about your well-known elo­quence. All this guff ought to bring a lot of busi­ness in­to your of­fice. Good work! Keep it up!”

				“Go on, quit your kid­ding,” said Bab­bitt fee­bly, but at this trib­ute from Gunch, him­self a man of no mean or­a­tor­i­cal fame, he ex­pand­ed with de­light and won­dered how, be­fore his va­ca­tion, he could have ques­tioned the joys of be­ing a sol­id cit­i­zen.

			


		
			Chapter XV

			
				I

				His march to great­ness was not with­out dis­as­trous stum­bling.

				Fame did not bring the so­cial ad­vance­ment which the Bab­bitts de­served. They were not asked to join the Tonawan­da Coun­try Club nor in­vit­ed to the dances at the Union. Him­self, Bab­bitt fret­ted, he didn’t “care a fat hoot for all these high­rollers, but the wife would kind of like to be Among Those Present.” He ner­vous­ly await­ed his uni­ver­si­ty class-din­ner and an evening of fu­ri­ous in­ti­ma­cy with such so­cial lead­ers as Charles McK­elvey the mil­lion­aire con­trac­tor, Max Kruger the banker, Irv­ing Tate the tool-man­u­fac­tur­er, and Adel­bert Dob­son the fash­ion­able in­te­ri­or dec­o­ra­tor. The­o­ret­i­cal­ly he was their friend, as he had been in col­lege, and when he en­coun­tered them they still called him “Georgie,” but he didn’t seem to en­counter them of­ten, and they nev­er in­vit­ed him to din­ner (with cham­pagne and a but­ler) at their hous­es on Roy­al Ridge.

				All the week be­fore the class-din­ner he thought of them. “No rea­son why we shouldn’t be­come re­al chum­my now!”

			




				II

				Like all true Amer­i­can di­ver­sions and spir­i­tu­al out­pour­ings, the din­ner of the men of the Class of 1896 was thor­ough­ly or­ga­nized. The din­ner-com­mit­tee ham­mered like a sales-cor­po­ra­tion. Once a week they sent out re­minders:

				
					
						
							Tick­ler No. 3
						

					
					Old man, are you go­ing to be with us at the livest Friend­ship Feed the alum­ni of the good old U have ev­er known? The alum­nae of ’08 turned out 60% strong. Are we boys go­ing to be beat­en by a bunch of skirts? Come on, fel­lows, let’s work up some re­al gen­uine en­thu­si­asm and all boost to­geth­er for the snap­pi­est din­ner yet! El­e­gant eats, short gin­ger-talks, and mem­o­ries shared to­geth­er of the bright­est, glad­dest days of life.

				

				The din­ner was held in a pri­vate room at the Union Club. The club was a dingy build­ing, three pre­ten­tious old dwellings knocked to­geth­er, and the en­trance-hall re­sem­bled a pota­to cel­lar, yet the Bab­bitt who was free of the mag­nif­i­cence of the Ath­let­ic Club en­tered with em­bar­rass­ment. He nod­ded to the door­man, an an­cient proud ne­gro with brass but­tons and a blue tail­coat, and pa­rad­ed through the hall, try­ing to look like a mem­ber.

				Six­ty men had come to the din­ner. They made is­lands and ed­dies in the hall; they packed the el­e­va­tor and the cor­ners of the pri­vate din­ing-room. They tried to be in­ti­mate and en­thu­si­as­tic. They ap­peared to one an­oth­er ex­act­ly as they had in col­lege—as raw young­sters whose present mus­tach­es, bald­ness­es, paunch­es, and wrin­kles were but jovial dis­guis­es put on for the evening. “You haven’t changed a par­ti­cle!” they mar­veled. The men whom they could not re­call they ad­dressed, “Well, well, great to see you again, old man. What are you—Still do­ing the same thing?”

				Some­one was al­ways start­ing a cheer or a col­lege song, and it was al­ways thin­ning in­to si­lence. De­spite their res­o­lu­tion to be demo­crat­ic they di­vid­ed in­to two sets: the men with dress-clothes and the men with­out. Bab­bitt (ex­treme­ly in dress-clothes) went from one group to the oth­er. Though he was, al­most frankly, out for so­cial con­quest, he sought Paul Ries­ling first. He found him alone, neat and silent.

				Paul sighed, “I’m no good at this hand­shak­ing and ‘well, look who’s here’ bunk.”

				“Rats now, Paulibus, loosen up and be a mix­er! Finest bunch of boys on earth! Say, you seem kind of glum. What’s mat­ter?”

				“Oh, the usu­al. Run-in with Zil­la.”

				“Come on! Let’s wade in and for­get our trou­bles.”

				He kept Paul be­side him, but worked to­ward the spot where Charles McK­elvey stood warm­ing his ad­mir­ers like a fur­nace.

				McK­elvey had been the hero of the Class of ’96; not on­ly foot­ball cap­tain and ham­mer-throw­er but de­bater, and pass­able in what the State Uni­ver­si­ty con­sid­ered schol­ar­ship. He had gone on, had cap­tured the con­struc­tion-com­pa­ny once owned by the Dodsworths, best-known pi­o­neer fam­i­ly of Zenith. He built state capi­tols, sky­scrapers, rail­way ter­mi­nals. He was a heavy-shoul­dered, big-chest­ed man, but not slug­gish. There was a qui­et hu­mor in his eyes, a syrup-smooth quick­ness in his speech, which in­tim­i­dat­ed politi­cians and warned re­porters; and in his pres­ence the most in­tel­li­gent sci­en­tist or the most sen­si­tive artist felt thin-blood­ed, un­world­ly, and a lit­tle shab­by. He was, par­tic­u­lar­ly when he was in­flu­enc­ing leg­is­la­tures or hir­ing la­bor-spies, very easy and lov­able and gor­geous. He was ba­ro­nial; he was a peer in the rapid­ly crys­tal­liz­ing Amer­i­can aris­toc­ra­cy, in­fe­ri­or on­ly to the haughty Old Fam­i­lies. (In Zenith, an Old Fam­i­ly is one which came to town be­fore 1840.) His pow­er was the greater be­cause he was not hin­dered by scru­ples, by ei­ther the vice or the virtue of the old­er Pu­ri­tan tra­di­tion.

				McK­elvey was be­ing placid­ly mer­ry now with the great, the man­u­fac­tur­ers and bankers, the landown­ers and lawyers and sur­geons who had chauf­feurs and went to Eu­rope. Bab­bitt squeezed among them. He liked McK­elvey’s smile as much as the so­cial ad­vance­ment to be had from his fa­vor. If in Paul’s com­pa­ny he felt pon­der­ous and pro­tec­tive, with McK­elvey he felt slight and ador­ing.

				He heard McK­elvey say to Max Kruger, the banker, “Yes, we’ll put up Sir Ger­ald Doak.” Bab­bitt’s demo­crat­ic love for ti­tles be­came a rich rel­ish. “You know, he’s one of the big­gest iron-men in Eng­land, Max. Hor­ri­bly well-off. … Why, hel­lo, old Georgie! Say, Max, George Bab­bitt is get­ting fat­ter than I am!”

				The chair­man shout­ed, “Take your seats, fel­lows!”

				“Shall we make a move, Charley?” Bab­bitt said ca­su­al­ly to McK­elvey.

				“Right. Hel­lo, Paul! How’s the old fid­dler? Plan­ning to sit any­where spe­cial, George? Come on, let’s grab some seats. Come on, Max. Georgie, I read about your speech­es in the cam­paign. Bul­ly work!”

				Af­ter that, Bab­bitt would have fol­lowed him through fire. He was enor­mous­ly busy dur­ing the din­ner, now bum­bling­ly cheer­ing Paul, now ap­proach­ing McK­elvey with “Hear, you’re go­ing to build some piers in Brook­lyn,” now not­ing how en­vi­ous­ly the fail­ures of the class, sit­ting by them­selves in a weedy group, looked up to him in his as­so­ci­a­tion with the no­bil­i­ty, now warm­ing him­self in the So­ci­ety Talk of McK­elvey and Max Kruger. They spoke of a “jun­gle dance” for which Mona Dodsworth had dec­o­rat­ed her house with thou­sands of or­chids. They spoke, with an ex­cel­lent im­i­ta­tion of ca­su­al­ness, of a din­ner in Wash­ing­ton at which McK­elvey had met a Sen­a­tor, a Balkan princess, and an Eng­lish ma­jor-gen­er­al. McK­elvey called the princess “Jen­ny,” and let it be known that he had danced with her.

				Bab­bitt was thrilled, but not so weight­ed with awe as to be silent. If he was not in­vit­ed by them to din­ner, he was yet ac­cus­tomed to talk­ing with bank-pres­i­dents, con­gress­men, and club­wom­en who en­ter­tained po­ets. He was bright and ref­er­en­tial with McK­elvey:

				“Say, Charley, juh re­mem­ber in Ju­nior year how we char­tered a seago­ing hack and chased down to Riverdale, to the big show Madame Brown used to put on? Re­mem­ber how you beat up that hick con­stab­ule that tried to run us in, and we pinched the pants-press­ing sign and took and hung it on Prof. Mor­ri­son’s door? Oh, gosh, those were the days!”

				Those, McK­elvey agreed, were the days.

				Bab­bitt had reached “It isn’t the books you study in col­lege but the friend­ships you make that counts” when the men at head of the ta­ble broke in­to song. He at­tacked McK­elvey:

				“It’s a shame, uh, shame to drift apart be­cause our, uh, busi­ness ac­tiv­i­ties lie in dif­fer­ent fields. I’ve en­joyed talk­ing over the good old days. You and Mrs. McK­elvey must come to din­ner some night.”

				Vague­ly, “Yes, in­deed—”

				“Like to talk to you about the growth of re­al es­tate out be­yond your Grantsville ware­house. I might be able to tip you off to a thing or two, pos­si­bly.”

				“Splen­did! We must have din­ner to­geth­er, Georgie. Just let me know. And it will be a great plea­sure to have your wife and you at the house,” said McK­elvey, much less vague­ly.

				Then the chair­man’s voice, that prodi­gious voice which once had roused them to cheer de­fi­ance at root­ers from Ohio or Michi­gan or In­di­ana, whooped, “Come on, you wom­bats! All to­geth­er in the long yell!” Bab­bitt felt that life would nev­er be sweet­er than now, when he joined with Paul Ries­ling and the new­ly re­cov­ered hero, McK­elvey, in:

				
					
						Baaaaaat­tle-ax
						

						Get an ax,
						

						Bal-ax,
						

						Get-nax,
						

						Who, who? The U.!
						

						Hooroo!
					

				

			




				III

				The Bab­bitts in­vit­ed the McK­elveys to din­ner, in ear­ly De­cem­ber, and the McK­elveys not on­ly ac­cept­ed but, af­ter chang­ing the date once or twice, ac­tu­al­ly came.

				The Bab­bitts some­what thor­ough­ly dis­cussed the de­tails of the din­ner, from the pur­chase of a bot­tle of cham­pagne to the num­ber of salt­ed al­monds to be placed be­fore each per­son. Es­pe­cial­ly did they men­tion the mat­ter of the oth­er guests. To the last Bab­bitt held out for giv­ing Paul Ries­ling the ben­e­fit of be­ing with the McK­elveys. “Good old Charley would like Paul and Verg Gunch bet­ter than some high­fa­lutin’ Willy boy,” he in­sist­ed, but Mrs. Bab­bitt in­ter­rupt­ed his ob­ser­va­tions with, “Yes—per­haps—I think I’ll try to get some Lynnhaven oys­ters,” and when she was quite ready she in­vit­ed Dr. J. T. An­gus, the oculist, and a dis­mal­ly re­spectable lawyer named Max­well, with their glit­ter­ing wives.

				Nei­ther An­gus nor Max­well be­longed to the Elks or to the Ath­let­ic Club; nei­ther of them had ev­er called Bab­bitt “broth­er” or asked his opin­ions on car­bu­re­tors. The on­ly “hu­man peo­ple” whom she in­vit­ed, Bab­bitt raged, were the Lit­tle­fields; and Howard Lit­tle­field at times be­came so sta­tis­ti­cal that Bab­bitt longed for the re­fresh­ment of Gunch’s, “Well, old lemon-pie-face, what’s the good word?”

				Im­me­di­ate­ly af­ter lunch Mrs. Bab­bitt be­gan to set the ta­ble for the sev­en-thir­ty din­ner to the McK­elveys, and Bab­bitt was, by or­der, home at four. But they didn’t find any­thing for him to do, and three times Mrs. Bab­bitt scold­ed, “Do please try to keep out of the way!” He stood in the door of the garage, his lips droop­ing, and wished that Lit­tle­field or Sam Dop­pel­brau or some­body would come along and talk to him. He saw Ted sneak­ing about the cor­ner of the house.

				“What’s the mat­ter, old man?” said Bab­bitt.

				“Is that you, thin, owld one? Gee, Ma cer­tain­ly is on the warpath! I told her Rone and I would jus’ soon not be let in on the fi­es­ta tonight, and she bit me. She says I got to take a bath, too. But, say, the Bab­bitt men will be some look­ers tonight! Lit­tle Theodore in a dress-suit!”

				“The Bab­bitt men!” Bab­bitt liked the sound of it. He put his arm about the boy’s shoul­der. He wished that Paul Ries­ling had a daugh­ter, so that Ted might mar­ry her. “Yes, your moth­er is kind of rounc­ing round, all right,” he said, and they laughed to­geth­er, and sighed to­geth­er, and du­ti­ful­ly went in to dress.

				The McK­elveys were less than fif­teen min­utes late.

				Bab­bitt hoped that the Dop­pel­braus would see the McK­elveys’ limou­sine, and their uni­formed chauf­feur, wait­ing in front.

				The din­ner was well cooked and in­cred­i­bly plen­ti­ful, and Mrs. Bab­bitt had brought out her grand­moth­er’s sil­ver can­dle­sticks. Bab­bitt worked hard. He was good. He told none of the jokes he want­ed to tell. He lis­tened to the oth­ers. He start­ed Max­well off with a re­sound­ing, “Let’s hear about your trip to the Yel­low­stone.” He was lauda­to­ry, ex­treme­ly lauda­to­ry. He found op­por­tu­ni­ties to re­mark that Dr. An­gus was a bene­fac­tor to hu­man­i­ty, Max­well and Howard Lit­tle­field pro­found schol­ars, Charles McK­elvey an in­spi­ra­tion to am­bi­tious youth, and Mrs. McK­elvey an adorn­ment to the so­cial cir­cles of Zenith, Wash­ing­ton, New York, Paris, and num­bers of oth­er places.

				But he could not stir them. It was a din­ner with­out a soul. For no rea­son that was clear to Bab­bitt, heav­i­ness was over them and they spoke la­bo­ri­ous­ly and un­will­ing­ly.

				He con­cen­trat­ed on Lu­cille McK­elvey, care­ful­ly not look­ing at her blanched love­ly shoul­der and the tawny silken bared which sup­port­ed her frock.

				“I sup­pose you’ll be go­ing to Eu­rope pret­ty soon again, won’t you?” he in­vit­ed.

				“I’d like aw­ful­ly to run over to Rome for a few weeks.”

				“I sup­pose you see a lot of pic­tures and mu­sic and cu­rios and ev­ery­thing there.”

				“No, what I re­al­ly go for is: there’s a lit­tle trat­to­ria on the Via del­la Scro­fa where you get the best fet­tuc­cine in the world.”

				“Oh, I—Yes. That must be nice to try that. Yes.”

				At a quar­ter to ten McK­elvey dis­cov­ered with pro­found re­gret that his wife had a headache. He said blithe­ly, as Bab­bitt helped him with his coat, “We must lunch to­geth­er some time, and talk over the old days.”

				When the oth­ers had la­bored out, at half-past ten, Bab­bitt turned to his wife, plead­ing, “Charley said he had a cork­ing time and we must lunch—said they want­ed to have us up to the house for din­ner be­fore long.”

				She achieved, “Oh, it’s just been one of those qui­et evenings that are of­ten so much more en­joy­able than noisy par­ties where ev­ery­body talks at once and doesn’t re­al­ly set­tle down to-nice qui­et en­joy­ment.”

				But from his cot on the sleep­ing-porch he heard her weep­ing, slow­ly, with­out hope.

			




				IV

				For a month they watched the so­cial col­umns, and wait­ed for a re­turn din­ner-in­vi­ta­tion.

				As the hosts of Sir Ger­ald Doak, the McK­elveys were head­lined all the week af­ter the Bab­bitts’ din­ner. Zenith ar­dent­ly re­ceived Sir Ger­ald (who had come to Amer­i­ca to buy coal). The news­pa­pers in­ter­viewed him on pro­hi­bi­tion, Ire­land, un­em­ploy­ment, naval avi­a­tion, the rate of ex­change, tea-drink­ing ver­sus whisky-drink­ing, the psy­chol­o­gy of Amer­i­can wom­en, and dai­ly life as lived by Eng­lish coun­ty fam­i­lies. Sir Ger­ald seemed to have heard of all those top­ics. The McK­elveys gave him a Sing­halese din­ner, and Miss El­no­ra Pearl Bates, so­ci­ety ed­i­tor of the Ad­vo­cate-Times, rose to her high­est lark-note. Bab­bitt read aloud at break­fast-ta­ble:

				
					’Twixt the orig­i­nal and Ori­en­tal dec­o­ra­tions, the strange and de­li­cious food, and the per­son­al­i­ties both of the dis­tin­guished guests, the charm­ing host­ess and the not­ed host, nev­er has Zenith seen a more recherche af­fair than the Cey­lon din­ner-dance giv­en last evening by Mr. and Mrs. Charles McK­elvey to Sir Ger­ald Doak. Methought as we—for­tu­nate one!—were priv­i­leged to view that fairy and for­eign scene, noth­ing at Monte Car­lo or the choic­est am­bas­sado­ri­al sets of for­eign cap­i­tals could be more love­ly. It is not for noth­ing that Zenith is in mat­ters so­cial rapid­ly be­com­ing known as the choosiest in­land city in the coun­try.

					Though he is too mod­est to ad­mit it, Lord Doak gives a ca­chet to our smart quarti­er such as it has not re­ceived since the ev­er-mem­o­rable vis­it of the Earl of Sit­ting­bourne. Not on­ly is he of the British peer­age, but he is al­so, on dit, a lead­er of the British met­al in­dus­tries. As he comes from Not­ting­ham, a fa­vorite haunt of Robin Hood, though now, we are in­formed by Lord Doak, a live mod­ern city of 275,573 in­hab­i­tants, and im­por­tant lace as well as oth­er in­dus­tries, we like to think that per­haps through his veins runs some of the blood, both vir­ile red and bon­ny blue, of that ear­li­er lord o’ the good green­wood, the rogu­ish Robin.

					The love­ly Mrs. McK­elvey nev­er was more fas­ci­nat­ing than last evening in her black net gown re­lieved by dain­ty bands of sil­ver and at her ex­quis­ite waist a glow­ing clus­ter of Aaron Ward ros­es.

				

				Bab­bitt said brave­ly, “I hope they don’t in­vite us to meet this Lord Doak guy. Darn sight rather just have a nice qui­et lit­tle din­ner with Charley and the Mis­sus.”

				At the Zenith Ath­let­ic Club they dis­cussed it am­ply. “I s’pose we’ll have to call McK­elvey ‘Lord Chaz’ from now on,” said Sid­ney Finkel­stein.

				“It beats all get-out,” med­i­tat­ed that man of da­ta, Howard Lit­tle­field, “how hard it is for some peo­ple to get things straight. Here they call this fel­low ‘Lord Doak’ when it ought to be ‘Sir Ger­ald.’ ”

				Bab­bitt mar­velled, “Is that a fact! Well, well! ‘Sir Ger­ald,’ eh? That’s what you call um, eh? Well, sir, I’m glad to know that.”

				Lat­er he in­formed his sales­men, “It’s fun­nier ’n a goat the way some folks that, just be­cause they hap­pen to lay up a big wad, go en­ter­tain­ing fa­mous for­eign­ers, don’t have any more idea ’n a rab­bit how to ad­dress ’em so’s to make ’em feel at home!”

				That evening, as he was driv­ing home, he passed McK­elvey’s limou­sine and saw Sir Ger­ald, a large, rud­dy, pop-eyed, Teu­ton­ic En­glish­man whose drib­ble of yel­low mus­tache gave him an as­pect sad and doubt­ful. Bab­bitt drove on slow­ly, op­pressed by fu­til­i­ty. He had a sud­den, un­ex­plained, and hor­ri­ble con­vic­tion that the McK­elveys were laugh­ing at him.

				He be­trayed his de­pres­sion by the vi­o­lence with which he in­formed his wife, “Folks that re­al­ly tend to busi­ness haven’t got the time to waste on a bunch like the McK­elveys. This so­ci­ety stuff is like any oth­er hob­by; if you de­vote your­self to it, you get on. But I like to have a chance to vis­it with you and the chil­dren in­stead of all this id­i­ot­ic chas­ing round.”

				They did not speak of the McK­elveys again.

			




				V

				It was a shame, at this wor­ried time, to have to think about the Over­brooks.

				Ed Over­brook was a class­mate of Bab­bitt who had been a fail­ure. He had a large fam­i­ly and a fee­ble in­sur­ance busi­ness out in the sub­urb of Dorch­ester. He was gray and thin and unim­por­tant. He had al­ways been gray and thin and unim­por­tant. He was the per­son whom, in any group, you for­got to in­tro­duce, then in­tro­duced with ex­tra en­thu­si­asm. He had ad­mired Bab­bitt’s good-fel­low­ship in col­lege, had ad­mired ev­er since his pow­er in re­al es­tate, his beau­ti­ful house and won­der­ful clothes. It pleased Bab­bitt, though it both­ered him with a sense of re­spon­si­bil­i­ty. At the class-din­ner he had seen poor Over­brook, in a shiny blue serge busi­ness-suit, be­ing dif­fi­dent in a cor­ner with three oth­er fail­ures. He had gone over and been cor­dial: “Why, hel­lo, young Ed! I hear you’re writ­ing all the in­sur­ance in Dorch­ester now. Bul­ly work!”

				They re­called the good old days when Over­brook used to write po­et­ry. Over­brook em­bar­rassed him by blurt­ing, “Say, Georgie, I hate to think of how we been drift­ing apart. I wish you and Mrs. Bab­bitt would come to din­ner some night.”

				Bab­bitt boomed, “Fine! Sure! Just let me know. And the wife and I want to have you at the house.” He for­got it, but un­for­tu­nate­ly Ed Over­brook did not. Re­peat­ed­ly he tele­phoned to Bab­bitt, invit­ing him to din­ner. “Might as well go and get it over,” Bab­bitt groaned to his wife. “But don’t it sim­ply amaze you the way the poor fish doesn’t know the first thing about so­cial eti­quette? Think of him phon­ing me, in­stead of his wife sit­ting down and writ­ing us a reg­u­lar bid! Well, I guess we’re stuck for it. That’s the trou­ble with all this class-broth­er hoopte­doo­dle.”

				He ac­cept­ed Over­brook’s next plain­tive in­vi­ta­tion, for an evening two weeks off. A din­ner two weeks off, even a fam­i­ly din­ner, nev­er seems so ap­palling, till the two weeks have as­tound­ing­ly dis­ap­peared and one comes dis­mayed to the am­bushed hour. They had to change the date, be­cause of their own din­ner to the McK­elveys, but at last they gloomi­ly drove out to the Over­brooks’ house in Dorch­ester.

				It was mis­er­able from the be­gin­ning. The Over­brooks had din­ner at six-thir­ty, while the Bab­bitts nev­er dined be­fore sev­en. Bab­bitt per­mit­ted him­self to be ten min­utes late. “Let’s make it as short as pos­si­ble. I think we’ll duck out quick. I’ll say I have to be at the of­fice ex­tra ear­ly to­mor­row,” he planned.

				The Over­brook house was de­press­ing. It was the sec­ond sto­ry of a wood­en two-fam­i­ly dwelling; a place of ba­by-car­riages, old hats hung in the hall, cab­bage-smell, and a Fam­i­ly Bible on the par­lor ta­ble. Ed Over­brook and his wife were as awk­ward and thread­bare as usu­al, and the oth­er guests were two dread­ful fam­i­lies whose names Bab­bitt nev­er caught and nev­er de­sired to catch. But he was touched, and dis­con­cert­ed, by the tact­less way in which Over­brook praised him: “We’re mighty proud to have old George here tonight! Of course you’ve all read about his speech­es and or­a­to­ry in the pa­pers—and the boy’s good-look­ing, too, eh?—but what I al­ways think of is back in col­lege, and what a great old mix­er he was, and one of the best swim­mers in the class.”

				Bab­bitt tried to be jovial; he worked at it; but he could find noth­ing to in­ter­est him in Over­brook’s tim­o­rous­ness, the blank­ness of the oth­er guests, or the drained stu­pid­i­ty of Mrs. Over­brook, with her spec­ta­cles, drab skin, and tight-drawn hair. He told his best Irish sto­ry, but it sank like sog­gy cake. Most bleary mo­ment of all was when Mrs. Over­brook, peer­ing out of her fog of nurs­ing eight chil­dren and cook­ing and scrub­bing, tried to be con­ver­sa­tion­al.

				“I sup­pose you go to Chica­go and New York right along, Mr. Bab­bitt,” she prod­ded.

				“Well, I get to Chica­go fair­ly of­ten.”

				“It must be aw­ful­ly in­ter­est­ing. I sup­pose you take in all the the­aters.”

				“Well, to tell the truth, Mrs. Over­brook, thing that hits me best is a great big beef­steak at a Dutch restau­rant in the Loop!”

				They had noth­ing more to say. Bab­bitt was sor­ry, but there was no hope; the din­ner was a fail­ure. At ten, rous­ing out of the stu­por of mean­ing­less talk, he said as cheer­i­ly as he could, “ ’Fraid we got to be start­ing, Ed. I’ve got a fel­low com­ing to see me ear­ly to­mor­row.” As Over­brook helped him with his coat, Bab­bitt said, “Nice to rub up on the old days! We must have lunch to­geth­er, P.D.Q.”

				Mrs. Bab­bitt sighed, on their drive home, “It was pret­ty ter­ri­ble. But how Mr. Over­brook does ad­mire you!”

				“Yep. Poor cuss! Seems to think I’m a lit­tle tin archangel, and the best-look­ing man in Zenith.”

				“Well, you’re cer­tain­ly not that but—Oh, Georgie, you don’t sup­pose we have to in­vite them to din­ner at our house now, do we?”

				“Ouch! Gaw, I hope not!”

				“See here, now, George! You didn’t say any­thing about it to Mr. Over­brook, did you?”

				“No! Gee! No! Hon­est, I didn’t! Just made a bluff about hav­ing him to lunch some time.”

				“Well. … Oh, dear. … I don’t want to hurt their feel­ings. But I don’t see how I could stand an­oth­er evening like this one. And sup­pose some­body like Dr. and Mrs. An­gus came in when we had the Over­brooks there, and thought they were friends of ours!”

				For a week they wor­ried, “We re­al­ly ought to in­vite Ed and his wife, poor dev­ils!” But as they nev­er saw the Over­brooks, they for­got them, and af­ter a month or two they said, “That re­al­ly was the best way, just to let it slide. It wouldn’t be kind to Them to have them here. They’d feel so out of place and hard-up in our home.”

				They did not speak of the Over­brooks again.

			


		
			Chapter XVI

			
				I

				The cer­tain­ty that he was not go­ing to be ac­cept­ed by the McK­elveys made Bab­bitt feel guilty and a lit­tle ab­surd. But he went more reg­u­lar­ly to the Elks; at a Cham­ber of Com­merce lun­cheon he was or­a­tor­i­cal re­gard­ing the wicked­ness of strikes; and again he saw him­self as a Prom­i­nent Cit­i­zen.

				His clubs and as­so­ci­a­tions were food com­fort­able to his spir­it.

				Of a de­cent man in Zenith it was re­quired that he should be­long to one, prefer­ably two or three, of the in­nu­mer­ous “lodges” and pros­per­i­ty-boost­ing lunch-clubs; to the Ro­tar­i­ans, the Ki­wa­nis, or the Boost­ers; to the Odd­fel­lows, Moose, Ma­sons, Red Men, Wood­men, Owls, Ea­gles, Mac­cabees, Knights of Pythias, Knights of Colum­bus, and oth­er se­cret or­ders char­ac­ter­ized by a high de­gree of hearti­ness, sound morals, and rev­er­ence for the Con­sti­tu­tion. There were four rea­sons for join­ing these or­ders: It was the thing to do. It was good for busi­ness, since lodge-broth­ers fre­quent­ly be­came cus­tomers. It gave to Amer­i­cans un­able to be­come Geheim­rate or Com­menda­tori such unc­tu­ous hon­orifics as High Wor­thy Record­ing Scribe and Grand Hoogow to add to the com­mon­place dis­tinc­tions of Colonel, Judge, and Pro­fes­sor. And it per­mit­ted the swad­dled Amer­i­can hus­band to stay away from home for one evening a week. The lodge was his pi­az­za, his pave­ment café. He could shoot pool and talk man-talk and be ob­scene and valiant.

				Bab­bitt was what he called a “join­er” for all these rea­sons.

				Be­hind the gold and scar­let ban­ner of his pub­lic achieve­ments was the dun back­ground of of­fice-rou­tine: leas­es, sales-con­tracts, lists of prop­er­ties to rent. The evenings of or­a­to­ry and com­mit­tees and lodges stim­u­lat­ed him like brandy, but ev­ery morn­ing he was sandy-tongued. Week by week he ac­cu­mu­lat­ed ner­vous­ness. He was in open dis­agree­ment with his out­side sales­man, Stan­ley Graff; and once, though her charms had al­ways kept him nick­er­ing­ly po­lite to her, he snarled at Miss Mc­Goun for chang­ing his let­ters.

				But in the pres­ence of Paul Ries­ling he re­laxed. At least once a week they fled from ma­tu­ri­ty. On Sat­ur­day they played golf, jeer­ing, “As a golfer, you’re a fine ten­nis-play­er,” or they mo­tored all Sun­day af­ter­noon, stop­ping at vil­lage lunch­rooms to sit on high stools at a counter and drink cof­fee from thick cups. Some­times Paul came over in the evening with his vi­o­lin, and even Zil­la was silent as the lone­ly man who had lost his way and for­ev­er crept down un­fa­mil­iar roads spun out his dark soul in mu­sic.

			




				II

				Noth­ing gave Bab­bitt more pu­rifi­ca­tion and pub­lic­i­ty than his labors for the Sun­day School.

				His church, the Chatham Road Pres­by­te­ri­an, was one of the largest and rich­est, one of the most oak­en and vel­vety, in Zenith. The pas­tor was the Rev­erend John Jen­ni­son Drew, M.A., D.D., LL.D. (The M.A. and the D.D. were from El­bert Uni­ver­si­ty, Ne­bras­ka, the LL.D. from Wa­ter­bury Col­lege, Ok­la­homa.) He was elo­quent, ef­fi­cient, and ver­sa­tile. He presid­ed at meet­ings for the de­nun­ci­a­tion of unions or the el­e­va­tion of do­mes­tic ser­vice, and con­fid­ed to the au­di­ences that as a poor boy he had car­ried news­pa­pers. For the Sat­ur­day edi­tion of the Evening Ad­vo­cate he wrote ed­i­to­ri­als on “The Man­ly Man’s Re­li­gion” and “The Dol­lars and Sense Val­ue of Chris­tian­i­ty,” which were print­ed in bold type sur­round­ed by a wig­gly bor­der. He of­ten said that he was “proud to be known as pri­mar­i­ly a busi­ness man” and that he cer­tain­ly was not go­ing to “per­mit the old Sa­tan to mo­nop­o­lize all the pep and punch.” He was a thin, rus­tic-faced young man with gold spec­ta­cles and a bang of dull brown hair, but when he hurled him­self in­to or­a­to­ry he glowed with pow­er. He ad­mit­ted that he was too much the schol­ar and po­et to im­i­tate the evan­ge­list, Mike Mon­day, yet he had once awak­ened his fold to new life, and to larg­er col­lec­tions, by the chal­lenge, “My brethren, the re­al cheap skate is the man who won’t lend to the Lord!”

				He had made his church a true com­mu­ni­ty cen­ter. It con­tained ev­ery­thing but a bar. It had a nurs­ery, a Thurs­day evening sup­per with a short bright mis­sion­ary lec­ture af­ter­ward, a gym­na­si­um, a fort­night­ly mo­tion-pic­ture show, a li­brary of tech­ni­cal books for young work­men—though, un­for­tu­nate­ly, no young work­man ev­er en­tered the church ex­cept to wash the win­dows or re­pair the fur­nace—and a sewing-cir­cle which made short lit­tle pants for the chil­dren of the poor while Mrs. Drew read aloud from earnest nov­els.

				Though Dr. Drew’s the­ol­o­gy was Pres­by­te­ri­an, his church-build­ing was grace­ful­ly Epis­co­palian. As he said, it had the “most per­durable fea­tures of those no­ble ec­cle­si­as­ti­cal mon­u­ments of grand Old Eng­land which stand as sym­bols of the eter­ni­ty of faith, re­li­gious and civ­il.” It was built of cheery iron-spot brick in an im­proved Goth­ic style, and the main au­di­to­ri­um had in­di­rect light­ing from elec­tric globes in lav­ish al­abaster bowls.

				On a De­cem­ber morn­ing when the Bab­bitts went to church, Dr. John Jen­ni­son Drew was un­usu­al­ly elo­quent. The crowd was im­mense. Ten brisk young ush­ers, in morn­ing coats with white ros­es, were bring­ing fold­ing chairs up from the base­ment. There was an im­pres­sive mu­si­cal pro­gram, con­duct­ed by Shel­don Smeeth, ed­u­ca­tion­al di­rec­tor of the Y.M.C.A., who al­so sang the of­fer­to­ry. Bab­bitt cared less for this, be­cause some mis­guid­ed per­son had taught young Mr. Smeeth to smile, smile, smile while he was singing, but with all the ap­pre­ci­a­tion of a fel­low-or­a­tor he ad­mired Dr. Drew’s ser­mon. It had the in­tel­lec­tu­al qual­i­ty which dis­tin­guished the Chatham Road con­gre­ga­tion from the grub­by chapels on Smith Street.

				“At this abun­dant har­vest-time of all the year,” Dr. Drew chant­ed, “when, though stormy the sky and la­bo­ri­ous the path to the drudg­ing way­far­er, yet the hov­er­ing and bod­i­less spir­it swoops back o’er all the labors and de­sires of the past twelve months, oh, then it seems to me there sounds be­hind all our ap­par­ent fail­ures the gold­en cho­rus of greet­ing from those passed hap­pi­ly on; and lo! on the dim hori­zon we see be­hind do­lor­ous clouds the mighty mass of moun­tains—moun­tains of melody, moun­tains of mirth, moun­tains of might!”

				“I cer­tain­ly do like a ser­mon with cul­ture and thought in it,” med­i­tat­ed Bab­bitt.

				At the end of the ser­vice he was de­light­ed when the pas­tor, ac­tive­ly shak­ing hands at the door, twit­tered, “Oh, Broth­er Bab­bitt, can you wait a jiffy? Want your ad­vice.”

				“Sure, doc­tor! You bet!”

				“Drop in­to my of­fice. I think you’ll like the cigars there.” Bab­bitt did like the cigars. He al­so liked the of­fice, which was dis­tin­guished from oth­er of­fices on­ly by the spir­it­ed change of the fa­mil­iar wall-plac­ard to “This is the Lord’s Busy Day.” Chum Frink came in, then William W. Eathorne.

				Mr. Eathorne was the sev­en­ty-year-old pres­i­dent of the First State Bank of Zenith. He still wore the del­i­cate patch­es of side-whiskers which had been the uni­form of bankers in 1870. If Bab­bitt was en­vi­ous of the Smart Set of the McK­elveys, be­fore William Wash­ing­ton Eathorne he was rev­er­ent. Mr. Eathorne had noth­ing to do with the Smart Set. He was above it. He was the great-grand­son of one of the five men who found­ed Zenith, in 1792, and he was of the third gen­er­a­tion of bankers. He could ex­am­ine cred­its, make loans, pro­mote or in­jure a man’s busi­ness. In his pres­ence Bab­bitt breathed quick­ly and felt young.

				The Rev­erend Dr. Drew bounced in­to the room and flow­ered in­to speech:

				“I’ve asked you gen­tle­men to stay so I can put a propo­si­tion be­fore you. The Sun­day School needs buck­ing up. It’s the fourth largest in Zenith, but there’s no rea­son why we should take any­body’s dust. We ought to be first. I want to re­quest you, if you will, to form a com­mit­tee of ad­vice and pub­lic­i­ty for the Sun­day School; look it over and make any sug­ges­tions for its bet­ter­ment, and then, per­haps, see that the press gives us some at­ten­tion—give the pub­lic some re­al­ly help­ful and con­struc­tive news in­stead of all these mur­ders and di­vorces.”

				“Ex­cel­lent,” said the banker.

				Bab­bitt and Frink were en­chant­ed to join him.

			




				III

				If you had asked Bab­bitt what his re­li­gion was, he would have an­swered in sonorous Boost­ers’-Club rhetoric, “My re­li­gion is to serve my fel­low men, to hon­or my broth­er as my­self, and to do my bit to make life hap­pi­er for one and all.” If you had pressed him for more de­tail, he would have an­nounced, “I’m a mem­ber of the Pres­by­te­ri­an Church, and nat­u­ral­ly, I ac­cept its doc­trines.” If you had been so bru­tal as to go on, he would have protest­ed, “There’s no use dis­cussing and ar­gu­ing about re­li­gion; it just stirs up bad feel­ing.”

				Ac­tu­al­ly, the con­tent of his the­ol­o­gy was that there was a supreme be­ing who had tried to make us per­fect, but pre­sum­ably had failed; that if one was a Good Man he would go to a place called Heav­en (Bab­bitt un­con­scious­ly pic­tured it as rather like an ex­cel­lent ho­tel with a pri­vate gar­den), but if one was a Bad Man, that is, if he mur­dered or com­mit­ted bur­glary or used co­caine or had mis­tress­es or sold nonex­is­tent re­al es­tate, he would be pun­ished. Bab­bitt was un­cer­tain, how­ev­er, about what he called “this busi­ness of Hell.” He ex­plained to Ted, “Of course I’m pret­ty lib­er­al; I don’t ex­act­ly be­lieve in a fire-and-brim­stone Hell. Stands to rea­son, though, that a fel­low can’t get away with all sorts of Vice and not get nicked for it, see how I mean?”

				Up­on this the­ol­o­gy he rarely pon­dered. The ker­nel of his prac­ti­cal re­li­gion was that it was re­spectable, and ben­e­fi­cial to one’s busi­ness, to be seen go­ing to ser­vices; that the church kept the Worst El­e­ments from be­ing still worse; and that the pas­tor’s ser­mons, how­ev­er dull they might seem at the time of tak­ing, yet had a voodoois­tic pow­er which “did a fel­low good—kept him in touch with High­er Things.”

				His first in­ves­ti­ga­tions for the Sun­day School Ad­vi­so­ry Com­mit­tee did not in­spire him.

				He liked the Busy Folks’ Bible Class, com­posed of ma­ture men and wom­en and ad­dressed by the old-school physi­cian, Dr. T. Atkins Jor­dan, in a sparkling style com­pa­ra­ble to that of the more re­fined hu­mor­ous af­ter-din­ner speak­ers, but when he went down to the ju­nior class­es he was dis­con­cert­ed. He heard Shel­don Smeeth, ed­u­ca­tion­al di­rec­tor of the Y.M.C.A. and lead­er of the church-choir, a pale but stren­u­ous young man with curly hair and a smile, teach­ing a class of six­teen-year-old boys. Smeeth lov­ing­ly ad­mon­ished them, “Now, fel­lows, I’m go­ing to have a Heart to Heart Talk Evening at my house next Thurs­day. We’ll get off by our­selves and be frank about our Se­cret Wor­ries. You can just tell old Sheldy any­thing, like all the fel­lows do at the Y. I’m go­ing to ex­plain frankly about the hor­ri­ble prac­tis­es a kid­dy falls in­to un­less he’s guid­ed by a Big Broth­er, and about the per­ils and glo­ry of Sex.” Old Sheldy beamed damply; the boys looked ashamed; and Bab­bitt didn’t know which way to turn his em­bar­rassed eyes.

				Less an­noy­ing but al­so much duller were the mi­nor class­es which were be­ing in­struct­ed in phi­los­o­phy and Ori­en­tal eth­nol­o­gy by earnest spin­sters. Most of them met in the high­ly var­nished Sun­day School room, but there was an over­flow to the base­ment, which was dec­o­rat­ed with vari­cose wa­ter-pipes and light­ed by small win­dows high up in the ooz­ing wall. What Bab­bitt saw, how­ev­er, was the First Con­gre­ga­tion­al Church of Cataw­ba. He was back in the Sun­day School of his boy­hood. He smelled again that po­lite stuffi­ness to be found on­ly in church par­lors; he re­called the case of drab Sun­day School books: “Het­ty, a Hum­ble Hero­ine” and “Jose­phus, a Lad of Pales­tine;” he thumbed once more the high-col­ored text-cards which no boy want­ed but no boy liked to throw away, be­cause they were some­how sa­cred; he was tor­tured by the stum­bling rote of thir­ty-five years ago, as in the vast Zenith church he lis­tened to:

				“Now, Edgar, you read the next verse. What does it mean when it says it’s eas­i­er for a camel to go through a nee­dle’s eye? What does this teach us? Clarence! Please don’t wig­gle so! If you had stud­ied your les­son you wouldn’t be so fid­gety. Now, Earl, what is the les­son Je­sus was try­ing to teach his dis­ci­ples? The one thing I want you to es­pe­cial­ly re­mem­ber, boys, is the words, ‘With God all things are pos­si­ble.’ Just think of that al­ways—Clarence, please pay at­ten­tion—just say ‘With God all things are pos­si­ble’ when­ev­er you feel dis­cour­aged, and, Alec, will you read the next verse; if you’d pay at­ten­tion you wouldn’t lose your place!”

				Drone—drone—drone—gi­gan­tic bees that boomed in a cav­ern of drowsi­ness—

				Bab­bitt start­ed from his open-eyed nap, thanked the teach­er for “the priv­i­lege of lis­ten­ing to her splen­did teach­ing,” and stag­gered on to the next cir­cle.

				Af­ter two weeks of this he had no sug­ges­tions what­ev­er for the Rev­erend Dr. Drew.

				Then he dis­cov­ered a world of Sun­day School jour­nals, an enor­mous and busy do­main of week­lies and month­lies which were as tech­ni­cal, as prac­ti­cal and for­ward-look­ing, as the re­al-es­tate col­umns or the shoe-trade mag­a­zines. He bought half a dozen of them at a re­li­gious book­shop and till af­ter mid­night he read them and ad­mired.

				He found many lu­cra­tive tips on “Fo­cus­ing Ap­peals,” “Scout­ing for New Mem­bers,” and “Get­ting Prospects to Sign up with the Sun­day School.” He par­tic­u­lar­ly liked the word “prospects,” and he was moved by the rubric:

				“The moral springs of the com­mu­ni­ty’s life lie deep in its Sun­day Schools—its schools of re­li­gious in­struc­tion and in­spi­ra­tion. Ne­glect now means loss of spir­i­tu­al vig­or and moral pow­er in years to come. … Facts like the above, fol­lowed by a straight-arm ap­peal, will reach folks who can nev­er be laughed or jol­lied in­to do­ing their part.”

				Bab­bitt ad­mit­ted, “That’s so. I used to skin out of the ole Sun­day School at Cataw­ba ev­ery chance I got, but same time, I wouldn’t be where I am to­day, maybe, if it hadn’t been for its train­ing in—in moral pow­er. And all about the Bible. (Great lit­er­a­ture. Have to read some of it again, one of these days).”

				How sci­en­tif­i­cal­ly the Sun­day School could be or­ga­nized he learned from an ar­ti­cle in the West­min­ster Adult Bible Class:

				“The sec­ond vice-pres­i­dent looks af­ter the fel­low­ship of the class. She choos­es a group to help her. These be­come ush­ers. Ev­ery­one who comes gets a glad hand. No one goes away a stranger. One mem­ber of the group stands on the doorstep and in­vites passers­by to come in.”

				Per­haps most of all Bab­bitt ap­pre­ci­at­ed the re­marks by William H. Ridg­way in the Sun­day School Times:

				“If you have a Sun­day School class with­out any pep and get­up-and-go in it, that is, with­out in­ter­est, that is un­cer­tain in at­ten­dance, that acts like a fel­low with the spring fever, let old Dr. Ridg­way write you a pre­scrip­tion. Rx. In­vite the Bunch for Sup­per.”

				The Sun­day School jour­nals were as well round­ed as they were prac­ti­cal. They ne­glect­ed none of the arts. As to mu­sic the Sun­day School Times ad­ver­tised that C. Harold Low­den, “known to thou­sands through his sa­cred com­po­si­tions,” had writ­ten a new mas­ter­piece, “en­ti­tled ‘Yearn­ing for You.’ The po­em, by Har­ry D. Kerr, is one of the dain­ti­est you could imag­ine and the mu­sic is in­de­scrib­ably beau­ti­ful. Crit­ics are agreed that it will sweep the coun­try. May be made in­to a charm­ing sa­cred song by sub­sti­tut­ing the hymn words, ‘I Heard the Voice of Je­sus Say.’ ”

				Even man­u­al train­ing was ad­e­quate­ly con­sid­ered. Bab­bitt not­ed an in­ge­nious way of il­lus­trat­ing the res­ur­rec­tion of Je­sus Christ:

				“Mod­el for Pupils to Make. Tomb with Rolling Door.—Use a square cov­ered box turned up­side down. Pull the cov­er for­ward a lit­tle to form a groove at the bot­tom. Cut a square door, al­so cut a cir­cle of card­board to more than cov­er the door. Cov­er the cir­cu­lar door and the tomb thick­ly with stiff mix­ture of sand, flour and wa­ter and let it dry. It was the heavy cir­cu­lar stone over the door the wom­en found ‘rolled away’ on East­er morn­ing. This is the sto­ry we are to ‘Go-tell.’ ”

				In their ad­ver­tise­ments the Sun­day School jour­nals were thor­ough­ly ef­fi­cient. Bab­bitt was in­ter­est­ed in a prepa­ra­tion which “takes the place of ex­er­cise for seden­tary men by build­ing up de­plet­ed nerve tis­sue, nour­ish­ing the brain and the di­ges­tive sys­tem.” He was ed­i­fied to learn that the sell­ing of Bibles was a hus­tling and strict­ly com­pet­i­tive in­dus­try, and as an ex­pert on hy­giene he was pleased by the San­i­tary Com­mu­nion Out­fit Com­pa­ny’s an­nounce­ment of “an im­proved and sat­is­fac­to­ry out­fit through­out, in­clud­ing high­ly pol­ished beau­ti­ful ma­hogany tray. This tray elim­i­nates all noise, is lighter and more eas­i­ly han­dled than oth­ers and is more in keep­ing with the fur­ni­ture of the church than a tray of any oth­er ma­te­ri­al.”

			




				IV

				He dropped the pile of Sun­day School jour­nals.

				He pon­dered, “Now, there’s a re­al he-world. Cork­ing!

				“Ashamed I haven’t sat in more. Fel­low that’s an in­flu­ence in the com­mu­ni­ty—shame if he doesn’t take part in a re­al vir­ile hus­tling re­li­gion. Sort of Chris­tian­i­ty In­cor­po­rat­ed, you might say.

				“But with all rev­er­ence.

				“Some folks might claim these Sun­day School fans are undig­ni­fied and un­spir­i­tu­al and so on. Sure! Al­ways some skunk to spring things like that! Knock­ing and sneer­ing and tear­ing-down—so much eas­i­er than build­ing up. But me, I cer­tain­ly hand it to these mag­a­zines. They’ve brought ole George F. Bab­bitt in­to camp, and that’s the an­swer to the crit­ics!

				“The more man­ly and prac­ti­cal a fel­low is, the more he ought to lead the en­ter­pris­ing Chris­tian life. Me for it! Cut out this care­less­ness and booz­ing and—Rone! Where the dev­il you been? This is a fine time o’ night to be com­ing in!”

			


		
			Chapter XVII

			
				I

				There are but three or four old hous­es in Flo­ral Heights, and in Flo­ral Heights an old house is one which was built be­fore 1880. The largest of these is the res­i­dence of William Wash­ing­ton Eathorne, pres­i­dent of the First State Bank.

				The Eathorne Man­sion pre­serves the mem­o­ry of the “nice parts” of Zenith as they ap­peared from 1860 to 1900. It is a red brick im­men­si­ty with gray sand­stone lin­tels and a roof of slate in cour­ses of red, green, and dys­pep­tic yel­low. There are two ane­mic tow­ers, one roofed with cop­per, the oth­er crowned with cast-iron ferns. The porch is like an open tomb; it is sup­port­ed by squat gran­ite pil­lars above which hang frozen cas­cades of brick. At one side of the house is a huge stained-glass win­dow in the shape of a key­hole.

				But the house has an ef­fect not at all hu­mor­ous. It em­bod­ies the heavy dig­ni­ty of those Vic­to­ri­an fi­nanciers who ruled the gen­er­a­tion be­tween the pi­o­neers and the brisk “sales-en­gi­neers” and cre­at­ed a somber oli­garchy by gain­ing con­trol of banks, mills, land, rail­roads, mines. Out of the dozen con­tra­dic­to­ry Zeniths which to­geth­er make up the true and com­plete Zenith, none is so pow­er­ful and en­dur­ing yet none so un­fa­mil­iar to the cit­i­zens as the small, still, dry, po­lite, cru­el Zenith of the William Eathornes; and for that tiny hi­er­ar­chy the oth­er Zeniths un­wit­ting­ly la­bor and in­signif­i­cant­ly die.

				Most of the cas­tles of the testy Vic­to­ri­an tetrar­chs are gone now or de­cayed in­to board­ing­hous­es, but the Eathorne Man­sion re­mains vir­tu­ous and aloof, rem­i­nis­cent of Lon­don, Back Bay, Rit­ten­house Square. Its mar­ble steps are scrubbed dai­ly, the brass plate is rev­er­ent­ly pol­ished, and the lace cur­tains are as prim and su­pe­ri­or as William Wash­ing­ton Eathorne him­self.

				With a cer­tain awe Bab­bitt and Chum Frink called on Eathorne for a meet­ing of the Sun­day School Ad­vi­so­ry Com­mit­tee; with un­easy still­ness they fol­lowed a uni­formed maid through cat­a­combs of re­cep­tion-rooms to the li­brary. It was as un­mis­tak­ably the li­brary of a sol­id old banker as Eathorne’s side-whiskers were the side-whiskers of a sol­id old banker. The books were most of them Stan­dard Sets, with the cor­rect and tra­di­tion­al touch of dim blue, dim gold, and glossy calf­skin. The fire was ex­act­ly cor­rect and tra­di­tion­al; a small, qui­et, steady fire, re­flect­ed by pol­ished fire-irons. The oak desk was dark and old and al­to­geth­er per­fect; the chairs were gen­tly su­per­cil­ious.

				Eathorne’s in­quiries as to the healths of Mrs. Bab­bitt, Miss Bab­bitt, and the Oth­er Chil­dren were soft­ly pa­ter­nal, but Bab­bitt had noth­ing with which to an­swer him. It was in­de­cent to think of us­ing the “How’s tricks, ole socks?” which grat­i­fied Vir­gil Gunch and Frink and Howard Lit­tle­field—men who till now had seemed suc­cess­ful and ur­bane. Bab­bitt and Frink sat po­lite­ly, and po­lite­ly did Eathorne ob­serve, open­ing his thin lips just wide enough to dis­miss the words, “Gen­tle­men, be­fore we be­gin our con­fer­ence—you may have felt the cold in com­ing here—so good of you to save an old man the jour­ney—shall we per­haps have a whisky tod­dy?”

				So well trained was Bab­bitt in all the con­ver­sa­tion that be­fits a Good Fel­low that he al­most dis­graced him­self with “Rather than make trou­ble, and al­ways pro­vidin’ there ain’t any en­force­ment of­fi­cers hid­ing in the waste­bas­ket—” The words died chok­ing in his throat. He bowed in flus­tered obe­di­ence. So did Chum Frink.

				Eathorne rang for the maid.

				The mod­ern and lux­u­ri­ous Bab­bitt had nev­er seen any­one ring for a ser­vant in a pri­vate house, ex­cept dur­ing meals. Him­self, in ho­tels, had rung for bell­boys, but in the house you didn’t hurt Matil­da’s feel­ings; you went out in the hall and shout­ed for her. Nor had he, since pro­hi­bi­tion, known any­one to be ca­su­al about drink­ing. It was ex­tra­or­di­nary mere­ly to sip his tod­dy and not cry, “Oh, maaaaan, this hits me right where I live!” And al­ways, with the ec­sta­sy of youth meet­ing great­ness, he mar­veled, “That lit­tle fuzzy-face there, why, he could make me or break me! If he told my banker to call my loans—! Gosh! That quar­ter-sized squirt! And look­ing like he hadn’t got a sin­gle bit of hus­tle to him! I won­der—Do we Boost­ers throw too many fits about pep?”

				From this thought he shud­dered away, and lis­tened de­vout­ly to Eathorne’s ideas on the ad­vance­ment of the Sun­day School, which were very clear and very bad.

				Dif­fi­dent­ly Bab­bitt out­lined his own sug­ges­tions:

				“I think if you an­a­lyze the needs of the school, in fact, go­ing right at it as if it was a mer­chan­diz­ing prob­lem, of course the one ba­sic and fun­da­men­tal need is growth. I pre­sume we’re all agreed we won’t be sat­is­fied till we build up the big­gest darn Sun­day School in the whole state, so the Chatham Road Pres­by­te­ri­an won’t have to take any­thing off any­body. Now about jazz­ing up the cam­paign for prospects: they’ve al­ready used con­test­ing teams, and giv­en prizes to the kids that bring in the most mem­bers. And they made a mis­take there: the prizes were a lot of folderols and doo­dads like po­et­ry books and il­lus­trat­ed Tes­ta­ments, in­stead of some­thing a re­al live kid would want to work for, like re­al cash or a speedome­ter for his mo­tor cy­cle. Course I sup­pose it’s all fine and dandy to il­lus­trate the lessons with these dec­o­rat­ed book­marks and black­board draw­ings and so on, but when it comes down to re­al he-hus­tling, get­ting out and drum­ming up cus­tomers—or mem­bers, I mean, why, you got to make it worth a fel­low’s while.

				“Now, I want to pro­pose two stunts: First, di­vide the Sun­day School in­to four armies, de­pend­ing on age. Ev­ery­body gets a mil­i­tary rank in his own army ac­cord­ing to how many mem­bers he brings in, and the duf­fers that lie down on us and don’t bring in any, they re­main pri­vates. The pas­tor and su­per­in­ten­dent rank as gen­er­als. And ev­ery­body has got to give salutes and all the rest of that junk, just like a reg­u­lar army, to make ’em feel it’s worth while to get rank.

				“Then, sec­ond: Course the school has its ad­ver­tis­ing com­mit­tee, but, Lord, no­body ev­er re­al­ly works good—no­body works well just for the love of it. The thing to do is to be prac­ti­cal and up-to-date, and hire a re­al paid press-agent for the Sun­day School-some news­pa­per fel­low who can give part of his time.”

				“Sure, you bet!” said Chum Frink.

				“Think of the nice juicy bits he could get in!” Bab­bitt crowed. “Not on­ly the big, salient, vi­tal facts, about how fast the Sun­day School—and the col­lec­tion—is grow­ing, but a lot of hu­mor­ous gos­sip and kid­ding: about how some blowhard fell down on his pledge to get new mem­bers, or the good time the Sa­cred Trin­i­ty class of girls had at their wie­niewurst par­ty. And on the side, if he had time, the press-agent might even boost the lessons them­selves—do a lit­tle ad­ver­tis­ing for all the Sun­day Schools in town, in fact. No use be­ing hog­gish to­ward the rest of ’em, pro­vid­ing we can keep the bulge on ’em in mem­ber­ship. Frin­stance, he might get the pa­pers to—Course I haven’t got a lit­er­ary train­ing like Frink here, and I’m just guess­ing how the pieces ought to be writ­ten, but take frin­stance, sup­pose the week’s les­son is about Ja­cob; well, the press-agent might get in some­thing that would have a fine moral, and yet with a trick head­line that’d get folks to read it—say like: ‘Jake Fools the Old Man; Makes Get­away with Girl and Bankroll.’ See how I mean? That’d get their in­ter­est! Now, course, Mr. Eathorne, you’re con­ser­va­tive, and maybe you feel these stunts would be undig­ni­fied, but hon­est­ly, I be­lieve they’d bring home the ba­con.”

				Eathorne fold­ed his hands on his com­fort­able lit­tle bel­ly and purred like an aged pussy:

				“May I say, first, that I have been very much pleased by your anal­y­sis of the sit­u­a­tion, Mr. Bab­bitt. As you sur­mise, it’s nec­es­sary in My Po­si­tion to be con­ser­va­tive, and per­haps en­deav­or to main­tain a cer­tain stan­dard of dig­ni­ty. Yet I think you’ll find me some­what pro­gres­sive. In our bank, for ex­am­ple, I hope I may say that we have as mod­ern a method of pub­lic­i­ty and ad­ver­tis­ing as any in the city. Yes, I fan­cy you’ll find us old­sters quite cog­nizant of the shift­ing spir­i­tu­al val­ues of the age. Yes, oh yes. And so, in fact, it pleas­es me to be able to say that though per­son­al­ly I might pre­fer the stern­er Pres­by­te­ri­an­ism of an ear­li­er era—”

				Bab­bitt fi­nal­ly gath­ered that Eathorne was will­ing.

				Chum Frink sug­gest­ed as part-time press-agent one Ken­neth Es­cott, re­porter on the Ad­vo­cate-Times.

				They part­ed on a high plane of ami­ty and Chris­tian help­ful­ness.

				Bab­bitt did not drive home, but to­ward the cen­ter of the city. He wished to be by him­self and ex­ult over the beau­ty of in­ti­ma­cy with William Wash­ing­ton Eathorne.

			




				II

				A snow-blanched evening of ring­ing pave­ments and ea­ger lights.

				Great gold­en lights of trol­ley-cars slid­ing along the packed snow of the road­way. De­mure lights of lit­tle hous­es. The belch­ing glare of a dis­tant foundry, wip­ing out the sharp-edged stars. Lights of neigh­bor­hood drug stores where friends gos­siped, well pleased, af­ter the day’s work.

				The green light of a po­lice-sta­tion, and green­er ra­di­ance on the snow; the dra­ma of a pa­trol-wag­on—gong beat­ing like a ter­ri­fied heart, head­lights scorch­ing the crys­tal-sparkling street, driv­er not a chauf­feur but a po­lice­man proud in uni­form, an­oth­er po­lice­man per­ilous­ly dan­gling on the step at the back, and a glimpse of the pris­on­er. A mur­der­er, a bur­glar, a coin­er clev­er­ly trapped?

				An enor­mous gray­stone church with a rigid spire; dim light in the Par­lors, and cheer­ful dron­ing of choir-prac­tise. The quiv­er­ing green mer­cury-va­por light of a pho­to-en­graver’s loft. Then the storm­ing lights of down­town; parked cars with ru­by tail­lights; white arched en­trances to movie the­aters, like frosty mouths of win­ter caves; elec­tric signs—ser­pents and lit­tle danc­ing men of fire; pink-shad­ed globes and scar­let jazz mu­sic in a cheap up­stairs dance-hall; lights of Chi­nese restau­rants, lanterns paint­ed with cher­ry-blos­soms and with pago­das, hung against lat­tices of lus­trous gold and black. Small dirty lamps in small stink­ing lunch­rooms. The smart shop­ping-dis­trict, with rich and qui­et light on crys­tal pen­dants and furs and suave sur­faces of pol­ished wood in vel­vet-hung ret­i­cent win­dows. High above the street, an un­ex­pect­ed square hang­ing in the dark­ness, the win­dow of an of­fice where some­one was work­ing late, for a rea­son un­known and stim­u­lat­ing. A man meshed in bank­rupt­cy, an am­bi­tious boy, an oil­man sud­den­ly be­come rich?

				The air was shrewd, the snow was deep in un­cleared al­leys, and be­yond the city, Bab­bitt knew, were hill­sides of snow­drift among win­try oaks, and the curv­ing ice-en­chant­ed riv­er.

				He loved his city with pas­sion­ate won­der. He lost the ac­cu­mu­lat­ed weari­ness of busi­ness—wor­ry and ex­pan­sive or­a­to­ry; he felt young and po­ten­tial. He was am­bi­tious. It was not enough to be a Vir­gil Gunch, an Orville Jones. No. “They’re bul­ly fel­lows, sim­ply love­ly, but they haven’t got any fi­nesse.” No. He was go­ing to be an Eathorne; del­i­cate­ly rig­or­ous, cold­ly pow­er­ful.

				“That’s the stuff. The wal­lop in the vel­vet mitt. Not let any­body get fresh with you. Been get­ting care­less about my dic­tion. Slang. Col­lo­qui­al. Cut it out. I was first-rate at rhetoric in col­lege. Themes on—Any­way, not bad. Had too much of this hoopte­doo­dle and good-fel­low stuff. I—Why couldn’t I or­ga­nize a bank of my own some day? And Ted suc­ceed me!”

				He drove hap­pi­ly home, and to Mrs. Bab­bitt he was a William Wash­ing­ton Eathorne, but she did not no­tice it.

			




				III

				Young Ken­neth Es­cott, re­porter on the Ad­vo­cate-Times was ap­point­ed press-agent of the Chatham Road Pres­by­te­ri­an Sun­day School. He gave six hours a week to it. At least he was paid for giv­ing six hours a week. He had friends on the Press and the Gazette and he was not (of­fi­cial­ly) known as a press-agent. He pro­cured a trick­le of in­sin­u­at­ing items about neigh­bor­li­ness and the Bible, about class-sup­pers, jol­ly but ed­u­ca­tion­al, and the val­ue of the Prayer-life in at­tain­ing fi­nan­cial suc­cess.

				The Sun­day School adopt­ed Bab­bitt’s sys­tem of mil­i­tary ranks. Quick­ened by this spir­i­tu­al re­fresh­ment, it had a boom. It did not be­come the largest school in Zenith—the Cen­tral Methodist Church kept ahead of it by meth­ods which Dr. Drew scored as “un­fair, undig­ni­fied, un-Amer­i­can, un­gentle­man­ly, and unchris­tian”—but it climbed from fourth place to sec­ond, and there was re­joic­ing in heav­en, or at least in that por­tion of heav­en in­clud­ed in the par­son­age of Dr. Drew, while Bab­bitt had much praise and good re­pute.

				He had re­ceived the rank of colonel on the gen­er­al staff of the school. He was plumply pleased by salutes on the street from un­known small boys; his ears were tick­led to rud­dy ec­sta­sy by hear­ing him­self called “Colonel”; and if he did not at­tend Sun­day School mere­ly to be thus ex­alt­ed, cer­tain­ly he thought about it all the way there.

				He was par­tic­u­lar­ly pleas­ant to the press-agent, Ken­neth Es­cott; he took him to lunch at the Ath­let­ic Club and had him at the house for din­ner.

				Like many of the cock­sure young men who for­age about cities in ap­par­ent con­tent­ment and who ex­press their cyn­i­cism in su­per­cil­ious slang, Es­cott was shy and lone­ly. His shrewd starveling face broad­ened with joy at din­ner, and he blurt­ed, “Gee whil­likins, Mrs. Bab­bitt, if you knew how good it is to have home eats again!”

				Es­cott and Verona liked each oth­er. All evening they “talked about ideas.” They dis­cov­ered that they were Rad­i­cals. True, they were sen­si­ble about it. They agreed that all com­mu­nists were crim­i­nals; that this vers li­bre was tom­my­rot; and that while there ought to be uni­ver­sal dis­ar­ma­ment, of course Great Britain and the Unit­ed States must, on be­half of op­pressed small na­tions, keep a navy equal to the ton­nage of all the rest of the world. But they were so rev­o­lu­tion­ary that they pre­dict­ed (to Bab­bitt’s ir­ri­ta­tion) that there would some day be a Third Par­ty which would give trou­ble to the Re­pub­li­cans and Democrats.

				Es­cott shook hands with Bab­bitt three times, at part­ing.

				Bab­bitt men­tioned his ex­treme fond­ness for Eathorne.

				With­in a week three news­pa­pers pre­sent­ed ac­counts of Bab­bitt’s ster­ling labors for re­li­gion, and all of them tact­ful­ly men­tioned William Wash­ing­ton Eathorne as his col­lab­o­ra­tor.

				Noth­ing had brought Bab­bitt quite so much cred­it at the Elks, the Ath­let­ic Club, and the Boost­ers’. His friends had al­ways con­grat­u­lat­ed him on his or­a­to­ry, but in their praise was doubt, for even in speech­es ad­ver­tis­ing the city there was some­thing high­brow and de­gen­er­ate, like writ­ing po­et­ry. But now Orville Jones shout­ed across the Ath­let­ic din­ing-room, “Here’s the new di­rec­tor of the First State Bank!” Grover But­ter­baugh, the em­i­nent whole­saler of plumbers’ sup­plies, chuck­led, “Won­der you mix with com­mon folks, af­ter hold­ing Eathorne’s hand!” And Emil Wengert, the jew­el­er, was at last will­ing to dis­cuss buy­ing a house in Dorch­ester.

			




				IV

				When the Sun­day School cam­paign was fin­ished, Bab­bitt sug­gest­ed to Ken­neth Es­cott, “Say, how about do­ing a lit­tle boost­ing for Doc Drew per­son­al­ly?”

				Es­cott grinned. “You trust the doc to do a lit­tle boost­ing for him­self, Mr. Bab­bitt! There’s hard­ly a week goes by with­out his ring­ing up the pa­per to say if we’ll chase a re­porter up to his Study, he’ll let us in on the sto­ry about the swell ser­mon he’s go­ing to preach on the wicked­ness of short skirts, or the au­thor­ship of the Pen­ta­teuch. Don’t you wor­ry about him. There’s just one bet­ter pub­lic­i­ty-grab­ber in town, and that’s this Do­ra Gib­son Tuck­er that runs the Child Wel­fare and the Amer­i­can­iza­tion League, and the on­ly rea­son she’s got Drew beat­en is be­cause she has got some brains!”

				“Well, now Ken­neth, I don’t think you ought to talk that way about the doc­tor. A preach­er has to watch his in­ter­ests, hasn’t he? You re­mem­ber that in the Bible about—about be­ing dili­gent in the Lord’s busi­ness, or some­thing?”

				“All right, I’ll get some­thing in if you want me to, Mr. Bab­bitt, but I’ll have to wait till the man­ag­ing ed­i­tor is out of town, and then black­jack the city ed­i­tor.”

				Thus it came to pass that in the Sun­day Ad­vo­cate-Times, un­der a pic­ture of Dr. Drew at his earnestest, with eyes alert, jaw as gran­ite, and rus­tic lock flam­boy­ant, ap­peared an in­scrip­tion—a wood-pulp tablet con­fer­ring twen­ty-four hours’ im­mor­tal­i­ty:

				
					The Rev. Dr. John Jen­ni­son Drew, M.A., pas­tor of the beau­ti­ful Chatham Road Pres­by­te­ri­an Church in love­ly Flo­ral Heights, is a wiz­ard soul-win­ner. He holds the lo­cal record for con­ver­sions. Dur­ing his shep­herd­hood an av­er­age of al­most a hun­dred sin-weary per­sons per year have de­clared their re­solve to lead a new life and have found a har­bor of refuge and peace.

					Ev­ery­thing zips at the Chatham Road Church. The sub­sidiary or­ga­ni­za­tions are keyed to the top-notch of ef­fi­cien­cy. Dr. Drew is es­pe­cial­ly keen on good con­gre­ga­tion­al singing. Bright cheer­ful hymns are used at ev­ery meet­ing, and the spe­cial Sing Ser­vices at­tract lovers of mu­sic and pro­fes­sion­als from all parts of the city.

					On the pop­u­lar lec­ture plat­form as well as in the pul­pit Dr. Drew is a renowned word-painter, and dur­ing the course of the year he re­ceives lit­er­al­ly scores of in­vi­ta­tions to speak at var­ied func­tions both here and else­where.

				

			




				V

				Bab­bitt let Dr. Drew know that he was re­spon­si­ble for this trib­ute. Dr. Drew called him “broth­er,” and shook his hand a great many times.

				Dur­ing the meet­ings of the Ad­vi­so­ry Com­mit­tee, Bab­bitt had hint­ed that he would be charmed to in­vite Eathorne to din­ner, but Eathorne had mur­mured, “So nice of you—old man, now—al­most nev­er go out.” Sure­ly Eathorne would not refuse his own pas­tor. Bab­bitt said boy­ish­ly to Drew:

				“Say, doc­tor, now we’ve put this thing over, strikes me it’s up to the do­minie to blow the three of us to a din­ner!”

				“Bul­ly! You bet! De­light­ed!” cried Dr. Drew, in his man­li­est way. (Some­one had once told him that he talked like the late Pres­i­dent Roo­sevelt.)

				“And, uh, say, doc­tor, be sure and get Mr. Eathorne to come. In­sist on it. It’s, uh—I think he sticks around home too much for his own health.”

				Eathorne came.

				It was a friend­ly din­ner. Bab­bitt spoke grace­ful­ly of the sta­bi­liz­ing and ed­u­ca­tion­al val­ue of bankers to the com­mu­ni­ty. They were, he said, the pas­tors of the fold of com­merce. For the first time Eathorne de­part­ed from the top­ic of Sun­day Schools, and asked Bab­bitt about the progress of his busi­ness. Bab­bitt an­swered mod­est­ly, al­most fil­ial­ly.

				A few months lat­er, when he had a chance to take part in the Street Trac­tion Com­pa­ny’s ter­mi­nal deal, Bab­bitt did not care to go to his own bank for a loan. It was rather a qui­et sort of deal and, if it had come out, the Pub­lic might not have un­der­stood. He went to his friend Mr. Eathorne; he was wel­comed, and re­ceived the loan as a pri­vate ven­ture; and they both prof­it­ed in their pleas­ant new as­so­ci­a­tion.

				Af­ter that, Bab­bitt went to church reg­u­lar­ly, ex­cept on spring Sun­day morn­ings which were ob­vi­ous­ly meant for mo­tor­ing. He an­nounced to Ted, “I tell you, boy, there’s no stronger bul­wark of sound con­ser­vatism than the evan­gel­i­cal church, and no bet­ter place to make friends who’ll help you to gain your right­ful place in the com­mu­ni­ty than in your own church-home!”

			


		
			Chapter XVIII

			
				I

				Though he saw them twice dai­ly, though he knew and am­ply dis­cussed ev­ery de­tail of their ex­pen­di­tures, yet for weeks to­geth­er Bab­bitt was no more con­scious of his chil­dren than of the but­tons on his coat-sleeves.

				The ad­mi­ra­tion of Ken­neth Es­cott made him aware of Verona.

				She had be­come sec­re­tary to Mr. Gru­ens­berg of the Gru­ens­berg Leather Com­pa­ny; she did her work with the thor­ough­ness of a mind which reveres de­tails and nev­er quite un­der­stands them; but she was one of the peo­ple who give an ag­i­tat­ing im­pres­sion of be­ing on the point of do­ing some­thing des­per­ate—of leav­ing a job or a hus­band—with­out ev­er do­ing it. Bab­bitt was so hope­ful about Es­cott’s hes­i­tant ar­dors that he be­came the play­ful par­ent. When he re­turned from the Elks he peered coy­ly in­to the liv­ing-room and gur­gled, “Has our Ken­ny been here tonight?” He nev­er cred­it­ed Verona’s protest, “Why, Ken and I are just good friends, and we on­ly talk about Ideas. I won’t have all this sen­ti­men­tal non­sense, that would spoil ev­ery­thing.”

				It was Ted who most wor­ried Bab­bitt.

				With con­di­tions in Latin and Eng­lish but with a tri­umphant record in man­u­al train­ing, bas­ket­ball, and the or­ga­ni­za­tion of dances, Ted was strug­gling through his Se­nior year in the East Side High School. At home he was in­ter­est­ed on­ly when he was asked to trace some sub­tle ill in the ig­ni­tion sys­tem of the car. He re­peat­ed to his tut-tut­ting fa­ther that he did not wish to go to col­lege or law-school, and Bab­bitt was equal­ly dis­turbed by this “shift­less­ness” and by Ted’s re­la­tions with Eu­nice Lit­tle­field, next door.

				Though she was the daugh­ter of Howard Lit­tle­field, that wrought-iron fact-mill, that horse-faced priest of pri­vate own­er­ship, Eu­nice was a midge in the sun. She danced in­to the house, she flung her­self in­to Bab­bitt’s lap when he was read­ing, she crum­pled his pa­per, and laughed at him when he ad­e­quate­ly ex­plained that he hat­ed a crum­pled news­pa­per as he hat­ed a bro­ken sales-con­tract. She was sev­en­teen now. Her am­bi­tion was to be a cin­e­ma ac­tress. She did not mere­ly at­tend the show­ing of ev­ery “fea­ture film”; she al­so read the mo­tion-pic­ture mag­a­zines, those ex­tra­or­di­nary symp­toms of the Age of Pep—month­lies and week­lies gor­geous­ly il­lus­trat­ed with por­traits of young wom­en who had re­cent­ly been man­i­cure girls, not very skil­ful man­i­cure girls, and who, un­less their ev­ery gri­mace had been ar­ranged by a di­rec­tor, could not have act­ed in the East­er can­ta­ta of the Cen­tral Methodist Church; mag­a­zines re­port­ing, quite se­ri­ous­ly, in “in­ter­views” plas­tered with pic­tures of rid­ing-breech­es and Cal­i­for­nia bun­ga­lows, the views on sculp­ture and in­ter­na­tion­al pol­i­tics of blankly beau­ti­ful, sus­pi­cious­ly beau­ti­ful young men; out­lin­ing the plots of films about pure pros­ti­tutes and kind­heart­ed train-rob­bers; and giv­ing di­rec­tions for mak­ing boot­blacks in­to Cel­e­brat­ed Sce­nario Au­thors overnight.

				These au­thor­i­ties Eu­nice stud­ied. She could, she fre­quent­ly did, tell whether it was in No­vem­ber or De­cem­ber, 1905, that Mack Hark­er, the renowned screen cow­punch­er and bad­man, be­gan his pub­lic ca­reer as cho­rus man in “Oh, You Naughty Girlie.” On the wall of her room, her fa­ther re­port­ed, she had pinned up twen­ty-one pho­to­graphs of ac­tors. But the signed por­trait of the most grace­ful of the movie he­roes she car­ried in her young bo­som.

				Bab­bitt was be­wil­dered by this wor­ship of new gods, and he sus­pect­ed that Eu­nice smoked cig­a­rettes. He smelled the cloy­ing reek from up­stairs, and heard her gig­gling with Ted. He nev­er in­quired. The agree­able child dis­mayed him. Her thin and charm­ing face was sharp­ened by bobbed hair; her skirts were short, her stock­ings were rolled, and, as she flew af­ter Ted, above the ca­ress­ing silk were glimpses of soft knees which made Bab­bitt un­easy, and wretch­ed that she should con­sid­er him old. Some­times, in the veiled life of his dreams, when the fairy child came run­ning to him she took on the sem­blance of Eu­nice Lit­tle­field.

				Ted was mo­tor-mad as Eu­nice was movie-mad.

				A thou­sand sar­cas­tic re­fusals did not check his teas­ing for a car of his own. How­ev­er lax he might be about ear­ly ris­ing and the prosody of Vir­gil, he was tire­less in tin­ker­ing. With three oth­er boys he bought a rheumat­ic Ford chas­sis, built an amaz­ing rac­er-body out of tin and pine, went skid­ding round cor­ners in the per­ilous craft, and sold it at a prof­it. Bab­bitt gave him a mo­tor­cy­cle, and ev­ery Sat­ur­day af­ter­noon, with sev­en sand­wich­es and a bot­tle of Co­ca-Co­la in his pock­ets, and Eu­nice perched eeri­ly on the rum­ble seat, he went roar­ing off to dis­tant towns.

				Usu­al­ly Eu­nice and he were mere­ly neigh­bor­hood chums, and quar­reled with a whole­some and vi­o­lent lack of del­i­ca­cy; but now and then, af­ter the col­or and scent of a dance, they were silent to­geth­er and a lit­tle furtive, and Bab­bitt was wor­ried.

				Bab­bitt was an av­er­age fa­ther. He was af­fec­tion­ate, bul­ly­ing, opin­ion­at­ed, ig­no­rant, and rather wist­ful. Like most par­ents, he en­joyed the game of wait­ing till the vic­tim was clear­ly wrong, then vir­tu­ous­ly pounc­ing. He jus­ti­fied him­self by croak­ing, “Well, Ted’s moth­er spoils him. Got to be some­body who tells him what’s what, and me, I’m elect­ed the goat. Be­cause I try to bring him up to be a re­al, de­cent, hu­man be­ing and not one of these sap­heads and lounge-lizards, of course they all call me a grouch!”

				Through­out, with the eter­nal hu­man ge­nius for ar­riv­ing by the worst pos­si­ble routes at sur­pris­ing­ly tol­er­a­ble goals, Bab­bitt loved his son and warmed to his com­pan­ion­ship and would have sac­ri­ficed ev­ery­thing for him—if he could have been sure of prop­er cred­it.

			




				II

				Ted was plan­ning a par­ty for his set in the Se­nior Class.

				Bab­bitt meant to be help­ful and jol­ly about it. From his mem­o­ry of high-school plea­sures back in Cataw­ba he sug­gest­ed the nicest games: Go­ing to Bos­ton, and cha­rades with stew­pans for hel­mets, and word-games in which you were an Ad­jec­tive or a Qual­i­ty. When he was most en­thu­si­as­tic he dis­cov­ered that they weren’t pay­ing at­ten­tion; they were on­ly tol­er­at­ing him. As for the par­ty, it was as fixed and stan­dard­ized as a Union Club Hop. There was to be danc­ing in the liv­ing-room, a no­ble col­la­tion in the din­ing-room, and in the hall two ta­bles of bridge for what Ted called “the poor old dumb­bells that you can’t get to dance hard­ly more ’n half the time.”

				Ev­ery break­fast was mo­nop­o­lized by con­fer­ences on the af­fair. No one lis­tened to Bab­bitt’s bul­letins about the Feb­ru­ary weath­er or to his throat-clear­ing com­ments on the head­lines. He said fu­ri­ous­ly, “If I may be per­mit­ted to in­ter­rupt your en­gross­ing pri­vate con­ver­sa­tion—Juh hear what I said?”

				“Oh, don’t be a spoiled ba­by! Ted and I have just as much right to talk as you have!” flared Mrs. Bab­bitt.

				On the night of the par­ty he was per­mit­ted to look on, when he was not help­ing Matil­da with the Vec­chia ice cream and the pe­tits fours. He was deeply dis­qui­et­ed. Eight years ago, when Verona had giv­en a high-school par­ty, the chil­dren had been fea­ture­less ga­bies. Now they were men and wom­en of the world, very su­per­cil­ious men and wom­en; the boys con­de­scend­ed to Bab­bitt, they wore evening-clothes, and with hau­teur they ac­cept­ed cig­a­rettes from sil­ver cas­es. Bab­bitt had heard sto­ries of what the Ath­let­ic Club called “go­ings on” at young par­ties; of girls “park­ing” their corsets in the dress­ing-room, of “cud­dling” and “pet­ting,” and a pre­sum­able in­crease in what was known as Im­moral­i­ty. Tonight he be­lieved the sto­ries. These chil­dren seemed bold to him, and cold. The girls wore misty chif­fon, coral vel­vet, or cloth of gold, and around their dip­ping bobbed hair were shin­ing wreaths. He had it, up­on ur­gent and se­cret in­quiry, that no corsets were known to be parked up­stairs; but cer­tain­ly these ea­ger bod­ies were not stiff with steel. Their stock­ings were of lus­trous silk, their slip­pers cost­ly and un­nat­u­ral, their lips carmined and their eye­brows pen­ciled. They danced cheek to cheek with the boys, and Bab­bitt sick­ened with ap­pre­hen­sion and un­con­scious en­vy.

				Worst of them all was Eu­nice Lit­tle­field, and mad­dest of all the boys was Ted. Eu­nice was a fly­ing de­mon. She slid the length of the room; her ten­der shoul­ders swayed; her feet were deft as a weaver’s shut­tle; she laughed, and en­ticed Bab­bitt to dance with her.

				Then he dis­cov­ered the an­nex to the par­ty.

				The boys and girls dis­ap­peared oc­ca­sion­al­ly, and he re­mem­bered ru­mors of their drink­ing to­geth­er from hip-pock­et flasks. He tip­toed round the house, and in each of the dozen cars wait­ing in the street he saw the points of light from cig­a­rettes, from each of them heard high gig­gles. He want­ed to de­nounce them but (stand­ing in the snow, peer­ing round the dark cor­ner) he did not dare. He tried to be tact­ful. When he had re­turned to the front hall he coaxed the boys, “Say, if any of you fel­lows are thirsty, there’s some dandy gin­ger ale.”

				“Oh! Thanks!” they con­de­scend­ed.

				He sought his wife, in the pantry, and ex­plod­ed, “I’d like to go in there and throw some of those young pups out of the house! They talk down to me like I was the but­ler! I’d like to—”

				“I know,” she sighed; “on­ly ev­ery­body says, all the moth­ers tell me, un­less you stand for them, if you get an­gry be­cause they go out to their cars to have a drink, they won’t come to your house any more, and we wouldn’t want Ted left out of things, would we?”

				He an­nounced that he would be en­chant­ed to have Ted left out of things, and hur­ried in to be po­lite, lest Ted be left out of things.

				But, he re­solved, if he found that the boys were drink­ing, he would—well, he’d “hand ’em some­thing that would sur­prise ’em.” While he was try­ing to be agree­able to large-shoul­dered young bul­lies he was earnest­ly sniff­ing at them. Twice he caught the reek of pro­hi­bi­tion-time whisky, but then, it was on­ly twice—

				Dr. Howard Lit­tle­field lum­bered in.

				He had come, in a mood of solemn parental pa­tron­age, to look on. Ted and Eu­nice were danc­ing, mov­ing to­geth­er like one body. Lit­tle­field gasped. He called Eu­nice. There was a whis­pered duo­logue, and Lit­tle­field ex­plained to Bab­bitt that Eu­nice’s moth­er had a headache and need­ed her. She went off in tears. Bab­bitt looked af­ter them fu­ri­ous­ly. “That lit­tle dev­il! Get­ting Ted in­to trou­ble! And Lit­tle­field, the con­ceit­ed old gas­bag, act­ing like it was Ted that was the bad in­flu­ence!”

				Lat­er he smelled whisky on Ted’s breath.

				Af­ter the civ­il farewell to the guests, the row was ter­rif­ic, a thor­ough Fam­i­ly Scene, like an avalanche, dev­as­tat­ing and with­out ret­i­cences. Bab­bitt thun­dered, Mrs. Bab­bitt wept, Ted was un­con­vinc­ing­ly de­fi­ant, and Verona in con­fu­sion as to whose side she was tak­ing.

				For sev­er­al months there was cool­ness be­tween the Bab­bitts and the Lit­tle­fields, each fam­i­ly shel­ter­ing their lamb from the wolf-cub next door. Bab­bitt and Lit­tle­field still spoke in pon­tif­i­cal pe­ri­ods about mo­tors and the sen­ate, but they kept bleak­ly away from men­tion of their fam­i­lies. When­ev­er Eu­nice came to the house she dis­cussed with pleas­ant in­ti­ma­cy the fact that she had been for­bid­den to come to the house; and Bab­bitt tried, with no suc­cess what­ev­er, to be fa­ther­ly and ad­vi­so­ry with her.

			




				III

				“Gosh all fish­hooks!” Ted wailed to Eu­nice, as they wolfed hot choco­late, lumps of nougat, and an as­sort­ment of glace nuts, in the mo­sa­ic splen­dor of the Roy­al Drug Store, “it gets me why Dad doesn’t just pass out from be­ing so poky. Ev­ery evening he sits there, about half-asleep, and if Rone or I say, ‘Oh, come on, let’s do some­thing,’ he doesn’t even take the trou­ble to think about it. He just yawns and says, ‘Naw, this suits me right here.’ He doesn’t know there’s any fun go­ing on any­where. I sup­pose he must do some think­ing, same as you and I do, but gosh, there’s no way of telling it. I don’t be­lieve that out­side of the of­fice and play­ing a lit­tle bum golf on Sat­ur­day he knows there’s any­thing in the world to do ex­cept just keep sit­ting there—sit­ting there ev­ery night—not want­ing to go any­where—not want­ing to do any­thing—think­ing us kids are crazy—sit­ting there—Lord!”

			




				IV

				If he was fright­ened by Ted’s slack­ness, Bab­bitt was not suf­fi­cient­ly fright­ened by Verona. She was too safe. She lived too much in the neat lit­tle air­less room of her mind. Ken­neth Es­cott and she were al­ways un­der foot. When they were not at home, con­duct­ing their cau­tious­ly rad­i­cal courtship over sheets of sta­tis­tics, they were trudg­ing off to lec­tures by au­thors and Hin­du philoso­phers and Swedish lieu­tenants.

				“Gosh,” Bab­bitt wailed to his wife, as they walked home from the Fog­a­r­tys’ bridge-par­ty, “it gets me how Rone and that fel­low can be so poky. They sit there night af­ter night, when­ev­er he isn’t work­ing, and they don’t know there’s any fun in the world. All talk and dis­cus­sion—Lord! Sit­ting there—sit­ting there—night af­ter night—not want­ing to do any­thing—think­ing I’m crazy be­cause I like to go out and play a fist of cards—sit­ting there—gosh!”

				Then round the swim­mer, bored by strug­gling through the per­pet­u­al surf of fam­i­ly life, new combers swelled.

			




				V

				Bab­bitt’s fa­ther- and moth­er-in-law, Mr. and Mrs. Hen­ry T. Thomp­son, rent­ed their old house in the Belle­vue dis­trict and moved to the Ho­tel Hat­ton, that glo­ri­fied board­ing­house filled with wid­ows, red-plush fur­ni­ture, and the sound of ice-wa­ter pitch­ers. They were lone­ly there, and ev­ery oth­er Sun­day evening the Bab­bitts had to dine with them, on fric­as­seed chick­en, dis­cour­aged cel­ery, and corn­starch ice cream, and af­ter­ward sit, po­lite and re­strained, in the ho­tel lounge, while a young wom­an vi­o­lin­ist played songs from the Ger­man via Broad­way.

				Then Bab­bitt’s own moth­er came down from Cataw­ba to spend three weeks.

				She was a kind wom­an and mag­nif­i­cent­ly un­com­pre­hend­ing. She con­grat­u­lat­ed the con­ven­tion-de­fy­ing Verona on be­ing a “nice, loy­al home­body with­out all these Ideas that so many girls seem to have nowa­days;” and when Ted filled the dif­fer­en­tial with grease, out of pure love of me­chan­ics and filth­i­ness, she re­joiced that he was “so handy around the house—and help­ing his fa­ther and all, and not go­ing out with the girls all the time and try­ing to pre­tend he was a so­ci­ety fel­low.”

				Bab­bitt loved his moth­er, and some­times he rather liked her, but he was an­noyed by her Chris­tian Pa­tience, and he was re­duced to pulpi­ness when she dis­coursed about a quite myth­i­cal hero called “Your Fa­ther”:

				“You won’t re­mem­ber it, Georgie, you were such a lit­tle fel­low at the time—my, I re­mem­ber just how you looked that day, with your goldy brown curls and your lace col­lar, you al­ways were such a dain­ty child, and kind of puny and sick­ly, and you loved pret­ty things so much and the red tas­sels on your lit­tle bootees and all—and Your Fa­ther was tak­ing us to church and a man stopped us and said ‘Ma­jor’—so many of the neigh­bors used to call Your Fa­ther ‘Ma­jor’; of course he was on­ly a pri­vate in The War but ev­ery­body knew that was be­cause of the jeal­ousy of his cap­tain and he ought to have been a high-rank­ing of­fi­cer, he had that nat­u­ral abil­i­ty to com­mand that so very, very few men have—and this man came out in­to the road and held up his hand and stopped the bug­gy and said, ‘Ma­jor,’ he said, ‘there’s a lot of the folks around here that have de­cid­ed to sup­port Colonel Scanell for con­gress, and we want you to join us. Meet­ing peo­ple the way you do in the store, you could help us a lot.’

				“Well, Your Fa­ther just looked at him and said, ‘I cer­tain­ly shall do noth­ing of the sort. I don’t like his pol­i­tics,’ he said. Well, the man—Cap­tain Smith they used to call him, and heav­en on­ly knows why, be­cause he hadn’t the shad­ow or ves­tige of a right to be called ‘Cap­tain’ or any oth­er ti­tle—this Cap­tain Smith said, ‘We’ll make it hot for you if you don’t stick by your friends, Ma­jor.’ Well, you know how Your Fa­ther was, and this Smith knew it too; he knew what a Re­al Man he was, and he knew Your Fa­ther knew the po­lit­i­cal sit­u­a­tion from A to Z, and he ought to have seen that here was one man he couldn’t im­pose on, but he went on try­ing to and hint­ing and try­ing till Your Fa­ther spoke up and said to him, ‘Cap­tain Smith,’ he said, ‘I have a rep­u­ta­tion around these parts for be­ing one who is am­ply qual­i­fied to mind his own busi­ness and let oth­er folks mind theirs!’ and with that he drove on and left the fel­low stand­ing there in the road like a bump on a log!”

				Bab­bitt was most ex­as­per­at­ed when she re­vealed his boy­hood to the chil­dren. He had, it seemed, been fond of bar­ley-sug­ar; had worn the “loveli­est lit­tle pink bow in his curls” and cor­rupt­ed his own name to “Goo-goo.” He heard (though he did not of­fi­cial­ly hear) Ted ad­mon­ish­ing Tin­ka, “Come on now, kid; stick the love­ly pink bow in your curls and beat it down to break­fast, or Goo-goo will jaw your head off.”

				Bab­bitt’s half-broth­er, Mar­tin, with his wife and youngest ba­by, came down from Cataw­ba for two days. Mar­tin bred cat­tle and ran the dusty gen­er­al-store. He was proud of be­ing a free­born in­de­pen­dent Amer­i­can of the good old Yan­kee stock; he was proud of be­ing hon­est, blunt, ug­ly, and dis­agree­able. His fa­vorite re­mark was “How much did you pay for that?” He re­gard­ed Verona’s books, Bab­bitt’s sil­ver pen­cil, and flow­ers on the ta­ble as citi­fied ex­trav­a­gances, and said so. Bab­bitt would have quar­reled with him but for his gawky wife and the ba­by, whom Bab­bitt teased and poked fin­gers at and ad­dressed:

				“I think this ba­by’s a bum, yes, sir, I think this lit­tle ba­by’s a bum, he’s a bum, yes, sir, he’s a bum, that’s what he is, he’s a bum, this ba­by’s a bum, he’s noth­ing but an old bum, that’s what he is—a bum!”

				All the while Verona and Ken­neth Es­cott held long in­quiries in­to epis­te­mol­o­gy; Ted was a dis­graced rebel; and Tin­ka, aged eleven, was de­mand­ing that she be al­lowed to go to the movies thrice a week, “like all the girls.”

				Bab­bitt raged, “I’m sick of it! Hav­ing to car­ry three gen­er­a­tions. Whole damn bunch lean on me. Pay half of moth­er’s in­come, lis­ten to Hen­ry T., lis­ten to Myra’s wor­ry­ing, be po­lite to Mart, and get called an old grouch for try­ing to help the chil­dren. All of ’em de­pend­ing on me and pick­ing on me and not a damn one of ’em grate­ful! No re­lief, and no cred­it, and no help from any­body. And to keep it up for—good Lord, how long?”

				He en­joyed be­ing sick in Feb­ru­ary; he was de­light­ed by their con­ster­na­tion that he, the rock, should give way.

				He had eat­en a ques­tion­able clam. For two days he was lan­guorous and pet­ted and es­teemed. He was al­lowed to snarl “Oh, let me alone!” with­out reprisals. He lay on the sleep­ing-porch and watched the win­ter sun slide along the taut cur­tains, turn­ing their rud­dy kha­ki to pale blood red. The shad­ow of the draw-rope was dense black, in an en­tic­ing rip­ple on the can­vas. He found plea­sure in the curve of it, sighed as the fad­ing light blurred it. He was con­scious of life, and a lit­tle sad. With no Vir­gil Gunch­es be­fore whom to set his face in res­o­lute op­ti­mism, he be­held, and half ad­mit­ted that he be­held, his way of life as in­cred­i­bly me­chan­i­cal. Me­chan­i­cal busi­ness—a brisk sell­ing of bad­ly built hous­es. Me­chan­i­cal re­li­gion—a dry, hard church, shut off from the re­al life of the streets, in­hu­man­ly re­spectable as a top-hat. Me­chan­i­cal golf and din­ner-par­ties and bridge and con­ver­sa­tion. Save with Paul Ries­ling, me­chan­i­cal friend­ships—back-slap­ping and joc­u­lar, nev­er dar­ing to es­say the test of quiet­ness.

				He turned un­easi­ly in bed.

				He saw the years, the bril­liant win­ter days and all the long sweet af­ter­noons which were meant for sum­mery mead­ows, lost in such brit­tle pre­ten­tious­ness. He thought of tele­phon­ing about leas­es, of ca­jol­ing men he hat­ed, of mak­ing busi­ness calls and wait­ing in dirty an­te­rooms—hat on knee, yawn­ing at fly-specked cal­en­dars, be­ing po­lite to of­fice-boys.

				“I don’t hard­ly want to go back to work,” he prayed. “I’d like to—I don’t know.”

				But he was back next day, busy and of doubt­ful tem­per.

			


		
			Chapter XIX

			
				I

				The Zenith Street Trac­tion Com­pa­ny planned to build car-re­pair shops in the sub­urb of Dorch­ester, but when they came to buy the land they found it held, on op­tions, by the Bab­bitt-Thomp­son Re­al­ty Com­pa­ny. The pur­chas­ing-agent, the first vice-pres­i­dent, and even the pres­i­dent of the Trac­tion Com­pa­ny protest­ed against the Bab­bitt price. They men­tioned their du­ty to­ward stock­hold­ers, they threat­ened an ap­peal to the courts, though some­how the ap­peal to the courts was nev­er car­ried out and the of­fi­cials found it wis­er to com­pro­mise with Bab­bitt. Car­bon copies of the cor­re­spon­dence are in the com­pa­ny’s files, where they may be viewed by any pub­lic com­mis­sion.

				Just af­ter this Bab­bitt de­posit­ed three thou­sand dol­lars in the bank, the pur­chas­ing-agent of the Street Trac­tion Com­pa­ny bought a five thou­sand dol­lar car, the first vice-pres­i­dent built a home in De­von Woods, and the pres­i­dent was ap­point­ed min­is­ter to a for­eign coun­try.

				To ob­tain the op­tions, to tie up one man’s land with­out let­ting his neigh­bor know, had been an un­usu­al strain on Bab­bitt. It was nec­es­sary to in­tro­duce ru­mors about plan­ning garages and stores, to pre­tend that he wasn’t tak­ing any more op­tions, to wait and look as bored as a pok­er-play­er at a time when the fail­ure to se­cure a key-lot threat­ened his whole plan. To all this was added a nerve-jab­bing quar­rel with his se­cret as­so­ciates in the deal. They did not wish Bab­bitt and Thomp­son to have any share in the deal ex­cept as bro­kers. Bab­bitt rather agreed. “Ethics of the busi­ness-bro­ker ought to strict­ly rep­re­sent his prin­ci­ples and not get in on the buy­ing,” he said to Thomp­son.

				“Ethics, rats! Think I’m go­ing to see that bunch of holy grafters get away with the swag and us not climb in?” snort­ed old Hen­ry.

				“Well, I don’t like to do it. Kind of dou­ble-cross­ing.”

				“It ain’t. It’s triple-cross­ing. It’s the pub­lic that gets dou­ble-crossed. Well, now we’ve been eth­i­cal and got it out of our sys­tems, the ques­tion is where we can raise a loan to han­dle some of the prop­er­ty for our­selves, on the Q.T. We can’t go to our bank for it. Might come out.”

				“I could see old Eathorne. He’s close as the tomb.”

				“That’s the stuff.”

				Eathorne was glad, he said, to “in­vest in char­ac­ter,” to make Bab­bitt the loan and see to it that the loan did not ap­pear on the books of the bank. Thus cer­tain of the op­tions which Bab­bitt and Thomp­son ob­tained were on parcels of re­al es­tate which they them­selves owned, though the prop­er­ty did not ap­pear in their names.

				In the midst of clos­ing this splen­did deal, which stim­u­lat­ed busi­ness and pub­lic con­fi­dence by giv­ing an ex­am­ple of in­creased re­al-es­tate ac­tiv­i­ty, Bab­bitt was over­whelmed to find that he had a dis­hon­est per­son work­ing for him.

				The dis­hon­est one was Stan­ley Graff, the out­side sales­man.

				For some time Bab­bitt had been wor­ried about Graff. He did not keep his word to ten­ants. In or­der to rent a house he would prom­ise re­pairs which the own­er had not au­tho­rized. It was sus­pect­ed that he jug­gled in­ven­to­ries of fur­nished hous­es so that when the ten­ant left he had to pay for ar­ti­cles which had nev­er been in the house and the price of which Graff put in­to his pock­et. Bab­bitt had not been able to prove these sus­pi­cions, and though he had rather planned to dis­charge Graff he had nev­er quite found time for it.

				Now in­to Bab­bitt’s pri­vate room charged a red-faced man, pant­ing, “Look here! I’ve come to raise par­tic­u­lar mer­ry hell, and un­less you have that fel­low pinched, I will!” “What’s—Calm down, o’ man. What’s trou­ble?”

				“Trou­ble! Huh! Here’s the trou­ble—”

				“Sit down and take it easy! They can hear you all over the build­ing!”

				“This fel­low Graff you got work­ing for you, he leas­es me a house. I was in yes­ter­day and signs the lease, all OK, and he was to get the own­er’s sig­na­ture and mail me the lease last night. Well, and he did. This morn­ing I comes down to break­fast and the girl says a fel­low had come to the house right af­ter the ear­ly de­liv­ery and told her he want­ed an en­ve­lope that had been mailed by mis­take, big long en­ve­lope with ‘Bab­bitt-Thomp­son’ in the cor­ner of it. Sure enough, there it was, so she lets him have it. And she de­scribes the fel­low to me, and it was this Graff. So I phones to him and he, the poor fool, he ad­mits it! He says af­ter my lease was all signed he got a bet­ter of­fer from an­oth­er fel­low and he want­ed my lease back. Now what you go­ing to do about it?”

				“Your name is—?”

				“William Var­ney—W. K. Var­ney.”

				“Oh, yes. That was the Gar­ri­son house.” Bab­bitt sound­ed the buzzer. When Miss Mc­Goun came in, he de­mand­ed, “Graff gone out?”

				“Yes, sir.”

				“Will you look through his desk and see if there is a lease made out to Mr. Var­ney on the Gar­ri­son house?” To Var­ney: “Can’t tell you how sor­ry I am this hap­pened. Need­less to say, I’ll fire Graff the minute he comes in. And of course your lease stands. But there’s one oth­er thing I’d like to do. I’ll tell the own­er not to pay us the com­mis­sion but ap­ply it to your rent. No! Straight! I want to. To be frank, this thing shakes me up bad. I sup­pose I’ve al­ways been a Prac­ti­cal Busi­ness Man. Prob­a­bly I’ve told one or two fairy sto­ries in my time, when the oc­ca­sion called for it—you know: some­times you have to lay things on thick, to im­press bone­heads. But this is the first time I’ve ev­er had to ac­cuse one of my own em­ploy­ees of any­thing more dis­hon­est than pinch­ing a few stamps. Hon­est, it would hurt me if we prof­it­ed by it. So you’ll let me hand you the com­mis­sion? Good!”

			




				II

				He walked through the Feb­ru­ary city, where trucks flung up a spat­ter­ing of slush and the sky was dark above dark brick cor­nices. He came back mis­er­able. He, who re­spect­ed the law, had bro­ken it by con­ceal­ing the Fed­er­al crime of in­ter­cep­tion of the mails. But he could not see Graff go to jail and his wife suf­fer. Worse, he had to dis­charge Graff and this was a part of of­fice rou­tine which he feared. He liked peo­ple so much, he so much want­ed them to like him that he could not bear in­sult­ing them.

				Miss Mc­Goun dashed in to whis­per, with the ex­cite­ment of an ap­proach­ing scene, “He’s here!”

				“Mr. Graff? Ask him to come in.”

				He tried to make him­self heavy and calm in his chair, and to keep his eyes ex­pres­sion­less. Graff stalked in—a man of thir­ty-five, dap­per, eye-glassed, with a fop­pish mus­tache.

				“Want me?” said Graff.

				“Yes. Sit down.”

				Graff con­tin­ued to stand, grunt­ing, “I sup­pose that old nut Var­ney has been in to see you. Let me ex­plain about him. He’s a reg­u­lar tight­wad, and he sticks out for ev­ery cent, and he prac­ti­cal­ly lied to me about his abil­i­ty to pay the rent—I found that out just af­ter we signed up. And then an­oth­er fel­low comes along with a bet­ter of­fer for the house, and I felt it was my du­ty to the firm to get rid of Var­ney, and I was so wor­ried about it I skun up there and got back the lease. Hon­est, Mr. Bab­bitt, I didn’t in­tend to pull any­thing crooked. I just want­ed the firm to have all the com­mis—”

				“Wait now, Stan. This may all be true, but I’ve been hav­ing a lot of com­plaints about you. Now I don’t s’pose you ev­er mean to do wrong, and I think if you just get a good les­son that’ll jog you up a lit­tle, you’ll turn out a first-class re­al­tor yet. But I don’t see how I can keep you on.”

				Graff leaned against the fil­ing-cab­i­net, his hands in his pock­ets, and laughed. “So I’m fired! Well, old Vi­sion and Ethics, I’m tick­led to death! But I don’t want you to think you can get away with any holi­er-than-thou stuff. Sure I’ve pulled some raw stuff—a lit­tle of it—but how could I help it, in this of­fice?”

				“Now, by God, young man—”

				“Tut, tut! Keep the naughty tem­per down, and don’t holler, be­cause ev­ery­body in the out­side of­fice will hear you. They’re prob­a­bly lis­ten­ing right now. Bab­bitt, old dear, you’re crooked in the first place and a damn skin­flint in the sec­ond. If you paid me a de­cent salary I wouldn’t have to steal pen­nies off a blind man to keep my wife from starv­ing. Us mar­ried just five months, and her the nicest girl liv­ing, and you keep­ing us flat broke all the time, you damned old thief, so you can put mon­ey away for your sap­head of a son and your wishy-washy fool of a daugh­ter! Wait, now! You’ll by God take it, or I’ll bel­low so the whole of­fice will hear it! And crooked—Say, if I told the pros­e­cut­ing at­tor­ney what I know about this last Street Trac­tion op­tion steal, both you and me would go to jail, along with some nice, clean, pi­ous, high-up trac­tion guns!”

				“Well, Stan, looks like we were com­ing down to cas­es. That deal—There was noth­ing crooked about it. The on­ly way you can get progress is for the broad-gauged men to get things done; and they got to be re­ward­ed—”

				“Oh, for Pe­te’s sake, don’t get vir­tu­ous on me! As I gath­er it, I’m fired. All right. It’s a good thing for me. And if I catch you knock­ing me to any oth­er firm, I’ll squeal all I know about you and Hen­ry T. and the dirty lit­tle lick­spit­tle deals that you cor­po­rals of in­dus­try pull off for the big­ger and brainier crooks, and you’ll get chased out of town. And me—you’re right, Bab­bitt, I’ve been go­ing crooked, but now I’m go­ing straight, and the first step will be to get a job in some of­fice where the boss doesn’t talk about Ideals. Bad luck, old dear, and you can stick your job up the sew­er!”

				Bab­bitt sat for a long time, al­ter­nate­ly rag­ing, “I’ll have him ar­rest­ed,” and yearn­ing “I won­der—No, I’ve nev­er done any­thing that wasn’t nec­es­sary to keep the Wheels of Progress mov­ing.”

				Next day he hired in Graff’s place Fritz Weilinger, the sales­man of his most in­ju­ri­ous ri­val, the East Side Homes and De­vel­op­ment Com­pa­ny, and thus at once an­noyed his com­peti­tor and ac­quired an ex­cel­lent man. Young Fritz was a curly-head­ed, mer­ry, ten­nis-play­ing young­ster. He made cus­tomers wel­come to the of­fice. Bab­bitt thought of him as a son, and in him had much com­fort.

			




				III

				An aban­doned race­track on the out­skirts of Chica­go, a plot ex­cel­lent for fac­to­ry sites, was to be sold, and Jake Of­fut asked Bab­bitt to bid on it for him. The strain of the Street Trac­tion deal and his dis­ap­point­ment in Stan­ley Graff had so shak­en Bab­bitt that he found it hard to sit at his desk and con­cen­trate. He pro­posed to his fam­i­ly, “Look here, folks! Do you know who’s go­ing to trot up to Chica­go for a cou­ple of days—just week­end; won’t lose but one day of school—know who’s go­ing with that cel­e­brat­ed busi­ness-am­bas­sador, George F. Bab­bitt? Why, Mr. Theodore Roo­sevelt Bab­bitt!”

				“Hur­ray!” Ted shout­ed, and “Oh, maybe the Bab­bitt men won’t paint that lil ole town red!”

				And, once away from the fa­mil­iar im­pli­ca­tions of home, they were two men to­geth­er. Ted was young on­ly in his as­sump­tion of old­ness, and the on­ly realms, ap­par­ent­ly, in which Bab­bitt had a larg­er and more grown-up knowl­edge than Ted’s were the de­tails of re­al es­tate and the phras­es of pol­i­tics. When the oth­er sages of the Pull­man smok­ing-com­part­ment had left them to them­selves, Bab­bitt’s voice did not drop in­to the play­ful and oth­er­wise of­fen­sive tone in which one ad­dress­es chil­dren but con­tin­ued its over­whelm­ing and mo­not­o­nous rum­ble, and Ted tried to im­i­tate it in his stri­dent tenor:

				“Gee, dad, you cer­tain­ly did show up that poor boot when he got flip about the League of Na­tions!”

				“Well, the trou­ble with a lot of these fel­lows is, they sim­ply don’t know what they’re talk­ing about. They don’t get down to facts. … What do you think of Ken Es­cott?”

				“I’ll tell you, dad: it strikes me Ken is a nice lad; no spe­cial faults ex­cept he smokes too much; but slow, Lord! Why, if we don’t give him a shove the poor dumb­bell nev­er will pro­pose! And Rone just as bad. Slow.”

				“Yes, I guess you’re right. They’re slow. They haven’t ei­ther one of ’em got our pep.”

				“That’s right. They’re slow. I swear, dad, I don’t know how Rone got in­to our fam­i­ly! I’ll bet, if the truth were known, you were a bad old egg when you were a kid!”

				“Well, I wasn’t so slow!”

				“I’ll bet you weren’t! I’ll bet you didn’t miss many tricks!”

				“Well, when I was out with the girls I didn’t spend all the time telling ’em about the strike in the knit­ting in­dus­try!”

				They roared to­geth­er, and to­geth­er light­ed cigars.

				“What are we go­ing to do with ’em?” Bab­bitt con­sult­ed.

				“Gosh, I don’t know. I swear, some­times I feel like tak­ing Ken aside and putting him over the jumps and say­ing to him, ‘Young fel­la me lad, are you go­ing to mar­ry young Rone, or are you go­ing to talk her to death? Here you are get­ting on to­ward thir­ty, and you’re on­ly mak­ing twen­ty or twen­ty-five a week. When you go­ing to de­vel­op a sense of re­spon­si­bil­i­ty and get a raise? If there’s any­thing that George F. or I can do to help you, call on us, but show a lit­tle speed, any­way!’ ”

				“Well, at that, it might not be so bad if you or I talked to him, ex­cept he might not un­der­stand. He’s one of these high brows. He can’t come down to cas­es and lay his cards on the ta­ble and talk straight out from the shoul­der, like you or I can.”

				“That’s right, he’s like all these high­brows.”

				“That’s so, like all of ’em.”

				“That’s a fact.”

				They sighed, and were silent and thought­ful and hap­py.

				The con­duc­tor came in. He had once called at Bab­bitt’s of­fice, to ask about hous­es. “H’ are you, Mr. Bab­bitt! We go­ing to have you with us to Chica­go? This your boy?”

				“Yes, this is my son Ted.”

				“Well now, what do you know about that! Here I been think­ing you were a young­ster your­self, not a day over forty, hard­ly, and you with this great big fel­low!”

				“Forty? Why, broth­er, I’ll nev­er see forty-five again!”

				“Is that a fact! Wouldn’t hard­ly ’a’ thought it!”

				“Yes, sir, it’s a bad give­away for the old man when he has to trav­el with a young whale like Ted here!”

				“You’re right, it is.” To Ted: “I sup­pose you’re in col­lege now?”

				Proud­ly, “No, not till next fall. I’m just kind of giv­ing the diff’rent col­leges the once-over now.”

				As the con­duc­tor went on his af­fa­ble way, huge watch-chain jin­gling against his blue chest, Bab­bitt and Ted grave­ly con­sid­ered col­leges. They ar­rived at Chica­go late at night; they lay abed in the morn­ing, re­joic­ing, “Pret­ty nice not to have to get up and get down to break­fast, heh?” They were stay­ing at the mod­est Eden Ho­tel, be­cause Zenith busi­ness men al­ways stayed at the Eden, but they had din­ner in the bro­cade and crys­tal Ver­sailles Room of the Re­gen­cy Ho­tel. Bab­bitt or­dered Blue Point oys­ters with cock­tail sauce, a tremen­dous steak with a tremen­dous plat­ter of French fried pota­toes, two pots of cof­fee, ap­ple pie with ice cream for both of them and, for Ted, an ex­tra piece of mince pie.

				“Hot stuff! Some feed, young fel­la!” Ted ad­mired.

				“Huh! You stick around with me, old man, and I’ll show you a good time!”

				They went to a mu­si­cal com­e­dy and nudged each oth­er at the mat­ri­mo­ni­al jokes and the pro­hi­bi­tion jokes; they pa­rad­ed the lob­by, arm in arm, be­tween acts, and in the glee of his first re­lease from the shame which dis­sev­ers fa­thers and sons Ted chuck­led, “Dad, did you ev­er hear the one about the three milliners and the judge?”

				When Ted had re­turned to Zenith, Bab­bitt was lone­ly. As he was try­ing to make al­liance be­tween Of­futt and cer­tain Mil­wau­kee in­ter­ests which want­ed the race­track plot, most of his time was tak­en up in wait­ing for tele­phone calls. … Sit­ting on the edge of his bed, hold­ing the por­ta­ble tele­phone, ask­ing weari­ly, “Mr. Sagen not in yet? Didn’ he leave any mes­sage for me? All right, I’ll hold the wire.” Star­ing at a stain on the wall, re­flect­ing that it re­sem­bled a shoe, and be­ing bored by this twen­ti­eth dis­cov­ery that it re­sem­bled a shoe. Light­ing a cig­a­rette; then, bound to the tele­phone with no ash­tray in reach, won­der­ing what to do with this burn­ing men­ace and anx­ious­ly try­ing to toss it in­to the tiled bath­room. At last, on the tele­phone, “No mes­sage, eh? All right, I’ll call up again.”

				One af­ter­noon he wan­dered through snow-rut­ted streets of which he had nev­er heard, streets of small ten­e­ments and two-fam­i­ly hous­es and ma­rooned cot­tages. It came to him that he had noth­ing to do, that there was noth­ing he want­ed to do. He was bleak­ly lone­ly in the evening, when he dined by him­self at the Re­gen­cy Ho­tel. He sat in the lob­by af­ter­ward, in a plush chair be­decked with the Saxe-Coburg arms, light­ing a cigar and look­ing for some­one who would come and play with him and save him from think­ing. In the chair next to him (show­ing the arms of Lithua­nia) was a half-fa­mil­iar man, a large red-faced man with pop eyes and a de­fi­cient yel­low mus­tache. He seemed kind and in­signif­i­cant, and as lone­ly as Bab­bitt him­self. He wore a tweed suit and a re­luc­tant or­ange tie.

				It came to Bab­bitt with a py­rotech­nic crash. The melan­choly stranger was Sir Ger­ald Doak.

				In­stinc­tive­ly Bab­bitt rose, bum­bling, “How ’re you, Sir Ger­ald? ’Mem­ber we met in Zenith, at Charley McK­elvey’s? Bab­bitt’s my name—re­al es­tate.”

				“Oh! How d’ you do.” Sir Ger­ald shook hands flab­bi­ly.

				Em­bar­rassed, stand­ing, won­der­ing how he could re­treat, Bab­bitt maun­dered, “Well, I sup­pose you been hav­ing a great trip since we saw you in Zenith.”

				“Quite. British Co­lum­bia and Cal­i­for­nia and all over the place,” he said doubt­ful­ly, look­ing at Bab­bitt life­less­ly.

				“How did you find busi­ness con­di­tions in British Co­lum­bia? Or I sup­pose maybe you didn’t look in­to ’em. Scenery and sport and so on?”

				“Scenery? Oh, cap­i­tal. But busi­ness con­di­tions—You know, Mr. Bab­bitt, they’re hav­ing al­most as much un­em­ploy­ment as we are.” Sir Ger­ald was speak­ing warm­ly now.

				“So? Busi­ness con­di­tions not so dog­gone good, eh?”

				“No, busi­ness con­di­tions weren’t at all what I’d hoped to find them.”

				“Not good, eh?”

				“No, not—not re­al­ly good.”

				“That’s a darn shame. Well—I sup­pose you’re wait­ing for some­body to take you out to some big shindig, Sir Ger­ald.”

				“Shindig? Oh. Shindig. No, to tell you the truth, I was won­der­ing what the deuce I could do this evening. Don’t know a soul in Tchic­ah­go. I won­der if you hap­pen to know whether there’s a good the­ater in this city?”

				“Good? Why say, they’re run­ning grand opera right now! I guess maybe you’d like that.”

				“Eh? Eh? Went to the opera once in Lon­don. Covent Gar­den sort of thing. Shock­ing! No, I was won­der­ing if there was a good cin­e­ma-movie.”

				Bab­bitt was sit­ting down, hitch­ing his chair over, shout­ing, “Movie? Say, Sir Ger­ald, I sup­posed of course you had a raft of dames wait­ing to lead you out to some soiree—”

				“God for­bid!”

				“—but if you haven’t, what do you say you and me go to a movie? There’s a peach of a film at the Grantham: Bill Hart in a ban­dit pic­ture.”

				“Right-o! Just a mo­ment while I get my coat.”

				Swollen with great­ness, slight­ly afraid lest the no­ble blood of Not­ting­ham change its mind and leave him at any street cor­ner, Bab­bitt pa­rad­ed with Sir Ger­ald Doak to the movie palace and in silent bliss sat be­side him, try­ing not to be too en­thu­si­as­tic, lest the knight de­spise his ado­ra­tion of six-shoot­ers and bron­cos. At the end Sir Ger­ald mur­mured, “Jol­ly good pic­ture, this. So aw­ful­ly de­cent of you to take me. Haven’t en­joyed my­self so much for weeks. All these Hostess­es—they nev­er let you go to the cin­e­ma!”

				“The dev­il you say!” Bab­bitt’s speech had lost the del­i­cate re­fine­ment and all the broad A’s with which he had adorned it, and be­come hearty and nat­u­ral. “Well, I’m tick­led to death you liked it, Sir Ger­ald.”

				They crawled past the knees of fat wom­en in­to the aisle; they stood in the lob­by wav­ing their arms in the rite of putting on over­coats. Bab­bitt hint­ed, “Say, how about a lit­tle some­thing to eat? I know a place where we could get a swell rarebit, and we might dig up a lit­tle drink—that is, if you ev­er touch the stuff.”

				“Rather! But why don’t you come to my room? I’ve some Scotch—not half bad.”

				“Oh, I don’t want to use up all your hootch. It’s darn nice of you, but—You prob­a­bly want to hit the hay.”

				Sir Ger­ald was trans­formed. He was beefi­ly yearn­ing. “Oh re­al­ly, now; I haven’t had a de­cent evening for so long! Hav­ing to go to all these dances. No chance to dis­cuss busi­ness and that sort of thing. Do be a good chap and come along. Won’t you?”

				“Will I? You bet! I just thought maybe—Say, by gol­ly, it does do a fel­low good, don’t it, to sit and vis­it about busi­ness con­di­tions, af­ter he’s been to these balls and mas­quer­ades and ban­quets and all that so­ci­ety stuff. I of­ten feel that way in Zenith. Sure, you bet I’ll come.”

				“That’s aw­ful­ly nice of you.” They beamed along the street. “Look here, old chap, can you tell me, do Amer­i­can cities al­ways keep up this dread­ful so­cial pace? All these mag­nif­i­cent par­ties?”

				“Go on now, quit your kid­ding! Gosh, you with court balls and func­tions and ev­ery­thing—”

				“No, re­al­ly, old chap! Moth­er and I—La­dy Doak, I should say, we usu­al­ly play a hand of bez­ique and go to bed at ten. Bless my soul, I couldn’t keep up your beast­ly pace! And talk­ing! All your Amer­i­can wom­en, they know so much—cul­ture and that sort of thing. This Mrs. McK­elvey—your friend—”

				“Yuh, old Lu­cile. Good kid.”

				“—she asked me which of the gal­leries I liked best in Flo­rence. Or was it in Firen­ze? Nev­er been in Italy in my life! And prim­i­tives. Did I like prim­i­tives. Do you know what the deuce a prim­i­tive is?”

				“Me? I should say not! But I know what a dis­count for cash is.”

				“Rather! So do I, by George! But prim­i­tives!”

				“Yuh! Prim­i­tives!”

				They laughed with the sound of a Boost­ers’ lun­cheon.

				Sir Ger­ald’s room was, ex­cept for his pon­der­ous and durable Eng­lish bags, very much like the room of George F. Bab­bitt; and quite in the man­ner of Bab­bitt he dis­closed a huge whisky flask, looked proud and hos­pitable, and chuck­led, “Say, when, old chap.”

				It was af­ter the third drink that Sir Ger­ald pro­claimed, “How do you Yan­kees get the no­tion that writ­ing chaps like Bertrand Shaw and this Wells rep­re­sent us? The re­al busi­ness Eng­land, we think those chaps are traitors. Both our coun­tries have their com­ic Old Aris­toc­ra­cy—you know, old coun­ty fam­i­lies, hunt­ing peo­ple and all that sort of thing—and we both have our wretch­ed la­bor lead­ers, but we both have a back­bone of sound busi­ness men who run the whole show.”

				“You bet. Here’s to the re­al guys!”

				“I’m with you! Here’s to our­selves!”

				It was af­ter the fourth drink that Sir Ger­ald asked humbly, “What do you think of North Dako­ta mort­gages?” but it was not till af­ter the fifth that Bab­bitt be­gan to call him “Jer­ry,” and Sir Ger­ald con­fid­ed, “I say, do you mind if I pull off my boots?” and ec­stat­i­cal­ly stretched his knight­ly feet, his poor, tired, hot, swollen feet out on the bed.

				Af­ter the sixth, Bab­bitt ir­reg­u­lar­ly arose. “Well, I bet­ter be hik­ing along. Jer­ry, you’re a reg­u­lar hu­man be­ing! I wish to thun­der we’d been bet­ter ac­quaint­ed in Zenith. Look­it. Can’t you come back and stay with me a while?”

				“So sor­ry—must go to New York to­mor­row. Most aw­ful­ly sor­ry, old boy. I haven’t en­joyed an evening so much since I’ve been in the States. Re­al talk. Not all this so­cial rot. I’d nev­er have let them give me the beast­ly ti­tle—and I didn’t get it for noth­ing, eh?—if I’d thought I’d have to talk to wom­en about prim­i­tives and po­lo! Good­ish thing to have in Not­ting­ham, though; an­noyed the may­or most fright­ful­ly when I got it; and of course the mis­sus likes it. But no­body calls me ‘Jer­ry’ now—” He was al­most weep­ing. “—and no­body in the States has treat­ed me like a friend till tonight! Good­bye, old chap, good­bye! Thanks aw­ful­ly!”

				“Don’t men­tion it, Jer­ry. And re­mem­ber when­ev­er you get to Zenith, the latch­string is al­ways out.”

				“And don’t for­get, old boy, if you ev­er come to Not­ting­ham, Moth­er and I will be fright­ful­ly glad to see you. I shall tell the fel­lows in Not­ting­ham your ideas about Vi­sions and Re­al Guys—at our next Ro­tary Club lun­cheon.”

			




				IV

				Bab­bitt lay abed at his ho­tel, imag­in­ing the Zenith Ath­let­ic Club ask­ing him, “What kind of a time d’you have in Chica­go?” and his an­swer­ing, “Oh, fair; ran around with Sir Ger­ald Doak a lot;” pic­tur­ing him­self meet­ing Lu­cile McK­elvey and ad­mon­ish­ing her, “You’re all right, Mrs. Mac, when you aren’t try­ing to pull this high­brow pose. It’s just as Ger­ald Doak says to me in Chica­go—oh, yes, Jer­ry’s an old friend of mine—the wife and I are think­ing of run­ning over to Eng­land to stay with Jer­ry in his cas­tle, next year—and he said to me, ‘Georgie, old bean, I like Lu­cile first-rate, but you and me, George, we got to make her get over this high­ty-tighty hoopte­did­dle way she’s got.’ ”

				But that evening a thing hap­pened which wrecked his pride.

			




				V

				At the Re­gen­cy Ho­tel cigar-counter he fell to talk­ing with a sales­man of pi­anos, and they dined to­geth­er. Bab­bitt was filled with friend­li­ness and well-be­ing. He en­joyed the gor­geous­ness of the din­ing-room: the chan­de­liers, the looped bro­cade cur­tains, the por­traits of French kings against pan­els of gild­ed oak. He en­joyed the crowd: pret­ty wom­en, good sol­id fel­lows who were “lib­er­al spenders.”

				He gasped. He stared, and turned away, and stared again. Three ta­bles off, with a doubt­ful sort of wom­an, a wom­an at once coy and with­ered, was Paul Ries­ling, and Paul was sup­posed to be in Akron, sell­ing tar-roof­ing. The wom­an was tap­ping his hand, moon­ing at him and gig­gling. Bab­bitt felt that he had en­coun­tered some­thing in­volved and harm­ful. Paul was talk­ing with the rapt ea­ger­ness of a man who is telling his trou­bles. He was con­cen­trat­ed on the wom­an’s fad­ed eyes. Once he held her hand and once, blind to the oth­er guests, he puck­ered his lips as though he was pre­tend­ing to kiss her. Bab­bitt had so strong an im­pulse to go to Paul that he could feel his body un­coil­ing, his shoul­ders mov­ing, but he felt, des­per­ate­ly, that he must be diplo­mat­ic, and not till he saw Paul pay­ing the check did he blus­ter to the pi­ano-sales­man, “By gol­ly—friend of mine over there—’scuse me sec­ond—just say hel­lo to him.”

				He touched Paul’s shoul­der, and cried, “Well, when did you hit town?”

				Paul glared up at him, face hard­en­ing. “Oh, hel­lo, George. Thought you’d gone back to Zenith.” He did not in­tro­duce his com­pan­ion. Bab­bitt peeped at her. She was a flab­bi­ly pret­ty, weak­ly flir­ta­tious wom­an of forty-two or three, in an atro­cious flow­ery hat. Her roug­ing was thor­ough but un­skil­ful.

				“Where you stay­ing, Paulibus?”

				The wom­an turned, yawned, ex­am­ined her nails. She seemed ac­cus­tomed to not be­ing in­tro­duced.

				Paul grum­bled, “Camp­bell Inn, on the South Side.”

				“Alone?” It sound­ed in­sin­u­at­ing.

				“Yes! Un­for­tu­nate­ly!” Fu­ri­ous­ly Paul turned to­ward the wom­an, smil­ing with a fond­ness sick­en­ing to Bab­bitt. “May! Want to in­tro­duce you. Mrs. Arnold, this is my old-ac­quain­tance, George Bab­bitt.”

				“Pleas­meech,” growled Bab­bitt, while she gur­gled, “Oh, I’m very pleased to meet any friend of Mr. Ries­ling’s, I’m sure.”

				Bab­bitt de­mand­ed, “Be back there lat­er this evening, Paul? I’ll drop down and see you.”

				“No, bet­ter—We bet­ter lunch to­geth­er to­mor­row.”

				“All right, but I’ll see you tonight, too, Paul. I’ll go down to your ho­tel, and I’ll wait for you!”

			


		
			Chapter XX

			
				I

				He sat smok­ing with the pi­ano-sales­man, cling­ing to the warm refuge of gos­sip, afraid to ven­ture in­to thoughts of Paul. He was the more af­fa­ble on the sur­face as se­cret­ly he be­came more ap­pre­hen­sive, felt more hol­low. He was cer­tain that Paul was in Chica­go with­out Zil­la’s knowl­edge, and that he was do­ing things not at all moral and se­cure. When the sales­man yawned that he had to write up his or­ders, Bab­bitt left him, left the ho­tel, in leisure­ly calm. But sav­age­ly he said “Camp­bell Inn!” to the taxi-driv­er. He sat ag­i­tat­ed on the slip­pery leather seat, in that chill dim­ness which smelled of dust and per­fume and Turk­ish cig­a­rettes. He did not heed the snowy lake­front, the dark spa­ces and sud­den bright cor­ners in the un­known land south of the Loop.

				The of­fice of the Camp­bell Inn was hard, bright, new; the night clerk hard­er and brighter. “Yep?” he said to Bab­bitt.

				“Mr. Paul Ries­ling reg­is­tered here?”

				“Yep.”

				“Is he in now?”

				“Nope.”

				“Then if you’ll give me his key, I’ll wait for him.”

				“Can’t do that, broth­er. Wait down here if you wan­na.”

				Bab­bitt had spo­ken with the def­er­ence which all the Clan of Good Fel­lows give to ho­tel clerks. Now he said with snarling abrupt­ness:

				“I may have to wait some time. I’m Ries­ling’s broth­er-in-law. I’ll go up to his room. D’ I look like a sneak-thief?”

				His voice was low and not pleas­ant. With con­sid­er­able haste the clerk took down the key, protest­ing, “I nev­er said you looked like a sneak-thief. Just rules of the ho­tel. But if you want to—”

				On his way up in the el­e­va­tor Bab­bitt won­dered why he was here. Why shouldn’t Paul be din­ing with a re­spectable mar­ried wom­an? Why had he lied to the clerk about be­ing Paul’s broth­er-in-law? He had act­ed like a child. He must be care­ful not to say fool­ish dra­mat­ic things to Paul. As he set­tled down he tried to look pompous and placid. Then the thought—Sui­cide. He’d been dread­ing that, with­out know­ing it. Paul would be just the per­son to do some­thing like that. He must be out of his head or he wouldn’t be con­fid­ing in that—that dried-up hag.

				Zil­la (oh, damn Zil­la! how glad­ly he’d throt­tle that nag­ging fiend of a wom­an!)—she’d prob­a­bly suc­ceed­ed at last, and driv­en Paul crazy.

				Sui­cide. Out there in the lake, way out, be­yond the piled ice along the shore. It would be ghast­ly cold to drop in­to the wa­ter tonight.

				Or—throat cut—in the bath­room—

				Bab­bitt flung in­to Paul’s bath­room. It was emp­ty. He smiled, fee­bly.

				He pulled at his chok­ing col­lar, looked at his watch, opened the win­dow to stare down at the street, looked at his watch, tried to read the evening pa­per ly­ing on the glass-topped bu­reau, looked again at his watch. Three min­utes had gone by since he had first looked at it.

				And he wait­ed for three hours.

				He was sit­ting fixed, chilled, when the door­knob turned. Paul came in glow­er­ing.

				“Hel­lo,” Paul said. “Been wait­ing?”

				“Yuh, lit­tle while.”

				“Well?”

				“Well what? Just thought I’d drop in to see how you made out in Akron.”

				“I did all right. What dif­fer­ence does it make?”

				“Why, gosh, Paul, what are you sore about?”

				“What are you butting in­to my af­fairs for?”

				“Why, Paul, that’s no way to talk! I’m not butting in­to noth­ing. I was so glad to see your ug­ly old phiz that I just dropped in to say howdy.”

				“Well, I’m not go­ing to have any­body fol­low­ing me around and try­ing to boss me. I’ve had all of that I’m go­ing to stand!”

				“Well, gosh, I’m not—”

				“I didn’t like the way you looked at May Arnold, or the snooty way you talked.”

				“Well, all right then! If you think I’m a buttin­sky, then I’ll just butt in! I don’t know who your May Arnold is, but I know dog­gone good and well that you and her weren’t talk­ing about tar-roof­ing, no, nor about play­ing the vi­o­lin, nei­ther! If you haven’t got any moral con­sid­er­a­tion for your­self, you ought to have some for your po­si­tion in the com­mu­ni­ty. The idea of your go­ing around places gaw­ping in­to a fe­male’s eyes like a lovesick pup! I can un­der­stand a fel­low slip­ping once, but I don’t pro­pose to see a fel­low that’s been as chum­my with me as you have get­ting start­ed on the down­ward path and sneak­ing off from his wife, even as cranky a one as Zil­la, to go wom­an-chas­ing—”

				“Oh, you’re a per­fect­ly moral lit­tle hus­band!”

				“I am, by God! I’ve nev­er looked at any wom­an ex­cept Myra since I’ve been mar­ried—prac­ti­cal­ly—and I nev­er will! I tell you there’s noth­ing to im­moral­i­ty. It don’t pay. Can’t you see, old man, it just makes Zil­la still cranki­er?”

				Slight of res­o­lu­tion as he was of body, Paul threw his snow-bead­ed over­coat on the floor and crouched on a flim­sy cane chair. “Oh, you’re an old blowhard, and you know less about moral­i­ty than Tin­ka, but you’re all right, Georgie. But you can’t un­der­stand that—I’m through. I can’t go Zil­la’s ham­mer­ing any longer. She’s made up her mind that I’m a dev­il, and—Reg’lar In­qui­si­tion. Tor­ture. She en­joys it. It’s a game to see how sore she can make me. And me, ei­ther it’s find a lit­tle com­fort, any com­fort, any­where, or else do some­thing a lot worse. Now this Mrs. Arnold, she’s not so young, but she’s a fine wom­an and she un­der­stands a fel­low, and she’s had her own trou­bles.”

				“Yea! I sup­pose she’s one of these hens whose hus­band ‘doesn’t un­der­stand her’!”

				“I don’t know. Maybe. He was killed in the war.”

				Bab­bitt lum­bered up, stood be­side Paul pat­ting his shoul­der, mak­ing soft apolo­get­ic nois­es.

				“Hon­est, George, she’s a fine wom­an, and she’s had one hell of a time. We man­age to jol­ly each oth­er up a lot. We tell each oth­er we’re the dandi­est pair on earth. Maybe we don’t be­lieve it, but it helps a lot to have some­body with whom you can be per­fect­ly sim­ple, and not all this dis­cussing—ex­plain­ing—”

				“And that’s as far as you go?”

				“It is not! Go on! Say it!”

				“Well, I don’t—I can’t say I like it, but—” With a burst which left him feel­ing large and shin­ing with gen­eros­i­ty, “it’s none of my darn busi­ness! I’ll do any­thing I can for you, if there’s any­thing I can do.”

				“There might be. I judge from Zil­la’s let­ters that ’ve been for­ward­ed from Akron that she’s get­ting sus­pi­cious about my stay­ing away so long. She’d be per­fect­ly ca­pa­ble of hav­ing me shad­owed, and of com­ing to Chica­go and bust­ing in­to a ho­tel din­ing-room and bawl­ing me out be­fore ev­ery­body.”

				“I’ll take care of Zil­la. I’ll hand her a good fairy-sto­ry when I get back to Zenith.”

				“I don’t know—I don’t think you bet­ter try it. You’re a good fel­low, but I don’t know that diplo­ma­cy is your strong point.” Bab­bitt looked hurt, then ir­ri­tat­ed. “I mean with wom­en! With wom­en, I mean. Course they got to go some to beat you in busi­ness diplo­ma­cy, but I just mean with wom­en. Zil­la may do a lot of rough talk­ing, but she’s pret­ty shrewd. She’d have the sto­ry out of you in no time.”

				“Well, all right, but—” Bab­bitt was still pa­thet­ic at not be­ing al­lowed to play Se­cret Agent. Paul soothed:

				“Course maybe you might tell her you’d been in Akron and seen me there.”

				“Why, sure, you bet! Don’t I have to go look at that can­dy-store prop­er­ty in Akron? Don’t I? Ain’t it a shame I have to stop off there when I’m so anx­ious to get home? Ain’t it a reg­u­lar shame? I’ll say it is! I’ll say it’s a dog­gone shame!”

				“Fine. But for glo­ry hal­lelu­jah’s sake don’t go putting any fan­cy fix­ings on the sto­ry. When men lie they al­ways try to make it too artis­tic, and that’s why wom­en get sus­pi­cious. And—Let’s have a drink, Georgie. I’ve got some gin and a lit­tle ver­mouth.”

				The Paul who nor­mal­ly re­fused a sec­ond cock­tail took a sec­ond now, and a third. He be­came red-eyed and thick-tongued. He was em­bar­rass­ing­ly joc­u­lar and sala­cious.

				In the taxi­cab Bab­bitt in­cred­u­lous­ly found tears crowd­ing in­to his eyes.

			




				II

				He had not told Paul of his plan but he did stop at Akron, be­tween trains, for the one pur­pose of send­ing to Zil­la a post­card with “Had to come here for the day, ran in­to Paul.” In Zenith he called on her. If for pub­lic ap­pear­ances Zil­la was over-coiffed, over-paint­ed, and res­o­lute­ly corset­ed, for pri­vate mis­ery she wore a filthy blue dress­ing-gown and torn stock­ings thrust in­to streaky pink satin mules. Her face was sunken. She seemed to have but half as much hair as Bab­bitt re­mem­bered, and that half was stringy. She sat in a rock­er amid a de­bris of can­dy-box­es and cheap mag­a­zines, and she sound­ed do­lor­ous when she did not sound de­ri­sive. But Bab­bitt was ex­ceed­ing­ly breezy:

				“Well, well, Zil, old dear, hav­ing a good loaf while hub­by’s away? That’s the ide­al I’ll bet a hat Myra nev­er got up till ten, while I was in Chica­go. Say, could I bor­row your ther­mos—just dropped in to see if I could bor­row your ther­mos bot­tle. We’re go­ing to have a to­bog­gan par­ty—want to take some cof­fee mit. Oh, did you get my card from Akron, say­ing I’d run in­to Paul?”

				“Yes. What was he do­ing?”

				“How do you mean?” He un­but­toned his over­coat, sat ten­ta­tive­ly on the arm of a chair.

				“You know how I mean!” She slapped the pages of a mag­a­zine with an ir­ri­ta­ble clat­ter. “I sup­pose he was try­ing to make love to some ho­tel wait­ress or man­i­cure girl or some­body.”

				“Hang it, you’re al­ways let­ting on that Paul goes round chas­ing skirts. He doesn’t, in the first place, and if he did, it would prob’ly be be­cause you keep hint­ing at him and ding­ing at him so much. I hadn’t meant to, Zil­la, but since Paul is away, in Akron—”

				“He re­al­ly is in Akron? I know he has some hor­ri­ble wom­an that he writes to in Chica­go.”

				“Didn’t I tell you I saw him in Akron? What ’re you try­ing to do? Make me out a liar?”

				“No, but I just—I get so wor­ried.”

				“Now, there you are! That’s what gets me! Here you love Paul, and yet you plague him and cuss him out as if you hat­ed him. I sim­ply can’t un­der­stand why it is that the more some folks love peo­ple, the hard­er they try to make ’em mis­er­able.”

				“You love Ted and Rone—I sup­pose—and yet you nag them.”

				“Oh. Well. That. That’s dif­fer­ent. Be­sides, I don’t nag ’em. Not what you’d call nag­ging. But zize say­ing: Now, here’s Paul, the nicest, most sen­si­tive crit­ter on God’s green earth. You ought to be ashamed of your­self the way you pan him. Why, you talk to him like a wash­er­wom­an. I’m sur­prised you can act so dog­gone com­mon, Zil­la!”

				She brood­ed over her linked fin­gers. “Oh, I know. I do go and get mean some­times, and I’m sor­ry af­ter­wards. But, oh, Georgie, Paul is so ag­gra­vat­ing! Hon­est­ly, I’ve tried aw­ful­ly hard, these last few years, to be nice to him, but just be­cause I used to be spite­ful—or I seemed so; I wasn’t, re­al­ly, but I used to speak up and say any­thing that came in­to my head—and so he made up his mind that ev­ery­thing was my fault. Ev­ery­thing can’t al­ways be my fault, can it? And now if I get to fuss­ing, he just turns silent, oh, so dread­ful­ly silent, and he won’t look at me—he just ig­nores me. He sim­ply isn’t hu­man! And he de­lib­er­ate­ly keeps it up till I bust out and say a lot of things I don’t mean. So silent—Oh, you right­eous men! How wicked you are! How rot­ten wicked!”

				They thrashed things over and over for half an hour. At the end, weep­ing drably, Zil­la promised to re­strain her­self.

				Paul re­turned four days lat­er, and the Bab­bitts and Ries­lings went fes­tive­ly to the movies and had chop suey at a Chi­nese restau­rant. As they walked to the restau­rant through a street of tai­lor shops and bar­ber shops, the two wives in front, chat­ter­ing about cooks, Bab­bitt mur­mured to Paul, “Zil seems a lot nicer now.”

				“Yes, she has been, ex­cept once or twice. But it’s too late now. I just—I’m not go­ing to dis­cuss it, but I’m afraid of her. There’s noth­ing left. I don’t ev­er want to see her. Some day I’m go­ing to break away from her. Some­how.”

			


		
			Chapter XXI

			The In­ter­na­tion­al Or­ga­ni­za­tion of Boost­ers’ Clubs has be­come a world-force for op­ti­mism, man­ly pleas­antry, and good busi­ness. Chap­ters are to be found now in thir­ty coun­tries. Nine hun­dred and twen­ty of the thou­sand chap­ters, how­ev­er, are in the Unit­ed States.

			None of these is more ar­dent than the Zenith Boost­ers’ Club.

			The sec­ond March lunch of the Zenith Boost­ers was the most im­por­tant of the year, as it was to be fol­lowed by the an­nu­al elec­tion of of­fi­cers. There was ag­i­ta­tion abroad. The lunch was held in the ball­room of the O’Hearn House. As each of the four hun­dred Boost­ers en­tered he took from a wall­board a huge cel­lu­loid but­ton an­nounc­ing his name, his nick name, and his busi­ness. There was a fine of ten cents for call­ing a Fel­low Boost­er by any­thing but his nick­name at a lunch, and as Bab­bitt jovial­ly checked his hat the air was ra­di­ant with shouts of “Hel­lo, Chet!” and “How’re you, Shorty!” and “Top o’ the mornin’, Mac!”

			They sat at friend­ly ta­bles for eight, choos­ing places by lot. Bab­bitt was with Al­bert Boos the mer­chant tai­lor, Hec­tor Sey­bolt of the Lit­tle Sweet­heart Con­densed Milk Com­pa­ny, Emil Wengert the jew­el­er, Pro­fes­sor Pumphrey of the Rite­way Busi­ness Col­lege, Dr. Wal­ter Gor­butt, Roy Tee­garten the pho­tog­ra­pher, and Ben Berkey the pho­to-en­graver. One of the mer­its of the Boost­ers’ Club was that on­ly two per­sons from each de­part­ment of busi­ness were per­mit­ted to join, so that you at once en­coun­tered the Ideals of oth­er oc­cu­pa­tions, and re­al­ized the meta­phys­i­cal one­ness of all oc­cu­pa­tions—plumb­ing and por­trait-paint­ing, medicine and the man­u­fac­ture of chew­ing-gum.

			Bab­bitt’s ta­ble was par­tic­u­lar­ly hap­py to­day, be­cause Pro­fes­sor Pumphrey had just had a birth­day, and was there­fore open to teas­ing.

			“Let’s pump Pump about how old he is!” said Emil Wengert.

			“No, let’s pad­dle him with a danc­ing-pump!” said Ben Berkey.

			But it was Bab­bitt who had the ap­plause, with “Don’t talk about pumps to that guy! The on­ly pump he knows is a bot­tle! Hon­est, they tell me he’s start­ing a class in home-brew­ing at the ole col­lege!”

			At each place was the Boost­ers’ Club book­let, list­ing the mem­bers. Though the ob­ject of the club was good-fel­low­ship, yet they nev­er lost sight of the im­por­tance of do­ing a lit­tle more busi­ness. Af­ter each name was the mem­ber’s oc­cu­pa­tion. There were scores of ad­ver­tise­ments in the book­let, and on one page the ad­mo­ni­tion: “There’s no rule that you have to trade with your Fel­low Boost­ers, but get wise, boy—what’s the use of let­ting all this good mon­ey get out­side of our hap­py fam­bly?” And at each place, to­day, there was a present; a card print­ed in artis­tic red and black:

			
				
					
						Ser­vice and Boos­t­er­ism
					

				
				Ser­vice finds its finest op­por­tu­ni­ty and de­vel­op­ment on­ly in its broad­est and deep­est ap­pli­ca­tion and the con­sid­er­a­tion of its per­pet­u­al ac­tion up­on re­ac­tion. I be­lieve the high­est type of Ser­vice, like the most pro­gres­sive tenets of ethics, sens­es un­ceas­ing­ly and is mo­tived by ac­tive ad­her­ence and loy­al­ty to that which is the es­sen­tial prin­ci­ple of Boos­t­er­ism—Good Cit­i­zen­ship in all its fac­tors and as­pects.

				
					Dad Pe­tersen.

					Com­pli­ments of Dad­bury Pe­tersen Ad­ver­tis­ing Corp.

					“Ads, not Fads, at Dad’s.”

				
			

			The Boost­ers all read Mr. Pe­ter­son’s apho­rism and said they un­der­stood it per­fect­ly.

			The meet­ing opened with the reg­u­lar week­ly “stunts.” Re­tir­ing Pres­i­dent Vir­gil Gunch was in the chair, his stiff hair like a hedge, his voice like a brazen gong of fes­ti­val. Mem­bers who had brought guests in­tro­duced them pub­licly. “This tall red­head­ed piece of mis­in­for­ma­tion is the sport­ing ed­i­tor of the Press,” said Willis Ijams; and H. H. Hazen, the drug­gist, chant­ed, “Boys, when you’re on a long mo­tor tour and fi­nal­ly get to a ro­man­tic spot or scene and draw up and re­mark to the wife, ‘This is cer­tain­ly a ro­man­tic place,’ it sends a glow right up and down your ver­te­brae. Well, my guest to­day is from such a place, Harp­er’s Fer­ry, Vir­ginia, in the beau­ti­ful South­land, with mem­o­ries of good old Gen­er­al Robert E. Lee and of that brave soul, John Brown who, like ev­ery good Boost­er, goes march­ing on—”

			There were two es­pe­cial­ly dis­tin­guished guests: the lead­ing man of the “Bird of Par­adise” com­pa­ny, play­ing this week at the Dodsworth The­ater, and the may­or of Zenith, the Hon. Lu­cas Prout.

			Vir­gil Gunch thun­dered, “When we man­age to grab this cel­e­brat­ed Thes­pi­an off his love­ly ag­gre­ga­tion of beau­ti­ful ac­tress­es—and I got to ad­mit I butted right in­to his dress­ing-room and told him how the Boost­ers ap­pre­ci­at­ed the high-class artis­tic per­for­mance he’s giv­ing us—and don’t for­get that the trea­sur­er of the Dodsworth is a Boost­er and will ap­pre­ci­ate our pa­tron­age—and when on top of that we yank Hiz­zonor out of his mul­ti­far­i­ous du­ties at City Hall, then I feel we’ve done our­selves proud, and Mr. Prout will now say a few words about the prob­lems and du­ties—”

			By ris­ing vote the Boost­ers de­cid­ed which was the hand­somest and which the ugli­est guest, and to each of them was giv­en a bunch of car­na­tions, do­nat­ed, Pres­i­dent Gunch not­ed, by Broth­er Boost­er H. G. Yea­ger, the Jen­nifer Av­enue florist.

			Each week, in ro­ta­tion, four Boost­ers were priv­i­leged to ob­tain the plea­sures of gen­eros­i­ty and of pub­lic­i­ty by do­nat­ing goods or ser­vices to four fel­low-mem­bers, cho­sen by lot. There was laugh­ter, this week, when it was an­nounced that one of the con­trib­u­tors was Barn­abas Joy, the un­der­tak­er. Ev­ery­body whis­pered, “I can think of a cou­pla good guys to be buried if his do­na­tion is a free fu­ner­al!”

			Through all these di­ver­sions the Boost­ers were lunch­ing on chick­en cro­quettes, peas, fried pota­toes, cof­fee, ap­ple pie, and Amer­i­can cheese. Gunch did not lump the speech­es. Present­ly he called on the vis­it­ing sec­re­tary of the Zenith Ro­tary Club, a ri­val or­ga­ni­za­tion. The sec­re­tary had the dis­tinc­tion of pos­sess­ing State Mo­tor Car Li­cense Num­ber 5.

			The Ro­tary sec­re­tary laugh­ing­ly ad­mit­ted that wher­ev­er he drove in the state so low a num­ber cre­at­ed a sen­sa­tion, and “though it was pret­ty nice to have the hon­or, yet traf­fic cops re­mem­bered it on­ly too darn well, and some­times he didn’t know but what he’d al­most as soon have just plain B56,876 or some­thing like that. On­ly let any dog­gone Boost­er try to get Num­ber 5 away from a live Ro­tar­i­an next year, and watch the fur fly! And if they’d per­mit him, he’d wind up by call­ing for a cheer for the Boost­ers and Ro­tar­i­ans and the Ki­wa­nis all to­geth­er!”

			Bab­bitt sighed to Pro­fes­sor Pumphrey, “Be pret­ty nice to have as low a num­ber as that! Ev­ery­body ’d say, ‘He must be an im­por­tant guy!’ Won­der how he got it? I’ll bet he wined and dined the su­per­in­ten­dent of the Mo­tor Li­cense Bu­reau to a fare-you-well!”

			Then Chum Frink ad­dressed them:

			“Some of you may feel that it’s out of place here to talk on a strict­ly high­brow and artis­tic sub­ject, but I want to come out flat­foot­ed and ask you boys to OK the propo­si­tion of a Sym­pho­ny Or­ches­tra for Zenith. Now, where a lot of you make your mis­take is in as­sum­ing that if you don’t like clas­si­cal mu­sic and all that junk, you ought to op­pose it. Now, I want to con­fess that, though I’m a lit­er­ary guy by pro­fes­sion, I don’t care a rap for all this long-haired mu­sic. I’d rather lis­ten to a good jazz band any time than to some piece by Beethoven that hasn’t any more tune to it than a bunch of fight­ing cats, and you couldn’t whis­tle it to save your life! But that isn’t the point. Cul­ture has be­come as nec­es­sary an adorn­ment and ad­ver­tise­ment for a city to­day as pave­ments or bank-clear­ances. It’s Cul­ture, in the­aters and art-gal­leries and so on, that brings thou­sands of vis­i­tors to New York ev­ery year and, to be frank, for all our splen­did at­tain­ments we haven’t yet got the Cul­ture of a New York or Chica­go or Bos­ton—or at least we don’t get the cred­it for it. The thing to do then, as a live bunch of go-get­ters, is to Cap­i­tal­ize Cul­ture; to go right out and grab it.

			“Pic­tures and books are fine for those that have the time to study ’em, but they don’t shoot out on the road and holler ‘This is what lit­tle old Zenith can put up in the way of Cul­ture.’ That’s pre­cise­ly what a Sym­pho­ny Or­ches­tra does do. Look at the cred­it Min­ne­ap­o­lis and Cincin­nati get. An or­ches­tra with first-class mu­sick­ers and a swell con­duc­tor—and I be­lieve we ought to do the thing up brown and get one of the high­est-paid con­duc­tors on the mar­ket, pro­vid­ing he ain’t a Hun—it goes right in­to Bean­town and New York and Wash­ing­ton; it plays at the best the­aters to the most cul­tured and mon­eyed peo­ple; it gives such class-ad­ver­tis­ing as a town can get in no oth­er way; and the guy who is so short­sight­ed as to crab this or­ches­tra propo­si­tion is pass­ing up the chance to im­press the glo­ri­ous name of Zenith on some big New York mil­lion­aire that might-that might es­tab­lish a branch fac­to­ry here!

			“I could al­so go in­to the fact that for our daugh­ters who show an in­ter­est in high­brow mu­sic and may want to teach it, hav­ing an A1 lo­cal or­ga­ni­za­tion is of great ben­e­fit, but let’s keep this on a prac­ti­cal ba­sis, and I call on you good broth­ers to whoop it up for Cul­ture and a World-beat­ing Sym­pho­ny Or­ches­tra!”

			They ap­plaud­ed.

			To a rus­tle of ex­cite­ment Pres­i­dent Gunch pro­claimed, “Gen­tle­men, we will now pro­ceed to the an­nu­al elec­tion of of­fi­cers.” For each of the six of­fices, three can­di­dates had been cho­sen by a com­mit­tee. The sec­ond name among the can­di­dates for vice-pres­i­dent was Bab­bitt’s.

			He was sur­prised. He looked self-con­scious. His heart pound­ed. He was still more ag­i­tat­ed when the bal­lots were count­ed and Gunch said, “It’s a plea­sure to an­nounce that Georgie Bab­bitt will be the next as­sis­tant gav­el-wield­er. I know of no man who stands more stanch­ly for com­mon sense and en­ter­prise than good old George. Come on, let’s give him our best long yell!”

			As they ad­journed, a hun­dred men crushed in to slap his back. He had nev­er known a high­er mo­ment. He drove away in a blur of won­der. He lunged in­to his of­fice, chuck­ling to Miss Mc­Goun, “Well, I guess you bet­ter con­grat­u­late your boss! Been elect­ed vice-pres­i­dent of the Boost­ers!”

			He was dis­ap­point­ed. She an­swered on­ly, “Yes—Oh, Mrs. Bab­bitt’s been try­ing to get you on the phone.” But the new sales­man, Fritz Weilinger, said, “By gol­ly, chief, say, that’s great, that’s per­fect­ly great! I’m tick­led to death! Con­grat­u­la­tions!”

			Bab­bitt called the house, and crowed to his wife, “Heard you were try­ing to get me, Myra. Say, you got to hand it to lit­tle Georgie, this time! Bet­ter talk care­ful! You are now ad­dress­ing the vice-pres­i­dent of the Boost­ers’ Club!”

			“Oh, Georgie—”

			“Pret­ty nice, huh? Willis Ijams is the new pres­i­dent, but when he’s away, lit­tle ole Georgie takes the gav­el and whoops ’em up and in­tro­duces the speak­ers—no mat­ter if they’re the gov­er­nor him­self—and—”

			“George! Lis­ten!”

			“—It puts him in sol­id with big men like Doc Dilling and—”

			“George! Paul Ries­ling—”

			“Yes, sure, I’ll phone Paul and let him know about it right away.”

			“Georgie! Lis­ten! Paul’s in jail. He shot his wife, he shot Zil­la, this noon. She may not live.”

		
	
		
			Chapter XXII

			
				I

				He drove to the City Prison, not blind­ly, but with un­usu­al fussy care at cor­ners, the fussi­ness of an old wom­an pot­ting plants. It kept him from fac­ing the ob­scen­i­ty of fate.

				The at­ten­dant said, “Naw, you can’t see any of the pris­on­ers till three-thir­ty—vis­it­ing-hour.”

				It was three. For half an hour Bab­bitt sat look­ing at a cal­en­dar and a clock on a white­washed wall. The chair was hard and mean and creaky. Peo­ple went through the of­fice and, he thought, stared at him. He felt a bel­liger­ent de­fi­ance which broke in­to a winc­ing fear of this ma­chine which was grind­ing Paul—Paul—

				Ex­act­ly at half-past three he sent in his name.

				The at­ten­dant re­turned with “Ries­ling says he don’t want to see you.”

				“You’re crazy! You didn’t give him my name! Tell him it’s George wants to see him, George Bab­bitt.”

				“Yuh, I told him, all right, all right! He said he didn’t want to see you.”

				“Then take me in any­way.”

				“Noth­ing do­ing. If you ain’t his lawyer, if he don’t want to see you, that’s all there is to it.”

				“But, my God—Say, let me see the war­den.”

				“He’s busy. Come on, now, you—” Bab­bitt reared over him. The at­ten­dant hasti­ly changed to a coax­ing “You can come back and try to­mor­row. Prob­a­bly the poor guy is off his nut.”

				Bab­bitt drove, not at all care­ful­ly or fuss­i­ly, slid­ing vi­cious­ly past trucks, ig­nor­ing the truck­men’s curs­es, to the City Hall; he stopped with a grind of wheels against the curb, and ran up the mar­ble steps to the of­fice of the Hon. Mr. Lu­cas Prout, the may­or. He bribed the may­or’s door­man with a dol­lar; he was in­stant­ly in­side, de­mand­ing, “You re­mem­ber me, Mr. Prout? Bab­bitt—vice-pres­i­dent of the Boost­ers—cam­paigned for you? Say, have you heard about poor Ries­ling? Well, I want an or­der on the war­den or what­ev­er you call um of the City Prison to take me back and see him. Good. Thanks.”

				In fif­teen min­utes he was pound­ing down the prison cor­ri­dor to a cage where Paul Ries­ling sat on a cot, twist­ed like an old beg­gar, legs crossed, arms in a knot, bit­ing at his clenched fist.

				Paul looked up blankly as the keep­er un­locked the cell, ad­mit­ted Bab­bitt, and left them to­geth­er. He spoke slow­ly: “Go on! Be moral!”

				Bab­bitt plumped on the couch be­side him. “I’m not go­ing to be moral! I don’t care what hap­pened! I just want to do any­thing I can. I’m glad Zil­la got what was com­ing to her.”

				Paul said ar­gu­men­ta­tive­ly, “Now, don’t go jump­ing on Zil­la. I’ve been think­ing; maybe she hasn’t had any too easy a time. Just af­ter I shot her—I didn’t hard­ly mean to, but she got to dev­il­ing me so I went crazy, just for a sec­ond, and pulled out that old re­volver you and I used to shoot rab­bits with, and took a crack at her. Didn’t hard­ly mean to—Af­ter that, when I was try­ing to stop the blood—It was ter­ri­ble what it did to her shoul­der, and she had beau­ti­ful skin—Maybe she won’t die. I hope it won’t leave her skin all scarred. But just af­ter­ward, when I was hunt­ing through the bath­room for some cot­ton to stop the blood, I ran on­to a lit­tle fuzzy yel­low duck we hung on the tree one Christ­mas, and I re­mem­bered she and I’d been aw­ful­ly hap­py then—Hell. I can’t hard­ly be­lieve it’s me here.” As Bab­bitt’s arm tight­ened about his shoul­der, Paul sighed, “I’m glad you came. But I thought maybe you’d lec­ture me, and when you’ve com­mit­ted a mur­der, and been brought here and ev­ery­thing—there was a big crowd out­side the apart­ment house, all star­ing, and the cops took me through it—Oh, I’m not go­ing to talk about it any more.”

				But he went on, in a mo­not­o­nous, ter­ri­fied in­sane mum­ble. To di­vert him Bab­bitt said, “Why, you got a scar on your cheek.”

				“Yes. That’s where the cop hit me. I sup­pose cops get a lot of fun out of lec­tur­ing mur­der­ers, too. He was a big fel­low. And they wouldn’t let me help car­ry Zil­la down to the am­bu­lance.”

				“Paul! Quit it! Lis­ten: she won’t die, and when it’s all over you and I’ll go off to Maine again. And maybe we can get that May Arnold to go along. I’ll go up to Chica­go and ask her. Good wom­an, by gol­ly. And af­ter­wards I’ll see that you get start­ed in busi­ness out West some­where, maybe Seat­tle—they say that’s a love­ly city.”

				Paul was half smil­ing. It was Bab­bitt who ram­bled now. He could not tell whether Paul was heed­ing, but he droned on till the com­ing of Paul’s lawyer, P. J. Max­well, a thin, busy, un­friend­ly man who nod­ded at Bab­bitt and hint­ed, “If Ries­ling and I could be alone for a mo­ment—”

				Bab­bitt wrung Paul’s hands, and wait­ed in the of­fice till Max­well came pat­ter­ing out. “Look, old man, what can I do?” he begged.

				“Noth­ing. Not a thing. Not just now,” said Max­well. “Sor­ry. Got to hur­ry. And don’t try to see him. I’ve had the doc­tor give him a shot of mor­phine, so he’ll sleep.”

				It seemed some­how wicked to re­turn to the of­fice. Bab­bitt felt as though he had just come from a fu­ner­al. He drift­ed out to the City Hos­pi­tal to in­quire about Zil­la. She was not like­ly to die, he learned. The bul­let from Paul’s huge old .44 army re­volver had smashed her shoul­der and torn up­ward and out.

				He wan­dered home and found his wife ra­di­ant with the hori­fied in­ter­est we have in the tragedies of our friends. “Of course Paul isn’t al­to­geth­er to blame, but this is what comes of his chas­ing af­ter oth­er wom­en in­stead of bear­ing his cross in a Chris­tian way,” she ex­ult­ed.

				He was too lan­guid to re­spond as he de­sired. He said what was to be said about the Chris­tian bear­ing of cross­es, and went out to clean the car. Dul­ly, pa­tient­ly, he scraped lin­ty grease from the drip-pan, gouged at the mud caked on the wheels. He used up many min­utes in wash­ing his hands; scoured them with grit­ty kitchen soap; re­joiced in hurt­ing his plump knuck­les. “Damn soft hands—like a wom­an’s. Aah!”

				At din­ner, when his wife be­gan the in­evitable, he bel­lowed, “I for­bid any of you to say a word about Paul! I’ll ’tend to all the talk­ing about this that’s nec­es­sary, hear me? There’s go­ing to be one house in this scan­dal-mon­ger­ing town tonight that isn’t go­ing to spring the holi­er-than-thou. And throw those filthy evening pa­pers out of the house!”

				But he him­self read the pa­pers, af­ter din­ner.

				Be­fore nine he set out for the house of Lawyer Max­well. He was re­ceived with­out cor­dial­i­ty. “Well?” said Max­well.

				“I want to of­fer my ser­vices in the tri­al. I’ve got an idea. Why couldn’t I go on the stand and swear I was there, and she pulled the gun first and he wres­tled with her and the gun went off ac­ci­den­tal­ly?”

				“And per­jure your­self?”

				“Huh? Yes, I sup­pose it would be per­jury. Oh—Would it help?”

				“But, my dear fel­low! Per­jury!”

				“Oh, don’t be a fool! Ex­cuse me, Max­well; I didn’t mean to get your goat. I just mean: I’ve known and you’ve known many and many a case of per­jury, just to an­nex some rot­ten lit­tle piece of re­al es­tate, and here where it’s a case of sav­ing Paul from go­ing to prison, I’d per­jure my­self black in the face.”

				“No. Aside from the ethics of the mat­ter, I’m afraid it isn’t prac­ti­ca­ble. The pros­e­cu­tor would tear your tes­ti­mo­ny to pieces. It’s known that on­ly Ries­ling and his wife were there at the time.”

				“Then, look here! Let me go on the stand and swear—and this would be the God’s truth—that she pestered him till he kind of went crazy.”

				“No. Sor­ry. Ries­ling ab­so­lute­ly re­fus­es to have any tes­ti­mo­ny re­flect­ing on his wife. He in­sists on plead­ing guilty.”

				“Then let me get up and tes­ti­fy some­thing—what­ev­er you say. Let me do some­thing!”

				“I’m sor­ry, Bab­bitt, but the best thing you can do—I hate to say it, but you could help us most by keep­ing strict­ly out of it.”

				Bab­bitt, re­volv­ing his hat like a de­fault­ing poor ten­ant, winced so vis­i­bly that Max­well con­de­scend­ed:

				“I don’t like to hurt your feel­ings, but you see we both want to do our best for Ries­ling, and we mustn’t con­sid­er any oth­er fac­tor. The trou­ble with you, Bab­bitt, is that you’re one of these fel­lows who talk too read­i­ly. You like to hear your own voice. If there were any­thing for which I could put you in the wit­ness-box, you’d get go­ing and give the whole show away. Sor­ry. Now I must look over some pa­pers—So sor­ry.”

			




				II

				He spent most of the next morn­ing nerv­ing him­self to face the gar­ru­lous world of the Ath­let­ic Club. They would talk about Paul; they would be lip-lick­ing and rot­ten. But at the Rough­necks’ Ta­ble they did not men­tion Paul. They spoke with zeal of the com­ing base­ball sea­son. He loved them as he nev­er had be­fore.

			




				III

				He had, doubt­less from some sto­ry­book, pic­tured Paul’s tri­al as a long strug­gle, with bit­ter ar­gu­ments, a taut crowd, and sud­den and over­whelm­ing new tes­ti­mo­ny. Ac­tu­al­ly, the tri­al oc­cu­pied less than fif­teen min­utes, large­ly filled with the ev­i­dence of doc­tors that Zil­la would re­cov­er and that Paul must have been tem­po­rar­ily in­sane. Next day Paul was sen­tenced to three years in the State Pen­i­ten­tiary and tak­en off—quite un­dra­mat­i­cal­ly, not hand­cuffed, mere­ly plod­ding in a tired way be­side a cheer­ful deputy sher­iff—and af­ter say­ing good­bye to him at the sta­tion Bab­bitt re­turned to his of­fice to re­al­ize that he faced a world which, with­out Paul, was mean­ing­less.

			


		
			Chapter XXIII

			
				I

				He was busy, from March to June. He kept him­self from the be­wil­der­ment of think­ing. His wife and the neigh­bors were gen­er­ous. Ev­ery evening he played bridge or at­tend­ed the movies, and the days were blank of face and silent.

				In June, Mrs. Bab­bitt and Tin­ka went East, to stay with rel­a­tives, and Bab­bitt was free to do—he was not quite sure what.

				All day long af­ter their de­par­ture he thought of the eman­ci­pat­ed house in which he could, if he de­sired, go mad and curse the gods with­out hav­ing to keep up a hus­band­ly front. He con­sid­ered, “I could have a reg’lar par­ty tonight; stay out till two and not do any ex­plain­ing af­ter­wards. Cheers!” He tele­phoned to Vir­gil Gunch, to Ed­die Swan­son. Both of them were en­gaged for the evening, and sud­den­ly he was bored by hav­ing to take so much trou­ble to be ri­otous.

				He was silent at din­ner, un­usu­al­ly kind­ly to Ted and Verona, hes­i­tat­ing but not dis­ap­prov­ing when Verona stat­ed her opin­ion of Ken­neth Es­cott’s opin­ion of Dr. John Jen­ni­son Drew’s opin­ion of the opin­ions of the evo­lu­tion­ists. Ted was work­ing in a garage through the sum­mer va­ca­tion, and he re­lat­ed his dai­ly tri­umphs: how he had found a cracked ball-race, what he had said to the Old Grouch, what he had said to the fore­man about the fu­ture of wire­less tele­pho­ny.

				Ted and Verona went to a dance af­ter din­ner. Even the maid was out. Rarely had Bab­bitt been alone in the house for an en­tire evening. He was rest­less. He vague­ly want­ed some­thing more di­vert­ing than the news­pa­per com­ic strips to read. He am­bled up to Verona’s room, sat on her maid­en­ly blue and white bed, hum­ming and grunt­ing in a sol­id-cit­i­zen man­ner as he ex­am­ined her books: Con­rad’s “Res­cue,” a vol­ume strange­ly named “Fig­ures of Earth,” po­et­ry (quite ir­reg­u­lar po­et­ry, Bab­bitt thought) by Vachel Lind­say, and es­says by H. L. Menck­en—high­ly im­prop­er es­says, mak­ing fun of the church and all the de­cen­cies. He liked none of the books. In them he felt a spir­it of re­bel­lion against nice­ness and sol­id-cit­i­zen­ship. These au­thors—and he sup­posed they were fa­mous ones, too—did not seem to care about telling a good sto­ry which would en­able a fel­low to for­get his trou­bles. He sighed. He not­ed a book, “The Three Black Pen­nies,” by Joseph Hergesheimer. Ah, that was some­thing like it! It would be an ad­ven­ture sto­ry, maybe about coun­ter­feit­ing—de­tec­tives sneak­ing up on the old house at night. He tucked the book un­der his arm, he clumped down­stairs and solemn­ly be­gan to read, un­der the pi­ano-lamp:

				“A twi­light like blue dust sift­ed in­to the shal­low fold of the thick­ly wood­ed hills. It was ear­ly Oc­to­ber, but a crisp­ing frost had al­ready stamped the maple trees with gold, the Span­ish oaks were hung with patch­es of wine red, the sumach was bril­liant in the dark­en­ing un­der­brush. A pat­tern of wild geese, fly­ing low and un­con­cerned above the hills, wa­vered against the serene ashen evening. Howat Pen­ny, stand­ing in the com­par­a­tive clear­ing of a road, de­cid­ed that the shift­ing reg­u­lar flight would not come close enough for a shot. … He had no in­ten­tion of hunt­ing the geese. With the droop­ing of day his keen­ness had evap­o­rat­ed; an ha­bit­u­al in­dif­fer­ence strength­ened, per­me­at­ing him. …”

				There it was again: dis­con­tent with the good com­mon ways. Bab­bitt laid down the book and lis­tened to the still­ness. The in­ner doors of the house were open. He heard from the kitchen the steady drip of the re­frig­er­a­tor, a rhythm de­mand­ing and dis­qui­et­ing. He roamed to the win­dow. The sum­mer evening was fog­gy and, seen through the wire screen, the street lamps were cross­es of pale fire. The whole world was ab­nor­mal. While he brood­ed, Verona and Ted came in and went up to bed. Si­lence thick­ened in the sleep­ing house. He put on his hat, his re­spectable der­by, light­ed a cigar, and walked up and down be­fore the house, a port­ly, wor­thy, unimag­i­na­tive fig­ure, hum­ming “Sil­ver Threads among the Gold.” He ca­su­al­ly con­sid­ered, “Might call up Paul.” Then he re­mem­bered. He saw Paul in a jail­bird’s uni­form, but while he ag­o­nized he didn’t be­lieve the tale. It was part of the un­re­al­i­ty of this fog-en­chant­ed evening.

				If she were here Myra would be hint­ing, “Isn’t it late, Georgie?” He tramped in for­lorn and un­want­ed free­dom. Fog hid the house now. The world was un­cre­at­ed, a chaos with­out tur­moil or de­sire.

				Through the mist came a man at so fever­ish a pace that he seemed to dance with fury as he en­tered the orb of glow from a street-lamp. At each step he bran­dished his stick and brought it down with a crash. His glass­es on their broad pre­ten­tious rib­bon banged against his stom­ach. Bab­bitt in­cred­u­lous­ly saw that it was Chum Frink.

				Frink stopped, fo­cused his vi­sion, and spoke with grav­i­ty:

				“There’s an­oth­er fool. George Bab­bitt. Lives for rent­ing how­sh­es—hous­es. Know who I am? I’m traitor to po­et­ry. I’m drunk. I’m talk­ing too much. I don’t care. Know what I could ’ve been? I could ’ve been a Gene Field or a James Whit­comb Ri­ley. Maybe a Steven­son. I could ’ve. Whim­sies. ’Mag­i­na­tion. Lis­sen. Lis­sen to this. Just made it up:

				
					
						Glit­ter­ing sum­mery mead­owy noise
						

						Of bee­tles and bums and re­spectable boys.
					

				

				Hear that? Whimzh—whim­sy. I made that up. I don’t know what it means! Be­gin­ning good verse. Chile’s Gar­den Vers­es. And wha­di write? Tripe! Cheer-up po­ems. All tripe! Could have writ­ten—Too late!”

				He dart­ed on with an alarm­ing plunge, seem­ing al­ways to pitch for­ward yet nev­er quite fall­ing. Bab­bitt would have been no more as­ton­ished and no less had a ghost skipped out of the fog car­ry­ing his head. He ac­cept­ed Frink with vast ap­a­thy; he grunt­ed, “Poor boob!” and straight­way for­got him.

				He plod­ded in­to the house, de­lib­er­ate­ly went to the re­frig­er­a­tor and ri­fled it. When Mrs. Bab­bitt was at home, this was one of the ma­jor house­hold crimes. He stood be­fore the cov­ered laun­dry tubs, eat­ing a chick­en leg and half a saucer of rasp­ber­ry jel­ly, and grum­bling over a clam­my cold boiled pota­to. He was think­ing. It was com­ing to him that per­haps all life as he knew it and vig­or­ous­ly prac­tised it was fu­tile; that heav­en as por­trayed by the Rev­erend Dr. John Jen­ni­son Drew was nei­ther prob­a­ble nor very in­ter­est­ing; that he hadn’t much plea­sure out of mak­ing mon­ey; that it was of doubt­ful worth to rear chil­dren mere­ly that they might rear chil­dren who would rear chil­dren. What was it all about? What did he want?

				He blun­dered in­to the liv­ing-room, lay on the dav­en­port, hands be­hind his head.

				What did he want? Wealth? So­cial po­si­tion? Trav­el? Ser­vants? Yes, but on­ly in­ci­den­tal­ly.

				“I give it up,” he sighed.

				But he did know that he want­ed the pres­ence of Paul Ries­ling; and from that he stum­bled in­to the ad­mis­sion that he want­ed the fairy girl—in the flesh. If there had been a wom­an whom he loved, he would have fled to her, hum­bled his fore­head on her knees.

				He thought of his stenog­ra­pher, Miss Mc­Goun. He thought of the pret­ti­est of the man­i­cure girls at the Ho­tel Thorn­leigh bar­ber shop. As he fell asleep on the dav­en­port he felt that he had found some­thing in life, and that he had made a ter­ri­fy­ing, thrilling break with ev­ery­thing that was de­cent and nor­mal.

			




				II

				He had for­got­ten, next morn­ing, that he was a con­scious rebel, but he was ir­ri­ta­ble in the of­fice and at the eleven o’clock drive of tele­phone calls and vis­i­tors he did some­thing he had of­ten de­sired and nev­er dared: he left the of­fice with­out ex­cus­es to those slave-driv­ers his em­ploy­ees, and went to the movies. He en­joyed the right to be alone. He came out with a vi­cious de­ter­mi­na­tion to do what he pleased.

				As he ap­proached the Rough­necks’ Ta­ble at the club, ev­ery­body laughed.

				“Well, here’s the mil­lion­aire!” said Sid­ney Finkel­stein.

				“Yes, I saw him in his Lo­co­mo­bile!” said Pro­fes­sor Pumphrey.

				“Gosh, it must be great to be a smart guy like Georgie!” moaned Vir­gil Gunch. “He’s prob­a­bly stolen all of Dorch­ester. I’d hate to leave a poor lit­tle de­fense­less piece of prop­er­ty ly­ing around where he could get his hooks on it!”

				They had, Bab­bitt per­ceived, “some­thing on him.” Al­so, they “had their kid­ding clothes on.” Or­di­nar­i­ly he would have been de­light­ed at the hon­or im­plied in be­ing chaffed, but he was sud­den­ly touchy. He grunt­ed, “Yuh, sure; maybe I’ll take you guys on as of­fice boys!” He was im­pa­tient as the jest elab­o­rate­ly rolled on to its de­noue­ment.

				“Of course he may have been meet­ing a girl,” they said, and “No, I think he was wait­ing for his old room­mate, Sir Jerusalem Doak.”

				He ex­plod­ed, “Oh, spring it, spring it, you bone­heads! What’s the great joke?”

				“Hur­ray! George is peeved!” snick­ered Sid­ney Finkel­stein, while a grin went round the ta­ble. Gunch re­vealed the shock­ing truth: He had seen Bab­bitt com­ing out of a mo­tion-pic­ture the­ater—at noon!

				They kept it up. With a hun­dred vari­a­tions, a hun­dred guf­faws, they said that he had gone to the movies dur­ing busi­ness-hours. He didn’t so much mind Gunch, but he was an­noyed by Sid­ney Finkel­stein, that brisk, lean, red­head­ed ex­plain­er of jokes. He was both­ered, too, by the lump of ice in his glass of wa­ter. It was too large; it spun round and burned his nose when he tried to drink. He raged that Finkel­stein was like that lump of ice. But he won through; he kept up his ban­ter till they grew tired of the su­perla­tive jest and turned to the great prob­lems of the day.

				He re­flect­ed, “What’s the mat­ter with me to­day? Seems like I’ve got an aw­ful grouch. On­ly they talk so darn much. But I bet­ter steer care­ful and keep my mouth shut.”

				As they light­ed their cigars he mum­bled, “Got to get back,” and on a cho­rus of “If you will go spend­ing your morn­ings with la­dy ush­ers at the movies!” he es­caped. He heard them gig­gling. He was em­bar­rassed. While he was most bom­bas­ti­cal­ly agree­ing with the coat-man that the weath­er was warm, he was con­scious that he was long­ing to run child­ish­ly with his trou­bles to the com­fort of the fairy child.

			




				III

				He kept Miss Mc­Goun af­ter he had fin­ished dic­tat­ing. He searched for a top­ic which would warm her of­fice im­per­son­al­i­ty in­to friend­li­ness.

				“Where you go­ing on your va­ca­tion?” he purred.

				“I think I’ll go up­state to a farm do you want me to have the Sid­dons lease copied this af­ter­noon?”

				“Oh, no hur­ry about it. … I sup­pose you have a great time when you get away from us cranks in the of­fice.”

				She rose and gath­ered her pen­cils. “Oh, no­body’s cranky here I think I can get it copied af­ter I do the let­ters.”

				She was gone. Bab­bitt ut­ter­ly re­pu­di­at­ed the view that he had been try­ing to dis­cov­er how ap­proach­able was Miss Mc­Goun. “Course! knew there was noth­ing do­ing!” he said.

			




				IV

				Ed­die Swan­son, the mo­tor­car agent who lived across the street from Bab­bitt, was giv­ing a Sun­day sup­per. His wife Lou­et­ta, young Lou­et­ta who loved jazz in mu­sic and in clothes and laugh­ter, was at her wildest. She cried, “We’ll have a re­al par­ty!” as she re­ceived the guests. Bab­bitt had un­easi­ly felt that to many men she might be al­lur­ing; now he ad­mit­ted that to him­self she was over­whelm­ing­ly al­lur­ing. Mrs. Bab­bitt had nev­er quite ap­proved of Lou­et­ta; Bab­bitt was glad that she was not here this evening.

				He in­sist­ed on help­ing Lou­et­ta in the kitchen: tak­ing the chick­en cro­quettes from the warm­ing-oven, the let­tuce sand­wich­es from the ice­box. He held her hand, once, and she de­press­ing­ly didn’t no­tice it. She car­oled, “You’re a good lit­tle moth­er’s-helper, Georgie. Now trot in with the tray and leave it on the side-ta­ble.”

				He wished that Ed­die Swan­son would give them cock­tails; that Lou­et­ta would have one. He want­ed—Oh, he want­ed to be one of these Bo­hemi­ans you read about. Stu­dio par­ties. Wild love­ly girls who were in­de­pen­dent. Not nec­es­sar­i­ly bad. Cer­tain­ly not! But not tame, like Flo­ral Heights. How he’d ev­er stood it all these years—

				Ed­die did not give them cock­tails. True, they supped with mirth, and with sev­er­al rep­e­ti­tions by Orville Jones of “Any time Lou­et­ta wants to come sit on my lap I’ll tell this sand­wich to beat it!” but they were re­spectable, as be­fit­ted Sun­day evening. Bab­bitt had dis­creet­ly pre­empt­ed a place be­side Lou­et­ta on the pi­ano bench. While he talked about mo­tors, while he lis­tened with a fixed smile to her ac­count of the film she had seen last Wednes­day, while he hoped that she would hur­ry up and fin­ish her de­scrip­tion of the plot, the beau­ty of the lead­ing man, and the lux­u­ry of the set­ting, he stud­ied her. Slim waist gir­dled with raw silk, strong brows, ar­dent eyes, hair part­ed above a broad fore­head—she meant youth to him and a charm which sad­dened. He thought of how valiant a com­pan­ion she would be on a long mo­tor tour, ex­plor­ing moun­tains, pic­nick­ing in a pine grove high above a val­ley. Her frail­ness touched him; he was an­gry at Ed­die Swan­son for the in­ces­sant fam­i­ly bick­er­ing. All at once he iden­ti­fied Lou­et­ta with the fairy girl. He was star­tled by the con­vic­tion that they had al­ways had a ro­man­tic at­trac­tion for each oth­er.

				“I sup­pose you’re lead­ing a sim­ply ter­ri­ble life, now you’re a wid­ow­er,” she said.

				“You bet! I’m a bad lit­tle fel­low and proud of it. Some evening you slip Ed­die some dope in his cof­fee and sneak across the road and I’ll show you how to mix a cock­tail,” he roared.

				“Well, now, I might do it! You nev­er can tell!”

				“Well, when­ev­er you’re ready, you just hang a tow­el out of the at­tic win­dow and I’ll jump for the gin!”

				Ev­ery­one gig­gled at this naugh­ti­ness. In a pleased way Ed­die Swan­son stat­ed that he would have a physi­cian an­a­lyze his cof­fee dai­ly. The oth­ers were di­vert­ed to a dis­cus­sion of the more agree­able re­cent mur­ders, but Bab­bitt drew Lou­et­ta back to per­son­al things:

				“That’s the pret­ti­est dress I ev­er saw in my life.”

				“Do you hon­est­ly like it?”

				“Like it? Why, say, I’m go­ing to have Ken­neth Es­cott put a piece in the pa­per say­ing that the swellest dressed wom­an in the U.S. is Mrs. E. Lou­et­ta Swan­son.”

				“Now, you stop teas­ing me!” But she beamed. “Let’s dance a lit­tle. George, you’ve got to dance with me.”

				Even as he protest­ed, “Oh, you know what a rot­ten dancer I am!” he was lum­ber­ing to his feet.

				“I’ll teach you. I can teach any­body.”

				Her eyes were moist, her voice was jagged with ex­cite­ment. He was con­vinced that he had won her. He clasped her, con­scious of her smooth warmth, and solemn­ly he cir­cled in a heavy ver­sion of the one-step. He bumped in­to on­ly one or two peo­ple. “Gosh, I’m not do­ing so bad; hit­tin’ ’em up like a reg­u­lar stage dancer!” he gloat­ed; and she an­swered busi­ly, “Yes—yes—I told you I could teach any­body—Don’t take such long steps!”

				For a mo­ment he was robbed of con­fi­dence; with fear­ful con­cen­tra­tion he sought to keep time to the mu­sic. But he was en­veloped again by her en­chant­ment. “She’s got to like me; I’ll make her!” he vowed. He tried to kiss the lock be­side her ear. She me­chan­i­cal­ly moved her head to avoid it, and me­chan­i­cal­ly she mur­mured, “Don’t!”

				For a mo­ment he hat­ed her, but af­ter the mo­ment he was as ur­gent as ev­er. He danced with Mrs. Orville Jones, but he watched Lou­et­ta swoop­ing down the length of the room with her hus­band. “Care­ful! You’re get­ting fool­ish!” he cau­tioned him­self, the while he hopped and bent his sol­id knees in dal­liance with Mrs. Jones, and to that wor­thy la­dy rum­bled, “Gee, it’s hot!” With­out rea­son, he thought of Paul in that shad­owy place where men nev­er dance. “I’m crazy tonight; bet­ter go home,” he wor­ried, but he left Mrs. Jones and dashed to Lou­et­ta’s love­ly side, de­mand­ing, “The next is mine.”

				“Oh, I’m so hot; I’m not go­ing to dance this one.”

				“Then,” bold­ly, “come out and sit on the porch and get all nice and cool.”

				“Well—”

				In the ten­der dark­ness, with the clam­or in the house be­hind them, he res­o­lute­ly took her hand. She squeezed his once, then re­laxed.

				“Lou­et­ta! I think you’re the nicest thing I know!”

				“Well, I think you’re very nice.”

				“Do you? You got to like me! I’m so lone­ly!”

				“Oh, you’ll be all right when your wife comes home.”

				“No, I’m al­ways lone­ly.”

				She clasped her hands un­der her chin, so that he dared not touch her. He sighed:

				“When I feel punk and—” He was about to bring in the tragedy of Paul, but that was too sa­cred even for the diplo­ma­cy of love. “—when I get tired out at the of­fice and ev­ery­thing, I like to look across the street and think of you. Do you know I dreamed of you, one time!”

				“Was it a nice dream?”

				“Love­ly!”

				“Oh, well, they say dreams go by op­po­sites! Now I must run in.”

				She was on her feet.

				“Oh, don’t go in yet! Please, Lou­et­ta!”

				“Yes, I must. Have to look out for my guests.”

				“Let ’em look out for ’em­selves!”

				“I couldn’t do that.” She care­less­ly tapped his shoul­der and slipped away.

				But af­ter two min­utes of shamed and child­ish long­ing to sneak home he was snort­ing, “Cer­tain­ly I wasn’t try­ing to get chum­my with her! Knew there was noth­ing do­ing, all the time!” and he am­bled in to dance with Mrs. Orville Jones, and to avoid Lou­et­ta, vir­tu­ous­ly and con­spic­u­ous­ly.

			


		
			Chapter XXIV

			
				I

				His vis­it to Paul was as un­re­al as his night of fog and ques­tion­ing. Un­see­ing he went through prison cor­ri­dors stink­ing of car­bol­ic acid to a room lined with pale yel­low set­tees pierced in rosettes, like the shoe-store bench­es he had known as a boy. The guard led in Paul. Above his uni­form of lin­ty gray, Paul’s face was pale and with­out ex­pres­sion. He moved tim­o­rous­ly in re­sponse to the guard’s com­mands; he meek­ly pushed Bab­bitt’s gifts of to­bac­co and mag­a­zines across the ta­ble to the guard for ex­am­i­na­tion. He had noth­ing to say but “Oh, I’m get­ting used to it” and “I’m work­ing in the tai­lor shop; the stuff hurts my fin­gers.”

				Bab­bitt knew that in this place of death Paul was al­ready dead. And as he pon­dered on the train home some­thing in his own self seemed to have died: a loy­al and vig­or­ous faith in the good­ness of the world, a fear of pub­lic dis­fa­vor, a pride in suc­cess. He was glad that his wife was away. He ad­mit­ted it with­out jus­ti­fy­ing it. He did not care.

			




				II

				Her card read “Mrs. Daniel Judique.” Bab­bitt knew of her as the wid­ow of a whole­sale pa­per-deal­er. She must have been forty or forty-two but he thought her younger when he saw her in the of­fice, that af­ter­noon. She had come to in­quire about rent­ing an apart­ment, and he took her away from the un­skilled girl ac­coun­tant. He was ner­vous­ly at­tract­ed by her smart­ness. She was a slen­der wom­an, in a black Swiss frock dot­ted with white, a cool-look­ing grace­ful frock. A broad black hat shad­ed her face. Her eyes were lus­trous, her soft chin of an agree­able plump­ness, and her cheeks an even rose. Bab­bitt won­dered af­ter­ward if she was made up, but no man liv­ing knew less of such arts.

				She sat re­volv­ing her vi­o­let para­sol. Her voice was ap­peal­ing with­out be­ing coy. “I won­der if you can help me?”

				“Be de­light­ed.”

				“I’ve looked ev­ery­where and—I want a lit­tle flat, just a bed­room, or per­haps two, and sit­ting-room and kitch­enette and bath, but I want one that re­al­ly has some charm to it, not these dingy places or these new ones with ter­ri­ble gaudy chan­de­liers. And I can’t pay so dread­ful­ly much. My name’s Ta­nis Judique.”

				“I think maybe I’ve got just the thing for you. Would you like to chase around and look at it now?”

				“Yes. I have a cou­ple of hours.”

				In the new Cavendish Apart­ments, Bab­bitt had a flat which he had been hold­ing for Sid­ney Finkel­stein, but at the thought of driv­ing be­side this agree­able wom­an he threw over his friend Finkel­stein, and with a note of gal­lantry he pro­claimed, “I’ll let you see what I can do!”

				He dust­ed the seat of the car for her, and twice he risked death in show­ing off his driv­ing.

				“You do know how to han­dle a car!” she said.

				He liked her voice. There was, he thought, mu­sic in it and a hint of cul­ture, not a bounc­ing gig­gle like Lou­et­ta Swan­son’s.

				He boast­ed, “You know, there’s a lot of these fel­lows that are so scared and drive so slow that they get in ev­ery­body’s way. The safest driv­er is a fel­low that knows how to han­dle his ma­chine and yet isn’t scared to speed up when it’s nec­es­sary, don’t you think so?”

				“Oh, yes!”

				“I bet you drive like a wiz.”

				“Oh, no—I mean—not re­al­ly. Of course, we had a car—I mean, be­fore my hus­band passed on—and I used to make be­lieve drive it, but I don’t think any wom­an ev­er learns to drive like a man.”

				“Well, now, there’s some mighty good wom­an driv­ers.”

				“Oh, of course, these wom­en that try to im­i­tate men, and play golf and ev­ery­thing, and ru­in their com­plex­ions and spoil their hands!”

				“That’s so. I nev­er did like these man­nish fe­males.”

				“I mean—of course, I ad­mire them, dread­ful­ly, and I feel so weak and use­less be­side them.”

				“Oh, rats now! I bet you play the pi­ano like a wiz.”

				“Oh, no—I mean—not re­al­ly.”

				“Well, I’ll bet you do!” He glanced at her smooth hands, her di­a­mond and ru­by rings. She caught the glance, snug­gled her hands to­geth­er with a kit­ten­ish curv­ing of slim white fin­gers which de­light­ed him, and yearned:

				“I do love to play—I mean—I like to drum on the pi­ano, but I haven’t had any re­al train­ing. Mr. Judique used to say I would ’ve been a good pi­anist if I’d had any train­ing, but then, I guess he was just flat­ter­ing me.”

				“I’ll bet he wasn’t! I’ll bet you’ve got tem­per­a­ment.”

				“Oh—Do you like mu­sic, Mr. Bab­bitt?”

				“You bet I do! On­ly I don’t know ’s I care so much for all this clas­si­cal stuff.”

				“Oh, I do! I just love Chopin and all those.”

				“Do you, hon­est? Well, of course, I go to lots of these high­brow con­certs, but I do like a good jazz or­ches­tra, right up on its toes, with the fel­low that plays the bass fid­dle spin­ning it around and beat­ing it up with the bow.”

				“Oh, I know. I do love good dance mu­sic. I love to dance, don’t you, Mr. Bab­bitt?”

				“Sure, you bet. Not that I’m very darn good at it, though.”

				“Oh, I’m sure you are. You ought to let me teach you. I can teach any­body to dance.”

				“Would you give me a les­son some time?”

				“In­deed I would.”

				“Bet­ter be care­ful, or I’ll be tak­ing you up on that propo­si­tion. I’ll be com­ing up to your flat and mak­ing you give me that les­son.”

				“Ye-es.” She was not of­fend­ed, but she was non­com­mit­tal. He warned him­self, “Have some sense now, you chump! Don’t go mak­ing a fool of your­self again!” and with lofti­ness he dis­coursed:

				“I wish I could dance like some of these young fel­lows, but I’ll tell you: I feel it’s a man’s place to take a full, you might say, a cre­ative share in the world’s work and mold con­di­tions and have some­thing to show for his life, don’t you think so?”

				“Oh, I do!”

				“And so I have to sac­ri­fice some of the things I might like to tack­le, though I do, by gol­ly, play about as good a game of golf as the next fel­low!”

				“Oh, I’m sure you do. … Are you mar­ried?”

				“Uh—yes. … And, uh, of course of­fi­cial du­ties I’m the vice-pres­i­dent of the Boost­ers’ Club, and I’m run­ning one of the com­mit­tees of the State As­so­ci­a­tion of Re­al Es­tate Boards, and that means a lot of work and re­spon­si­bil­i­ty—and prac­ti­cal­ly no grat­i­tude for it.”

				“Oh, I know! Pub­lic men nev­er do get prop­er cred­it.”

				They looked at each oth­er with a high de­gree of mu­tu­al re­spect, and at the Cavendish Apart­ments he helped her out in a court­ly man­ner, waved his hand at the house as though he were pre­sent­ing it to her, and pon­der­ous­ly or­dered the el­e­va­tor boy to “hus­tle and get the keys.” She stood close to him in the el­e­va­tor, and he was stirred but cau­tious.

				It was a pret­ty flat, of white wood­work and soft blue walls. Mrs. Judique gushed with plea­sure as she agreed to take it, and as they walked down the hall to the el­e­va­tor she touched his sleeve, car­ol­ing, “Oh, I’m so glad I went to you! It’s such a priv­i­lege to meet a man who re­al­ly Un­der­stands. Oh! The flats some peo­ple have showed me!”

				He had a sharp in­stinc­tive be­lief that he could put his arm around her, but he re­buked him­self and with ex­ces­sive po­lite­ness he saw her to the car, drove her home. All the way back to his of­fice he raged:

				“Glad I had some sense for once. … Curse it, I wish I’d tried. She’s a dar­ling! A cork­er! A reg’lar charmer! Love­ly eyes and dar­ling lips and that trim waist—nev­er get slop­py, like some wom­en. … No, no, no! She’s a re­al cul­tured la­dy. One of the bright­est lit­tle wom­en I’ve met these many moons. Un­der­stands about Pub­lic Top­ics and—But, darn it, why didn’t I try? … Ta­nis!”

			




				III

				He was ha­rassed and puz­zled by it, but he found that he was turn­ing to­ward youth, as youth. The girl who es­pe­cial­ly dis­turbed him—though he had nev­er spo­ken to her—was the last man­i­cure girl on the right in the Pom­peian Bar­ber Shop. She was small, swift, black-haired, smil­ing. She was nine­teen, per­haps, or twen­ty. She wore thin salmon-col­ored blous­es which ex­hib­it­ed her shoul­ders and her black-rib­boned camisoles.

				He went to the Pom­peian for his fort­night­ly hair-trim. As al­ways, he felt dis­loy­al at de­sert­ing his neigh­bor, the Reeves Build­ing Bar­ber Shop. Then, for the first time, he over­threw his sense of guilt. “Dog­gone it, I don’t have to go here if I don’t want to! I don’t own the Reeves Build­ing! These bar­bers got noth­ing on me! I’ll dog­gone well get my hair cut where I dog­gone well want to! Don’t want to hear any­thing more about it! I’m through stand­ing by peo­ple—un­less I want to. It doesn’t get you any­where. I’m through!”

				The Pom­peian Bar­ber Shop was in the base­ment of the Ho­tel Thorn­leigh, largest and most dy­nam­i­cal­ly mod­ern ho­tel in Zenith. Curv­ing mar­ble steps with a rail of pol­ished brass led from the ho­tel-lob­by down to the bar­ber shop. The in­te­ri­or was of black and white and crim­son tiles, with a sen­sa­tion­al ceil­ing of bur­nished gold, and a foun­tain in which a mas­sive nymph for­ev­er emp­tied a scar­let cor­nu­copia. Forty bar­bers and nine man­i­cure girls worked des­per­ate­ly, and at the door six col­ored porters lurked to greet the cus­tomers, to care rev­er­ent­ly for their hats and col­lars, to lead them to a place of wait­ing where, on a car­pet like a trop­ic isle in the stretch of white stone floor, were a dozen leather chairs and a ta­ble heaped with mag­a­zines.

				Bab­bitt’s porter was an ob­se­quious gray-haired ne­gro who did him an hon­or high­ly es­teemed in the land of Zenith—greet­ed him by name. Yet Bab­bitt was un­hap­py. His bright par­tic­u­lar man­i­cure girl was en­gaged. She was do­ing the nails of an over­dressed man and gig­gling with him. Bab­bitt hat­ed him. He thought of wait­ing, but to stop the pow­er­ful sys­tem of the Pom­peian was in­con­ceiv­able, and he was in­stant­ly waft­ed in­to a chair.

				About him was lux­u­ry, rich and del­i­cate. One votary was hav­ing a vi­o­let-ray fa­cial treat­ment, the next an oil sham­poo. Boys wheeled about mirac­u­lous elec­tri­cal mas­sage-ma­chines. The bar­bers snatched steam­ing tow­els from a ma­chine like a how­itzer of pol­ished nick­el and dis­dain­ful­ly flung them away af­ter a sec­ond’s use. On the vast mar­ble shelf fac­ing the chairs were hun­dreds of ton­ics, am­ber and ru­by and emer­ald. It was flat­ter­ing to Bab­bitt to have two per­son­al slaves at once—the bar­ber and the boot­black. He would have been com­plete­ly hap­py if he could al­so have had the man­i­cure girl. The bar­ber snipped at his hair and asked his opin­ion of the Havre de Grace races, the base­ball sea­son, and May­or Prout. The young ne­gro boot­black hummed “The Camp Meet­ing Blues” and pol­ished in rhythm to his tune, draw­ing the shiny shoe-rag so taut at each stroke that it snapped like a ban­jo string. The bar­ber was an ex­cel­lent sales­man. He made Bab­bitt feel rich and im­por­tant by his man­ner of in­quir­ing, “What is your fa­vorite ton­ic, sir? Have you time to­day, sir, for a fa­cial mas­sage? Your scalp is a lit­tle tight; shall I give you a scalp mas­sage?”

				Bab­bitt’s best thrill was in the sham­poo. The bar­ber made his hair creamy with thick soap, then (as Bab­bitt bent over the bowl, muf­fled in tow­els) drenched it with hot wa­ter which prick­led along his scalp, and at last ran the wa­ter ice-cold. At the shock, the sud­den burn­ing cold on his skull, Bab­bitt’s heart thumped, his chest heaved, and his spine was an elec­tric wire. It was a sen­sa­tion which broke the monotony of life. He looked grand­ly about the shop as he sat up. The bar­ber ob­se­quious­ly rubbed his wet hair and bound it in a tow­el as in a tur­ban, so that Bab­bitt re­sem­bled a plump pink calif on an in­ge­nious and ad­justable throne. The bar­ber begged (in the man­ner of one who was a good fel­low yet was over­whelmed by the splen­dors of the calif), “How about a lit­tle El­do­ra­do Oil Rub, sir? Very ben­e­fi­cial to the scalp, sir. Didn’t I give you one the last time?”

				He hadn’t, but Bab­bitt agreed, “Well, all right.”

				With quak­ing ea­ger­ness he saw that his man­i­cure girl was free.

				“I don’t know, I guess I’ll have a man­i­cure af­ter all,” he droned, and ex­cit­ed­ly watched her com­ing, dark-haired, smil­ing, ten­der, lit­tle. The man­i­cur­ing would have to be fin­ished at her ta­ble, and he would be able to talk to her with­out the bar­ber lis­ten­ing. He wait­ed con­tent­ed­ly, not try­ing to peep at her, while she filed his nails and the bar­ber shaved him and smeared on his burn­ing cheeks all the in­ter­est­ing mix­tures which the pleas­ant minds of bar­bers have de­vised through the re­volv­ing ages. When the bar­ber was done and he sat op­po­site the girl at her ta­ble, he ad­mired the mar­ble slab of it, ad­mired the sunken set bowl with its tiny sil­ver taps, and ad­mired him­self for be­ing able to fre­quent so cost­ly a place. When she with­drew his wet hand from the bowl, it was so sen­si­tive from the warm soapy wa­ter that he was ab­nor­mal­ly aware of the clasp of her firm lit­tle paw. He de­light­ed in the pink­ness and glossi­ness of her nails. Her hands seemed to him more adorable than Mrs. Judique’s thin fin­gers, and more el­e­gant. He had a cer­tain ec­sta­sy in the pain when she gnawed at the cu­ti­cle of his nails with a sharp knife. He strug­gled not to look at the out­line of her young bo­som and her shoul­ders, the more ap­par­ent un­der a film of pink chif­fon. He was con­scious of her as an ex­quis­ite thing, and when he tried to im­press his per­son­al­i­ty on her he spoke as awk­ward­ly as a coun­try boy at his first par­ty:

				“Well, kin­da hot to be work­ing to­day.”

				“Oh, yes, it is hot. You cut your own nails, last time, didn’t you!”

				“Ye-es, guess I must ’ve.”

				“You al­ways ought to go to a man­i­cure.”

				“Yes, maybe that’s so. I—”

				“There’s noth­ing looks so nice as nails that are looked af­ter good. I al­ways think that’s the best way to spot a re­al gent. There was an au­to sales­man in here yes­ter­day that claimed you could al­ways tell a fel­low’s class by the car he drove, but I says to him, ‘Don’t be sil­ly,’ I says; ‘the wisen­heimers grab a look at a fel­low’s nails when they want to tell if he’s a tin-horn or a re­al gent!” ’

				“Yes, maybe there’s some­thing to that. Course, that is—with a pret­ty kid­dy like you, a man can’t help com­ing to get his mitts done.”

				“Yeh, I may be a kid, but I’m a wise bird, and I know nice folks when I see um—I can read char­ac­ter at a glance—and I’d nev­er talk so frank with a fel­low if I couldn’t see he was a nice fel­low.”

				She smiled. Her eyes seemed to him as gen­tle as April pools. With great se­ri­ous­ness he in­formed him­self that “there were some rough­necks who would think that just be­cause a girl was a man­i­cure girl and maybe not aw­ful well ed­u­cat­ed, she was no good, but as for him, he was a demo­crat, and un­der­stood peo­ple,” and he stood by the as­ser­tion that this was a fine girl, a good girl—but not too un­com­fort­ably good. He in­quired in a voice quick with sym­pa­thy:

				“I sup­pose you have a lot of fel­lows who try to get fresh with you.”

				“Say, gee, do I! Say, lis­ten, there’s some of these cigar-store sports that think be­cause a girl’s work­ing in a bar­ber shop, they can get away with any­thing. The things they saaaaaay! But, be­lieve me, I know how to hop those birds! I just give um the north and south and ask um, ‘Say, who do you think you’re talk­ing to?’ and they fade away like love’s young night­mare and oh, don’t you want a box of nail-paste? It will keep the nails as shiny as when first man­i­cured, harm­less to ap­ply and lasts for days.”

				“Sure, I’ll try some. Say—Say, it’s fun­ny; I’ve been com­ing here ev­er since the shop opened and—” With arch sur­prise. “—I don’t be­lieve I know your name!”

				“Don’t you? My, that’s fun­ny! I don’t know yours!”

				“Now you quit kid­ding me! What’s the nice lit­tle name?”

				“Oh, it ain’t so darn nice. I guess it’s kind of kike. But my folks ain’t kikes. My pa­pa’s pa­pa was a no­ble­man in Poland, and there was a gen­tle­man in here one day, he was kind of a count or some­thing—”

				“Kind of a no-ac­count, I guess you mean!”

				“Who’s telling this, smar­ty? And he said he knew my pa­pa’s pa­pa’s folks in Poland and they had a dandy big house. Right on a lake!” Doubt­ful­ly, “Maybe you don’t be­lieve it?”

				“Sure. No. Re­al­ly. Sure I do. Why not? Don’t think I’m kid­ding you, hon­ey, but ev­ery time I’ve no­ticed you I’ve said to my­self, ‘That kid has Blue Blood in her veins!’ ”

				“Did you, hon­est?”

				“Hon­est I did. Well, well, come on—now we’re friends—what’s the dar­ling lit­tle name?”

				“Ida Puti­ak. It ain’t so much-a-much of a name. I al­ways say to Ma, I say, ‘Ma, why didn’t you name me Do­loress or some­thing with some class to it?’ ”

				“Well, now, I think it’s a scrump­tious name. Ida!”

				“I bet I know your name!”

				“Well, now, not nec­es­sar­i­ly. Of course—Oh, it isn’t so spe­cial­ly well known.”

				“Aren’t you Mr. Sond­heim that trav­els for the Krack­a­jack Kitchen Kut­lery Ko.?”

				“I am not! I’m Mr. Bab­bitt, the re­al-es­tate bro­ker!”

				“Oh, ex­cuse me! Oh, of course. You mean here in Zenith.”

				“Yep.” With the brisk­ness of one whose feel­ings have been hurt.

				“Oh, sure. I’ve read your ads. They’re swell.”

				“Um, well—You might have read about my speech­es.”

				“Course I have! I don’t get much time to read but—I guess you think I’m an aw­ful­ly sil­ly lit­tle nit!”

				“I think you’re a lit­tle dar­ling!”

				“Well—There’s one nice thing about this job. It gives a girl a chance to meet some aw­ful­ly nice gen­tle­men and im­prove her mind with con­ver­sa­tion, and you get so you can read a guy’s char­ac­ter at the first glance.”

				“Look here, Ida; please don’t think I’m get­ting fresh—” He was hot­ly re­flect­ing that it would be hu­mil­i­at­ing to be re­ject­ed by this child, and dan­ger­ous to be ac­cept­ed. If he took her to din­ner, if he were seen by cen­so­ri­ous friends—But he went on ar­dent­ly: “Don’t think I’m get­ting fresh if I sug­gest it would be nice for us to go out and have a lit­tle din­ner to­geth­er some evening.”

				“I don’t know as I ought to but—My gen­tle­man-friend’s al­ways want­ing to take me out. But maybe I could tonight.”

			




				IV

				There was no rea­son, he as­sured him­self, why he shouldn’t have a qui­et din­ner with a poor girl who would ben­e­fit by as­so­ci­a­tion with an ed­u­cat­ed and ma­ture per­son like him­self. But, lest some­one see them and not un­der­stand, he would take her to Bid­dle­meier’s Inn, on the out­skirts of the city. They would have a pleas­ant drive, this hot lone­ly evening, and he might hold her hand—no, he wouldn’t even do that. Ida was com­plaisant; her bare shoul­ders showed it on­ly too clear­ly; but he’d be hanged if he’d make love to her mere­ly be­cause she ex­pect­ed it.

				Then his car broke down; some­thing had hap­pened to the ig­ni­tion. And he had to have the car this evening! Fu­ri­ous­ly he test­ed the spark-plugs, stared at the com­mu­ta­tor. His an­gri­est glow­er did not seem to stir the sulky car, and in dis­grace it was hauled off to a garage. With a re­newed thrill he thought of a taxi­cab. There was some­thing at once wealthy and in­ter­est­ing­ly wicked about a taxi­cab.

				But when he met her, on a cor­ner two blocks from the Ho­tel Thorn­leigh, she said, “A taxi? Why, I thought you owned a car!”

				“I do. Of course I do! But it’s out of com­mis­sion tonight.”

				“Oh,” she re­marked, as one who had heard that tale be­fore.

				All the way out to Bid­dle­meier’s Inn he tried to talk as an old friend, but he could not pierce the wall of her words. With in­ter­minable in­dig­na­tion she nar­rat­ed her re­torts to “that fresh head-bar­ber” and the dras­tic things she would do to him if he per­sist­ed in say­ing that she was “bet­ter at gassing than at hoof-par­ing.”

				At Bid­dle­meier’s Inn they were un­able to get any­thing to drink. The head­wait­er re­fused to un­der­stand who George F. Bab­bitt was. They sat steam­ing be­fore a vast mixed grill, and made con­ver­sa­tion about base­ball. When he tried to hold Ida’s hand she said with bright friend­li­ness, “Care­ful! That fresh wait­er is rub­ber­ing.” But they came out in­to a treach­er­ous sum­mer night, the air lazy and a lit­tle moon above trans­fig­ured maples.

				“Let’s drive some oth­er place, where we can get a drink and dance!” he de­mand­ed.

				“Sure, some oth­er night. But I promised Ma I’d be home ear­ly tonight.”

				“Rats! It’s too nice to go home.”

				“I’d just love to, but Ma would give me fits.”

				He was trem­bling. She was ev­ery­thing that was young and ex­quis­ite. He put his arm about her. She snug­gled against his shoul­der, un­afraid, and he was tri­umphant. Then she ran down the steps of the Inn, singing, “Come on, Georgie, we’ll have a nice drive and get cool.”

				It was a night of lovers. All along the high­way in­to Zenith, un­der the low and gen­tle moon, mo­tors were parked and dim fig­ures were clasped in revery. He held out hun­gry hands to Ida, and when she pat­ted them he was grate­ful. There was no sense of strug­gle and tran­si­tion; he kissed her and sim­ply she re­spond­ed to his kiss, they two be­hind the stol­id back of the chauf­feur.

				Her hat fell off, and she broke from his em­brace to reach for it.

				“Oh, let it be!” he im­plored.

				“Huh? My hat? Not a chance!”

				He wait­ed till she had pinned it on, then his arm sank about her. She drew away from it, and said with ma­ter­nal sooth­ing, “Now, don’t be a sil­ly boy! Mustn’t make It­tle Ma­ma scold! Just sit back, dearie, and see what a swell night it is. If you’re a good boy, maybe I’ll kiss you when we say nighty-night. Now give me a cig­a­rette.”

				He was so­lic­i­tous about light­ing her cig­a­rette and in­quir­ing as to her com­fort. Then he sat as far from her as pos­si­ble. He was cold with fail­ure. No one could have told Bab­bitt that he was a fool with more vig­or, pre­ci­sion, and in­tel­li­gence than he him­self dis­played. He re­flect­ed that from the stand­point of the Rev. Dr. John Jen­ni­son Drew he was a wicked man, and from the stand­point of Miss Ida Puti­ak, an old bore who had to be en­dured as the penal­ty at­tached to eat­ing a large din­ner.

				“Dearie, you aren’t go­ing to go and get peev­ish, are you?”

				She spoke pert­ly. He want­ed to spank her. He brood­ed, “I don’t have to take any­thing off this gut­ter-pup! Darn im­mi­grant! Well, let’s get it over as quick as we can, and sneak home and kick our­selves for the rest of the night.”

				He snort­ed, “Huh? Me peev­ish? Why, you ba­by, why should I be peev­ish? Now, lis­ten, Ida; lis­ten to Un­cle George. I want to put you wise about this scrap­ping with your head-bar­ber all the time. I’ve had a lot of ex­pe­ri­ence with em­ploy­ees, and let me tell you it doesn’t pay to an­tag­o­nize—”

				At the drab wood­en house in which she lived he said good night briefly and ami­ably, but as the taxi­cab drove off he was pray­ing “Oh, my God!”

			


		
			Chapter XXV

			
				I

				He awoke to stretch cheer­ful­ly as he lis­tened to the spar­rows, then to re­mem­ber that ev­ery­thing was wrong; that he was de­ter­mined to go astray, and not in the least en­joy­ing the process. Why, he won­dered, should he be in re­bel­lion? What was it all about? “Why not be sen­si­ble; stop all this id­i­ot­ic run­ning around, and en­joy him­self with his fam­i­ly, his busi­ness, the fel­lows at the club?” What was he get­ting out of re­bel­lion? Mis­ery and shame—the shame of be­ing treat­ed as an of­fen­sive small boy by a raga­muf­fin like Ida Puti­ak! And yet—Al­ways he came back to “And yet.” What­ev­er the mis­ery, he could not re­gain con­tent­ment with a world which, once doubt­ed, be­came ab­surd.

				On­ly, he as­sured him­self, he was “through with this chas­ing af­ter girls.”

				By noon­time he was not so sure even of that. If in Miss Mc­Goun, Lou­et­ta Swan­son, and Ida he had failed to find the la­dy kind and love­ly, it did not prove that she did not ex­ist. He was hunt­ed by the an­cient thought that some­where must ex­ist the not im­pos­si­ble she who would un­der­stand him, val­ue him, and make him hap­py.

			




				II

				Mrs. Bab­bitt re­turned in Au­gust.

				On her pre­vi­ous ab­sences he had missed her re­as­sur­ing buzz and of her ar­rival he had made a fête. Now, though he dared not hurt her by let­ting a hint of it ap­pear in his let­ters, he was sor­ry that she was com­ing be­fore he had found him­self, and he was em­bar­rassed by the need of meet­ing her and look­ing joy­ful.

				He loi­tered down to the sta­tion; he stud­ied the sum­mer-re­sort posters, lest he have to speak to ac­quain­tances and ex­pose his un­easi­ness. But he was well trained. When the train clanked in he was out on the ce­ment plat­form, peer­ing in­to the chair-cars, and as he saw her in the line of pas­sen­gers mov­ing to­ward the vestibule he waved his hat. At the door he em­braced her, and an­nounced, “Well, well, well, well, by gol­ly, you look fine, you look fine.” Then he was aware of Tin­ka. Here was some­thing, this child with her ab­surd lit­tle nose and live­ly eyes, that loved him, be­lieved him great, and as he clasped her, lift­ed and held her till she squealed, he was for the mo­ment come back to his old steady self.

				Tin­ka sat be­side him in the car, with one hand on the steer­ing-wheel, pre­tend­ing to help him drive, and he shout­ed back to his wife, “I’ll bet the kid will be the best chuf­fer in the fam­i­ly! She holds the wheel like an old pro­fes­sion­al!”

				All the while he was dread­ing the mo­ment when he would be alone with his wife and she would pa­tient­ly ex­pect him to be ar­dent.

			




				III

				There was about the house an un­of­fi­cial the­o­ry that he was to take his va­ca­tion alone, to spend a week or ten days in Cataw­ba, but he was nagged by the mem­o­ry that a year ago he had been with Paul in Maine. He saw him­self re­turn­ing; find­ing peace there, and the pres­ence of Paul, in a life prim­i­tive and hero­ic. Like a shock came the thought that he ac­tu­al­ly could go. On­ly, he couldn’t, re­al­ly; he couldn’t leave his busi­ness, and “Myra would think it sort of fun­ny, his go­ing way off there alone. Course he’d de­cid­ed to do what­ev­er he darned pleased, from now on, but still—to go way off to Maine!”

				He went, af­ter lengthy med­i­ta­tions.

				With his wife, since it was in­con­ceiv­able to ex­plain that he was go­ing to seek Paul’s spir­it in the wilder­ness, he fru­gal­ly em­ployed the lie pre­pared over a year ago and scarce­ly used at all. He said that he had to see a man in New York on busi­ness. He could not have ex­plained even to him­self why he drew from the bank sev­er­al hun­dred dol­lars more than he need­ed, nor why he kissed Tin­ka so ten­der­ly, and cried, “God bless you, ba­by!” From the train he waved to her till she was but a scar­let spot be­side the brown bulki­er pres­ence of Mrs. Bab­bitt, at the end of a steel and ce­ment aisle end­ing in vast barred gates. With melan­choly he looked back at the last sub­urb of Zenith.

				All the way north he pic­tured the Maine guides: sim­ple and strong and dar­ing, jol­ly as they played stud-pok­er in their un­ceiled shack, wise in wood­craft as they tramped the for­est and shot the rapids. He par­tic­u­lar­ly re­mem­bered Joe Par­adise, half Yan­kee, half In­di­an. If he could but take up a back­woods claim with a man like Joe, work hard with his hands, be free and noisy in a flan­nel shirt, and nev­er come back to this dull de­cen­cy!

				Or, like a trap­per in a North­ern Cana­da movie, plunge through the for­est, make camp in the Rock­ies, a grim and word­less cave­man! Why not? He could do it! There’d be enough mon­ey at home for the fam­i­ly to live on till Verona was mar­ried and Ted self-sup­port­ing. Old Hen­ry T. would look out for them. Hon­est­ly! Why not? Re­al­ly live—

				He longed for it, ad­mit­ted that he longed for it, then al­most be­lieved that he was go­ing to do it. When­ev­er com­mon sense snort­ed, “Non­sense! Folks don’t run away from de­cent fam­i­lies and part­ners; just sim­ply don’t do it, that’s all!” then Bab­bitt an­swered plead­ing­ly, “Well, it wouldn’t take any more nerve than for Paul to go to jail and—Lord, how I’d’ * like to do it! Moc­casins—six-gun—fron­tier town—gam­blers—sleep un­der the stars—be a reg­u­lar man, with he-men like Joe Par­adise—gosh!”

				So he came to Maine, again stood on the wharf be­fore the camp-ho­tel, again spat hero­ical­ly in­to the del­i­cate and shiv­er­ing wa­ter, while the pines rus­tled, the moun­tains glowed, and a trout leaped and fell in a slid­ing cir­cle. He hur­ried to the guides’ shack as to his re­al home, his re­al friends, long missed. They would be glad to see him. They would stand up and shout? “Why, here’s Mr. Bab­bitt! He ain’t one of these or­di­nary sports! He’s a re­al guy!”

				In their board­ed and rather lit­tered cab­in the guides sat about the greasy ta­ble play­ing stud-pok­er with greasy cards: half a dozen wrin­kled men in old trousers and easy old felt hats. They glanced up and nod­ded. Joe Par­adise, the swart ag­ing man with the big mus­tache, grunt­ed, “How do. Back again?”

				Si­lence, ex­cept for the clat­ter of chips.

				Bab­bitt stood be­side them, very lone­ly. He hint­ed, af­ter a pe­ri­od of high­ly con­cen­trat­ed play­ing, “Guess I might take a hand, Joe.”

				“Sure. Sit in. How many chips you want? Let’s see; you were here with your wife, last year, wa’n’t you?” said Joe Par­adise.

				That was all of Bab­bitt’s wel­come to the old home.

				He played for half an hour be­fore he spoke again. His head was reek­ing with the smoke of pipes and cheap cigars, and he was weary of pairs and four-flush­es, re­sent­ful of the way in which they ig­nored him. He flung at Joe:

				“Work­ing now?”

				“Nope.”

				“Like to guide me for a few days?”

				“Well, jus’ soon. I ain’t en­gaged till next week.”

				On­ly thus did Joe rec­og­nize the friend­ship Bab­bitt was of­fer­ing him. Bab­bitt paid up his loss­es and left the shack rather child­ish­ly. Joe raised his head from the coils of smoke like a seal ris­ing from surf, grunt­ed, “I’ll come ’round t’mor­row,” and dived down to his three aces.

				Nei­ther in his voice­less cab­in, fra­grant with planks of new-cut pine, nor along the lake, nor in the sun­set clouds which present­ly ed­died be­hind the laven­der-mist­ed moun­tains, could Bab­bitt find the spir­it of Paul as a re­as­sur­ing pres­ence. He was so lone­ly that af­ter sup­per he stopped to talk with an an­cient old la­dy, a gasp­ing and steadi­ly dis­cours­ing old la­dy, by the stove in the ho­tel-of­fice. He told her of Ted’s pre­sum­able fu­ture tri­umphs in the State Uni­ver­si­ty and of Tin­ka’s re­mark­able vo­cab­u­lary till he was home­sick for the home he had left for­ev­er.

				Through the dark­ness, through that North­ern pine-walled si­lence, he blun­dered down to the lake­front and found a ca­noe. There were no pad­dles in it but with a board, sit­ting awk­ward­ly amid­ships and pok­ing at the wa­ter rather than pad­dling, he made his way far out on the lake. The lights of the ho­tel and the cot­tages be­came yel­low dots, a clus­ter of glow­worms at the base of Sachem Moun­tain. Larg­er and ev­er more im­per­turbable was the moun­tain in the star-fil­tered dark­ness, and the lake a lim­it­less pave­ment of black mar­ble. He was dwarfed and dumb and a lit­tle awed, but that in­signif­i­cance freed him from the pom­posi­ties of be­ing Mr. George F. Bab­bitt of Zenith; sad­dened and freed his heart. Now he was con­scious of the pres­ence of Paul, fan­cied him (res­cued from prison, from Zil­la and the brisk ex­ac­ti­tudes of the tar-roof­ing busi­ness) play­ing his vi­o­lin at the end of the ca­noe. He vowed, “I will go on! I’ll nev­er go back! Now that Paul’s out of it, I don’t want to see any of those damn peo­ple again! I was a fool to get sore be­cause Joe Par­adise didn’t jump up and hug me. He’s one of these woods­men; too wise to go yelp­ing and talk­ing your arm off like a city­man. But get him back in the moun­tains, out on the trail—! That’s re­al liv­ing!”

			




				IV

				Joe re­port­ed at Bab­bitt’s cab­in at nine the next morn­ing. Bab­bitt greet­ed him as a fel­low cave­man:

				“Well, Joe, how d’ you feel about hit­ting the trail, and get­ting away from these darn soft sum­merites and these wom­en and all?”

				“All right, Mr. Bab­bitt.”

				“What do you say we go over to Box Car Pond—they tell me the shack there isn’t be­ing used—and camp out?”

				“Well, all right, Mr. Bab­bitt, but it’s near­er to Skow­tu­it Pond, and you can get just about as good fish­ing there.”

				“No, I want to get in­to the re­al wilds.”

				“Well, all right.”

				“We’ll put the old packs on our backs and get in­to the woods and re­al­ly hike.”

				“I think maybe it would be eas­i­er to go by wa­ter, through Lake Chogue. We can go all the way by mo­tor boat—flat-bot­tom boat with an Ev­in­rude.”

				“No, sir! Bust up the qui­et with a chug­ging mo­tor? Not on your life! You just throw a pair of socks in the old pack, and tell ’em what you want for eats. I’ll be ready soon ’s you are.”

				“Look here, Joe: are you ob­ject­ing to walk­ing?”

				“Oh, no, I guess I can do it. But I haven’t tramped that far for six­teen years. Most of the sports go by boat. But I can do it if you say so—I guess.” Joe walked away in sad­ness.

				Bab­bitt had re­cov­ered from his touchy wrath be­fore Joe re­turned. He pic­tured him as warm­ing up and telling the most en­ter­tain­ing sto­ries. But Joe had not yet warmed up when they took the trail. He per­sis­tent­ly kept be­hind Bab­bitt, and how­ev­er much his shoul­ders ached from the pack, how­ev­er sore­ly he pant­ed, Bab­bitt could hear his guide pant­ing equal­ly. But the trail was sat­is­fy­ing: a path brown with pine-nee­dles and rough with roots, among the bal­sams, the ferns, the sud­den groves of white birch. He be­came cred­u­lous again, and re­joiced in sweat­ing. When he stopped to rest he chuck­led, “Guess we’re hit­ting it up pret­ty good for a cou­ple o’ old birds, eh?”

				“Uh-huh,” ad­mit­ted Joe.

				“This is a mighty pret­ty place. Look, you can see the lake down through the trees. I tell you, Joe, you don’t ap­pre­ci­ate how lucky you are to live in woods like this, in­stead of a city with trol­leys grind­ing and type­writ­ers clack­ing and peo­ple both­er­ing the life out of you all the time! I wish I knew the woods like you do. Say, what’s the name of that lit­tle red flow­er?”

				Rub­bing his back, Joe re­gard­ed the flow­er re­sent­ful­ly “Well, some folks call it one thing and some calls it an­oth­er I al­ways just call it Pink Flow­er.”

				Bab­bitt bless­ed­ly ceased think­ing as tramp­ing turned in­to blind plod­ding. He was sub­merged in weari­ness. His plump legs seemed to go on by them­selves, with­out guid­ance, and he me­chan­i­cal­ly wiped away the sweat which stung his eyes. He was too tired to be con­scious­ly glad as, af­ter a sun-scourged mile of cor­duroy tote-road through a swamp where flies hov­ered over a hot waste of brush, they reached the cool shore of Box Car Pond. When he lift­ed the pack from his back he stag­gered from the change in bal­ance, and for a mo­ment could not stand erect. He lay be­neath an am­ple-bo­somed maple tree near the guest-shack, and joy­ous­ly felt sleep run­ning through his veins.

				He awoke to­ward dusk, to find Joe ef­fi­cient­ly cook­ing ba­con and eggs and flap­jacks for sup­per, and his ad­mi­ra­tion of the woods­man re­turned. He sat on a stump and felt vir­ile.

				“Joe, what would you do if you had a lot of mon­ey? Would you stick to guid­ing, or would you take a claim ’way back in the woods and be in­de­pen­dent of peo­ple?”

				For the first time Joe bright­ened. He chewed his cud a sec­ond, and bub­bled, “I’ve of­ten thought of that! If I had the mon­ey, I’d go down to Tin­ker’s Falls and open a swell shoe store.”

				Af­ter sup­per Joe pro­posed a game of stud-pok­er but Bab­bitt re­fused with brevi­ty, and Joe con­tent­ed­ly went to bed at eight. Bab­bitt sat on the stump, fac­ing the dark pond, slap­ping mos­qui­tos. Save the snor­ing guide, there was no oth­er hu­man be­ing with­in ten miles. He was lone­li­er than he had ev­er been in his life. Then he was in Zenith.

				He was wor­ry­ing as to whether Miss Mc­Goun wasn’t pay­ing too much for car­bon pa­per. He was at once re­sent­ing and miss­ing the per­sis­tent teas­ing at the Rough­necks’ Ta­ble. He was won­der­ing what Zil­la Ries­ling was do­ing now. He was won­der­ing whether, af­ter the sum­mer’s ma­tu­ri­ty of be­ing a garage­man, Ted would “get busy” in the uni­ver­si­ty. He was think­ing of his wife. “If she would on­ly—if she wouldn’t be so darn sat­is­fied with just set­tling down—No! I won’t! I won’t go back! I’ll be fifty in three years. Six­ty in thir­teen years. I’m go­ing to have some fun be­fore it’s too late. I don’t care! I will!”

				He thought of Ida Puti­ak, of Lou­et­ta Swan­son, of that nice wid­ow—what was her name?—Ta­nis Judique?—the one for whom he’d found the flat. He was en­meshed in imag­i­nary con­ver­sa­tions. Then:

				“Gee, I can’t seem to get away from think­ing about folks!”

				Thus it came to him mere­ly to run away was fol­ly, be­cause he could nev­er run away from him­self.

				That mo­ment he start­ed for Zenith. In his jour­ney there was no ap­pear­ance of flight, but he was flee­ing, and four days af­ter­ward he was on the Zenith train. He knew that he was slink­ing back not be­cause it was what he longed to do but be­cause it was all he could do. He scanned again his dis­cov­ery that he could nev­er run away from Zenith and fam­i­ly and of­fice, be­cause in his own brain he bore the of­fice and the fam­i­ly and ev­ery street and dis­qui­et and il­lu­sion of Zenith.

				“But I’m go­ing to—oh, I’m go­ing to start some­thing!” he vowed, and he tried to make it valiant.

			


		
			Chapter XXVI

			
				I

				As he walked through the train, look­ing for fa­mil­iar faces, he saw on­ly one per­son whom he knew, and that was Seneca Doane, the lawyer who, af­ter the bless­ings of be­ing in Bab­bitt’s own class at col­lege and of be­com­ing a cor­po­ra­tion-coun­sel, had turned crank, had head­ed farmer-la­bor tick­ets and frat­er­nized with ad­mit­ted so­cial­ists. Though he was in re­bel­lion, nat­u­ral­ly Bab­bitt did not care to be seen talk­ing with such a fa­nat­ic, but in all the Pull­mans he could find no oth­er ac­quain­tance, and re­luc­tant­ly he halt­ed. Seneca Doane was a slight, thin-haired man, rather like Chum Frink ex­cept that he hadn’t Frink’s grin. He was read­ing a book called “The Way of All Flesh.” It looked re­li­gious to Bab­bitt, and he won­dered if Doane could pos­si­bly have been con­vert­ed and turned de­cent and pa­tri­ot­ic.

				“Why, hel­lo, Doane,” he said.

				Doane looked up. His voice was cu­ri­ous­ly kind. “Oh! How do, Bab­bitt.”

				“Been away, eh?”

				“Yes, I’ve been in Wash­ing­ton.”

				“Wash­ing­ton, eh? How’s the old Gov­ern­ment mak­ing out?”

				“It’s—Won’t you sit down?”

				“Thanks. Don’t care if I do. Well, well! Been quite a while since I’ve had a good chance to talk to you, Doane. I was, uh—Sor­ry you didn’t turn up at the last class-din­ner.”

				“Oh—thanks.”

				“How’s the unions com­ing? Go­ing to run for may­or again?” Doane seemed rest­less. He was fin­ger­ing the pages of his book. He said “I might” as though it didn’t mean any­thing in par­tic­u­lar, and he smiled.

				Bab­bitt liked that smile, and hunt­ed for con­ver­sa­tion: “Saw a bang-up cabaret in New York: the ‘Good-Morn­ing Cutie’ bunch at the Ho­tel Minton.”

				“Yes, they’re pret­ty girls. I danced there one evening.”

				“Oh. Like danc­ing?”

				“Nat­u­ral­ly. I like danc­ing and pret­ty wom­en and good food bet­ter than any­thing else in the world. Most men do.”

				“But gosh, Doane, I thought you fel­lows want­ed to take all the good eats and ev­ery­thing away from us.”

				“No. Not at all. What I’d like to see is the meet­ings of the Gar­ment Work­ers held at the Ritz, with a dance af­ter­ward. Isn’t that rea­son­able?”

				“Yuh, might be good idea, all right. Well—Shame I haven’t seen more of you, re­cent years. Oh, say, hope you haven’t held it against me, my buck­ing you as may­or, go­ing on the stump for Prout. You see, I’m an or­ga­ni­za­tion Re­pub­li­can, and I kind of felt—”

				“There’s no rea­son why you shouldn’t fight me. I have no doubt you’re good for the Or­ga­ni­za­tion. I re­mem­ber—in col­lege you were an un­usu­al­ly lib­er­al, sen­si­tive chap. I can still re­call your say­ing to me that you were go­ing to be a lawyer, and take the cas­es of the poor for noth­ing, and fight the rich. And I re­mem­ber I said I was go­ing to be one of the rich my­self, and buy paint­ings and live at New­port. I’m sure you in­spired us all.”

				“Well. … Well. … I’ve al­ways aimed to be lib­er­al.” Bab­bitt was enor­mous­ly shy and proud and self-con­scious; he tried to look like the boy he had been a quar­ter-cen­tu­ry ago, and he shone up­on his old friend Seneca Doane as he rum­bled, “Trou­ble with a lot of these fel­lows, even the live wires and some of ’em that think they’re for­ward-look­ing, is they aren’t broad-mind­ed and lib­er­al. Now, I al­ways be­lieve in giv­ing the oth­er fel­low a chance, and lis­ten­ing to his ideas.”

				“That’s fine.”

				“Tell you how I fig­ure it: A lit­tle op­po­si­tion is good for all of us, so a fel­low, es­pe­cial­ly if he’s a busi­ness man and en­gaged in do­ing the work of the world, ought to be lib­er­al.”

				“Yes—”

				“I al­ways say a fel­low ought to have Vi­sion and Ideals. I guess some of the fel­lows in my busi­ness think I’m pret­ty vi­sion­ary, but I just let ’em think what they want to and go right on—same as you do. … By gol­ly, this is nice to have a chance to sit and vis­it and kind of, you might say, brush up on our ideals.”

				“But of course we vi­sion­ar­ies do rather get beat­en. Doesn’t it both­er you?”

				“Not a bit! No­body can dic­tate to me what I think!”

				“You’re the man I want to help me. I want you to talk to some of the busi­ness men and try to make them a lit­tle more lib­er­al in their at­ti­tude to­ward poor Beech­er In­gram.”

				“In­gram? But, why, he’s this nut preach­er that got kicked out of the Con­gre­ga­tion­al­ist Church, isn’t he, and preach­es free love and sedi­tion?”

				This, Doane ex­plained, was in­deed the gen­er­al con­cep­tion of Beech­er In­gram, but he him­self saw Beech­er In­gram as a priest of the broth­er­hood of man, of which Bab­bitt was no­to­ri­ous­ly an up­hold­er. So would Bab­bitt keep his ac­quain­tances from hound­ing In­gram and his for­lorn lit­tle church?

				“You bet! I’ll call down any of the boys I hear get­ting fun­ny about In­gram,” Bab­bitt said af­fec­tion­ate­ly to his dear friend Doane.

				Doane warmed up and be­came rem­i­nis­cent. He spoke of stu­dent days in Ger­many, of lob­by­ing for sin­gle tax in Wash­ing­ton, of in­ter­na­tion­al la­bor con­fer­ences. He men­tioned his friends, Lord Wycombe, Colonel Wedg­wood, Pro­fes­sor Pic­coli. Bab­bitt had al­ways sup­posed that Doane as­so­ci­at­ed on­ly with the I.W.W., but now he nod­ded grave­ly, as one who knew Lord Wycombes by the score, and he got in two ref­er­ences to Sir Ger­ald Doak. He felt dar­ing and ide­al­is­tic and cos­mopoli­tan.

				Sud­den­ly, in his new spir­i­tu­al grandeur, he was sor­ry for Zil­la Ries­ling, and un­der­stood her as these or­di­nary fel­lows at the Boost­ers’ Club nev­er could.

			




				II

				Five hours af­ter he had ar­rived in Zenith and told his wife how hot it was in New York, he went to call on Zil­la. He was buzzing with ideas and for­give­ness. He’d get Paul re­leased; he’d do things, vague but high­ly benev­o­lent things, for Zil­la; he’d be as gen­er­ous as his friend Seneca Doane.

				He had not seen Zil­la since Paul had shot her, and he still pic­tured her as bux­om, high-col­ored, live­ly, and a lit­tle blowsy. As he drove up to her board­ing­house, in a de­press­ing back street be­low the whole­sale dis­trict, he stopped in dis­com­fort. At an up­per win­dow, lean­ing on her el­bow, was a wom­an with the fea­tures of Zil­la, but she was blood­less and aged, like a yel­lowed wad of old pa­per crum­pled in­to wrin­kles. Where Zil­la had bounced and jig­gled, this wom­an was dread­ful­ly still.

				He wait­ed half an hour be­fore she came in­to the board­ing­house par­lor. Fifty times he opened the book of pho­to­graphs of the Chica­go World’s Fair of 1893, fifty times he looked at the pic­ture of the Court of Hon­or.

				He was star­tled to find Zil­la in the room. She wore a black streaky gown which she had tried to bright­en with a gir­dle of crim­son rib­bon. The rib­bon had been torn and pa­tient­ly mend­ed. He not­ed this care­ful­ly, be­cause he did not wish to look at her shoul­ders. One shoul­der was low­er than the oth­er; one arm she car­ried in con­tort­ed fash­ion, as though it were par­a­lyzed; and be­hind a high col­lar of cheap lace there was a gouge in the ane­mic neck which had once been shin­ing and soft­ly plump.

				“Yes?” she said.

				“Well, well, old Zil­la! By gol­ly, it’s good to see you again!”

				“He can send his mes­sages through a lawyer.”

				“Why, rats, Zil­la, I didn’t come just be­cause of him. Came as an old friend.”

				“You wait­ed long enough!”

				“Well, you know how it is. Fig­ured you wouldn’t want to see a friend of his for quite some time and—Sit down, hon­ey! Let’s be sen­si­ble. We’ve all of us done a bunch of things that we hadn’t ought to, but maybe we can sort of start over again. Hon­est, Zil­la, I’d like to do some­thing to make you both hap­py. Know what I thought to­day? Mind you, Paul doesn’t know a thing about this—doesn’t know I was go­ing to come see you. I got to think­ing: Zil­la’s a fine? big­heart­ed wom­an, and she’ll un­der­stand that, uh, Paul’s had his les­son now. Why wouldn’t it be a fine idea if you asked the gov­er­nor to par­don him? Be­lieve he would, if it came from you. No! Wait! Just think how good you’d feel if you were gen­er­ous.”

				“Yes, I wish to be gen­er­ous.” She was sit­ting prim­ly, speak­ing ici­ly. “For that rea­son I wish to keep him in prison, as an ex­am­ple to evil­do­ers. I’ve got­ten re­li­gion, George, since the ter­ri­ble thing that man did to me. Some­times I used to be un­kind, and I wished for world­ly plea­sures, for danc­ing and the the­ater. But when I was in the hos­pi­tal the pas­tor of the Pen­te­costal Com­mu­nion Faith used to come to see me, and he showed me, right from the prophe­cies writ­ten in the Word of God, that the Day of Judg­ment is com­ing and all the mem­bers of the old­er church­es are go­ing straight to eter­nal damna­tion, be­cause they on­ly do lip-ser­vice and swal­low the world, the flesh, and the dev­il—”

				For fif­teen wild min­utes she talked, pour­ing out ad­mo­ni­tions to flee the wrath to come, and her face flushed, her dead voice re­cap­tured some­thing of the shrill en­er­gy of the old Zil­la. She wound up with a fu­ri­ous:

				“It’s the bless­ing of God him­self that Paul should be in prison now, and torn and hum­bled by pun­ish­ment, so that he may yet save his soul, and so oth­er wicked men, these hor­ri­ble chasers af­ter wom­en and lust, may have an ex­am­ple.”

				Bab­bitt had itched and twist­ed. As in church he dared not move dur­ing the ser­mon so now he felt that he must seem at­ten­tive, though her screech­ing de­nun­ci­a­tions flew past him like car­rion birds.

				He sought to be calm and broth­er­ly:

				“Yes, I know, Zil­la. But gosh, it cer­tain­ly is the essence of re­li­gion to be char­i­ta­ble, isn’t it? Let me tell you how I fig­ure it: What we need in the world is lib­er­al­ism, lib­er­al­i­ty, if we’re go­ing to get any­where. I’ve al­ways be­lieved in be­ing broad-mind­ed and lib­er­al—”

				“You? Lib­er­al?” It was very much the old Zil­la. “Why, George Bab­bitt, you’re about as broad-mind­ed and lib­er­al as a ra­zor-blade!”

				“Oh, I am, am I! Well, just let me tell you, just—let me—tell—you, I’m as by gol­ly lib­er­al as you are re­li­gious, any­way! You re­li­gious!”

				“I am so! Our pas­tor says I sus­tain him in the faith!”

				“I’ll bet you do! With Paul’s mon­ey! But just to show you how lib­er­al I am, I’m go­ing to send a check for ten bucks to this Beech­er In­gram, be­cause a lot of fel­lows are say­ing the poor cuss preach­es sedi­tion and free love, and they’re try­ing to run him out of town.”

				“And they’re right! They ought to run him out of town! Why, he preach­es—if you can call it preach­ing—in a the­ater, in the House of Sa­tan! You don’t know what it is to find God, to find peace, to be­hold the snares that the dev­il spreads out for our feet. Oh, I’m so glad to see the mys­te­ri­ous pur­pos­es of God in hav­ing Paul harm me and stop my wicked­ness—and Paul’s get­ting his, good and plen­ty, for the cru­el things he did to me, and I hope he dies in prison!”

				Bab­bitt was up, hat in hand, growl­ing, “Well, if that’s what you call be­ing at peace, for heav­en’s sake just warn me be­fore you go to war, will you?”

			




				III

				Vast is the pow­er of cities to re­claim the wan­der­er. More than moun­tains or the shore-de­vour­ing sea, a city re­tains its char­ac­ter, im­per­turbable, cyn­i­cal, hold­ing be­hind ap­par­ent changes its es­sen­tial pur­pose. Though Bab­bitt had de­sert­ed his fam­i­ly and dwelt with Joe Par­adise in the wilder­ness, though he had be­come a lib­er­al, though he had been quite sure, on the night be­fore he reached Zenith, that nei­ther he nor the city would be the same again, ten days af­ter his re­turn he could not be­lieve that he had ev­er been away. Nor was it at all ev­i­dent to his ac­quain­tances that there was a new George F. Bab­bitt, save that he was more ir­ri­ta­ble un­der the in­ces­sant chaffing at the Ath­let­ic Club, and once, when Vir­gil Gunch ob­served that Seneca Doane ought to be hanged, Bab­bitt snort­ed, “Oh, rats, he’s not so bad.”

				At home he grunt­ed “Eh?” across the news­pa­per to his com­men­ta­to­ry wife, and was de­light­ed by Tin­ka’s new red tam o’shanter, and an­nounced, “No class to that cor­ru­gat­ed iron garage. Have to build me a nice frame one.”

				Verona and Ken­neth Es­cott ap­peared re­al­ly to be en­gaged. In his news­pa­per Es­cott had con­duct­ed a pure-food cru­sade against com­mis­sion-hous­es. As a re­sult he had been giv­en an ex­cel­lent job in a com­mis­sion-house, and he was mak­ing a salary on which he could mar­ry, and de­nounc­ing ir­re­spon­si­ble re­porters who wrote sto­ries crit­i­ciz­ing com­mis­sion-hous­es with­out know­ing what they were talk­ing about.

				This Sep­tem­ber Ted had en­tered the State Uni­ver­si­ty as a fresh­man in the Col­lege of Arts and Sci­ences. The uni­ver­si­ty was at Mo­halis on­ly fif­teen miles from Zenith, and Ted of­ten came down for the week­end. Bab­bitt was wor­ried. Ted was “go­ing in for” ev­ery­thing but books. He had tried to “make” the foot­ball team as a light half­back, he was look­ing for­ward to the bas­ket­ball sea­son, he was on the com­mit­tee for the Fresh­man Hop, and (as a Zenithite, an aris­to­crat among the yokels) he was be­ing “rushed” by two fra­ter­ni­ties. But of his stud­ies Bab­bitt could learn noth­ing save a mum­bled, “Oh, gosh, these old stiffs of teach­ers just give you a lot of junk about lit­er­a­ture and eco­nom­ics.”

				One week­end Ted pro­posed, “Say, Dad, why can’t I trans­fer over from the Col­lege to the School of En­gi­neer­ing and take me­chan­i­cal en­gi­neer­ing? You al­ways holler that I nev­er study, but hon­est, I would study there.”

				“No, the En­gi­neer­ing School hasn’t got the stand­ing the Col­lege has,” fret­ted Bab­bitt.

				“I’d like to know how it hasn’t! The En­gi­neers can play on any of the teams!”

				There was much ex­pla­na­tion of the “dol­lars-and-cents val­ue of be­ing known as a col­lege man when you go in­to the law,” and a tru­ly or­a­tor­i­cal ac­count of the lawyer’s life. Be­fore he was through with it, Bab­bitt had Ted a Unit­ed States Sen­a­tor.

				Among the great lawyers whom he men­tioned was Seneca Doane.

				“But, gee whiz,” Ted mar­veled, “I thought you al­ways said this Doane was a reg’lar nut!”

				“That’s no way to speak of a great man! Doane’s al­ways been a good friend of mine—fact I helped him in col­lege—I start­ed him out and you might say in­spired him. Just be­cause he’s sym­pa­thet­ic with the aims of La­bor, a lot of chumps that lack lib­er­al­i­ty and broad-mind­ed­ness think he’s a crank, but let me tell you there’s mighty few of ’em that rake in the fees he does, and he’s a friend of some of the strong­est; most con­ser­va­tive men in the world—like Lord Wycombe, this, uh, this big Eng­lish no­ble­man that’s so well known. And you now, which would you rather do: be in with a lot of greasy me­chan­ics and la­bor­ing-men, or chum up to a re­al fel­low like Lord Wycombe, and get in­vit­ed to his house for par­ties?”

				“Well—gosh,” sighed Ted.

				The next week­end he came in joy­ous­ly with, “Say, Dad, why couldn’t I take min­ing en­gi­neer­ing in­stead of the aca­dem­ic course? You talk about stand­ing—maybe there isn’t much in me­chan­i­cal en­gi­neer­ing, but the Min­ers, gee, they got sev­en out of eleven in the new elec­tions to Nu Tau Tau!”

			


		
			Chapter XXVII

			
				I

				The strike which turned Zenith in­to two bel­liger­ent camps; white and red, be­gan late in Sep­tem­ber with a walk­out of tele­phone girls and line­men, in protest against a re­duc­tion of wages. The new­ly formed union of dairy-prod­ucts work­ers went out, part­ly in sym­pa­thy and part­ly in de­mand for a forty-four hour week. They were fol­lowed by the truck-driv­ers’ union. In­dus­try was tied up, and the whole city was ner­vous with talk of a trol­ley strike, a print­ers’ strike, a gen­er­al strike. Fu­ri­ous cit­i­zens, try­ing to get tele­phone calls through strike­break­ing girls, danced help­less­ly. Ev­ery truck that made its way from the fac­to­ries to the freight-sta­tions was guard­ed by a po­lice­man, try­ing to look sto­ical be­side the scab driv­er. A line of fifty trucks from the Zenith Steel and Ma­chin­ery Com­pa­ny was at­tacked by strik­ers-rush­ing out from the side­walk, pulling driv­ers from the seats, smash­ing car­bu­re­tors and com­mu­ta­tors, while tele­phone girls cheered from the walk, and small boys heaved bricks.

				The Na­tion­al Guard was or­dered out. Colonel Nixon, who in pri­vate life was Mr. Caleb Nixon, sec­re­tary of the Pull­more Trac­tor Com­pa­ny, put on a long kha­ki coat and stalked through crowds, a .44 au­to­mat­ic in hand. Even Bab­bitt’s friend, Clarence Drum the shoe mer­chant—a round and mer­ry man who told sto­ries at the Ath­let­ic Club, and who strange­ly re­sem­bled a Vic­to­ri­an pug-dog—was to be seen as a wad­dling but fe­ro­cious cap­tain, with his belt tight about his com­fort­able lit­tle bel­ly, and his round lit­tle mouth petu­lant as he piped to chat­ter­ing groups on cor­ners. “Move on there now! I can’t have any of this loi­ter­ing!”

				Ev­ery news­pa­per in the city, save one, was against the strik­ers. When mobs raid­ed the news­stands, at each was sta­tioned a mili­tia­man, a young, em­bar­rassed cit­i­zen-sol­dier with eye­glass­es, book­keep­er or gro­cery-clerk in pri­vate life, try­ing to look dan­ger­ous while small boys yelped, “Get on­to de tin sol­dier!” and strik­ing truck-driv­ers in­quired ten­der­ly, “Say, Joe, when I was fight­ing in France, was you in camp in the States or was you do­ing Swede ex­er­cis­es in the Y.M.C.A.? Be care­ful of that bay­o­net, now, or you’ll cut your­self!”

				There was no one in Zenith who talked of any­thing but the strike, and no one who did not take sides. You were ei­ther a coura­geous friend of La­bor, or you were a fear­less sup­port­er of the Rights of Prop­er­ty; and in ei­ther case you were bel­liger­ent, and ready to dis­own any friend who did not hate the en­e­my.

				A con­densed-milk plant was set afire—each side charged it to the oth­er—and the city was hys­ter­i­cal.

				And Bab­bitt chose this time to be pub­licly lib­er­al.

				He be­longed to the sound, sane, right-think­ing wing, and at first he agreed that the Crooked Ag­i­ta­tors ought to be shot. He was sor­ry when his friend, Seneca Doane, de­fend­ed ar­rest­ed strik­ers, and he thought of go­ing to Doane and ex­plain­ing about these ag­i­ta­tors, but when he read a broad­side al­leg­ing that even on their for­mer wages the tele­phone girls had been hun­gry, he was trou­bled. “All lies and fake fig­ures,” he said, but in a doubt­ful croak.

				For the Sun­day af­ter, the Chatham Road Pres­by­te­ri­an Church an­nounced a ser­mon by Dr. John Jen­ni­son Drew on “How the Saviour Would End Strikes.” Bab­bitt had been neg­li­gent about church­go­ing late­ly, but he went to the ser­vice, hope­ful that Dr. Drew re­al­ly did have the in­for­ma­tion as to what the di­vine pow­ers thought about strikes. Be­side Bab­bitt in the large, curv­ing, glossy, vel­vet-up­hol­stered pew was Chum Frink.

				Frink whis­pered, “Hope the doc gives the strik­ers hell! Or­di­nar­i­ly, I don’t be­lieve in a preach­er butting in­to po­lit­i­cal mat­ters—let him stick to straight re­li­gion and save souls, and not stir up a lot of dis­cus­sion—but at a time like this, I do think he ought to stand right up and bawl out those plug-uglies to a fare-you-well!”

				“Yes—well—” said Bab­bitt.

				The Rev. Dr. Drew, his rus­tic bang flop­ping with the in­ten­si­ty of his po­et­ic and so­ci­o­log­ic ar­dor, trum­pet­ed:

				“Dur­ing the un­to­ward se­ries of in­dus­tri­al dis­lo­ca­tions which have—let us be coura­geous and ad­mit it bold­ly—throt­tled the busi­ness life of our fair city these past days, there has been a great deal of loose talk about sci­en­tif­ic pre­ven­tion of sci­en­tif­ic—sci­en­tif­ic! Now, let me tell you that the most un­sci­en­tif­ic thing in the world is sci­ence! Take the at­tacks on the es­tab­lished fun­da­men­tals of the Chris­tian creed which were so pop­u­lar with the ‘sci­en­tists’ a gen­er­a­tion ago. Oh, yes, they were mighty fel­lows, and great poo-bahs of crit­i­cism! They were go­ing to de­stroy the church; they were go­ing to prove the world was cre­at­ed and has been brought to its ex­tra­or­di­nary lev­el of moral­i­ty and civ­i­liza­tion by blind chance. Yet the church stands just as firm­ly to­day as ev­er, and the on­ly an­swer a Chris­tian pas­tor needs make to the long-haired op­po­nents of his sim­ple faith is just a pity­ing smile!

				“And now these same ‘sci­en­tists’ want to re­place the nat­u­ral con­di­tion of free com­pe­ti­tion by crazy sys­tems which, no mat­ter by what high-sound­ing names they are called, are noth­ing but a despot­ic pa­ter­nal­ism. Nat­u­ral­ly, I’m not crit­i­ciz­ing la­bor courts, in­junc­tions against men proven to be strik­ing un­just­ly, or those ex­cel­lent unions in which the men and the boss get to­geth­er. But I cer­tain­ly am crit­i­ciz­ing the sys­tems in which the free and flu­id mo­ti­va­tion of in­de­pen­dent la­bor is to be re­placed by cooked-up wage-scales and min­i­mum salaries and gov­ern­ment com­mis­sions and la­bor fed­er­a­tions and all that pop­py­cock.

				“What is not gen­er­al­ly un­der­stood is that this whole in­dus­tri­al mat­ter isn’t a ques­tion of eco­nom­ics. It’s es­sen­tial­ly and on­ly a mat­ter of Love, and of the prac­ti­cal ap­pli­ca­tion of the Chris­tian re­li­gion! Imag­ine a fac­to­ry—in­stead of com­mit­tees of work­men alien­at­ing the boss, the boss goes among them smil­ing, and they smile back, the el­der broth­er and the younger. Broth­ers, that’s what they must be, lov­ing broth­ers, and then strikes would be as in­con­ceiv­able as ha­tred in the home!”

				It was at this point that Bab­bitt mut­tered, “Oh, rot!”

				“Huh?” said Chum Frink.

				“He doesn’t know what he’s talk­ing about. It’s just as clear as mud. It doesn’t mean a darn thing.”

				“Maybe, but—”

				Frink looked at him doubt­ful­ly, through all the ser­vice kept glanc­ing at him doubt­ful­ly, till Bab­bitt was ner­vous.

			




				II

				The strik­ers had an­nounced a pa­rade for Tues­day morn­ing, but Colonel Nixon had for­bid­den it, the news­pa­pers said. When Bab­bitt drove west from his of­fice at ten that morn­ing he saw a drove of shab­by men head­ing to­ward the tan­gled, dirty dis­trict be­yond Court House Square. He hat­ed them, be­cause they were poor, be­cause they made him feel in­se­cure. “Damn loafers! Wouldn’t be com­mon work­men if they had any pep,” he com­plained. He won­dered if there was go­ing to be a ri­ot. He drove to­ward the start­ing-point of the pa­rade, a tri­an­gle of limp and fad­ed grass known as Moore Street Park, and halt­ed his car.

				The park and streets were buzzing with strik­ers, young men in blue den­im shirts, old men with caps. Through them, keep­ing them stirred like a boil­ing pot, moved the mili­ti­a­men. Bab­bitt could hear the sol­diers’ mo­not­o­nous or­ders: “Keep mov­ing—move on, ’bo—keep your feet warm!” Bab­bitt ad­mired their stol­id good tem­per. The crowd shout­ed, “Tin sol­diers,” and “Dirty dogs—ser­vants of the cap­i­tal­ists!” but the mili­ti­a­men grinned and an­swered on­ly, “Sure, that’s right. Keep mov­ing, Bil­ly!”

				Bab­bitt thrilled over the cit­i­zen-sol­diers, hat­ed the scoundrels who were ob­struct­ing the pleas­ant ways of pros­per­i­ty, ad­mired Colonel Nixon’s strid­ing con­tempt for the crowd; and as Cap­tain Clarence Drum, that rather puff­ing shoe-deal­er, came rag­ing by, Bab­bitt re­spect­ful­ly clam­ored, “Great work, Cap­tain! Don’t let ’em march!” He watched the strik­ers fil­ing from the park. Many of them bore posters with “They can’t stop our peace­ful­ly walk­ing.” The mili­ti­a­men tore away the posters, but the strik­ers fell in be­hind their lead­ers and strag­gled off, a thin unim­pres­sive trick­le be­tween steel-glint­ing lines of sol­diers. Bab­bitt saw with dis­ap­point­ment that there wasn’t go­ing to be any vi­o­lence, noth­ing in­ter­est­ing at all. Then he gasped.

				Among the marchers, be­side a bulky young work­man, was Seneca Doane, smil­ing, con­tent. In front of him was Pro­fes­sor Brock­bank, head of the his­to­ry de­part­ment in the State Uni­ver­si­ty, an old man and white-beard­ed, known to come from a dis­tin­guished Mass­a­chu­setts fam­i­ly.

				“Why, gosh,” Bab­bitt mar­veled, “a swell like him in with the strik­ers? And good ole Sen­ny Doane! They’re fools to get mixed up with this bunch. They’re par­lor so­cial­ists! But they have got nerve. And noth­ing in it for them, not a cent! And—I don’t know ’s all the strik­ers look like such tough nuts. Look just about like any­body else to me!”

				The mili­ti­a­men were turn­ing the pa­rade down a side street.

				“They got just as much right to march as any­body else! They own the streets as much as Clarence Drum or the Amer­i­can Le­gion does!” Bab­bitt grum­bled. “Of course, they’re—they’re a bad el­e­ment, but—Oh, rats!”

				At the Ath­let­ic Club, Bab­bitt was silent dur­ing lunch, while the oth­ers fret­ted, “I don’t know what the world’s com­ing to,” or so­laced their spir­its with “kid­ding.”

				Cap­tain Clarence Drum came swing­ing by, splen­did in kha­ki.

				“How’s it go­ing, Cap­tain?” in­quired Vir­gil Gunch.

				“Oh, we got ’em stopped. We worked ’em off on side streets and sep­a­rat­ed ’em and they got dis­cour­aged and went home.”

				“Fine work. No vi­o­lence.”

				“Fine work noth­ing!” groaned Mr. Drum. “If I had my way, there’d be a whole lot of vi­o­lence, and I’d start it, and then the whole thing would be over. I don’t be­lieve in stand­ing back and wet-nurs­ing these fel­lows and let­ting the dis­tur­bances drag on. I tell you these strik­ers are noth­ing in God’s world but a lot of bomb-throw­ing so­cial­ists and thugs, and the on­ly way to han­dle ’em is with a club! That’s what I’d do; beat up the whole lot of ’em!”

				Bab­bitt heard him­self say­ing, “Oh, rats, Clarence, they look just about like you and me, and I cer­tain­ly didn’t no­tice any bombs.”

				Drum com­plained, “Oh, you didn’t, eh? Well, maybe you’d like to take charge of the strike! Just tell Colonel Nixon what in­no­cents the strik­ers are! He’d be glad to hear about it!” Drum strode on, while all the ta­ble stared at Bab­bitt.

				“What’s the idea? Do you want us to give those hell­hounds love and kiss­es, or what?” said Orville Jones.

				“Do you de­fend a lot of hood­lums that are try­ing to take the bread and but­ter away from our fam­i­lies?” raged Pro­fes­sor Pumphrey.

				Vir­gil Gunch in­tim­i­dat­ing­ly said noth­ing. He put on stern­ness like a mask; his jaw was hard, his bristly short hair seemed cru­el, his si­lence was a fe­ro­cious thun­der. While the oth­ers as­sured Bab­bitt that they must have mis­un­der­stood him, Gunch looked as though he had un­der­stood on­ly too well. Like a robed judge he lis­tened to Bab­bitt’s stam­mer­ing:

				“No, sure; course they’re a bunch of toughs. But I just mean—Strikes me it’s bad pol­i­cy to talk about club­bing ’em. Cabe Nixon doesn’t. He’s got the fine Ital­ian hand. And that’s why he’s colonel. Clarence Drum is jeal­ous of him.”

				“Well,” said Pro­fes­sor Pumphrey, “you hurt Clarence’s feel­ings, George. He’s been out there all morn­ing get­ting hot and dusty, and no won­der he wants to beat the tar out of those sons of guns!”

				Gunch said noth­ing, and watched; and Bab­bitt knew that he was be­ing watched.

			




				III

				As he was leav­ing the club Bab­bitt heard Chum Frink protest­ing to Gunch, “—don’t know what’s got in­to him. Last Sun­day Doc Drew preached a cork­ing ser­mon about de­cen­cy in busi­ness and Bab­bitt kicked about that, too. Near ’s I can fig­ure out—”

				Bab­bitt was vague­ly fright­ened.

			




				IV

				He saw a crowd lis­ten­ing to a man who was talk­ing from the ros­trum of a kitchen-chair. He stopped his car. From news­pa­per pic­tures he knew that the speak­er must be the no­to­ri­ous free­lance preach­er, Beech­er In­gram, of whom Seneca Doane had spo­ken. In­gram was a gaunt man with flam­boy­ant hair, weath­er-beat­en cheeks, and wor­ried eyes. He was plead­ing:

				“—if those tele­phone girls can hold out, liv­ing on one meal a day, do­ing their own wash­ing, starv­ing and smil­ing, you big hulk­ing men ought to be able—”

				Bab­bitt saw that from the side­walk Vir­gil Gunch was watch­ing him. In vague dis­qui­et he start­ed the car and me­chan­i­cal­ly drove on, while Gunch’s hos­tile eyes seemed to fol­low him all the way.

			




				V

				“There’s a lot of these fel­lows,” Bab­bitt was com­plain­ing to his wife, “that think if work­men go on strike they’re a reg­u­lar bunch of fiends. Now, of course, it’s a fight be­tween sound busi­ness and the de­struc­tive el­e­ment, and we got to lick the stuf­fin’s out of ’em when they chal­lenge us, but dog­goned if I see why we can’t fight like gen­tle­men and not go call­ing ’em dirty dogs and say­ing they ought to be shot down.”

				“Why, George,” she said placid­ly, “I thought you al­ways in­sist­ed that all strik­ers ought to be put in jail.”

				“I nev­er did! Well, I mean—Some of ’em, of course. Ir­re­spon­si­ble lead­ers. But I mean a fel­low ought to be broad-mind­ed and lib­er­al about things like—”

				“But dearie, I thought you al­ways said these so-called ‘lib­er­al’ peo­ple were the worst of—”

				“Rats! Wom­an nev­er can un­der­stand the dif­fer­ent def­i­ni­tions of a word. De­pends on how you mean it. And it don’t pay to be too cock­sure about any­thing. Now, these strik­ers: Hon­est, they’re not such bad peo­ple. Just fool­ish. They don’t un­der­stand the com­pli­ca­tions of mer­chan­diz­ing and prof­it, the way we busi­ness men do, but some­times I think they’re about like the rest of us, and no more hogs for wages than we are for prof­its.”

				“George! If peo­ple were to hear you talk like that—of course I know you; I re­mem­ber what a wild crazy boy you were; I know you don’t mean a word you say—but if peo­ple that didn’t un­der­stand you were to hear you talk­ing, they’d think you were a reg­u­lar so­cial­ist!”

				“What do I care what any­body thinks? And let me tell you right now—I want you to dis­tinct­ly un­der­stand I nev­er was a wild crazy kid, and when I say a thing, I mean it, and I stand by it and—Hon­est, do you think peo­ple would think I was too lib­er­al if I just said the strik­ers were de­cent?”

				“Of course they would. But don’t wor­ry, dear; I know you don’t mean a word of it. Time to trot up to bed now. Have you enough cov­ers for tonight?”

				On the sleep­ing-porch he puz­zled, “She doesn’t un­der­stand me. Hard­ly un­der­stand my­self. Why can’t I take things easy, way I used to?

				“Wish I could go out to Sen­ny Doane’s house and talk things over with him. No! Sup­pose Verg Gunch saw me go­ing in there!

				“Wish I knew some re­al­ly smart wom­an, and nice, that would see what I’m try­ing to get at, and let me talk to her and—I won­der if Myra’s right? Could the fel­lows think I’ve gone nut­ty just be­cause I’m broad-mind­ed and lib­er­al? Way Verg looked at me—”

			


		
			Chapter XXVIII

			Miss Mc­Goun came in­to his pri­vate of­fice at three in the af­ter­noon with “Lis­sen, Mr. Bab­bitt; there’s a Mrs. Judique on the phone—wants to see about some re­pairs, and the sales­men are all out. Want to talk to her?”

			“All right.”

			The voice of Ta­nis Judique was clear and pleas­ant. The black cylin­der of the tele­phone-re­ceiv­er seemed to hold a tiny an­i­mat­ed im­age of her: lus­trous eyes, del­i­cate nose, gen­tle chin.

			“This is Mrs. Judique. Do you re­mem­ber me? You drove me up here to the Cavendish Apart­ments and helped me find such a nice flat.”

			“Sure! Bet I re­mem­ber! What can I do for you?”

			“Why, it’s just a lit­tle—I don’t know that I ought to both­er you, but the jan­i­tor doesn’t seem to be able to fix it. You know my flat is on the top floor, and with these au­tumn rains the roof is be­gin­ning to leak, and I’d be aw­ful­ly glad if—”

			“Sure! I’ll come up and take a look at it.” Ner­vous­ly, “When do you ex­pect to be in?”

			“Why, I’m in ev­ery morn­ing.”

			“Be in this af­ter­noon, in an hour or so?”

			“Ye-es. Per­haps I could give you a cup of tea. I think I ought to, af­ter all your trou­ble.”

			“Fine! I’ll run up there soon as I can get away.”

			He med­i­tat­ed, “Now there’s a wom­an that’s got re­fine­ment, savvy, class! ‘Af­ter all your trou­ble—give you a cup of tea.’ She’d ap­pre­ci­ate a fel­low. I’m a fool, but I’m not such a bad cuss, get to know me. And not so much a fool as they think!”

			The great strike was over, the strik­ers beat­en. Ex­cept that Vir­gil Gunch seemed less cor­dial, there were no vis­i­ble ef­fects of Bab­bitt’s treach­ery to the clan. The op­pres­sive fear of crit­i­cism was gone, but a dif­fi­dent lone­li­ness re­mained. Now he was so ex­hil­a­rat­ed that, to prove he wasn’t, he droned about the of­fice for fif­teen min­utes, look­ing at blue­prints, ex­plain­ing to Miss Mc­Goun that this Mrs. Scott want­ed more mon­ey for her house—had raised the ask­ing-price—raised it from sev­en thou­sand to eighty-five hun­dred—would Miss Mc­Goun be sure and put it down on the card—Mrs. Scott’s house—raise. When he had thus es­tab­lished him­self as a per­son un­emo­tion­al and in­ter­est­ed on­ly in busi­ness, he saun­tered out. He took a par­tic­u­lar­ly long time to start his car; he kicked the tires, dust­ed the glass of the speedome­ter, and tight­ened the screws hold­ing the wind­shield spot­light.

			He drove hap­pi­ly off to­ward the Belle­vue dis­trict, con­scious of the pres­ence of Mrs. Judique as of a bril­liant light on the hori­zon. The maple leaves had fall­en and they lined the gut­ters of the as­phalt­ed streets. It was a day of pale gold and fad­ed green, tran­quil and lin­ger­ing. Bab­bitt was aware of the med­i­ta­tive day, and of the bar­ren­ness of Belle­vue—blocks of wood­en hous­es, garages, lit­tle shops, weedy lots. “Needs pep­ping up; needs the touch that peo­ple like Mrs. Judique could give a place,” he ru­mi­nat­ed, as he rat­tled through the long, crude, airy streets. The wind rose, en­liven­ing, keen, and in a blaze of well-be­ing he came to the flat of Ta­nis Judique.

			She was wear­ing, when she flut­ter­ing­ly ad­mit­ted him, a frock of black chif­fon cut mod­est­ly round at the base of her pret­ty throat. She seemed to him im­mense­ly so­phis­ti­cat­ed. He glanced at the cre­tonnes and col­ored prints in her liv­ing-room, and gur­gled, “Gosh, you’ve fixed the place nice! Takes a clever wom­an to know how to make a home, all right!”

			“You re­al­ly like it? I’m so glad! But you’ve ne­glect­ed me, scan­dalous­ly. You promised to come some time and learn to dance.”

			Rather un­steadi­ly, “Oh, but you didn’t mean it se­ri­ous­ly!”

			“Per­haps not. But you might have tried!”

			“Well, here I’ve come for my les­son, and you might just as well pre­pare to have me stay for sup­per!”

			They both laughed in a man­ner which in­di­cat­ed that of course he didn’t mean it.

			“But first I guess I bet­ter look at that leak.”

			She climbed with him to the flat roof of the apart­ment-house a de­tached world of slat­ted wood­en walks, clothes­lines, wa­ter-tank in a pent­house. He poked at things with his toe, and sought to im­press her by be­ing learned about cop­per gut­ters, the de­sir­abil­i­ty of pass­ing plumb­ing pipes through a lead col­lar and sleeve and flash­ing them with cop­per, and the ad­van­tages of cedar over boil­er-iron for roof-tanks.

			“You have to know so much, in re­al es­tate!” she ad­mired.

			He promised that the roof should be re­paired with­in two days. “Do you mind my phon­ing from your apart­ment?” he asked.

			“Heav­ens, no!”

			He stood a mo­ment at the cop­ing, look­ing over a land of hard lit­tle bun­ga­lows with ab­nor­mal­ly large porch­es, and new apart­ment-hous­es, small, but brave with var­ie­gat­ed brick walls and ter­ra-cot­ta trim­mings. Be­yond them was a hill with a gouge of yel­low clay like a vast wound. Be­hind ev­ery apart­ment-house, be­side each dwelling, were small garages. It was a world of good lit­tle peo­ple, com­fort­able, in­dus­tri­ous, cred­u­lous.

			In the au­tum­nal light the flat new­ness was mel­lowed, and the air was a sun-tint­ed pool.

			“Gol­ly, it’s one fine af­ter­noon. You get a great view here, right up Tan­ner’s Hill,” said Bab­bitt.

			“Yes, isn’t it nice and open.”

			“So darn few peo­ple ap­pre­ci­ate a View.”

			“Don’t you go rais­ing my rent on that ac­count! Oh, that was naughty of me! I was just teas­ing. Se­ri­ous­ly though, there are so few who re­spond—who re­act to Views. I mean—they haven’t any feel­ing of po­et­ry and beau­ty.”

			“That’s a fact, they haven’t,” he breathed, ad­mir­ing her slen­der­ness and the ab­sorbed, airy way in which she looked to­ward the hill, chin lift­ed, lips smil­ing. “Well, guess I’d bet­ter tele­phone the plumbers, so they’ll get on the job first thing in the morn­ing.”

			When he had tele­phoned, mak­ing it con­spic­u­ous­ly au­thor­i­ta­tive and gruff and mas­cu­line, he looked doubt­ful, and sighed, “S’pose I’d bet­ter be—”

			“Oh, you must have that cup of tea first!”

			“Well, it would go pret­ty good, at that.”

			It was lux­u­ri­ous to loll in a deep green rep chair, his legs thrust out be­fore him, to glance at the black Chi­nese tele­phone stand and the col­ored pho­to­graph of Mount Ver­non which he had al­ways liked so much, while in the tiny kitchen—so near—Mrs. Judique sang “My Cre­ole Queen.” In an in­tol­er­a­ble sweet­ness, a con­tent­ment so deep that he was wist­ful­ly dis­con­tent­ed, he saw mag­no­lias by moon­light and heard plan­ta­tion dark­ies croon­ing to the ban­jo. He want­ed to be near her, on pre­tense of help­ing her, yet he want­ed to re­main in this still ec­sta­sy. Lan­guid­ly he re­mained.

			When she bus­tled in with the tea he smiled up at her. “This is aw­ful­ly nice!” For the first time, he was not fenc­ing; he was qui­et­ly and se­cure­ly friend­ly; and friend­ly and qui­et was her an­swer: “It’s nice to have you here. You were so kind, help­ing me to find this lit­tle home.”

			They agreed that the weath­er would soon turn cold. They agreed that pro­hi­bi­tion was pro­hib­i­tive. They agreed that art in the home was cul­tur­al. They agreed about ev­ery­thing. They even be­came bold. They hint­ed that these mod­ern young girls, well, hon­est­ly, their short skirts were short. They were proud to find that they were not shocked by such frank speak­ing. Ta­nis ven­tured, “I know you’ll un­der­stand—I mean—I don’t quite know how to say it, but I do think that girls who pre­tend they’re bad by the way they dress re­al­ly nev­er go any far­ther. They give away the fact that they haven’t the in­stincts of a wom­an­ly wom­an.”

			Re­mem­ber­ing Ida Puti­ak, the man­i­cure girl, and how ill she had used him, Bab­bitt agreed with en­thu­si­asm; re­mem­ber­ing how ill all the world had used him, he told of Paul Ries­ling, of Zil­la, of Seneca Doane, of the strike:

			“See how it was? Course I was as anx­ious to have those beg­gars licked to a stand­still as any­body else, but gosh, no rea­son for not see­ing their side. For a fel­low’s own sake, he’s got to be broad-mind­ed and lib­er­al, don’t you think so?”

			“Oh, I do!” Sit­ting on the hard lit­tle couch, she clasped her hands be­side her, leaned to­ward him, ab­sorbed him; and in a glo­ri­ous state of be­ing ap­pre­ci­at­ed he pro­claimed:

			“So I up and said to the fel­lows at the club, ‘Look here,’ I—”

			“Do you be­long to the Union Club? I think it’s—”

			“No; the Ath­let­ic. Tell you: Course they’re al­ways ask­ing me to join the Union, but I al­ways say, ‘No, sir! Noth­ing do­ing!’ I don’t mind the ex­pense but I can’t stand all the old fo­gies.”

			“Oh, yes, that’s so. But tell me: what did you say to them?”

			“Oh, you don’t want to hear it. I’m prob­a­bly bor­ing you to death with my trou­bles! You wouldn’t hard­ly think I was an old duf­fer; I sound like a kid!”

			“Oh, you’re a boy yet. I mean—you can’t be a day over forty-five.”

			“Well, I’m not—much. But by gol­ly I be­gin to feel mid­dle-aged some­times; all these re­spon­si­bil­i­ties and all.”

			“Oh, I know!” Her voice ca­ressed him; it cloaked him like warm silk. “And I feel lone­ly, so lone­ly, some days, Mr. Bab­bitt.”

			“We’re a sad pair of birds! But I think we’re pret­ty darn nice!”

			“Yes, I think we’re lots nicer than most peo­ple I know!” They smiled. “But please tell me what you said at the Club.”

			“Well, it was like this: Course Seneca Doane is a friend of mine—they can say what they want to, they can call him any­thing they please, but what most folks here don’t know is that Sen­ny is the bo­som pal of some of the big­gest states­men in the world—Lord Wycombe, frin­stance—you know, this big British no­ble­man. My friend Sir Ger­ald Doak told me that Lord Wycombe is one of the big­gest guns in Eng­land—well, Doak or some­body told me.”

			“Oh! Do you know Sir Ger­ald? The one that was here, at the McK­elveys’?”

			“Know him? Well, say, I know him just well enough so we call each oth­er George and Jer­ry, and we got so pick­led to­geth­er in Chica­go—”

			“That must have been fun. But—” She shook a fin­ger at him. “—I can’t have you get­ting pick­led! I’ll have to take you in hand!”

			“Wish you would! … Well, zize say­ing: You see I hap­pen to know what a big noise Sen­ny Doane is out­side of Zenith, but of course a prophet hasn’t got any hon­or in his own coun­try, and Sen­ny, darn his old hide, he’s so blame mod­est that he nev­er lets folks know the kind of an out­fit he trav­els with when he goes abroad. Well, dur­ing the strike Clarence Drum comes pee-rad­ing up to our ta­ble, all dolled up fit to kill in his nice lil cap’n’s uni­form, and some­body says to him, ‘Bust­ing the strike, Clarence?’

			“Well, he swells up like a pouter-pi­geon and he hollers, so ’s you could hear him way up in the read­ing-room, ‘Yes, sure; I told the strike-lead­ers where they got off, and so they went home.’

			“ ’Well,’ I says to him, ‘glad there wasn’t any vi­o­lence.’

			“ ’Yes,’ he says, ’but if I hadn’t kept my eye skinned there would ’ve been. All those fel­lows had bombs in their pock­ets. They’re reg’lar an­ar­chists.’

			“ ’Oh, rats, Clarence,’ I says, ‘I looked ’em all over care­ful­ly, and they didn’t have any more bombs ’n a rab­bit,’ I says. ’Course,’ I says, ‘they’re fool­ish, but they’re a good deal like you and me, af­ter all.’

			“And then Vir­gil Gunch or some­body—no, it was Chum Frink—you know, this fa­mous po­et—great pal of mine—he says to me, ‘Look here,’ he says, ‘do you mean to say you ad­vo­cate these strikes?’ Well, I was so dis­gust­ed with a fel­low whose mind worked that way that I swear, I had a good mind to not ex­plain at all—just ig­nore him—”

			“Oh, that’s so wise!” said Mrs. Judique.

			“—but fi­nal­ly I ex­plains to him: ‘If you’d done as much as I have on Cham­ber of Com­merce com­mit­tees and all,’ I says, ‘then you’d have the right to talk! But same time,’ I says, ‘I be­lieve in treat­ing your op­po­nent like a gen­tle­man!’ Well, sir, that held ’em! Frink—Chum I al­ways call him—he didn’t have an­oth­er word to say. But at that, I guess some of ’em kind o’ thought I was too lib­er­al. What do you think?”

			“Oh, you were so wise. And coura­geous! I love a man to have the courage of his con­vic­tions!”

			“But do you think it was a good stunt? Af­ter all, some of these fel­lows are so darn cau­tious and nar­row-mind­ed that they’re prej­u­diced against a fel­low that talks right out in meet­ing.”

			“What do you care? In the long run they’re bound to re­spect a man who makes them think, and with your rep­u­ta­tion for or­a­to­ry you—”

			“What do you know about my rep­u­ta­tion for or­a­to­ry?”

			“Oh, I’m not go­ing to tell you ev­ery­thing I know! But se­ri­ous­ly, you don’t re­al­ize what a fa­mous man you are.”

			“Well—Though I haven’t done much orat­ing this fall. Too kind of both­ered by this Paul Ries­ling busi­ness, I guess. But—Do you know, you’re the first per­son that’s re­al­ly un­der­stood what I was get­ting at, Ta­nis—Lis­ten to me, will you! Fat nerve I’ve got, call­ing you Ta­nis!”

			“Oh, do! And shall I call you George? Don’t you think it’s aw­ful­ly nice when two peo­ple have so much—what shall I call it?—so much anal­y­sis that they can dis­card all these stupid con­ven­tions and un­der­stand each oth­er and be­come ac­quaint­ed right away, like ships that pass in the night?”

			“I cer­tain­ly do! I cer­tain­ly do!”

			He was no longer qui­es­cent in his chair; he wan­dered about the room, he dropped on the couch be­side her. But as he awk­ward­ly stretched his hand to­ward her frag­ile, im­mac­u­late fin­gers, she said bright­ly, “Do give me a cig­a­rette. Would you think poor Ta­nis was dread­ful­ly naughty if she smoked?”

			“Lord, no! I like it!”

			He had of­ten and weight­i­ly pon­dered flap­pers smok­ing in Zenith restau­rants, but he knew on­ly one wom­an who smoked—Mrs. Sam Dop­pel­brau, his flighty neigh­bor. He cer­e­mo­ni­ous­ly light­ed Ta­nis’s cig­a­rette, looked for a place to de­posit the burnt match, and dropped it in­to his pock­et.

			“I’m sure you want a cigar, you poor man!” she crooned.

			“Do you mind one?”

			“Oh, no! I love the smell of a good cigar; so nice and—so nice and like a man. You’ll find an ash­tray in my bed­room, on the ta­ble be­side the bed, if you don’t mind get­ting it.”

			He was em­bar­rassed by her bed­room: the broad couch with a cov­er of vi­o­let silk, mauve cur­tains striped with gold. Chi­nese Chip­pen­dale bu­reau, and an amaz­ing row of slip­pers, with rib­bon-wound shoe­trees, and prim­rose stock­ings ly­ing across them. His man­ner of bring­ing the ash­tray had just the right note of easy friend­li­ness, he felt. “A boob like Verg Gunch would try to get fun­ny about see­ing her bed­room, but I take it ca­su­al­ly.” He was not ca­su­al af­ter­ward. The con­tent­ment of com­pan­ion­ship was gone, and he was rest­less with de­sire to touch her hand. But when­ev­er he turned to­ward her, the cig­a­rette was in his way. It was a shield be­tween them. He wait­ed till she should have fin­ished, but as he re­joiced at her quick crush­ing of its light on the ash­tray she said, “Don’t you want to give me an­oth­er cig­a­rette?” and hope­less­ly he saw the screen of pale smoke and her grace­ful tilt­ed hand again be­tween them. He was not mere­ly cu­ri­ous now to find out whether she would let him hold her hand (all in the purest friend­ship, nat­u­ral­ly), but ag­o­nized with need of it.

			On the sur­face ap­peared none of all this fret­ful dra­ma. They were talk­ing cheer­ful­ly of mo­tors, of trips to Cal­i­for­nia, of Chum Frink. Once he said del­i­cate­ly, “I do hate these guys—I hate these peo­ple that in­vite them­selves to meals, but I seem to have a feel­ing I’m go­ing to have sup­per with the love­ly Mrs. Ta­nis Judique tonight. But I sup­pose you prob­a­bly have sev­en dates al­ready.”

			“Well, I was think­ing some of go­ing to the movies. Yes, I re­al­ly think I ought to get out and get some fresh air.”

			She did not en­cour­age him to stay, but nev­er did she dis­cour­age him. He con­sid­ered, “I bet­ter take a sneak! She will let me stay—there is some­thing do­ing—and I mustn’t get mixed up with—I mustn’t—I’ve got to beat it.” Then, “No. It’s too late now.”

			Sud­den­ly, at sev­en, brush­ing her cig­a­rette away, brusque­ly tak­ing her hand:

			“Ta­nis! Stop teas­ing me! You know we—Here we are, a cou­ple of lone­ly birds, and we’re aw­ful hap­py to­geth­er. Any­way I am! Nev­er been so hap­py! Do let me stay! I’ll gal­lop down to the del­i­catessen and buy some stuff—cold chick­en maybe—or cold tur­key—and we can have a nice lit­tle sup­per, and af­ter­wards, if you want to chase me out, I’ll be good and go like a lamb.”

			“Well—yes—it would be nice,” she said.

			Nor did she with­draw her hand. He squeezed it, trem­bling, and blun­dered to­ward his coat. At the del­i­catessen he bought pre­pos­ter­ous stores of food, cho­sen on the prin­ci­ple of ex­pen­sive­ness. From the drug store across the street he tele­phoned to his wife, “Got to get a fel­low to sign a lease be­fore he leaves town on the mid­night. Won’t be home till late. Don’t wait up for me. Kiss Tin­ka good night.” He ex­pec­tant­ly lum­bered back to the flat.

			“Oh, you bad thing, to buy so much food!” was her greet­ing, and her voice was gay, her smile ac­cep­tant.

			He helped her in the tiny white kitchen; he washed the let­tuce, he opened the olive bot­tle. She or­dered him to set the ta­ble, and as he trot­ted in­to the liv­ing-room, as he hunt­ed through the buf­fet for knives and forks, he felt ut­ter­ly at home.

			“Now the on­ly oth­er thing,” he an­nounced, “is what you’re go­ing to wear. I can’t de­cide whether you’re to put on your swellest evening gown, or let your hair down and put on short skirts and make-be­lieve you’re a lit­tle girl.”

			“I’m go­ing to dine just as I am, in this old chif­fon rag, and if you can’t stand poor Ta­nis that way, you can go to the club for din­ner!”

			“Stand you!” He pat­ted her shoul­der. “Child, you’re the braini­est and the loveli­est and finest wom­an I’ve ev­er met! Come now, La­dy Wycombe, if you’ll take the Duke of Zenith’s arm, we will proam­bu­late in to the mag­no­lious feed!”

			“Oh, you do say the fun­ni­est, nicest things!”

			When they had fin­ished the pic­nic sup­per he thrust his head out of the win­dow and re­port­ed, “It’s turned aw­ful chilly, and I think it’s go­ing to rain. You don’t want to go to the movies.”

			“Well—”

			“I wish we had a fire­place! I wish it was rain­ing like all get-out tonight, and we were in a fun­ny lit­tle old-fash­ioned cot­tage, and the trees thrash­ing like ev­ery­thing out­side, and a great big log fire and—I’ll tell you! Let’s draw this couch up to the ra­di­a­tor, and stretch our feet out, and pre­tend it’s a wood-fire.”

			“Oh, I think that’s pa­thet­ic! You big child!”

			But they did draw up to the ra­di­a­tor, and propped their feet against it—his clum­sy black shoes, her patent-leather slip­pers. In the dim­ness they talked of them­selves; of how lone­ly she was, how be­wil­dered he, and how won­der­ful that they had found each oth­er. As they fell silent the room was stiller than a coun­try lane. There was no sound from the street save the whir of mo­tor-tires, the rum­ble of a dis­tant freight-train. Self-con­tained was the room, warm, se­cure, in­su­lat­ed from the ha­rass­ing world.

			He was ab­sorbed by a rap­ture in which all fear and doubt­ing were smoothed away; and when he reached home, at dawn, the rap­ture had mel­lowed to con­tent­ment serene and full of mem­o­ries.

		
	
		
			Chapter XXIX

			
				I

				The as­sur­ance of Ta­nis Judique’s friend­ship for­ti­fied Bab­bitt’s self-ap­proval. At the Ath­let­ic Club he be­came ex­per­i­men­tal. Though Vir­gil Gunch was silent, the oth­ers at the Rough­necks’ Ta­ble came to ac­cept Bab­bitt as hav­ing, for no vis­i­ble rea­son, “turned crank.” They ar­gued windi­ly with him, and he was cocky, and en­joyed the spec­ta­cle of his in­ter­est­ing mar­tyr­dom. He even praised Seneca Doane. Pro­fes­sor Pumphrey said that was car­ry­ing a joke too far; but Bab­bitt ar­gued, “No! Fact! I tell you he’s got one of the keen­est in­tel­lects in the coun­try. Why, Lord Wycombe said that—”

				“Oh, who the hell is Lord Wycombe? What you al­ways lug­ging him in for? You been tout­ing him for the last six weeks!” protest­ed Orville Jones.

				“George or­dered him from Sears-Roe­buck. You can get those Eng­lish high-muck­a­mucks by mail for two bucks apiece,” sug­gest­ed Sid­ney Finkel­stein.

				“That’s all right now! Lord Wycombe, he’s one of the big­gest in­tel­lects in Eng­lish po­lit­i­cal life. As I was say­ing: Of course I’m con­ser­va­tive my­self, but I ap­pre­ci­ate a guy like Sen­ny Doane be­cause—”

				Vir­gil Gunch in­ter­rupt­ed harsh­ly, “I won­der if you are so con­ser­va­tive? I find I can man­age to run my own busi­ness with­out any skunks and reds like Doane in it!”

				The grim­ness of Gunch’s voice, the hard­ness of his jaw, dis­con­cert­ed Bab­bitt, but he re­cov­ered and went on till they looked bored, then ir­ri­tat­ed, then as doubt­ful as Gunch.

			




				II

				He thought of Ta­nis al­ways. With a stir he re­mem­bered her ev­ery as­pect. His arms yearned for her. “I’ve found her! I’ve dreamed of her all these years and now I’ve found her!” he ex­ult­ed. He met her at the movies in the morn­ing; he drove out to her flat in the late af­ter­noon or on evenings when he was be­lieved to be at the Elks. He knew her fi­nan­cial af­fairs and ad­vised her about them, while she lament­ed her fem­i­nine ig­no­rance, and praised his mas­ter­ful­ness, and proved to know much more about bonds than he did. They had re­mem­brances, and laugh­ter over old times. Once they quar­reled, and he raged that she was as “bossy” as his wife and far more whin­ing when he was inat­ten­tive. But that passed safe­ly.

				Their high hour was a tramp on a ring­ing De­cem­ber af­ter­noon, through snow-drift­ed mead­ows down to the icy Chaloosa Riv­er. She was ex­ot­ic in an as­tra­chan cap and a short beaver coat; she slid on the ice and shout­ed, and he pant­ed af­ter her, ro­tund with laugh­ter. … Myra Bab­bitt nev­er slid on the ice.

				He was afraid that they would be seen to­geth­er. In Zenith it is im­pos­si­ble to lunch with a neigh­bor’s wife with­out the fact be­ing known, be­fore night­fall, in ev­ery house in your cir­cle. But Ta­nis was beau­ti­ful­ly dis­creet. How­ev­er ap­peal­ing­ly she might turn to him when they were alone, she was grave­ly de­tached when they were abroad, and he hoped that she would be tak­en for a client. Orville Jones once saw them emerg­ing from a movie the­ater, and Bab­bitt bum­bled, “Let me make you ’quaint­ed with Mrs. Judique. Now here’s a la­dy who knows the right bro­ker to come to, Orvy!” Mr. Jones, though he was a man cen­so­ri­ous of morals and of laun­dry ma­chin­ery, seemed sat­is­fied.

				His pre­dom­i­nant fear—not from any es­pe­cial fond­ness for her but from the habit of pro­pri­ety—was that his wife would learn of the af­fair. He was cer­tain that she knew noth­ing spe­cif­ic about Ta­nis, but he was al­so cer­tain that she sus­pect­ed some­thing in­def­i­nite. For years she had been bored by any­thing more af­fec­tion­ate than a farewell kiss, yet she was hurt by any slack­en­ing in his ir­ri­ta­ble pe­ri­od­ic in­ter­est, and now he had no in­ter­est; rather, a re­vul­sion. He was com­plete­ly faith­ful—to Ta­nis. He was dis­tressed by the sight of his wife’s slack plump­ness, by her puffs and bil­lows of flesh, by the tat­tered pet­ti­coat which she was al­ways mean­ing and al­ways for­get­ting to throw away. But he was aware that she, so long at­tuned to him, caught all his re­pul­sions. He elab­o­rate­ly, heav­i­ly, joc­u­lar­ly tried to check them. He couldn’t.

				They had a tol­er­a­ble Christ­mas. Ken­neth Es­cott was there, ad­mit­ted­ly en­gaged to Verona. Mrs. Bab­bitt was tear­ful and called Ken­neth her new son. Bab­bitt was wor­ried about Ted, be­cause he had ceased com­plain­ing of the State Uni­ver­si­ty and be­come sus­pi­cious­ly ac­qui­es­cent. He won­dered what the boy was plan­ning, and was too shy to ask. Him­self, Bab­bitt slipped away on Christ­mas af­ter­noon to take his present, a sil­ver cig­a­rette-box, to Ta­nis. When he re­turned Mrs. Bab­bitt asked, much too in­no­cent­ly, “Did you go out for a lit­tle fresh air?”

				“Yes, just lil drive,” he mum­bled.

				Af­ter New Year’s his wife pro­posed, “I heard from my sis­ter to­day, George. She isn’t well. I think per­haps I ought to go stay with her for a few weeks.”

				Now, Mrs. Bab­bitt was not ac­cus­tomed to leave home dur­ing the win­ter ex­cept on vi­o­lent­ly de­mand­ing oc­ca­sions, and on­ly the sum­mer be­fore, she had been gone for weeks. Nor was Bab­bitt one of the de­tach­able hus­bands who take sep­a­ra­tions ca­su­al­ly. He liked to have her there; she looked af­ter his clothes; she knew how his steak ought to be cooked; and her cluck­ing made him feel se­cure. But he could not drum up even a du­ti­ful “Oh, she doesn’t re­al­ly need you, does she?” While he tried to look re­gret­ful, while he felt that his wife was watch­ing him, he was filled with ex­ul­tant vi­sions of Ta­nis.

				“Do you think I’d bet­ter go?” she said sharply.

				“You’ve got to de­cide, hon­ey; I can’t.”

				She turned away, sigh­ing, and his fore­head was damp.

				Till she went, four days lat­er, she was cu­ri­ous­ly still, he cum­brous­ly af­fec­tion­ate. Her train left at noon. As he saw it grow small be­yond the train-shed he longed to hur­ry to Ta­nis.

				“No, by gol­ly, I won’t do that!” he vowed. “I won’t go near her for a week!”

				But he was at her flat at four.

			




				III

				He who had once con­trolled or seemed to con­trol his life in a progress unim­pas­sioned but dili­gent and sane was for that fort­night borne on a cur­rent of de­sire and very bad whisky and all the com­pli­ca­tions of new ac­quain­tances, those fu­ri­ous new in­ti­mates who de­mand so much more at­ten­tion than old friends. Each morn­ing he gloomi­ly rec­og­nized his id­io­cies of the evening be­fore. With his head throb­bing, his tongue and lips sting­ing from cig­a­rettes, he in­cred­u­lous­ly count­ed the num­ber of drinks he had tak­en, and groaned, “I got to quit!” He had ceased say­ing, “I will quit!” for how­ev­er res­o­lute he might be at dawn, he could not, for a sin­gle evening, check his drift.

				He had met Ta­nis’s friends; he had, with the ar­dent haste of the Mid­night Peo­ple, who drink and dance and rat­tle and are ev­er afraid to be silent, been adopt­ed as a mem­ber of her group, which they called “The Bunch.” He first met them af­ter a day when he had worked par­tic­u­lar­ly hard and when he hoped to be qui­et with Ta­nis and slow­ly sip her ad­mi­ra­tion.

				From down the hall he could hear shrieks and the grind of a phono­graph. As Ta­nis opened the door he saw fan­tas­tic fig­ures danc­ing in a haze of cig­a­rette smoke. The ta­bles and chairs were against the wall.

				“Oh, isn’t this dandy!” she gab­bled at him. “Car­rie Nork had the loveli­est idea. She de­cid­ed it was time for a par­ty, and she phoned the Bunch and told ’em to gath­er round. … George, this is Car­rie.”

				“Car­rie” was, in the less de­sir­able as­pects of both, at once ma­tron­ly and spin­ster­ish. She was per­haps forty; her hair was an un­con­vinc­ing ash-blond; and if her chest was flat, her hips were pon­der­ous. She greet­ed Bab­bitt with a gig­gling “Wel­come to our lit­tle midst! Ta­nis says you’re a re­al sport.”

				He was ap­par­ent­ly ex­pect­ed to dance, to be boy­ish and gay with Car­rie, and he did his un­for­giv­ing best. He towed her about the room, bump­ing in­to oth­er cou­ples, in­to the ra­di­a­tor, in­to chair-legs cun­ning­ly am­bushed. As he danced he sur­veyed the rest of the Bunch: A thin young wom­an who looked ca­pa­ble, con­ceit­ed, and sar­cas­tic. An­oth­er wom­an whom he could nev­er quite re­mem­ber. Three over­dressed and slight­ly ef­fem­i­nate young men—so­da-foun­tain clerks, or at least born for that pro­fes­sion. A man of his own age, im­mov­able, self-sat­is­fied, re­sent­ful of Bab­bitt’s pres­ence.

				When he had fin­ished his du­ti­ful dance Ta­nis took him aside and begged, “Dear, wouldn’t you like to do some­thing for me? I’m all out of booze, and the Bunch want to cel­e­brate. Couldn’t you just skip down to Healey Han­son’s and get some?”

				“Sure,” he said, try­ing not to sound sullen.

				“I’ll tell you: I’ll get Min­nie Son­ntag to drive down with you.” Ta­nis was point­ing to the thin, sar­cas­tic young wom­an.

				Miss Son­ntag greet­ed him with an as­trin­gent “How d’you do, Mr. Bab­bitt. Ta­nis tells me you’re a very prom­i­nent man, and I’m hon­ored by be­ing al­lowed to drive with you. Of course I’m not ac­cus­tomed to as­so­ci­at­ing with so­ci­ety peo­ple like you, so I don’t know how to act in such ex­alt­ed cir­cles!”

				Thus Miss Son­ntag talked all the way down to Healey Han­son’s. To her jibes he want­ed to re­ply “Oh, go to the dev­il!” but he nev­er quite nerved him­self to that rea­son­able com­ment. He was re­sent­ing the ex­is­tence of the whole Bunch. He had heard Ta­nis speak of “dar­ling Car­rie” and “Min Son­ntag—she’s so clever—you’ll adore her,” but they had nev­er been re­al to him. He had pic­tured Ta­nis as liv­ing in a rose-tint­ed vac­u­um, wait­ing for him, free of all the com­pli­ca­tions of a Flo­ral Heights.

				When they re­turned he had to en­dure the pa­tron­age of the young so­da-clerks. They were as damply friend­ly as Miss Son­ntag was dry­ly hos­tile. They called him “Old Georgie” and shout­ed, “Come on now, sport; shake a leg” … boys in belt­ed coats, pim­ply boys, as young as Ted and as flab­by as cho­rus-men, but pow­er­ful to dance and to mind the phono­graph and smoke cig­a­rettes and pa­tron­ize Ta­nis. He tried to be one of them; he cried “Good work, Pe­te!” but his voice creaked.

				Ta­nis ap­par­ent­ly en­joyed the com­pan­ion­ship of the danc­ing dar­lings; she bri­dled to their bland flir­ta­tion and ca­su­al­ly kissed them at the end of each dance. Bab­bitt hat­ed her, for the mo­ment. He saw her as mid­dle-aged. He stud­ied the wrin­kles in the soft­ness of her throat, the slack flesh be­neath her chin. The taut mus­cles of her youth were loose and droop­ing. Be­tween dances she sat in the largest chair, wav­ing her cig­a­rette, sum­mon­ing her cal­low ad­mir­ers to come and talk to her. (“She thinks she’s a bloom­ing queen!” growled Bab­bitt.) She chant­ed to Miss Son­ntag, “Isn’t my lit­tle stu­dio sweet?” (“Stu­dio, rats! It’s a plain old-maid-and-chow-dog flat! Oh, God, I wish I was home! I won­der if I can’t make a get­away now?”)

				His vi­sion grew blurred, how­ev­er, as he ap­plied him­self to Healey Han­son’s raw but vig­or­ous whisky. He blend­ed with the Bunch. He be­gan to re­joice that Car­rie Nork and Pe­te, the most near­ly in­tel­li­gent of the nim­ble youths, seemed to like him; and it was enor­mous­ly im­por­tant to win over the surly old­er man, who proved to be a rail­way clerk named Ful­ton Be­mis.

				The con­ver­sa­tion of the Bunch was ex­clam­a­to­ry, high-col­ored, full of ref­er­ences to peo­ple whom Bab­bitt did not know. Ap­par­ent­ly they thought very com­fort­ably of them­selves. They were the Bunch, wise and beau­ti­ful and amus­ing; they were Bo­hemi­ans and ur­ban­ites, ac­cus­tomed to all the lux­u­ries of Zenith: dance-halls, movie-the­aters, and road­hous­es; and in a cyn­i­cal su­pe­ri­or­i­ty to peo­ple who were “slow” or “tight­wad” they cack­led:

				“Oh, Pe­te, did I tell you what that dub of a cashier said when I came in late yes­ter­day? Oh, it was per‑fect‑ly price­less!”

				“Oh, but wasn’t T. D. stewed! Say, he was sim­ply os­si­fied! What did Gladys say to him?”

				“Think of the nerve of Bob Bick­er­staff try­ing to get us to come to his house! Say, the nerve of him! Can you beat it for nerve? Some nerve I call it!”

				“Did you no­tice how Dot­ty was danc­ing? Gee, wasn’t she the lim­it!”

				Bab­bitt was to be heard sonorous­ly agree­ing with the once-hat­ed Miss Min­nie Son­ntag that per­sons who let a night go by with­out danc­ing to jazz mu­sic were crabs, pik­ers, and poor fish; and he roared “You bet!” when Mrs. Car­rie Nork gur­gled, “Don’t you love to sit on the floor? It’s so Bo­hemi­an!” He be­gan to think ex­treme­ly well of the Bunch. When he men­tioned his friends Sir Ger­ald Doak, Lord Wycombe, William Wash­ing­ton Eathorne, and Chum Frink, he was proud of their con­de­scend­ing in­ter­est. He got so thor­ough­ly in­to the jo­cund spir­it that he didn’t much mind see­ing Ta­nis droop­ing against the shoul­der of the youngest and milki­est of the young men, and he him­self de­sired to hold Car­rie Nork’s pulpy hand, and dropped it on­ly be­cause Ta­nis looked an­gry.

				When he went home, at two, he was ful­ly a mem­ber of the Bunch, and all the week there­after he was bound by the ex­ceed­ing­ly strait­ened con­ven­tions, the ex­ceed­ing­ly wear­ing de­mands, of their life of plea­sure and free­dom. He had to go to their par­ties; he was in­volved in the ag­i­ta­tion when ev­ery­body tele­phoned to ev­ery­body else that she hadn’t meant what she’d said when she’d said that, and any­way, why was Pe­te go­ing around say­ing she’d said it?

				Nev­er was a Fam­i­ly more in­sis­tent on learn­ing one an­oth­er’s move­ments than were the Bunch. All of them vol­ubly knew, or in­dig­nant­ly de­sired to know, where all the oth­ers had been ev­ery minute of the week. Bab­bitt found him­self ex­plain­ing to Car­rie or Ful­ton Be­mis just what he had been do­ing that he should not have joined them till ten o’clock, and apol­o­giz­ing for hav­ing gone to din­ner with a busi­ness ac­quain­tance.

				Ev­ery mem­ber of the Bunch was ex­pect­ed to tele­phone to ev­ery oth­er mem­ber at least once a week. “Why haven’t you called me up?” Bab­bitt was asked ac­cus­ing­ly, not on­ly by Ta­nis and Car­rie but present­ly by new an­cient friends, Jen­nie and Capi­toli­na and Toots.

				If for a mo­ment he had seen Ta­nis as with­er­ing and sen­ti­men­tal, he lost that im­pres­sion at Car­rie Nork’s dance. Mrs. Nork had a large house and a small hus­band. To her par­ty came all of the Bunch, per­haps thir­ty-five of them when they were com­plete­ly mo­bi­lized. Bab­bitt, un­der the name of “Old Georgie,” was now a pi­o­neer of the Bunch, since each month it changed half its mem­ber­ship and he who could re­call the pre­his­toric days of a fort­night ago, be­fore Mrs. Ab­solom, the food-demon­stra­tor, had gone to In­di­anapo­lis, and Mac had “got sore at” Min­nie, was a ven­er­a­ble lead­er and able to con­de­scend to new Pe­tes and Min­nies and Gladyses.

				At Car­rie’s, Ta­nis did not have to work at be­ing host­ess. She was dig­ni­fied and sure, a clear fine fig­ure in the black chif­fon frock he had al­ways loved; and in the wider spa­ces of that ug­ly house Bab­bitt was able to sit qui­et­ly with her. He re­pent­ed of his first re­vul­sion, mooned at her feet, and hap­pi­ly drove her home. Next day he bought a vi­o­lent yel­low tie, to make him­self young for her. He knew, a lit­tle sad­ly, that he could not make him­self beau­ti­ful; he be­held him­self as heavy, hint­ing of fat­ness, but he danced, he dressed, he chat­tered, to be as young as she was … as young as she seemed to be.

			




				IV

				As all con­verts, whether to a re­li­gion, love, or gar­den­ing, find as by mag­ic that though hith­er­to these hob­bies have not seemed to ex­ist, now the whole world is filled with their fury, so, once he was con­vert­ed to dis­si­pa­tion, Bab­bitt dis­cov­ered agree­able op­por­tu­ni­ties for it ev­ery­where.

				He had a new view of his sport­ing neigh­bor, Sam Dop­pel­brau. The Dop­pel­braus were re­spectable peo­ple, in­dus­tri­ous peo­ple, pros­per­ous peo­ple, whose ide­al of hap­pi­ness was an eter­nal cabaret. Their life was dom­i­nat­ed by sub­ur­ban bac­cha­na­lia of al­co­hol, nico­tine, gaso­line, and kiss­es. They and their set worked ca­pa­bly all the week, and all week looked for­ward to Sat­ur­day night, when they would, as they ex­pressed it, “throw a par­ty;” and the thrown par­ty grew nois­i­er and nois­i­er up to Sun­day dawn, and usu­al­ly in­clud­ed an ex­treme­ly rapid mo­tor ex­pe­di­tion to nowhere in par­tic­u­lar.

				One evening when Ta­nis was at the the­ater, Bab­bitt found him­self be­ing live­ly with the Dop­pel­braus, pledg­ing friend­ship with men whom he had for years priv­i­ly de­nounced to Mrs. Bab­bitt as a “rot­ten bunch of tin-horns that I wouldn’t go out with, not if they were the last peo­ple on earth.” That evening he had sulk­i­ly come home and poked about in front of the house, chip­ping off the walk the ice-clots, like fos­sil foot­prints, made by the steps of passers­by dur­ing the re­cent snow. Howard Lit­tle­field came up snuf­fling.

				“Still a wid­ow­er, George?”

				“Yump. Cold again tonight.”

				“What do you hear from the wife?”

				“She’s feel­ing fine, but her sis­ter is still pret­ty sick.”

				“Say, bet­ter come in and have din­ner with us tonight, George.”

				“Oh—oh, thanks. Have to go out.”

				Sud­den­ly he could not en­dure Lit­tle­field’s recitals of the more in­ter­est­ing sta­tis­tics about to­tal­ly un­in­ter­est­ing prob­lems. He scraped at the walk and grunt­ed.

				Sam Dop­pel­brau ap­peared.

				“Evenin’, Bab­bitt. Work­ing hard?”

				“Yuh, lil ex­er­cise.”

				“Cold enough for you tonight?”

				“Well, just about.”

				“Still a wid­ow­er?”

				“Uh-huh.”

				“Say, Bab­bitt, while she’s away—I know you don’t care much for booze-fights, but the Mis­sus and I’d be aw­ful­ly glad if you could come in some night. Think you could stand a good cock­tail for once?”

				“Stand it? Young fel­la, I bet old Un­cle George can mix the best cock­tail in these Unit­ed States!”

				“Hur­ray! That’s the way to talk! Look here: There’s some folks com­ing to the house tonight, Lou­et­ta Swan­son and some oth­er live ones, and I’m go­ing to open up a bot­tle of pre­war gin, and maybe we’ll dance a while. Why don’t you drop in and jazz it up a lit­tle, just for a change?”

				“Well—What time they com­ing?”

				He was at Sam Dop­pel­brau’s at nine. It was the third time he had en­tered the house. By ten he was call­ing Mr. Dop­pel­brau “Sam, old hoss.”

				At eleven they all drove out to the Old Farm Inn. Bab­bitt sat in the back of Dop­pel­brau’s car with Lou­et­ta Swan­son. Once he had tim­o­rous­ly tried to make love to her. Now he did not try; he mere­ly made love; and Lou­et­ta dropped her head on his shoul­der, told him what a nag­ger Ed­die was, and ac­cept­ed Bab­bitt as a de­cent and well-trained lib­er­tine.

				With the as­sis­tance of Ta­nis’s Bunch, the Dop­pel­braus, and oth­er com­pan­ions in for­get­ful­ness, there was not an evening for two weeks when he did not re­turn home late and shaky. With his oth­er fac­ul­ties blurred he yet had the mo­torist’s gift of be­ing able to drive when he could scarce walk; of slow­ing down at cor­ners and al­low­ing for ap­proach­ing cars. He came wambling in­to the house. If Verona and Ken­neth Es­cott were about, he got past them with a hasty greet­ing, hor­ri­bly aware of their lev­el young glances, and hid him­self up­stairs. He found when he came in­to the warm house that he was hazier than he had be­lieved. His head whirled. He dared not lie down. He tried to soak out the al­co­hol in a hot bath. For the mo­ment his head was clear­er but when he moved about the bath­room his cal­cu­la­tions of dis­tance were wrong, so that he dragged down the tow­els, and knocked over the soap-dish with a clat­ter which, he feared, would be­tray him to the chil­dren. Chilly in his dress­ing-gown he tried to read the evening pa­per. He could fol­low ev­ery word; he seemed to take in the sense of things; but a minute af­ter­ward he could not have told what he had been read­ing. When he went to bed his brain flew in cir­cles, and he hasti­ly sat up, strug­gling for self-con­trol. At last he was able to lie still, feel­ing on­ly a lit­tle sick and dizzy—and enor­mous­ly ashamed. To hide his “con­di­tion” from his own chil­dren! To have danced and shout­ed with peo­ple whom he de­spised! To have said fool­ish things, sung id­i­ot­ic songs, tried to kiss sil­ly girls! In­cred­u­lous­ly he re­mem­bered that he had by his roar­ing fa­mil­iar­i­ty with them laid him­self open to the pa­tron­iz­ing of youths whom he would have kicked out of his of­fice; that by danc­ing too ar­dent­ly he had ex­posed him­self to re­bukes from the rat­ti­est of with­er­ing wom­en. As it came re­lent­less­ly back to him he snarled, “I hate my­self! God how I hate my­self!” But, he raged, “I’m through! No more! Had enough, plen­ty!”

				He was even sur­er about it the morn­ing af­ter, when he was try­ing to be grave and pa­ter­nal with his daugh­ters at break­fast. At noon­time he was less sure. He did not de­ny that he had been a fool; he saw it al­most as clear­ly as at mid­night; but any­thing, he strug­gled, was bet­ter than go­ing back to a life of bar­ren hearti­ness. At four he want­ed a drink. He kept a whisky flask in his desk now, and af­ter two min­utes of bat­tle he had his drink. Three drinks lat­er he be­gan to see the Bunch as ten­der and amus­ing friends, and by six he was with them … and the tale was to be told all over.

				Each morn­ing his head ached a lit­tle less. A bad head for drinks had been his safe­guard, but the safe­guard was crum­bling. Present­ly he could be drunk at dawn, yet not feel par­tic­u­lar­ly wretch­ed in his con­science—or in his stom­ach—when he awoke at eight. No re­gret, no de­sire to es­cape the toil of keep­ing up with the ar­du­ous mer­ri­ment of the Bunch, was so great as his feel­ing of so­cial in­fe­ri­or­i­ty when he failed to keep up. To be the “livest” of them was as much his am­bi­tion now as it had been to ex­cel at mak­ing mon­ey, at play­ing golf, at mo­tor-driv­ing, at or­a­to­ry, at climb­ing to the McK­elvey set. But oc­ca­sion­al­ly he failed.

				He found that Pe­te and the oth­er young men con­sid­ered the Bunch too aus­tere­ly po­lite and the Car­rie who mere­ly kissed be­hind doors too em­bar­rass­ing­ly monogam­ic. As Bab­bitt sneaked from Flo­ral Heights down to the Bunch, so the young gal­lants sneaked from the pro­pri­eties of the Bunch off to “times” with bounc­ing young wom­en whom they picked up in de­part­ment stores and at ho­tel coa­t­rooms. Once Bab­bitt tried to ac­com­pa­ny them. There was a mo­tor car, a bot­tle of whisky, and for him a grub­by shriek­ing cash-girl from Parcher and Stein’s. He sat be­side her and wor­ried. He was ap­par­ent­ly ex­pect­ed to “jol­ly her along,” but when she sang out, “Hey, leg­go, quit crush­ing me cootie-garage,” he did not quite know how to go on. They sat in the back room of a sa­loon, and Bab­bitt had a headache, was con­fused by their new slang, looked at them benev­o­lent­ly, want­ed to go home, and had a drink—a good many drinks.

				Two evenings af­ter, Ful­ton Be­mis, the surly old­er man of the Bunch, took Bab­bitt aside and grunt­ed, “Look here, it’s none of my busi­ness, and God knows I al­ways lap up my share of the hootch, but don’t you think you bet­ter watch your­self? You’re one of these en­thu­si­as­tic chumps that al­ways over­do things. D’ you re­al­ize you’re throw­ing in the booze as fast as you can, and you eat one cig­a­rette right af­ter an­oth­er? Bet­ter cut it out for a while.”

				Bab­bitt tear­ful­ly said that good old Fult was a prince, and yes, he cer­tain­ly would cut it out, and there­after he light­ed a cig­a­rette and took a drink and had a ter­rif­ic quar­rel with Ta­nis when she caught him be­ing af­fec­tion­ate with Car­rie Nork.

				Next morn­ing he hat­ed him­self that he should have sunk in­to a po­si­tion where a fif­teenth-rater like Ful­ton Be­mis could re­buke him. He per­ceived that, since he was mak­ing love to ev­ery wom­an pos­si­ble, Ta­nis was no longer his one pure star, and he won­dered whether she had ev­er been any­thing more to him than A Wom­an. And if Be­mis had spo­ken to him, were oth­er peo­ple talk­ing about him? He sus­pi­cious­ly watched the men at the Ath­let­ic Club that noon. It seemed to him that they were un­easy. They had been talk­ing about him then? He was an­gry. He be­came bel­liger­ent. He not on­ly de­fend­ed Seneca Doane but even made fun of the Y.M.C.A. Vir­gil Gunch was rather brief in his an­swers.

				Af­ter­ward Bab­bitt was not an­gry. He was afraid. He did not go to the next lunch of the Boost­ers’ Club but hid in a cheap restau­rant, and, while he munched a ham-and-egg sand­wich and sipped cof­fee from a cup on the arm of his chair, he wor­ried.

				Four days lat­er, when the Bunch were hav­ing one of their best par­ties, Bab­bitt drove them to the skat­ing-rink which had been laid out on the Chaloosa Riv­er. Af­ter a thaw the streets had frozen in smooth ice. Down those wide end­less streets the wind rat­tled be­tween the rows of wood­en hous­es, and the whole Belle­vue dis­trict seemed a fron­tier town. Even with skid chains on all four wheels, Bab­bitt was afraid of slid­ing, and when he came to the long slide of a hill he crawled down, both brakes on. Slew­ing round a cor­ner came a less cau­tious car. It skid­ded, it al­most raked them with its rear fend­ers. In re­lief at their es­cape the Bunch—Ta­nis, Min­nie Son­ntag, Pe­te, Ful­ton Be­mis—shout­ed “Oh, ba­by,” and waved their hands to the ag­i­tat­ed oth­er driv­er. Then Bab­bitt saw Pro­fes­sor Pumphrey la­bo­ri­ous­ly crawl­ing up hill, afoot, Star­ing owlish­ly at the rev­el­ers. He was sure that Pumphrey rec­og­nized him and saw Ta­nis kiss him as she crowed, “You’re such a good driv­er!”

				At lunch next day he probed Pumphrey with “Out last night with my broth­er and some friends of his. Gosh, what driv­ing! Slip­pery ’s glass. Thought I saw you hik­ing up the Belle­vue Av­enue Hill.”

				“No, I wasn’t—I didn’t see you,” said Pumphrey, hasti­ly, rather guilti­ly.

				Per­haps two days af­ter­ward Bab­bitt took Ta­nis to lunch at the Ho­tel Thorn­leigh. She who had seemed well con­tent to wait for him at her flat had be­gun to hint with melan­choly smiles that he must think but lit­tle of her if he nev­er in­tro­duced her to his friends, if he was un­will­ing to be seen with her ex­cept at the movies. He thought of tak­ing her to the “ladies’ an­nex” of the Ath­let­ic Club, but that was too dan­ger­ous. He would have to in­tro­duce her and, oh, peo­ple might mis­un­der­stand and—He com­pro­mised on the Thorn­leigh.

				She was un­usu­al­ly smart, all in black: small black tri­corne hat, short black carac­ul coat, loose and swing­ing, and aus­tere high-necked black vel­vet frock at a time when most street cos­tumes were like evening gowns. Per­haps she was too smart. Ev­ery­one in the gold and oak restau­rant of the Thorn­leigh was star­ing at her as Bab­bitt fol­lowed her to a ta­ble. He un­easi­ly hoped that the head­wait­er would give them a dis­creet place be­hind a pil­lar, but they were sta­tioned on the cen­ter aisle. Ta­nis seemed not to no­tice her ad­mir­ers; she smiled at Bab­bitt with a lav­ish “Oh, isn’t this nice! What a pep­py-look­ing or­ches­tra!” Bab­bitt had dif­fi­cul­ty in be­ing lav­ish in re­turn, for two ta­bles away he saw Vir­gil Gunch. All through the meal Gunch watched them, while Bab­bitt watched him­self be­ing watched and lugubri­ous­ly tried to keep from spoil­ing Ta­nis’s gai­ety. “I felt like a spree to­day,” she rip­pled. “I love the Thorn­leigh, don’t you? It’s so live and yet so—so re­fined.”

				He made talk about the Thorn­leigh, the ser­vice, the food, the peo­ple he rec­og­nized in the restau­rant, all but Vir­gil Gunch. There did not seem to be any­thing else to talk of. He smiled con­sci­en­tious­ly at her flut­ter­ing jests; he agreed with her that Min­nie Son­ntag was “so hard to get along with,” and young Pe­te “such a sil­ly lazy kid, re­al­ly just no good at all.” But he him­self had noth­ing to say. He con­sid­ered telling her his wor­ries about Gunch, but—“oh, gosh, it was too much work to go in­to the whole thing and ex­plain about Verg and ev­ery­thing.”

				He was re­lieved when he put Ta­nis on a trol­ley; he was cheer­ful in the fa­mil­iar sim­plic­i­ties of his of­fice.

				At four o’clock Vir­gil Gunch called on him.

				Bab­bitt was ag­i­tat­ed, but Gunch be­gan in a friend­ly way:

				“How’s the boy? Say, some of us are get­ting up a scheme we’d kind of like to have you come in on.”

				“Fine, Verg. Shoot.”

				“You know dur­ing the war we had the Un­de­sir­able El­e­ment, the Reds and walk­ing del­e­gates and just the plain com­mon grouch­es, dead to rights, and so did we for quite a while af­ter the war, but folks for­get about the dan­ger and that gives these cranks a chance to be­gin work­ing un­der­ground again, es­pe­cial­ly a lot of these par­lor so­cial­ists. Well, it’s up to the folks that do a lit­tle sound think­ing to make a con­scious ef­fort to keep buck­ing these fel­lows. Some guy back East has or­ga­nized a so­ci­ety called the Good Cit­i­zens’ League for just that pur­pose. Of course the Cham­ber of Com­merce and the Amer­i­can Le­gion and so on do a fine work in keep­ing the de­cent peo­ple in the sad­dle, but they’re de­vot­ed to so many oth­er caus­es that they can’t at­tend to this one prob­lem prop­er­ly. But the Good Cit­i­zens’ League, the G.C.L., they stick right to it. Oh, the G.C.L. has to have some oth­er os­ten­si­ble pur­pos­es—frin­stance here in Zenith I think it ought to sup­port the park-ex­ten­sion project and the City Plan­ning Com­mit­tee—and then, too, it should have a so­cial as­pect, be­ing made up of the best peo­ple—have dances and so on, es­pe­cial­ly as one of the best ways it can put the ki­bosh on cranks is to ap­ply this so­cial boy­cott busi­ness to folks big enough so you can’t reach ’em oth­er­wise. Then if that don’t work, the G.C.L. can fi­nal­ly send a lit­tle del­e­ga­tion around to in­form folks that get too flip that they got to con­form to de­cent stan­dards and quit shoot­ing off their mouths so free. Don’t it sound like the or­ga­ni­za­tion could do a great work? We’ve al­ready got some of the strong­est men in town, and of course we want you in. How about it?”

				Bab­bitt was un­com­fort­able. He felt a com­pul­sion back to all the stan­dards he had so vague­ly yet so des­per­ate­ly been flee­ing. He fum­bled:

				“I sup­pose you’d es­pe­cial­ly light on fel­lows like Seneca Doane and try to make ’em—”

				“You bet your sweet life we would! Look here, old Georgie: I’ve nev­er for one mo­ment be­lieved you meant it when you’ve de­fend­ed Doane, and the strik­ers and so on, at the Club. I knew you were sim­ply kid­ding those poor ga­loots like Sid Finkel­stein. … At least I cer­tain­ly hope you were kid­ding!”

				“Oh, well—sure—Course you might say—” Bab­bitt was con­scious of how fee­ble he sound­ed, con­scious of Gunch’s ma­ture and re­lent­less eye. “Gosh, you know where I stand! I’m no la­bor ag­i­ta­tor! I’m a busi­ness man, first, last, and all the time! But—but hon­est­ly, I don’t think Doane means so bad­ly, and you got to re­mem­ber he’s an old friend of mine.”

				“George, when it comes right down to a strug­gle be­tween de­cen­cy and the se­cu­ri­ty of our homes on the one hand, and red ru­in and those lazy dogs plot­ting for free beer on the oth­er, you got to give up even old friend­ships. ‘He that is not with me is against me.’ ”

				“Ye-es, I sup­pose—”

				“How about it? Go­ing to join us in the Good Cit­i­zens’ League?”

				“I’ll have to think it over, Verg.”

				“All right, just as you say.” Bab­bitt was re­lieved to be let off so eas­i­ly, but Gunch went on: “George, I don’t know what’s come over you; none of us do; and we’ve talked a lot about you. For a while we fig­ured out you’d been up­set by what hap­pened to poor Ries­ling, and we for­gave you for any fool thing you said, but that’s old stuff now, George, and we can’t make out what’s got in­to you. Per­son­al­ly, I’ve al­ways de­fend­ed you, but I must say it’s get­ting too much for me. All the boys at the Ath­let­ic Club and the Boost­ers’ are sore, the way you go on de­lib­er­ate­ly tout­ing Doane and his bunch of hell­hounds, and talk­ing about be­ing lib­er­al—which means be­ing wishy-washy—and even say­ing this preach­er guy In­gram isn’t a pro­fes­sion­al free-love artist. And then the way you been car­ry­ing on per­son­al­ly! Joe Pumphrey says he saw you out the oth­er night with a gang of tot­ties, all stewed to the gills, and here to­day com­ing right in­to the Thorn­leigh with a—well, she may be all right and a per­fect la­dy, but she cer­tain­ly did look like a pret­ty gay skirt for a fel­low with his wife out of town to be tak­ing to lunch. Didn’t look well. What the dev­il has come over you, George?”

				“Strikes me there’s a lot of fel­lows that know more about my per­son­al busi­ness than I do my­self!”

				“Now don’t go get­ting sore at me be­cause I come out flat­foot­ed like a friend and say what I think in­stead of tat­tling be­hind your back, the way a whole lot of ’em do. I tell you George, you got a po­si­tion in the com­mu­ni­ty, and the com­mu­ni­ty ex­pects you to live up to it. And—Bet­ter think over join­ing the Good Cit­i­zens’ League. See you about it lat­er.”

				He was gone.

				That evening Bab­bitt dined alone. He saw all the Clan of Good Fel­lows peer­ing through the restau­rant win­dow, spy­ing on him. Fear sat be­side him, and he told him­self that tonight he would not go to Ta­nis’s flat; and he did not go … till late.

			


		
			Chapter XXX

			
				I

				The sum­mer be­fore, Mrs. Bab­bitt’s let­ters had crack­led with de­sire to re­turn to Zenith. Now they said noth­ing of re­turn­ing, but a wist­ful “I sup­pose ev­ery­thing is go­ing on all right with­out me” among her dry chron­i­cles of weath­er and sick­ness­es hint­ed to Bab­bitt that he hadn’t been very ur­gent about her com­ing. He wor­ried it:

				“If she were here, and I went on rais­ing cain like I been do­ing, she’d have a fit. I got to get hold of my­self. I got to learn to play around and yet not make a fool of my­self. I can do it, too, if folks like Verg Gunch’ll let me alone, and Myra’ll stay away. But—poor kid, she sounds lone­ly. Lord, I don’t want to hurt her!”

				Im­pul­sive­ly he wrote that they missed her, and her next let­ter said hap­pi­ly that she was com­ing home.

				He per­suad­ed him­self that he was ea­ger to see her. He bought ros­es for the house, he or­dered squab for din­ner, he had the car cleaned and pol­ished. All the way home from the sta­tion with her he was ad­e­quate in his ac­counts of Ted’s suc­cess in bas­ket­ball at the uni­ver­si­ty, but be­fore they reached Flo­ral Heights there was noth­ing more to say, and al­ready he felt the force of her sto­lid­i­ty, won­dered whether he could re­main a good hus­band and still sneak out of the house this evening for half an hour with the Bunch. When he had housed the car he blun­dered up­stairs, in­to the fa­mil­iar tal­cum-scent­ed warmth of her pres­ence, blar­ing, “Help you un­pack your bag?”

				“No, I can do it.”

				Slow­ly she turned, hold­ing up a small box, and slow­ly she said, “I brought you a present, just a new cigar-case. I don’t know if you’d care to have it—”

				She was the lone­ly girl, the brown ap­peal­ing Myra Thomp­son, whom he had mar­ried, and he al­most wept for pity as he kissed her and be­sought, “Oh, hon­ey, hon­ey, care to have it? Of course I do! I’m aw­ful proud you brought it to me. And I need­ed a new case bad­ly.”

				He won­dered how he would get rid of the case he had bought the week be­fore.

				“And you re­al­ly are glad to see me back?”

				“Why, you poor kid­dy, what you been wor­ry­ing about?”

				“Well, you didn’t seem to miss me very much.”

				By the time he had fin­ished his stint of ly­ing they were firm­ly bound again. By ten that evening it seemed im­prob­a­ble that she had ev­er been away. There was but one dif­fer­ence: the prob­lem of re­main­ing a re­spectable hus­band, a Flo­ral Heights hus­band, yet see­ing Ta­nis and the Bunch with fre­quen­cy. He had promised to tele­phone to Ta­nis that evening, and now it was melo­dra­mat­i­cal­ly im­pos­si­ble. He prowled about the tele­phone, im­pul­sive­ly thrust­ing out a hand to lift the re­ceiv­er, but nev­er quite dar­ing to risk it. Nor could he find a rea­son for slip­ping down to the drug store on Smith Street, with its tele­phone-booth. He was laden with re­spon­si­bil­i­ty till he threw it off with the spec­u­la­tion: “Why the deuce should I fret so about not be­ing able to phone Ta­nis? She can get along with­out me. I don’t owe her any­thing. She’s a fine girl, but I’ve giv­en her just as much as she has me. … Oh, damn these wom­en and the way they get you all tied up in com­pli­ca­tions!”

			




				II

				For a week he was at­ten­tive to his wife, took her to the the­ater, to din­ner at the Lit­tle­fields’; then the old weary dodg­ing and shift­ing be­gan and at least two evenings a week he spent with the Bunch. He still made pre­tense of go­ing to the Elks and to com­mit­tee-meet­ings but less and less did he trou­ble to have his ex­cus­es in­ter­est­ing, less and less did she af­fect to be­lieve them. He was cer­tain that she knew he was as­so­ci­at­ing with what Flo­ral Heights called “a sporty crowd,” yet nei­ther of them ac­knowl­edged it. In mat­ri­mo­ni­al ge­og­ra­phy the dis­tance be­tween the first mute recog­ni­tion of a break and the ad­mis­sion there­of is as great as the dis­tance be­tween the first naive faith and the first doubt­ing.

				As he be­gan to drift away he al­so be­gan to see her as a hu­man be­ing, to like and dis­like her in­stead of ac­cept­ing her as a com­par­a­tive­ly mov­able part of the fur­ni­ture, and he com­pas­sion­at­ed that hus­band-and-wife re­la­tion which, in twen­ty-five years of mar­ried life, had be­come a sep­a­rate and re­al en­ti­ty. He re­called their high lights: the sum­mer va­ca­tion in Vir­ginia mead­ows un­der the blue wall of the moun­tains; their mo­tor tour through Ohio, and the ex­plo­ration of Cleve­land, Cincin­nati, and Colum­bus; the birth of Verona; their build­ing of this new house, planned to com­fort them through a hap­py old age—chok­ing­ly they had said that it might be the last home ei­ther of them would ev­er have. Yet his most soft­en­ing re­mem­brance of these dear mo­ments did not keep him from bark­ing at din­ner, “Yep, go­ing out f’ few hours. Don’t sit up for me.”

				He did not dare now to come home drunk, and though he re­joiced in his re­turn to high moral­i­ty and spoke with grav­i­ty to Pe­te and Ful­ton Be­mis about their drink­ing, he prick­led at Myra’s un­ex­pressed crit­i­cisms and sulk­i­ly med­i­tat­ed that a “fel­low couldn’t ev­er learn to han­dle him­self if he was al­ways bossed by a lot of wom­en.”

				He no longer won­dered if Ta­nis wasn’t a bit worn and sen­ti­men­tal. In con­trast to the com­pla­cent Myra he saw her as swift and air­borne and ra­di­ant, a fire-spir­it ten­der­ly stoop­ing to the hearth, and how­ev­er piti­ful­ly he brood­ed on his wife, he longed to be with Ta­nis.

				Then Mrs. Bab­bitt tore the de­cent cloak from her un­hap­pi­ness and the as­tound­ed male dis­cov­ered that she was hav­ing a small de­ter­mined re­bel­lion of her own.

			




				III

				They were be­side the fire­less fire­place, in the evening.

				“Georgie,” she said, “you haven’t giv­en me the list of your house­hold ex­pens­es while I was away.”

				“No, I—Haven’t made it out yet.” Very af­fa­bly: “Gosh, we must try to keep down ex­pens­es this year.”

				“That’s so. I don’t know where all the mon­ey goes to. I try to econ­o­mize, but it just seems to evap­o­rate.”

				“I sup­pose I oughtn’t to spend so much on cigars. Don’t know but what I’ll cut down my smok­ing, maybe cut it out en­tire­ly. I was think­ing of a good way to do it, the oth­er day: start on these cubeb cig­a­rettes, and they’d kind of dis­gust me with smok­ing.”

				“Oh, I do wish you would! It isn’t that I care, but hon­est­ly, George, it is so bad for you to smoke so much. Don’t you think you could re­duce the amount? And George—I no­tice now, when you come home from these lodges and all, that some­times you smell of whisky. Dearie, you know I don’t wor­ry so much about the moral side of it, but you have a weak stom­ach and you can’t stand all this drink­ing.”

				“Weak stom­ach, hell! I guess I can car­ry my booze about as well as most folks!”

				“Well, I do think you ought to be care­ful. Don’t you see, dear, I don’t want you to get sick.”

				“Sick, rats! I’m not a ba­by! I guess I ain’t go­ing to get sick just be­cause maybe once a week I shoot a high­ball! That’s the trou­ble with wom­en. They al­ways ex­ag­ger­ate so.”

				“George, I don’t think you ought to talk that way when I’m just speak­ing for your own good.”

				“I know, but gosh all fish­hooks, that’s the trou­ble with wom­en! They’re al­ways crit­i­ciz­ing and com­ment­ing and bring­ing things up, and then they say it’s ‘for your own good’!”

				“Why, George, that’s not a nice way to talk, to an­swer me so short.”

				“Well, I didn’t mean to an­swer short, but gosh, talk­ing as if I was a kinder­garten brat, not able to tote one high­ball with­out call­ing for the St. Mary’s am­bu­lance! A fine idea you must have of me!”

				“Oh, it isn’t that; it’s just—I don’t want to see you get sick and—My, I didn’t know it was so late! Don’t for­get to give me those house­hold ac­counts for the time while I was away.”

				“Oh, thun­der, what’s the use of tak­ing the trou­ble to make ’em out now? Let’s just skip ’em for that pe­ri­od.”

				“Why, George Bab­bitt, in all the years we’ve been mar­ried we’ve nev­er failed to keep a com­plete ac­count of ev­ery pen­ny we’ve spent!”

				“No. Maybe that’s the trou­ble with us.”

				“What in the world do you mean?”

				“Oh, I don’t mean any­thing, on­ly—Some­times I get so darn sick and tired of all this rou­tine and the ac­count­ing at the of­fice and ex­pens­es at home and fuss­ing and stew­ing and fret­ting and wear­ing my­self out wor­ry­ing over a lot of junk that doesn’t re­al­ly mean a dog­gone thing, and be­ing so care­ful and—Good Lord, what do you think I’m made for? I could have been a darn good or­a­tor, and here I fuss and fret and wor­ry—”

				“Don’t you sup­pose I ev­er get tired of fuss­ing? I get so bored with or­der­ing three meals a day, three hun­dred and six­ty-five days a year, and ru­in­ing my eyes over that hor­rid sewing-ma­chine, and look­ing af­ter your clothes and Rone’s and Ted’s and Tin­ka’s and ev­ery­body’s, and the laun­dry, and darn­ing socks, and go­ing down to the Pig­gly Wig­gly to mar­ket, and bring­ing my bas­ket home to save mon­ey on the cash-and-car­ry and—ev­ery­thing!”

				“Well, gosh,” with a cer­tain as­ton­ish­ment, “I sup­pose maybe you do! But talk about—Here I have to be in the of­fice ev­ery sin­gle day, while you can go out all af­ter­noon and see folks and vis­it with the neigh­bors and do any blinkin’ thing you want to!”

				“Yes, and a fine lot of good that does me! Just talk­ing over the same old things with the same old crowd, while you have all sorts of in­ter­est­ing peo­ple com­ing in to see you at the of­fice.”

				“In­ter­est­ing! Cranky old dames that want to know why I haven’t rent­ed their dear pre­cious homes for about sev­en times their val­ue, and bunch of old crabs pan­ning the ev­er­last­ing day­lights out of me be­cause they don’t re­ceive ev­ery cent of their rentals by three G.M. on the sec­ond of the month! Sure! In­ter­est­ing! Just as in­ter­est­ing as the small pox!”

				“Now, George, I will not have you shout­ing at me that way!”

				“Well, it gets my goat the way wom­en fig­ure out that a man doesn’t do a darn thing but sit on his chair and have lovey-dovey con­fer­ences with a lot of classy dames and give ’em the glad eye!”

				“I guess you man­age to give them a glad enough eye when they do come in.”

				“What do you mean? Mean I’m chas­ing flap­pers?”

				“I should hope not—at your age!”

				“Now you look here! You may not be­lieve it—Of course all you see is fat lit­tle Georgie Bab­bitt. Sure! Handy man around the house! Fix­es the fur­nace when the fur­nace-man doesn’t show up, and pays the bills, but dull, aw­ful dull! Well, you may not be­lieve it, but there’s some wom­en that think old George Bab­bitt isn’t such a bad scout! They think he’s not so bad-look­ing, not so bad that it hurts any­way, and he’s got a pret­ty good line of guff, and some even think he shakes a darn wicked Walkover at danc­ing!”

				“Yes.” She spoke slow­ly. “I haven’t much doubt that when I’m away you man­age to find peo­ple who prop­er­ly ap­pre­ci­ate you.”

				“Well, I just mean—” he protest­ed, with a sound of de­nial. Then he was an­gered in­to se­mi-hon­esty. “You bet I do! I find plen­ty of folks, and dog­gone nice ones, that don’t think I’m a weak-stom­ached ba­by!”

				“That’s ex­act­ly what I was say­ing! You can run around with any­body you please, but I’m sup­posed to sit here and wait for you. You have the chance to get all sorts of cul­ture and ev­ery­thing, and I just stay home—”

				“Well, gosh almighty, there’s noth­ing to pre­vent your read­ing books and go­ing to lec­tures and all that junk, is there?”

				“George, I told you, I won’t have you shout­ing at me like that! I don’t know what’s come over you. You nev­er used to speak to me in this cranky way.”

				“I didn’t mean to sound cranky, but gosh, it cer­tain­ly makes me sore to get the blame be­cause you don’t keep up with things.”

				“I’m go­ing to! Will you help me?”

				“Sure. Any­thing I can do to help you in the cul­ture-grab­bing line—yours to oblige, G. F. Bab­bitt.”

				“Very well then, I want you to go to Mrs. Mudge’s New Thought meet­ing with me, next Sun­day af­ter­noon.”

				“Mrs. Who’s which?”

				“Mrs. Opal Emer­son Mudge. The field-lec­tur­er for the Amer­i­can New Thought League. She’s go­ing to speak on ‘Cul­ti­vat­ing the Sun Spir­it’ be­fore the League of the High­er Il­lu­mi­na­tion, at the Thorn­leigh.”

				“Oh, punk! New Thought! Hashed thought with a poached egg! ‘Cul­ti­vat­ing the—’ It sounds like ‘Why is a mouse when it spins?’ That’s a fine spiel for a good Pres­by­te­ri­an to be go­ing to, when you can hear Doc Drew!”

				“Rev­erend Drew is a schol­ar and a pul­pit or­a­tor and all that, but he hasn’t got the In­ner Fer­ment, as Mrs. Mudge calls it; he hasn’t any in­spi­ra­tion for the New Era. Wom­en need in­spi­ra­tion now. So I want you to come, as you promised.”

			




				IV

				The Zenith branch of the League of the High­er Il­lu­mi­na­tion met in the small­er ball­room at the Ho­tel Thorn­leigh, a re­fined apart­ment with pale green walls and plas­ter wreaths of ros­es, re­fined par­quet floor­ing, and ul­tra-re­fined frail gilt chairs. Here were gath­ered six­ty-five wom­en and ten men. Most of the men slouched in their chairs and wrig­gled, while their wives sat rigid­ly at at­ten­tion, but two of them—red-necked, meaty men—were as re­spectably de­vout as their wives. They were new­ly rich con­trac­tors who, hav­ing bought hous­es, mo­tors, hand-paint­ed pic­tures, and gen­tle­man­li­ness, were now buy­ing a re­fined ready-made phi­los­o­phy. It had been a toss-up with them whether to buy New Thought, Chris­tian Sci­ence, or a good stan­dard high-church mod­el of Epis­co­palian­ism.

				In the flesh, Mrs. Opal Emer­son Mudge fell some­what short of a prophet­ic as­pect. She was pony-built and plump, with the face of a haughty Pekingese, a but­ton of a nose, and arms so short that, de­spite her most in­dig­nant en­deav­ors, she could not clasp her hands in front of her as she sat on the plat­form wait­ing. Her frock of taffe­ta and green vel­vet, with three strings of glass beads, and large fold­ing eye­glass­es dan­gling from a black rib­bon, was a tri­umph of re­fine­ment.

				Mrs. Mudge was in­tro­duced by the pres­i­dent of the League of the High­er Il­lu­mi­na­tion, an old­ish young wom­an with a yearn­ing voice, white spats, and a mus­tache. She said that Mrs. Mudge would now make it plain to the sim­plest in­tel­lect how the Sun Spir­it could be cul­ti­vat­ed, and they who had been think­ing about cul­ti­vat­ing one would do well to trea­sure Mrs. Mudge’s words, be­cause even Zenith (and ev­ery­body knew that Zenith stood in the van of spir­i­tu­al and New Thought progress) didn’t of­ten have the op­por­tu­ni­ty to sit at the feet of such an in­spir­ing Op­ti­mist and Meta­phys­i­cal Seer as Mrs. Opal Emer­son Mudge, who had lived the Life of Wider Use­ful­ness through Con­cen­tra­tion, and in the Si­lence found those Se­crets of Men­tal Con­trol and the In­ner Key which were im­me­di­ate­ly go­ing to trans­form and bring Peace, Pow­er, and Pros­per­i­ty to the un­hap­py na­tions; and so, friends, would they for this pre­cious gem-stud­ded hour for­get the Il­lu­sions of the Seem­ing Re­al, and in the ac­tu­al­iza­tion of the deep-ly­ing Ver­i­tas pass, along with Mrs. Opal Emer­son Mudge, to the Realm Beau­ti­ful.

				If Mrs. Mudge was rather pudgi­er than one would like one’s swamis, yo­gis, seers, and ini­ti­ates, yet her voice had the re­al pro­fes­sion­al note. It was re­fined and op­ti­mistic; it was over­pow­er­ing­ly calm; it flowed on re­lent­less­ly, with­out one com­ma, till Bab­bitt was hyp­no­tized. Her fa­vorite word was “al­ways,” which she pro­nounced ol­l­l­l­lle-ways. Her prin­ci­pal ges­ture was a pon­tif­i­cal but thor­ough­ly la­dy­like bless­ing with two stub­by fin­gers.

				She ex­plained about this mat­ter of Spir­i­tu­al Sat­u­ra­tion:

				“There are those—”

				Of “those” she made a linked sweet­ness long drawn out; a far-off del­i­cate call in a twi­light mi­nor. It chaste­ly re­buked the rest­less hus­bands, yet brought them a mes­sage of heal­ing.

				“There are those who have seen the rim and out­er seem­ing of the Lo­gos there are those who have glimpsed and in en­thu­si­asm pos­sessed them­selves of some seg­ment and por­tion of the Lo­gos there are those who thus flicked but not pen­e­trat­ed and ra­dioac­ti­vat­ed by the Dy­namis go al­ways to and fro as­ser­ta­tive that they pos­sess and are pos­sessed of the Lo­gos and the Meta­physikos but this word I bring you this con­cept I en­large that those that are not ut­ter are not even in­cep­tive and that ho­li­ness is in its de­fin­i­tive essence al­ways al­ways al­ways whole-iness and—”

				It proved that the Essence of the Sun Spir­it was Truth, but its Au­ra and Ef­flux­ion were Cheer­ful­ness:

				“Face al­ways the day with the dawn-laugh with the en­thu­si­asm of the ini­ti­ate who per­ceives that all works to­geth­er in the rev­o­lu­tions of the Wheel and who an­swers the stric­tures of the Soured Souls of the De­struc­tion­ists with a Glad Af­fir­ma­tion—”

				It went on for about an hour and sev­en min­utes.

				At the end Mrs. Mudge spoke with more vig­or and punc­tu­a­tion:

				“Now let me sug­gest to all of you the ad­van­tages of the Theo­soph­i­cal and Pan­the­is­tic Ori­en­tal Read­ing Cir­cle, which I rep­re­sent. Our ob­ject is to unite all the man­i­fes­ta­tions of the New Era in­to one co­he­sive whole—New Thought, Chris­tian Sci­ence, Theos­o­phy, Vedan­ta, Ba­haism, and the oth­er sparks from the one New Light. The sub­scrip­tion is but ten dol­lars a year, and for this mere pit­tance the mem­bers re­ceive not on­ly the month­ly mag­a­zine, Pearls of Heal­ing, but the priv­i­lege of send­ing right to the pres­i­dent, our revered Moth­er Dobbs, any ques­tions re­gard­ing spir­i­tu­al progress, mat­ri­mo­ni­al prob­lems, health and well-be­ing ques­tions, fi­nan­cial dif­fi­cul­ties, and—”

				They lis­tened to her with ador­ing at­ten­tion. They looked gen­teel. They looked ironed-out. They coughed po­lite­ly, and crossed their legs with quiet­ness, and in ex­pen­sive linen hand­ker­chiefs they blew their noses with a del­i­ca­cy al­to­geth­er op­ti­mistic and re­fined.

				As for Bab­bitt, he sat and suf­fered.

				When they were bless­ed­ly out in the air again, when they drove home through a wind smelling of snow and hon­est sun, he dared not speak. They had been too near to quar­rel­ing, these days. Mrs. Bab­bitt forced it:

				“Did you en­joy Mrs. Mudge’s talk?”

				“Well I—What did you get out of it?”

				“Oh, it starts a per­son think­ing. It gets you out of a rou­tine of or­di­nary thoughts.”

				“Well, I’ll hand it to Opal she isn’t or­di­nary, but gosh—Hon­est, did that stuff mean any­thing to you?”

				“Of course I’m not trained in meta­physics, and there was lots I couldn’t quite grasp, but I did feel it was in­spir­ing. And she speaks so read­i­ly. I do think you ought to have got some­thing out of it.”

				“Well, I didn’t! I swear, I was sim­ply as­ton­ished, the way those wom­en lapped it up! Why the dick­ens they want to put in their time lis­ten­ing to all that blaa when they—”

				“It’s cer­tain­ly bet­ter for them than go­ing to road­hous­es and smok­ing and drink­ing!”

				“I don’t know whether it is or not! Per­son­al­ly I don’t see a whole lot of dif­fer­ence. In both cas­es they’re try­ing to get away from them­selves—most ev­ery­body is, these days, I guess. And I’d cer­tain­ly get a whole lot more out of hoof­ing it in a good live­ly dance, even in some dive, than sit­ting look­ing as if my col­lar was too tight, and feel­ing too scared to spit, and lis­ten­ing to Opal chew­ing her words.”

				“I’m sure you do! You’re very fond of dives. No doubt you saw a lot of them while I was away!”

				“Look here! You been do­ing a hell of a lot of in­sin­u­at­ing and hint­ing around late­ly, as if I were lead­ing a dou­ble life or some­thing, and I’m damn sick of it, and I don’t want to hear any­thing more about it!”

				“Why, George Bab­bitt! Do you re­al­ize what you’re say­ing? Why, George, in all our years to­geth­er you’ve nev­er talked to me like that!”

				“It’s about time then!”

				“Late­ly you’ve been get­ting worse and worse, and now, fi­nal­ly, you’re curs­ing and swear­ing at me and shout­ing at me, and your voice so ug­ly and hate­ful—I just shud­der!”

				“Oh, rats, quit ex­ag­ger­at­ing! I wasn’t shout­ing, or swear­ing ei­ther.”

				“I wish you could hear your own voice! Maybe you don’t re­al­ize how it sounds. But even so—You nev­er used to talk like that. You sim­ply couldn’t talk this way if some­thing dread­ful hadn’t hap­pened to you.”

				His mind was hard. With amaze­ment he found that he wasn’t par­tic­u­lar­ly sor­ry. It was on­ly with an ef­fort that he made him­self more agree­able: “Well, gosh, I didn’t mean to get sore.”

				“George, do you re­al­ize that we can’t go on like this, get­ting far­ther and far­ther apart, and you rud­er and rud­er to me? I just don’t know what’s go­ing to hap­pen.”

				He had a mo­ment’s pity for her be­wil­der­ment; he thought of how many deep and ten­der things would be hurt if they re­al­ly “couldn’t go on like this.” But his pity was im­per­son­al, and he was won­der­ing, “Wouldn’t it maybe be a good thing if—Not a di­vorce and all that, o’ course, but kind of a lit­tle more in­de­pen­dence?”

				While she looked at him plead­ing­ly he drove on in a dread­ful si­lence.

			


		
			Chapter XXXI

			
				I

				When he was away from her, while he kicked about the garage and swept the snow off the run­ning-board and ex­am­ined a cracked hose-con­nec­tion, he re­pent­ed, he was alarmed and as­ton­ished that he could have flared out at his wife, and thought fond­ly how much more last­ing she was than the flighty Bunch. He went in to mum­ble that he was “sor­ry, didn’t mean to be grouchy,” and to in­quire as to her in­ter­est in movies. But in the dark­ness of the movie the­ater he brood­ed that he’d “gone and tied him­self up to Myra all over again.” He had some sat­is­fac­tion in tak­ing it out on Ta­nis Judique. “Hang Ta­nis any­way! Why’d she gone and got him in­to these mix-ups and made him all jumpy and ner­vous and cranky? Too many com­pli­ca­tions! Cut ’em out!”

				He want­ed peace. For ten days he did not see Ta­nis nor tele­phone to her, and in­stant­ly she put up­on him the com­pul­sion which he hat­ed. When he had stayed away from her for five days, hourly tak­ing pride in his res­o­lute­ness and hourly pic­tur­ing how great­ly Ta­nis must miss him, Miss Mc­Goun re­port­ed, “Mrs. Judique on the phone. Like t’ speak t’ you ’bout some re­pairs.”

				Ta­nis was quick and qui­et:

				“Mr. Bab­bitt? Oh, George, this is Ta­nis. I haven’t seen you for weeks—days, any­way. You aren’t sick, are you?”

				“No, just been ter­ri­bly rushed. I, uh, I think there’ll be a big re­vival of build­ing this year. Got to, uh, got to work hard.”

				“Of course, my man! I want you to. You know I’m ter­ri­bly am­bi­tious for you; much more than I am for my­self. I just don’t want you to for­get poor Ta­nis. Will you call me up soon?”

				“Sure! Sure! You bet!”

				“Please do. I shan’t call you again.”

				He med­i­tat­ed, “Poor kid! … But gosh, she oughtn’t to phone me at the of­fice. … She’s a won­der—sym­pa­thy ‘am­bi­tious for me.’ … But gosh, I won’t be made and com­pelled to call her up till I get ready. Darn these wom­en, the way they make de­mands! It’ll be one long old time be­fore I see her! … But gosh, I’d like to see her tonight—sweet lit­tle thing. … Oh, cut that, son! Now you’ve bro­ken away, be wise!”

				She did not tele­phone again, nor he, but af­ter five more days she wrote to him:

				
					Have I of­fend­ed you? You must know, dear, I didn’t mean to. I’m so lone­ly and I need some­body to cheer me up. Why didn’t you come to the nice par­ty we had at Car­rie’s last evening I re­mem­ber she in­vit­ed you. Can’t you come around here to­mor­row Thur evening? I shall be alone and hope to see you.

				

				His re­flec­tions were nu­mer­ous:

				“Dog­gone it, why can’t she let me alone? Why can’t wom­en ev­er learn a fel­low hates to be bull­dozed? And they al­ways take ad­van­tage of you by yelling how lone­ly they are.

				“Now that isn’t nice of you, young fel­la. She’s a fine, square, straight girl, and she does get lone­ly. She writes a swell hand. Nice-look­ing sta­tionery. Plain. Re­fined. I guess I’ll have to go see her. Well, thank God, I got till to­mor­row night free of her, any­way.

				“She’s nice but—Hang it, I won’t be made to do things! I’m not mar­ried to her. No, nor by gol­ly go­ing to be!

				“Oh, rats, I sup­pose I bet­ter go see her.”

			




				II

				Thurs­day, the to­mor­row of Ta­nis’s note, was full of emo­tion­al crises. At the Rough­necks’ Ta­ble at the club, Verg Gunch talked of the Good Cit­i­zens’ League and (it seemed to Bab­bitt) de­lib­er­ate­ly left him out of the in­vi­ta­tions to join. Old Mat Pen­ni­man, the gen­er­al util­i­ty man at Bab­bitt’s of­fice, had Trou­bles, and came in to groan about them: his old­est boy was “no good,” his wife was sick, and he had quar­reled with his broth­er-in-law. Con­rad Lyte al­so had Trou­bles, and since Lyte was one of his best clients, Bab­bitt had to lis­ten to them. Mr. Lyte, it ap­peared, was suf­fer­ing from a pe­cu­liar­ly in­ter­est­ing neu­ral­gia, and the garage had over­charged him. When Bab­bitt came home, ev­ery­body had Trou­bles: his wife was si­mul­ta­ne­ous­ly think­ing about dis­charg­ing the im­pu­dent new maid, and wor­ried lest the maid leave; and Tin­ka de­sired to de­nounce her teach­er.

				“Oh, quit fuss­ing!” Bab­bitt fussed. “You nev­er hear me whin­ing about my Trou­bles, and yet if you had to run a re­al-es­tate of­fice—Why, to­day I found Miss Ban­ni­gan was two days be­hind with her ac­counts, and I pinched my fin­ger in my desk, and Lyte was in and just as un­rea­son­able as ev­er.”

				He was so vexed that af­ter din­ner, when it was time for a tact­ful es­cape to Ta­nis, he mere­ly grumped to his wife, “Got to go out. Be back by eleven, should think.”

				“Oh! You’re go­ing out again?”

				“Again! What do you mean ‘again’! Haven’t hard­ly been out of the house for a week!”

				“Are you—are you go­ing to the Elks?”

				“Nope. Got to see some peo­ple.”

				Though this time he heard his own voice and knew that it was curt, though she was look­ing at him with wide-eyed re­proach, he stumped in­to the hall, jerked on his ul­ster and furlined gloves, and went out to start the car.

				He was re­lieved to find Ta­nis cheer­ful, un­re­proach­ful, and bril­liant in a frock of brown net over gold tis­sue. “You poor man, hav­ing to come out on a night like this! It’s ter­ri­bly cold. Don’t you think a small high­ball would be nice?”

				“Now, by gol­ly, there’s a wom­an with savvy! I think we could more or less stand a high­ball if it wasn’t too long a one—not over a foot tall!”

				He kissed her with care­less hearti­ness, he for­got the com­pul­sion of her de­mands, he stretched in a large chair and felt that he had beau­ti­ful­ly come home. He was sud­den­ly lo­qua­cious; he told her what a no­ble and mis­un­der­stood man he was, and how su­pe­ri­or to Pe­te, Ful­ton Be­mis, and the oth­er men of their ac­quain­tance; and she, bend­ing for­ward, chin in charm­ing hand, bright­ly agreed. But when he forced him­self to ask, “Well, hon­ey, how’s things with you,” she took his du­ty-ques­tion se­ri­ous­ly, and he dis­cov­ered that she too had Trou­bles:

				“Oh, all right but—I did get so an­gry with Car­rie. She told Min­nie that I told her that Min­nie was an aw­ful tight­wad, and Min­nie told me Car­rie had told her, and of course I told her I hadn’t said any­thing of the kind, and then Car­rie found Min­nie had told me, and she was sim­ply fu­ri­ous be­cause Min­nie had told me, and of course I was just boil­ing be­cause Car­rie had told her I’d told her, and then we all met up at Ful­ton’s—his wife is away—thank heav­ens!—oh, there’s the dandi­est floor in his house to dance on—and we were all of us sim­ply fu­ri­ous at each oth­er and—Oh, I do hate that kind of a mix-up, don’t you? I mean—it’s so lack­ing in re­fine­ment, but—And Moth­er wants to come and stay with me for a whole month, and of course I do love her, I sup­pose I do, but hon­est­ly, she’ll cramp my style some­thing dread­ful—she nev­er can learn not to com­ment, and she al­ways wants to know where I’m go­ing when I go out evenings, and if I lie to her she al­ways spies around and fer­rets around and finds out where I’ve been, and then she looks like Pa­tience on a Mon­u­ment till I could just scream. And oh, I must tell you—You know I nev­er talk about my­self; I just hate peo­ple who do, don’t you? But—I feel so stupid tonight, and I know I must be bor­ing you with all this but—What would you do about Moth­er?”

				He gave her facile mas­cu­line ad­vice. She was to put off her moth­er’s stay. She was to tell Car­rie to go to the deuce. For these valu­able rev­e­la­tions she thanked him, and they am­bled in­to the fa­mil­iar gos­sip of the Bunch. Of what a sen­ti­men­tal fool was Car­rie. Of what a lazy brat was Pe­te. Of how nice Ful­ton Be­mis could be—“course lots of peo­ple think he’s a reg­u­lar old grouch when they meet him be­cause he doesn’t give ’em the glad hand the first crack out of the box, but when they get to know him, he’s a cork­er.”

				But as they had gone con­sci­en­tious­ly through each of these analy­ses be­fore, the con­ver­sa­tion stag­gered. Bab­bitt tried to be in­tel­lec­tu­al and deal with Gen­er­al Top­ics. He said some thor­ough­ly sound things about Dis­ar­ma­ment, and broad-mind­ed­ness and lib­er­al­ism; but it seemed to him that Gen­er­al Top­ics in­ter­est­ed Ta­nis on­ly when she could ap­ply them to Pe­te, Car­rie, or them­selves. He was dis­tress­ing­ly con­scious of their si­lence. He tried to stir her in­to chat­ter­ing again, but si­lence rose like a gray pres­ence and hov­ered be­tween them.

				“I, uh—” he la­bored. “It strikes me—it strikes me that un­em­ploy­ment is less­en­ing.”

				“Maybe Pe­te will get a de­cent job, then.”

				Si­lence.

				Des­per­ate­ly he es­sayed, “What’s the trou­ble, old hon­ey? You seem kind of qui­et tonight.”

				“Am I? Oh, I’m not. But—do you re­al­ly care whether I am or not?”

				“Care? Sure! Course I do!”

				“Do you re­al­ly?” She swooped on him, sat on the arm of his chair.

				He hat­ed the emo­tion­al drain of hav­ing to ap­pear fond of her. He stroked her hand, smiled up at her du­ti­ful­ly, and sank back.

				“George, I won­der if you re­al­ly like me at all?”

				“Course I do, sil­ly.”

				“Do you re­al­ly, pre­cious? Do you care a bit?”

				“Why cer­tain­ly! You don’t sup­pose I’d be here if I didn’t!”

				“Now see here, young man, I won’t have you speak­ing to me in that huffy way!”

				“I didn’t mean to sound huffy. I just—” In in­jured and rather child­ish tones: “Gosh almighty, it makes me tired the way ev­ery­body says I sound huffy when I just talk nat­u­ral! Do they ex­pect me to sing it or some­thing?”

				“Who do you mean by ‘ev­ery­body’? How many oth­er ladies have you been con­sol­ing?”

				“Look here now, I won’t have this hint­ing!”

				Humbly: “I know, dear. I was on­ly teas­ing. I know it didn’t mean to talk huffy—it was just tired. For­give bad Ta­nis. But say you love me, say it!”

				“I love you. … Course I do.”

				“Yes, you do!” cyn­i­cal­ly. “Oh, dar­ling, I don’t mean to be rude but—I get so lone­ly. I feel so use­less. No­body needs me, noth­ing I can do for any­body. And you know, dear, I’m so ac­tive—I could be if there was some­thing to do. And I am young, aren’t I! I’m not an old thing! I’m not old and stupid, am I?”

				He had to as­sure her. She stroked his hair, and he had to look pleased un­der that touch, the more de­mand­ing in its be­guil­ing soft­ness. He was im­pa­tient. He want­ed to flee out to a hard, sure, un­emo­tion­al man-world. Through her del­i­cate and ca­ress­ing fin­gers she may have caught some­thing of his shrug­ging dis­taste. She left him—he was for the mo­ment buoy­ant­ly re­lieved—she dragged a foot­stool to his feet and sat look­ing be­seech­ing­ly up at him. But as in many men the cring­ing of a dog, the flinch­ing of a fright­ened child, rouse not pity but a sur­prised and jerky cru­el­ty, so her hu­mil­i­ty on­ly an­noyed him. And he saw her now as mid­dle-aged, as be­gin­ning to be old. Even while he de­test­ed his own thoughts, they rode him. She was old, he winced. Old! He not­ed how the soft flesh was creas­ing in­to web­by folds be­neath her chin, be­low her eyes, at the base of her wrists. A patch of her throat had a minute rough­ness like the crumbs from a rub­ber eras­er. Old! She was younger in years than him­self, yet it was sick­en­ing to have her yearn­ing up at him with rolling great eyes—as if, he shud­dered, his own aunt were mak­ing love to him.

				He fret­ted in­ward­ly, “I’m through with this asi­nine fool­ing around. I’m go­ing to cut her out. She’s a darn de­cent nice wom­an, and I don’t want to hurt her, but it’ll hurt a lot less to cut her right out, like a good clean sur­gi­cal op­er­a­tion.”

				He was on his feet. He was speak­ing ur­gent­ly. By ev­ery rule of self-es­teem, he had to prove to her, and to him­self, that it was her fault.

				“I sup­pose maybe I’m kind of out of sorts tonight, but hon­est, hon­ey, when I stayed away for a while to catch up on work and ev­ery­thing and fig­ure out where I was at, you ought to have been can­nier and wait­ed till I came back. Can’t you see, dear, when you made me come, I—be­ing about an av­er­age bull­head­ed chump—my ten­den­cy was to re­sist? Lis­ten, dear, I’m go­ing now—”

				“Not for a while, pre­cious! No!”

				“Yep. Right now. And then some­time we’ll see about the fu­ture.”

				“What do you mean, dear, ‘about the fu­ture’? Have I done some­thing I oughtn’t to? Oh, I’m so dread­ful­ly sor­ry!”

				He res­o­lute­ly put his hands be­hind him. “Not a thing, God bless you, not a thing. You’re as good as they make ’em. But it’s just—Good Lord, do you re­al­ize I’ve got things to do in the world? I’ve got a busi­ness to at­tend to and, you might not be­lieve it, but I’ve got a wife and kids that I’m aw­ful fond of!” Then on­ly dur­ing the mur­der he was com­mit­ting was he able to feel nobly vir­tu­ous. “I want us to be friends but, gosh, I can’t go on this way feel­ing I got to come up here ev­ery so of­ten—”

				“Oh, dar­ling, dar­ling, and I’ve al­ways told you, so care­ful­ly, that you were ab­so­lute­ly free. I just want­ed you to come around when you were tired and want­ed to talk to me, or when you could en­joy our par­ties—”

				She was so rea­son­able, she was so gen­tly right! It took him an hour to make his es­cape, with noth­ing set­tled and ev­ery­thing hor­ri­bly set­tled. In a bar­ren free­dom of icy North­ern wind he sighed, “Thank God that’s over! Poor Ta­nis, poor dar­ling de­cent Ta­nis! But it is over. Ab­so­lute! I’m free!”

			


		
			Chapter XXXII

			
				I

				His wife was up when he came in. “Did you have a good time?” she sniffed.

				“I did not. I had a rot­ten time! Any­thing else I got to ex­plain?”

				“George, how can you speak like—Oh, I don’t know what’s come over you!”

				“Good Lord, there’s noth­ing come over me! Why do you look for trou­ble all the time?” He was warn­ing him­self, “Care­ful! Stop be­ing so dis­agree­able. Course she feels it, be­ing left alone here all evening.” But he for­got his warn­ing as she went on:

				“Why do you go out and see all sorts of strange peo­ple? I sup­pose you’ll say you’ve been to an­oth­er com­mit­tee-meet­ing this evening!”

				“Nope. I’ve been call­ing on a wom­an. We sat by the fire and kid­ded each oth­er and had a whale of a good time, if you want to know!”

				“Well—From the way you say it, I sup­pose it’s my fault you went there! I prob­a­bly sent you!”

				“You did!”

				“Well, up­on my word—”

				“You hate ‘strange peo­ple’ as you call ’em. If you had your way, I’d be as much of an old stick-in-the-mud as Howard Lit­tle­field. You nev­er want to have any­body with any git to ’em at the house; you want a bunch of old stiffs that sit around and gas about the weath­er. You’re do­ing your lev­el best to make me old. Well, let me tell you, I’m not go­ing to have—”

				Over­whelmed she bent to his un­prece­dent­ed tirade, and in an­swer she mourned:

				“Oh, dear­est, I don’t think that’s true. I don’t mean to make you old, I know. Per­haps you’re part­ly right. Per­haps I am slow about get­ting ac­quaint­ed with new peo­ple. But when you think of all the dear good times we have, and the sup­per-par­ties and the movies and all—”

				With true mas­cu­line wiles he not on­ly con­vinced him­self that she had in­jured him but, by the loud­ness of his voice and the bru­tal­i­ty of his at­tack, he con­vinced her al­so, and present­ly he had her apol­o­giz­ing for his hav­ing spent the evening with Ta­nis. He went up to bed well pleased, not on­ly the mas­ter but the mar­tyr of the house­hold. For a dis­taste­ful mo­ment af­ter he had lain down he won­dered if he had been al­to­geth­er just. “Ought to be ashamed, bul­ly­ing her. Maybe there is her side to things. Maybe she hasn’t had such a bloomin’ hec­tic time her­self. But I don’t care! Good for her to get waked up a lit­tle. And I’m go­ing to keep free. Of her and Ta­nis and the fel­lows at the club and ev­ery­body. I’m go­ing to run my own life!”

			




				II

				In this mood he was par­tic­u­lar­ly ob­jec­tion­able at the Boost­ers’ Club lunch next day. They were ad­dressed by a con­gress­man who had just re­turned from an ex­haus­tive three-months study of the fi­nances, eth­nol­o­gy, po­lit­i­cal sys­tems, lin­guis­tic di­vi­sions, min­er­al re­sources, and agri­cul­ture of Ger­many, France, Great Britain, Italy, Aus­tria, Czecho­slo­va­kia, Yu­goslavia, and Bul­gar­ia. He told them all about those sub­jects, to­geth­er with three fun­ny sto­ries about Eu­ro­pean mis­con­cep­tions of Amer­i­ca and some spir­it­ed words on the ne­ces­si­ty of keep­ing ig­no­rant for­eign­ers out of Amer­i­ca.

				“Say, that was a mighty in­for­ma­tive talk. Re­al he-stuff,” said Sid­ney Finkel­stein.

				But the dis­af­fect­ed Bab­bitt grum­bled, “Four-flush­er! Bunch of hot air! And what’s the mat­ter with the im­mi­grants? Gosh, they aren’t all ig­no­rant, and I got a hunch we’re all de­scend­ed from im­mi­grants our­selves.”

				“Oh, you make me tired!” said Mr. Finkel­stein.

				Bab­bitt was aware that Dr. A. I. Dilling was stern­ly lis­ten­ing from across the ta­ble. Dr. Dilling was one of the most im­por­tant men in the Boost­ers’. He was not a physi­cian but a sur­geon, a more ro­man­tic and sound­ing oc­cu­pa­tion. He was an in­tense large man with a boil­ing of black hair and a thick black mus­tache. The news­pa­pers of­ten chron­i­cled his op­er­a­tions; he was pro­fes­sor of surgery in the State Uni­ver­si­ty; he went to din­ner at the very best hous­es on Roy­al Ridge; and he was said to be worth sev­er­al hun­dred thou­sand dol­lars. It was dis­may­ing to Bab­bitt to have such a per­son glow­er at him. He hasti­ly praised the con­gress­man’s wit, to Sid­ney Finkel­stein, but for Dr. Dilling’s ben­e­fit.

			




				III

				That af­ter­noon three men shoul­dered in­to Bab­bitt’s of­fice with the air of a Vig­i­lante com­mit­tee in fron­tier days. They were large, res­o­lute, big-jawed men, and they were all high lords in the land of Zenith—Dr. Dilling the sur­geon, Charles McK­elvey the con­trac­tor, and, most dis­may­ing of all, the white-beard­ed Colonel Ruther­ford Snow, own­er of the Ad­vo­cate-Times. In their whelm­ing pres­ence Bab­bitt felt small and in­signif­i­cant.

				“Well, well, great plea­sure, have chairs, what c’n I do for you?” he bab­bled.

				They nei­ther sat nor of­fered ob­ser­va­tions on the weath­er.

				“Bab­bitt,” said Colonel Snow, “we’ve come from the Good Cit­i­zens’ League. We’ve de­cid­ed we want you to join. Vir­gil Gunch says you don’t care to, but I think we can show you a new light. The League is go­ing to com­bine with the Cham­ber of Com­merce in a cam­paign for the Open Shop, so it’s time for you to put your name down.”

				In his em­bar­rass­ment Bab­bitt could not re­call his rea­sons for not wish­ing to join the League, if in­deed he had ev­er def­i­nite­ly known them, but he was pas­sion­ate­ly cer­tain that he did not wish to join, and at the thought of their forc­ing him he felt a stir­ring of anger against even these princes of com­merce.

				“Sor­ry, Colonel, have to think it over a lit­tle,” he mum­bled.

				McK­elvey snarled, “That means you’re not go­ing to join, George?”

				Some­thing black and un­fa­mil­iar and fe­ro­cious spoke from Bab­bitt: “Now, you look here, Charley! I’m damned if I’m go­ing to be bul­lied in­to join­ing any­thing, not even by you plutes!”

				“We’re not bul­ly­ing any­body,” Dr. Dilling be­gan, but Colonel Snow thrust him aside with, “Cer­tain­ly we are! We don’t mind a lit­tle bul­ly­ing, if it’s nec­es­sary. Bab­bitt, the G.C.L. has been talk­ing about you a good deal. You’re sup­posed to be a sen­si­ble, clean, re­spon­si­ble man; you al­ways have been; but here late­ly, for God knows what rea­son, I hear from all sorts of sources that you’re run­ning around with a loose crowd, and what’s a whole lot worse, you’ve ac­tu­al­ly been ad­vo­cat­ing and sup­port­ing some of the most dan­ger­ous el­e­ments in town, like this fel­low Doane.”

				“Colonel, that strikes me as my pri­vate busi­ness.”

				“Pos­si­bly, but we want to have an un­der­stand­ing. You’ve stood in, you and your fa­ther-in-law, with some of the most sub­stan­tial and for­ward-look­ing in­ter­ests in town, like my friends of the Street Trac­tion Com­pa­ny, and my pa­pers have giv­en you a lot of boosts. Well, you can’t ex­pect the de­cent cit­i­zens to go on aid­ing you if you in­tend to side with pre­cise­ly the peo­ple who are try­ing to un­der­mine us.”

				Bab­bitt was fright­ened, but he had an ag­o­nized in­stinct that if he yield­ed in this he would yield in ev­ery­thing. He protest­ed:

				“You’re ex­ag­ger­at­ing, Colonel. I be­lieve in be­ing broad-mind­ed and lib­er­al, but, of course, I’m just as much agin the cranks and blath­er­skites and la­bor unions and so on as you are. But fact is, I be­long to so many or­ga­ni­za­tions now that I can’t do ’em jus­tice, and I want to think it over be­fore I de­cide about com­ing in­to the G.C.L.”

				Colonel Snow con­de­scend­ed, “Oh, no, I’m not ex­ag­ger­at­ing! Why the doc­tor here heard you cussing out and de­fam­ing one of the finest types of Re­pub­li­can con­gress­men, just this noon! And you have en­tire­ly the wrong idea about ‘think­ing over join­ing.’ We’re not beg­ging you to join the G.C.L.—we’re per­mit­ting you to join. I’m not sure, my boy, but what if you put it off it’ll be too late. I’m not sure we’ll want you then. Bet­ter think quick—bet­ter think quick!”

				The three Vig­i­lantes, for­mi­da­ble in their right­eous­ness, stared at him in a taut si­lence. Bab­bitt wait­ed through. He thought noth­ing at all, he mere­ly wait­ed, while in his echo­ing head buzzed, “I don’t want to join—I don’t want to join—I don’t want to.”

				“All right. Sor­ry for you!” said Colonel Snow, and the three men abrupt­ly turned their beefy backs.

			




				IV

				As Bab­bitt went out to his car that evening he saw Vir­gil Gunch com­ing down the block. He raised his hand in salu­ta­tion, but Gunch ig­nored it and crossed the street. He was cer­tain that Gunch had seen him. He drove home in sharp dis­com­fort.

				His wife at­tacked at once: “Georgie dear, Muriel Frink was in this af­ter­noon, and she says that Chum says the com­mit­tee of this Good Cit­i­zens’ League es­pe­cial­ly asked you to join and you wouldn’t. Don’t you think it would be bet­ter? You know all the nicest peo­ple be­long, and the League stands for—”

				“I know what the League stands for! It stands for the sup­pres­sion of free speech and free thought and ev­ery­thing else! I don’t pro­pose to be bul­lied and rushed in­to join­ing any­thing, and it isn’t a ques­tion of whether it’s a good league or a bad league or what the hell kind of a league it is; it’s just a ques­tion of my re­fus­ing to be told I got to—”

				“But dear, if you don’t join, peo­ple might crit­i­cize you.”

				“Let ’em crit­i­cize!”

				“But I mean nice peo­ple!”

				“Rats, I—Mat­ter of fact, this whole League is just a fad. It’s like all these oth­er or­ga­ni­za­tions that start off with such a rush and let on they’re go­ing to change the whole works, and pret­ty soon they pe­ter out and ev­ery­body for­gets all about ’em!”

				“But if it’s the fad now, don’t you think you—”

				“No, I don’t! Oh, Myra, please quit nag­ging me about it. I’m sick of hear­ing about the con­found­ed G.C.L. I al­most wish I’d joined it when Verg first came around, and got it over. And maybe I’d ’ve come in to­day if the com­mit­tee hadn’t tried to bul­lyrag me, but, by God, as long as I’m a free­born in­de­pen­dent Amer­i­can cit—”

				“Now, George, you’re talk­ing ex­act­ly like the Ger­man fur­nace-man.”

				“Oh, I am, am I! Then, I won’t talk at all!”

				He longed, that evening, to see Ta­nis Judique, to be strength­ened by her sym­pa­thy. When all the fam­i­ly were up­stairs he got as far as tele­phon­ing to her apart­ment-house, but he was ag­i­tat­ed about it and when the jan­i­tor an­swered he blurt­ed, “Nev’ mind—I’ll call lat­er,” and hung up the re­ceiv­er.

			




				V

				If Bab­bitt had not been cer­tain about Vir­gil Gunch’s avoid­ing him, there could be lit­tle doubt about William Wash­ing­ton Eathorne, next morn­ing. When Bab­bitt was driv­ing down to the of­fice he over­took Eathorne’s car, with the great banker sit­ting in ane­mic solem­ni­ty be­hind his chauf­feur. Bab­bitt waved and cried, “Mornin’!” Eathorne looked at him de­lib­er­ate­ly, hes­i­tat­ed, and gave him a nod more con­temp­tu­ous than a di­rect cut.

				Bab­bitt’s part­ner and fa­ther-in-law came in at ten:

				“George, what’s this I hear about some song and dance you gave Colonel Snow about not want­ing to join the G.C.L.? What the dick­ens you try­ing to do? Wreck the firm? You don’t sup­pose these Big Guns will stand your buck­ing them and spring­ing all this ‘lib­er­al’ pop­py­cock you been get­ting off late­ly, do you?”

				“Oh, rats, Hen­ry T., you been read­ing bum fic­tion. There ain’t any such a thing as these plots to keep folks from be­ing lib­er­al. This is a free coun­try. A man can do any­thing he wants to.”

				“Course th’ ain’t any plots. Who said they was? On­ly if folks get an idea you’re scat­ter­brained and un­sta­ble, you don’t sup­pose they’ll want to do busi­ness with you, do you? One lit­tle ru­mor about your be­ing a crank would do more to ru­in this busi­ness than all the plots and stuff that these fool sto­ry-writ­ers could think up in a month of Sun­days.”

				That af­ter­noon, when the old re­li­able Con­rad Lyte, the mer­ry miser, Con­rad Lyte, ap­peared, and Bab­bitt sug­gest­ed his buy­ing a par­cel of land in the new res­i­den­tial sec­tion of Dorch­ester, Lyte said hasti­ly, too hasti­ly, “No, no, don’t want to go in­to any­thing new just now.”

				A week lat­er Bab­bitt learned, through Hen­ry Thomp­son, that the of­fi­cials of the Street Trac­tion Com­pa­ny were plan­ning an­oth­er re­al-es­tate coup, and that Sanders, Tor­rey and Wing, not the Bab­bitt-Thomp­son Com­pa­ny, were to han­dle it for them. “I fig­ure that Jake Of­futt is kind of leery about the way folks are talk­ing about you. Of course Jake is a rock-ribbed old diehard, and he prob­a­bly ad­vised the Trac­tion fel­lows to get some oth­er bro­ker. George, you got to do some­thing!” trem­bled Thomp­son.

				And, in a rush, Bab­bitt agreed. All non­sense the way peo­ple mis­judged him, but still—He de­ter­mined to join the Good Cit­i­zens’ League the next time he was asked, and in fu­ri­ous res­ig­na­tion he wait­ed. He wasn’t asked. They ig­nored him. He did not have the courage to go to the League and beg in, and he took refuge in a shaky boast that he had “got­ten away with buck­ing the whole city. No­body could dic­tate to him how he was go­ing to think and act!”

				He was jarred as by noth­ing else when the paragon of stenog­ra­phers, Miss Mc­Goun, sud­den­ly left him, though her rea­sons were ex­cel­lent—she need­ed a rest, her sis­ter was sick, she might not do any more work for six months. He was un­com­fort­able with her suc­ces­sor, Miss Havs­tad. What Miss Havs­tad’s giv­en name was, no one in the of­fice ev­er knew. It seemed im­prob­a­ble that she had a giv­en name, a lover, a pow­der-puff, or a di­ges­tion. She was so im­per­son­al, this slight, pale, in­dus­tri­ous Swede, that it was vul­gar to think of her as go­ing to an or­di­nary home to eat hash. She was a per­fect­ly oiled and enam­eled ma­chine, and she ought, each evening, to have been dust­ed off and shut in her desk be­side her too-slim, too-frail pen­cil points. She took dic­ta­tion swift­ly, her typ­ing was per­fect, but Bab­bitt be­came jumpy when he tried to work with her. She made him feel puffy, and at his best-beloved dai­ly jokes she looked gen­tly in­quir­ing. He longed for Miss Mc­Goun’s re­turn, and thought of writ­ing to her.

				Then he heard that Miss Mc­Goun had, a week af­ter leav­ing him, gone over to his dan­ger­ous com­peti­tors, Sanders, Tor­rey and Wing.

				He was not mere­ly an­noyed; he was fright­ened. “Why did she quit, then?” he wor­ried. “Did she have a hunch my busi­ness is go­ing on the rocks? And it was Sanders got the Street Trac­tion deal. Rats—sink­ing ship!”

				Gray fear loomed al­ways by him now. He watched Fritz Weilinger, the young sales­man, and won­dered if he too would leave. Dai­ly he fan­cied slights. He not­ed that he was not asked to speak at the an­nu­al Cham­ber of Com­merce din­ner. When Orville Jones gave a large pok­er par­ty and he was not in­vit­ed, he was cer­tain that he had been snubbed. He was afraid to go to lunch at the Ath­let­ic Club, and afraid not to go. He be­lieved that he was spied on; that when he left the ta­ble they whis­pered about him. Ev­ery­where he heard the rustling whis­pers: in the of­fices of clients, in the bank when he made a de­posit, in his own of­fice, in his own home. In­ter­minably he won­dered what They were say­ing of him. All day long in imag­i­nary con­ver­sa­tions he caught them mar­veling, “Bab­bitt? Why, say, he’s a reg­u­lar an­ar­chist! You got to ad­mire the fel­low for his nerve, the way he turned lib­er­al and, by gol­ly, just ab­so­lute­ly runs his life to suit him­self, but say, he’s dan­ger­ous, that’s what he is, and he’s got to be shown up.”

				He was so twitchy that when he round­ed a cor­ner and chanced on two ac­quain­tances talk­ing—whis­per­ing—his heart leaped, and he stalked by like an em­bar­rassed school­boy. When he saw his neigh­bors Howard Lit­tle­field and Orville Jones to­geth­er, he peered at them, went in­doors to es­cape their spy­ing, and was mis­er­ably cer­tain that they had been whis­per­ing—plot­ting—whis­per­ing.

				Through all his fear ran de­fi­ance. He felt stub­born. Some­times he de­cid­ed that he had been a very dev­il of a fel­low, as bold as Seneca Doane; some­times he planned to call on Doane and tell him what a rev­o­lu­tion­ist he was, and nev­er got be­yond the plan­ning. But just as of­ten, when he heard the soft whis­pers en­velop­ing him he wailed, “Good Lord, what have I done? Just played with the Bunch, and called down Clarence Drum about be­ing such a high-and-mighty sodger. Nev­er catch me crit­i­ciz­ing peo­ple and try­ing to make them ac­cept my ideas!”

				He could not stand the strain. Be­fore long he ad­mit­ted that he would like to flee back to the se­cu­ri­ty of con­form­ity, pro­vid­ed there was a de­cent and cred­itable way to re­turn. But, stub­born­ly, he would not be forced back; he would not, he swore, “eat dirt.”

				On­ly in spir­it­ed en­gage­ments with his wife did these tur­bu­lent fears rise to the sur­face. She com­plained that he seemed ner­vous, that she couldn’t un­der­stand why he did not want to “drop in at the Lit­tle­fields’ ” for the evening. He tried, but he could not ex­press to her the neb­u­lous facts of his re­bel­lion and pun­ish­ment. And, with Paul and Ta­nis lost, he had no one to whom he could talk. “Good Lord, Tin­ka is the on­ly re­al friend I have, these days,” he sighed, and he clung to the child, played floor-games with her all evening.

				He con­sid­ered go­ing to see Paul in prison, but, though he had a pale curt note from him ev­ery week, he thought of Paul as dead. It was Ta­nis for whom he was long­ing.

				“I thought I was so smart and in­de­pen­dent, cut­ting Ta­nis out, and I need her, Lord how I need her!” he raged. “Myra sim­ply can’t un­der­stand. All she sees in life is get­ting along by be­ing just like oth­er folks. But Ta­nis, she’d tell me I was all right.”

				Then he broke, and one evening, late, he did run to Ta­nis. He had not dared to hope for it, but she was in, and alone. On­ly she wasn’t Ta­nis. She was a cour­te­ous, brow-lift­ing, ice-ar­mored wom­an who looked like Ta­nis. She said, “Yes, George, what is it?” in even and un­in­ter­est­ed tones, and he crept away, whipped.

				His first com­fort was from Ted and Eu­nice Lit­tle­field.

				They danced in one evening when Ted was home from the uni­ver­si­ty, and Ted chuck­led, “What’s this I hear from Eu­ny, dad? She says her dad says you raised Cain by boost­ing old Seneca Doane. Hot dog! Give ’em fits! Stir ’em up! This old burg is asleep!” Eu­nice plumped down on Bab­bitt’s lap, kissed him, nes­tled her bobbed hair against his chin, and crowed; “I think you’re lots nicer than Howard. Why is it,” con­fi­den­tial­ly, “that Howard is such an old grouch? The man has a good heart, and hon­est­ly, he’s aw­ful­ly bright, but he nev­er will learn to step on the gas, af­ter all the train­ing I’ve giv­en him. Don’t you think we could do some­thing with him, dear­est?”

				“Why, Eu­nice, that isn’t a nice way to speak of your pa­pa,” Bab­bitt ob­served, in the best Flo­ral Heights man­ner, but he was hap­py for the first time in weeks. He pic­tured him­self as the vet­er­an lib­er­al strength­ened by the loy­al­ty of the young gen­er­a­tion. They went out to ri­fle the ice­box. Bab­bitt gloat­ed, “If your moth­er caught us at this, we’d cer­tain­ly get our come­up­pance!” and Eu­nice be­came ma­ter­nal, scram­bled a ter­ri­fy­ing num­ber of eggs for them, kissed Bab­bitt on the ear, and in the voice of a brood­ing abbess mar­veled, “It beats the dev­il why fem­i­nists like me still go on nurs­ing these men!”

				Thus stim­u­lat­ed, Bab­bitt was reck­less when he en­coun­tered Shel­don Smeeth, ed­u­ca­tion­al di­rec­tor of the Y.M.C.A. and choir-lead­er of the Chatham Road Church. With one of his damp hands Smeeth im­pris­oned Bab­bitt’s thick paw while he chant­ed, “Broth­er Bab­bitt, we haven’t seen you at church very of­ten late­ly. I know you’re busy with a mul­ti­tude of de­tails, but you mustn’t for­get your dear friends at the old church home.”

				Bab­bitt shook off the af­fec­tion­ate clasp—Sheldy liked to hold hands for a long time—and snarled, “Well, I guess you fel­lows can run the show with­out me. Sor­ry, Smeeth; got to beat it. G’day.”

				But af­ter­ward he winced, “If that white worm had the nerve to try to drag me back to the Old Church Home, then the holy out­fit must have been do­ing a lot of talk­ing about me, too.”

				He heard them whis­per­ing—whis­per­ing—Dr. John Jen­ni­son Drew, Chol­monde­ley Frink, even William Wash­ing­ton Eathorne. The in­de­pen­dence seeped out of him and he walked the streets alone, afraid of men’s cyn­i­cal eyes and the in­ces­sant hiss of whis­per­ing.

			


		
			Chapter XXXIII

			
				I

				He tried to ex­plain to his wife, as they pre­pared for bed, how ob­jec­tion­able was Shel­don Smeeth, but all her an­swer was, “He has such a beau­ti­ful voice—so spir­i­tu­al. I don’t think you ought to speak of him like that just be­cause you can’t ap­pre­ci­ate mu­sic!” He saw her then as a stranger; he stared bleak­ly at this plump and fussy wom­an with the broad bare arms, and won­dered how she had ev­er come here.

				In his chilly cot, turn­ing from aching side to side, he pon­dered of Ta­nis. “He’d been a fool to lose her. He had to have some­body he could re­al­ly talk to. He’d—oh, he’d bust if he went on stew­ing about things by him­self. And Myra, use­less to ex­pect her to un­der­stand. Well, rats, no use dodg­ing the is­sue. Darn shame for two mar­ried peo­ple to drift apart af­ter all these years; darn rot­ten shame; but noth­ing could bring them to­geth­er now, as long as he re­fused to let Zenith bul­ly him in­to tak­ing or­ders—and he was by gol­ly not go­ing to let any­body bul­ly him in­to any­thing, or whee­dle him or coax him ei­ther!”

				He woke at three, roused by a pass­ing mo­tor, and strug­gled out of bed for a drink of wa­ter. As he passed through the bed­room he heard his wife groan. His re­sent­ment was night-blurred; he was so­lic­i­tous in in­quir­ing, “What’s the trou­ble, hon?”

				“I’ve got—such a pain down here in my side—oh, it’s just—it tears at me.”

				“Bad in­di­ges­tion? Shall I get you some bi­carb?”

				“Don’t think—that would help. I felt fun­ny last evening and yes­ter­day, and then—oh!—it passed away and I got to sleep and—That au­to woke me up.”

				Her voice was la­bor­ing like a ship in a storm. He was alarmed.

				“I bet­ter call the doc­tor.”

				“No, no! It’ll go away. But maybe you might get me an ice-bag.”

				He stalked to the bath­room for the ice-bag, down to the kitchen for ice. He felt dra­mat­ic in this late-night ex­pe­di­tion, but as he gouged the chunk of ice with the dag­ger-like pick he was cool, steady, ma­ture; and the old friend­li­ness was in his voice as he pat­ted the ice-bag in­to place on her groin, rum­bling, “There, there, that’ll be bet­ter now.” He re­tired to bed, but he did not sleep. He heard her groan again. In­stant­ly he was up, sooth­ing her, “Still pret­ty bad, hon­ey?”

				“Yes, it just gripes me, and I can’t get to sleep.”

				Her voice was faint. He knew her dread of doc­tors’ ver­dicts and he did not in­form her, but he creaked down­stairs, tele­phoned to Dr. Earl Pat­ten, and wait­ed, shiv­er­ing, try­ing with fuzzy eyes to read a mag­a­zine, till he heard the doc­tor’s car.

				The doc­tor was youngish and pro­fes­sion­al­ly breezy. He came in as though it were sun­ny noon­time. “Well, George, lit­tle trou­ble, eh? How is she now?” he said busi­ly as, with tremen­dous and rather ir­ri­tat­ing cheer­ful­ness, he tossed his coat on a chair and warmed his hands at a ra­di­a­tor. He took charge of the house. Bab­bitt felt oust­ed and unim­por­tant as he fol­lowed the doc­tor up to the bed­room, and it was the doc­tor who chuck­led, “Oh, just lit­tle stom­achache” when Verona peeped through her door, beg­ging, “What is it, Dad, what is it?”

				To Mrs. Bab­bitt the doc­tor said with ami­able bel­liger­ence, af­ter his ex­am­i­na­tion, “Kind of a bad old pain, eh? I’ll give you some­thing to make you sleep, and I think you’ll feel bet­ter in the morn­ing. I’ll come in right af­ter break­fast.” But to Bab­bitt, ly­ing in wait in the low­er hall, the doc­tor sighed, “I don’t like the feel­ing there in her bel­ly. There’s some rigid­i­ty and some in­flam­ma­tion. She’s nev­er had her ap­pen­dix out has she? Um. Well, no use wor­ry­ing. I’ll be here first thing in the morn­ing, and mean­time she’ll get some rest. I’ve giv­en her a hy­po. Good night.”

				Then was Bab­bitt caught up in the black tem­pest.

				In­stant­ly all the in­dig­na­tions which had been dom­i­nat­ing him and the spir­i­tu­al dra­mas through which he had strug­gled be­came pal­lid and ab­surd be­fore the an­cient and over­whelm­ing re­al­i­ties, the stan­dard and tra­di­tion­al re­al­i­ties, of sick­ness and men­ac­ing death, the long night, and the thou­sand stead­fast im­pli­ca­tions of mar­ried life. He crept back to her. As she drowsed away in the trop­ic lan­guor of mor­phia, he sat on the edge of her bed, hold­ing her hand, and for the first time in many weeks her hand abode trust­ful­ly in his.

				He draped him­self grotesque­ly in his tow­el­ing bathrobe and a pink and white couch-cov­er, and sat lump­ish­ly in a wing-chair. The bed­room was un­can­ny in its half-light, which turned the cur­tains to lurk­ing rob­bers, the dress­ing-ta­ble to a tur­ret­ed cas­tle. It smelled of cos­met­ics, of linen, of sleep. He napped and woke, napped and woke, a hun­dred times. He heard her move and sigh in slum­ber; he won­dered if there wasn’t some of­fi­cious brisk thing he could do for her, and be­fore he could quite form the thought he was asleep, racked and aching. The night was in­fi­nite. When dawn came and the wait­ing seemed at an end, he fell asleep, and was vexed to have been caught off his guard, to have been aroused by Verona’s en­trance and her ag­i­tat­ed “Oh, what is it, Dad?”

				His wife was awake, her face sal­low and life­less in the morn­ing light, but now he did not com­pare her with Ta­nis; she was not mere­ly A Wom­an, to be con­trast­ed with oth­er wom­en, but his own self, and though he might crit­i­cize her and nag her, it was on­ly as he might crit­i­cize and nag him­self, in­ter­est­ed­ly, un­pa­tron­iz­ing­ly, with­out the ex­pec­ta­tion of chang­ing—or any re­al de­sire to change—the eter­nal essence.

				With Verona he sound­ed fa­ther­ly again, and firm. He con­soled Tin­ka, who sat­is­fac­to­ri­ly point­ed the ex­cite­ment of the hour by wail­ing. He or­dered ear­ly break­fast, and want­ed to look at the news­pa­per, and felt some­how hero­ic and use­ful in not look­ing at it. But there were still crawl­ing and to­tal­ly un­heroic hours of wait­ing be­fore Dr. Pat­ten re­turned.

				“Don’t see much change,” said Pat­ten. “I’ll be back about eleven, and if you don’t mind, I think I’ll bring in some oth­er world-fa­mous pill-ped­dler for con­sul­ta­tion, just to be on the safe side. Now George, there’s noth­ing you can do. I’ll have Verona keep the ice-bag filled—might as well leave that on, I guess—and you, you bet­ter beat it to the of­fice in­stead of stand­ing around her look­ing as if you were the pa­tient. The nerve of hus­bands! Lot more neu­rot­ic than the wom­en! They al­ways have to horn in and get all the cred­it for feel­ing bad when their wives are ail­ing. Now have an­oth­er nice cup of cof­fee and git!”

				Un­der this de­ri­sion Bab­bitt be­came more mat­ter-of-fact. He drove to the of­fice, tried to dic­tate let­ters, tried to tele­phone and, be­fore the call was an­swered, for­got to whom he was tele­phon­ing. At a quar­ter af­ter ten he re­turned home. As he left the down­town traf­fic and sped up the car, his face was as grim­ly creased as the mask of tragedy.

				His wife greet­ed him with sur­prise. “Why did you come back, dear? I think I feel a lit­tle bet­ter. I told Verona to skip off to her of­fice. Was it wicked of me to go and get sick?”

				He knew that she want­ed pet­ting, and she got it, joy­ous­ly. They were cu­ri­ous­ly hap­py when he heard Dr. Pat­ten’s car in front. He looked out of the win­dow. He was fright­ened. With Pat­ten was an im­pa­tient man with tur­bu­lent black hair and a hus­sar mus­tache—Dr. A. I. Dilling, the sur­geon. Bab­bitt sput­tered with anx­i­ety, tried to con­ceal it, and hur­ried down to the door.

				Dr. Pat­ten was pro­fuse­ly ca­su­al: “Don’t want to wor­ry you, old man, but I thought it might be a good stunt to have Dr. Dilling ex­am­ine her.” He ges­tured to­ward Dilling as to­ward a mas­ter.

				Dilling nod­ded in his cur­test man­ner and strode up­stairs Bab­bitt tramped the liv­ing-room in agony. Ex­cept for his wife’s con­fine­ments there had nev­er been a ma­jor op­er­a­tion in the fam­i­ly, and to him surgery was at once a mir­a­cle and an abom­i­na­tion of fear. But when Dilling and Pat­ten came down again he knew that ev­ery­thing was all right, and he want­ed to laugh, for the two doc­tors were ex­act­ly like the beard­ed physi­cians in a mu­si­cal com­e­dy, both of them rub­bing their hands and look­ing fool­ish­ly saga­cious.

				Dr. Dilling spoke:

				“I’m sor­ry, old man, but it’s acute ap­pen­dici­tis. We ought to op­er­ate. Of course you must de­cide, but there’s no ques­tion as to what has to be done.”

				Bab­bitt did not get all the force of it. He mum­bled, “Well I sup­pose we could get her ready in a cou­ple o’ days. Prob­a­bly Ted ought to come down from the uni­ver­si­ty, just in case any­thing hap­pened.”

				Dr. Dilling growled, “Nope. If you don’t want peri­toni­tis to set in, we’ll have to op­er­ate right away. I must ad­vise it strong­ly. If you say go ahead, I’ll phone for the St. Mary’s am­bu­lance at once, and we’ll have her on the ta­ble in three-quar­ters of an hour.”

				“I—I Of course, I sup­pose you know what—But great God, man, I can’t get her clothes ready and ev­ery­thing in two sec­onds, you know! And in her state, so wrought-up and weak—”

				“Just throw her hair­brush and comb and tooth­brush in a bag; that’s all she’ll need for a day or two,” said Dr. Dilling, and went to the tele­phone.

				Bab­bitt gal­loped des­per­ate­ly up­stairs. He sent the fright­ened Tin­ka out of the room. He said gai­ly to his wife, “Well, old thing, the doc thinks maybe we bet­ter have a lit­tle op­er­a­tion and get it over. Just take a few min­utes—not half as se­ri­ous as a con­fine­ment—and you’ll be all right in a jiffy.”

				She gripped his hand till the fin­gers ached. She said pa­tient­ly, like a cowed child, “I’m afraid—to go in­to the dark, all alone!” Ma­tu­ri­ty was wiped from her eyes; they were plead­ing and ter­ri­fied. “Will you stay with me? Dar­ling, you don’t have to go to the of­fice now, do you? Could you just go down to the hos­pi­tal with me? Could you come see me this evening—if ev­ery­thing’s all right? You won’t have to go out this evening, will you?”

				He was on his knees by the bed. While she fee­bly ruf­fled his hair, he sobbed, he kissed the lawn of her sleeve, and swore, “Old hon­ey, I love you more than any­thing in the world! I’ve kind of been wor­ried by busi­ness and ev­ery­thing, but that’s all over now, and I’m back again.”

				“Are you re­al­ly? George, I was think­ing, ly­ing here, maybe it would be a good thing if I just went. I was won­der­ing if any­body re­al­ly need­ed me. Or want­ed me. I was won­der­ing what was the use of my liv­ing. I’ve been get­ting so stupid and ug­ly—”

				“Why, you old hum­bug! Fish­ing for com­pli­ments when I ought to be pack­ing your bag! Me, sure, I’m young and hand­some and a reg­u­lar vil­lage cut-up and—” He could not go on. He sobbed again; and in mut­tered in­co­heren­cies they found each oth­er.

				As he packed, his brain was cu­ri­ous­ly clear and swift. He’d have no more wild evenings, he re­al­ized. He ad­mit­ted that he would re­gret them. A lit­tle grim­ly he per­ceived that this had been his last de­spair­ing fling be­fore the par­a­lyzed con­tent­ment of mid­dle-age. Well, and he grinned imp­ish­ly, “it was one dog­gone good par­ty while it last­ed!” And—how much was the op­er­a­tion go­ing to cost? “I ought to have fought that out with Dilling. But no, damn it, I don’t care how much it costs!”

				The mo­tor am­bu­lance was at the door. Even in his grief the Bab­bitt who ad­mired all tech­ni­cal ex­cel­lences was in­ter­est­ed in the kind­ly skill with which the at­ten­dants slid Mrs. Bab­bitt up­on a stretch­er and car­ried her down­stairs. The am­bu­lance was a huge, suave, var­nished, white thing. Mrs. Bab­bitt moaned, “It fright­ens me. It’s just like a hearse, just like be­ing put in a hearse. I want you to stay with me.”

				“I’ll be right up front with the driv­er,” Bab­bitt promised.

				“No, I want you to stay in­side with me.” To the at­ten­dants: “Can’t he be in­side?”

				“Sure, ma’am, you bet. There’s a fine lit­tle camp­stool in there,” the old­er at­ten­dant said, with pro­fes­sion­al pride.

				He sat be­side her in that trav­el­ing cab­in with its cot, its stool, its ac­tive lit­tle elec­tric ra­di­a­tor, and its quite un­ex­plained cal­en­dar, dis­play­ing a girl eat­ing cher­ries, and the name of an en­ter­pris­ing gro­cer. But as he flung out his hand in hope­less cheer­ful­ness it touched the ra­di­a­tor, and he squealed:

				“Ouch! Je­sus!”

				“Why, George Bab­bitt, I won’t have you curs­ing and swear­ing and blas­phem­ing!”

				“I know, aw­ful sor­ry but—Gosh all fish­hooks, look how I burned my hand! Gee whiz, it hurts! It hurts like the mis­chief! Why, that damn ra­di­a­tor is hot as—it’s hot as—it’s hot­ter ’n the hinges of Hades! Look! You can see the mark!”

				So, as they drove up to St. Mary’s Hos­pi­tal, with the nurs­es al­ready lay­ing out the in­stru­ments for an op­er­a­tion to save her life, it was she who con­soled him and kissed the place to make it well, and though he tried to be gruff and ma­ture, he yield­ed to her and was glad to be ba­bied.

				The am­bu­lance whirled un­der the hood­ed car­riage-en­trance of the hos­pi­tal, and in­stant­ly he was re­duced to a ze­ro in the night­mare suc­ces­sion of cork-floored halls, end­less doors open on old wom­en sit­ting up in bed, an el­e­va­tor, the anes­thetiz­ing room, a young in­terne con­temp­tu­ous of hus­bands. He was per­mit­ted to kiss his wife; he saw a thin dark nurse fit the cone over her mouth and nose; he stiff­ened at a sweet and treach­er­ous odor; then he was driv­en out, and on a high stool in a lab­o­ra­to­ry he sat dazed, long­ing to see her once again, to in­sist that he had al­ways loved her, had nev­er for a sec­ond loved any­body else or looked at any­body else. In the lab­o­ra­to­ry he was con­scious on­ly of a de­cayed ob­ject pre­served in a bot­tle of yel­low­ing al­co­hol. It made him very sick, but he could not take his eyes from it. He was more aware of it than of wait­ing. His mind float­ed in abeyance, com­ing back al­ways to that hor­ri­ble bot­tle. To es­cape it he opened the door to the right, hop­ing to find a sane and busi­nesslike of­fice. He re­al­ized that he was look­ing in­to the op­er­at­ing-room; in one glance he took in Dr. Dilling, strange in white gown and ban­daged head, bend­ing over the steel ta­ble with its screws and wheels, then nurs­es hold­ing basins and cot­ton sponges, and a swathed thing, just a life­less chin and a mound of white in the midst of which was a square of sal­low flesh with a gash a lit­tle bloody at the edges, pro­trud­ing from the gash a clus­ter of for­ceps like cling­ing par­a­sites.

				He shut the door with haste. It may be that his fright­ened re­pen­tance of the night and morn­ing had not eat­en in, but this de­hu­man­iz­ing in­ter­ment of her who had been so pa­thet­i­cal­ly hu­man shook him ut­ter­ly, and as he crouched again on the high stool in the lab­o­ra­to­ry he swore faith to his wife … to Zenith … to busi­ness ef­fi­cien­cy … to the Boost­ers’ Club … to ev­ery faith of the Clan of Good Fel­lows.

				Then a nurse was sooth­ing, “All over! Per­fect suc­cess! She’ll come out fine! She’ll be out from un­der the anes­thet­ic soon, and you can see her.”

				He found her on a cu­ri­ous tilt­ed bed, her face an un­whole­some yel­low but her pur­ple lips mov­ing slight­ly. Then on­ly did he re­al­ly be­lieve that she was alive. She was mut­ter­ing. He bent, and heard her sigh­ing, “Hard get re­al maple syrup for pan­cakes.” He laughed in­ex­haustibly; he beamed on the nurse and proud­ly con­fid­ed, “Think of her talk­ing about maple syrup! By gol­ly, I’m go­ing to go and or­der a hun­dred gal­lons of it, right from Ver­mont!”

			




				II

				She was out of the hos­pi­tal in sev­en­teen days. He went to see her each af­ter­noon, and in their long talks they drift­ed back to in­ti­ma­cy. Once he hint­ed some­thing of his re­la­tions to Ta­nis and the Bunch, and she was in­flat­ed by the view that a Wicked Wom­an had cap­ti­vat­ed her poor George.

				If once he had doubt­ed his neigh­bors and the supreme charm of the Good Fel­lows, he was con­vinced now. You didn’t, he not­ed, “see Seneca Doane com­ing around with any flow­ers or drop­ping in to chat with the Mis­sus,” but Mrs. Howard Lit­tle­field brought to the hos­pi­tal her price­less wine jel­ly (fla­vored with re­al wine); Orville Jones spent hours in pick­ing out the kind of nov­els Mrs. Bab­bitt liked—nice love sto­ries about New York mil­lionar­ies and Wyoming cow­punch­ers; Lou­et­ta Swan­son knit­ted a pink bed-jack­et; Sid­ney Finkel­stein and his mer­ry brown-eyed flap­per of a wife se­lect­ed the pret­ti­est night­gown in all the stock of Parcher and Stein.

				All his friends ceased whis­per­ing about him, sus­pect­ing him. At the Ath­let­ic Club they asked af­ter her dai­ly. Club mem­bers whose names he did not know stopped him to in­quire, “How’s your good la­dy get­ting on?” Bab­bitt felt that he was swing­ing from bleak up­lands down in­to the rich warm air of a val­ley pleas­ant with cot­tages.

				One noon Vir­gil Gunch sug­gest­ed, “You plan­ning to be at the hos­pi­tal about six? The wife and I thought we’d drop in.” They did drop in. Gunch was so hu­mor­ous that Mrs. Bab­bitt said he must “stop mak­ing her laugh be­cause hon­est­ly it was hurt­ing her in­ci­sion.” As they passed down the hall Gunch de­mand­ed ami­ably, “George, old scout, you were sore­head­ed about some­thing, here a while back. I don’t know why, and it’s none of my busi­ness. But you seem to be feel­ing all hunky-do­ry again, and why don’t you come join us in the Good Cit­i­zens’ League, old man? We have some cork­ing times to­geth­er, and we need your ad­vice.”

				Then did Bab­bitt, al­most tear­ful with joy at be­ing coaxed in­stead of bul­lied, at be­ing per­mit­ted to stop fight­ing, at be­ing able to desert with­out in­jur­ing his opin­ion of him­self, cease ut­ter­ly to be a do­mes­tic rev­o­lu­tion­ist. He pat­ted Gunch’s shoul­der, and next day he be­came a mem­ber of the Good Cit­i­zens’ League.

				With­in two weeks no one in the League was more vi­o­lent re­gard­ing the wicked­ness of Seneca Doane, the crimes of la­bor unions, the per­ils of im­mi­gra­tion, and the de­lights of golf, moral­i­ty, and bank-ac­counts than was George F. Bab­bitt.

			


		
			Chapter XXXIV

			
				I

				The Good Cit­i­zens’ League had spread through the coun­try, but nowhere was it so ef­fec­tive and well es­teemed as in cities of the type of Zenith, com­mer­cial cities of a few hun­dred thou­sand in­hab­i­tants, most of which—though not all—lay in­land, against a back­ground of corn­fields and mines and of small towns which de­pend­ed up­on them for mort­gage-loans, ta­ble-man­ners, art, so­cial phi­los­o­phy and millinery.

				To the League be­longed most of the pros­per­ous cit­i­zens of Zenith. They were not all of the kind who called them­selves “Reg­u­lar Guys.” Be­sides these hearty fel­lows, these sales­men of pros­per­i­ty, there were the aris­to­crats, that is, the men who were rich­er or had been rich for more gen­er­a­tions: the pres­i­dents of banks and of fac­to­ries, the landown­ers, the cor­po­ra­tion lawyers, the fash­ion­able doc­tors, and the few young-old men who worked not at all but, re­luc­tant­ly re­main­ing in Zenith, col­lect­ed lus­ter­ware and first edi­tions as though they were back in Paris. All of them agreed that the work­ing-class­es must be kept in their place; and all of them per­ceived that Amer­i­can Democ­ra­cy did not im­ply any equal­i­ty of wealth, but did de­mand a whole­some same­ness of thought, dress, paint­ing, morals, and vo­cab­u­lary.

				In this they were like the rul­ing-class of any oth­er coun­try, par­tic­u­lar­ly of Great Britain, but they dif­fered in be­ing more vig­or­ous and in ac­tu­al­ly try­ing to pro­duce the ac­cept­ed stan­dards which all class­es, ev­ery­where, de­sire, but usu­al­ly de­spair of re­al­iz­ing.

				The long­est strug­gle of the Good Cit­i­zens’ League was against the Open Shop—which was se­cret­ly a strug­gle against all union la­bor. Ac­com­pa­ny­ing it was an Amer­i­can­iza­tion Move­ment, with evening class­es in Eng­lish and his­to­ry and eco­nom­ics, and dai­ly ar­ti­cles in the news­pa­pers, so that new­ly ar­rived for­eign­ers might learn that the true-blue and one hun­dred per­cent. Amer­i­can way of set­tling la­bor-trou­bles was for work­men to trust and love their em­ploy­ers.

				The League was more than gen­er­ous in ap­prov­ing oth­er or­ga­ni­za­tions which agreed with its aims. It helped the Y.M.C.A. to raise a two-hun­dred-thou­sand-dol­lar fund for a new build­ing. Bab­bitt, Vir­gil Gunch, Sid­ney Finkel­stein, and even Charles McK­elvey told the spec­ta­tors at movie the­aters how great an in­flu­ence for man­ly Chris­tian­i­ty the “good old Y.” had been in their own lives; and the hoar and mighty Colonel Ruther­ford Snow, own­er of the Ad­vo­cate-Times, was pho­tographed clasp­ing the hand of Shel­don Smeeth of the Y.M.C.A. It is true that af­ter­ward, when Smeeth lisped, “You must come to one of our prayer-meet­ings,” the fe­ro­cious Colonel bel­lowed, “What the hell would I do that for? I’ve got a bar of my own,” but this did not ap­pear in the pub­lic prints.

				The League was of val­ue to the Amer­i­can Le­gion at a time when cer­tain of the less­er and loos­er news­pa­pers were crit­i­ciz­ing that or­ga­ni­za­tion of vet­er­ans of the Great War. One evening a num­ber of young men raid­ed the Zenith So­cial­ist Head­quar­ters, burned its records, beat the of­fice staff, and agree­ably dumped desks out of the win­dow. All of the news­pa­pers save the Ad­vo­cate-Times and the Evening Ad­vo­cate at­trib­uted this valu­able but per­haps hasty di­rect-ac­tion to the Amer­i­can Le­gion. Then a fly­ing squadron from the Good Cit­i­zens’ League called on the un­fair pa­pers and ex­plained that no ex-sol­dier could pos­si­bly do such a thing, and the ed­i­tors saw the light, and re­tained their ad­ver­tis­ing. When Zenith’s lone Con­sci­en­tious Ob­jec­tor came home from prison and was righ­teous­ly run out of town, the news­pa­pers re­ferred to the per­pe­tra­tors as an “uniden­ti­fied mob.”

			




				II

				In all the ac­tiv­i­ties and tri­umphs of the Good Cit­i­zens’ League Bab­bitt took part, and com­plete­ly won back to self-re­spect, placid­i­ty, and the af­fec­tion of his friends. But he be­gan to protest, “Gosh, I’ve done my share in clean­ing up the city. I want to tend to busi­ness. Think I’ll just kind of slack­en up on this G.C.L. stuff now.”

				He had re­turned to the church as he had re­turned to the Boost­ers’ Club. He had even en­dured the lav­ish greet­ing which Shel­don Smeeth gave him. He was wor­ried lest dur­ing his late dis­con­tent he had im­per­iled his sal­va­tion. He was not quite sure there was a Heav­en to be at­tained, but Dr. John Jen­ni­son Drew said there was, and Bab­bitt was not go­ing to take a chance.

				One evening when he was walk­ing past Dr. Drew’s par­son­age he im­pul­sive­ly went in and found the pas­tor in his study.

				“Jus’ minute—get­ting phone call,” said Dr. Drew in busi­nesslike tones, then, ag­gres­sive­ly, to the tele­phone: “ ’Lo—‘lo! This Berkey and Han­nis? Rev­erend Drew speak­ing. Where the dick­ens is the proof for next Sun­day’s cal­en­dar? Huh? Y’ ought to have it here. Well, I can’t help it if they’re all sick! I got to have it tonight. Get an A.D.T. boy and shoot it up here quick.”

				He turned, with­out slack­en­ing his brisk­ness. “Well, Broth­er Bab­bitt, what c’n I do for you?”

				“I just want­ed to ask—Tell you how it is, do­minie: Here a while ago I guess I got kind of slack. Took a few drinks and so on. What I want­ed to ask is: How is it if a fel­low cuts that all out and comes back to his sens­es? Does it sort of, well, you might say, does it score against him in the long run?”

				The Rev­erend Dr. Drew was sud­den­ly in­ter­est­ed. “And, uh, broth­er—the oth­er things, too? Wom­en?”

				“No, prac­ti­cal­ly, you might say, prac­ti­cal­ly not at all.”

				“Don’t hes­i­tate to tell me, broth­er! That’s what I’m here for. Been go­ing on joyrides? Squeez­ing girls in cars?” The rev­erend eyes glis­tened.

				“No—no—”

				“Well, I’ll tell you. I’ve got a dep­u­ta­tion from the Don’t Make Pro­hi­bi­tion a Joke As­so­ci­a­tion com­ing to see me in a quar­ter of an hour, and one from the An­ti-Birth-Con­trol Union at a quar­ter of ten.” He busi­ly glanced at his watch. “But I can take five min­utes off and pray with you. Kneel right down by your chair, broth­er. Don’t be ashamed to seek the guid­ance of God.”

				Bab­bitt’s scalp itched and he longed to flee, but Dr. Drew had al­ready flopped down be­side his desk-chair and his voice had changed from rasp­ing ef­fi­cien­cy to an unc­tu­ous fa­mil­iar­i­ty with sin and with the Almighty. Bab­bitt al­so knelt, while Drew gloat­ed:

				“O Lord, thou seest our broth­er here, who has been led astray by man­i­fold temp­ta­tions. O Heav­en­ly Fa­ther, make his heart to be pure, as pure as a lit­tle child’s. Oh, let him know again the joy of a man­ly courage to ab­stain from evil—”

				Shel­don Smeeth came frol­ick­ing in­to the study. At the sight of the two men he smirked, for­giv­ing­ly pat­ted Bab­bitt on the shoul­der, and knelt be­side him, his arm about him, while he au­tho­rized Dr. Drew’s im­pre­ca­tions with moans of “Yes, Lord! Help our broth­er, Lord!”

				Though he was try­ing to keep his eyes closed, Bab­bitt squint­ed be­tween his fin­gers and saw the pas­tor glance at his watch as he con­clud­ed with a tri­umphant, “And let him nev­er be afraid to come to Us for coun­sel and ten­der care, and let him know that the church can lead him as a lit­tle lamb.”

				Dr. Drew sprang up, rolled his eyes in the gen­er­al di­rec­tion of Heav­en, chucked his watch in­to his pock­et, and de­mand­ed, “Has the dep­u­ta­tion come yet, Sheldy?”

				“Yep, right out­side,” Sheldy an­swered, with equal live­li­ness; then, ca­ress­ing­ly, to Bab­bitt, “Broth­er, if it would help, I’d love to go in­to the next room and pray with you while Dr. Drew is re­ceiv­ing the broth­ers from the Don’t Make Pro­hi­bi­tion a Joke As­so­ci­a­tion.”

				“No—no thanks—can’t take the time!” yelped Bab­bitt, rush­ing to­ward the door.

				There­after he was of­ten seen at the Chatham Road Pres­by­te­ri­an Church, but it is record­ed that he avoid­ed shak­ing hands with the pas­tor at the door.

			




				III

				If his moral fiber had been so weak­ened by re­bel­lion that he was not quite de­pend­able in the more rig­or­ous cam­paigns of the Good Cit­i­zens’ League nor quite ap­pre­cia­tive of the church, yet there was no doubt of the joy with which Bab­bitt re­turned to the plea­sures of his home and of the Ath­let­ic Club, the Boost­ers, the Elks.

				Verona and Ken­neth Es­cott were even­tu­al­ly and hes­i­tat­ing­ly mar­ried. For the wed­ding Bab­bitt was dressed as care­ful­ly as was Verona; he was crammed in­to the morn­ing-coat he wore to teas thrice a year; and with a cer­tain re­lief, af­ter Verona and Ken­neth had driv­en away in a limou­sine, he re­turned to the house, re­moved the morn­ing coat, sat with his aching feet up on the dav­en­port, and re­flect­ed that his wife and he could have the liv­ing-room to them­selves now, and not have to lis­ten to Verona and Ken­neth wor­ry­ing, in a cul­tured col­le­giate man­ner, about min­i­mum wages and the Dra­ma League.

				But even this sink­ing in­to peace was less con­sol­ing than his re­turn to be­ing one of the best-loved men in the Boost­ers’ Club.

			




				IV

				Pres­i­dent Willis Ijams be­gan that Boost­ers’ Club lun­cheon by stand­ing qui­et and star­ing at them so un­hap­pi­ly that they feared he was about to an­nounce the death of a Broth­er Boost­er. He spoke slow­ly then, and grave­ly:

				“Boys, I have some­thing shock­ing to re­veal to you; some­thing ter­ri­ble about one of our own mem­bers.”

				Sev­er­al Boost­ers, in­clud­ing Bab­bitt, looked dis­con­cert­ed.

				“A knight of the grip, a trust­ed friend of mine, re­cent­ly made a trip up­state, and in a cer­tain town, where a cer­tain Boost­er spent his boy­hood, he found out some­thing which can no longer be con­cealed. In fact, he dis­cov­ered the in­ward na­ture of a man whom we have ac­cept­ed as a Re­al Guy and as one of us. Gen­tle­men, I can­not trust my voice to say it, so I have writ­ten it down.”

				He un­cov­ered a large black­board and on it, in huge cap­i­tals, was the leg­end:

				George Fol­lans­bee Bab­bitt—oh you Fol­ly!

				The Boost­ers cheered, they laughed, they wept, they threw rolls at Bab­bitt, they cried, “Speech, speech! Oh you Fol­ly!”

				Pres­i­dent Ijams con­tin­ued:

				“That, gen­tle­men, is the aw­ful thing Georgie Bab­bitt has been con­ceal­ing all these years, when we thought he was just plain George F. Now I want you to tell us, tak­ing it in turn, what you’ve al­ways sup­posed the F. stood for.”

				Flivver, they sug­gest­ed, and Frog-face and Flat­head and Fari­na­ceous and Free­zone and Flap­doo­dle and Foghorn. By the jovi­al­i­ty of their in­sults Bab­bitt knew that he had been tak­en back to their hearts, and hap­pi­ly he rose.

				“Boys, I’ve got to ad­mit it. I’ve nev­er worn a wrist­watch, or part­ed my name in the mid­dle, but I will con­fess to ‘Fol­lans­bee.’ My on­ly jus­ti­fi­ca­tion is that my old dad—though oth­er­wise he was per­fect­ly sane, and packed an aw­ful wal­lop when it came to trim­ming the City Fellers at check­ers—named me af­ter the fam­i­ly doc, old Dr. Am­brose Fol­lans­bee. I apol­o­gize, boys. In my next what-d’you-call-it I’ll see to it that I get named some­thing re­al­ly prac­ti­cal—some­thing that sounds swell and yet is good and vir­ile—some­thing, in fact, like that grand old name so fa­mil­iar to ev­ery house­hold—that bold and al­most over­pow­er­ing name, Willis Jim­jams Ijams!”

				He knew by the cheer that he was se­cure again and pop­u­lar; he knew that he would no more en­dan­ger his se­cu­ri­ty and pop­u­lar­i­ty by stray­ing from the Clan of Good Fel­lows.

			




				V

				Hen­ry Thomp­son dashed in­to the of­fice, clam­or­ing, “George! Big news! Jake Of­futt says the Trac­tion Bunch are dis­sat­is­fied with the way Sanders, Tor­rey and Wing han­dled their last deal, and they’re will­ing to dick­er with us!”

				Bab­bitt was pleased in the re­al­iza­tion that the last scar of his re­bel­lion was healed, yet as he drove home he was an­noyed by such back­ground thoughts as had nev­er weak­ened him in his days of bel­liger­ent con­form­ity. He dis­cov­ered that he ac­tu­al­ly did not con­sid­er the Trac­tion group quite hon­est. “Well, he’d car­ry out one more deal for them, but as soon as it was prac­ti­ca­ble, maybe as soon as old Hen­ry Thomp­son died, he’d break away from all as­so­ci­a­tion from them. He was forty-eight; in twelve years he’d be six­ty; he want­ed to leave a clean busi­ness to his grand­chil­dren. Course there was a lot of mon­ey in ne­go­ti­at­ing for the Trac­tion peo­ple, and a fel­low had to look at things in a prac­ti­cal way, on­ly—” He wrig­gled un­com­fort­ably. He want­ed to tell the Trac­tion group what he thought of them. “Oh, he couldn’t do it, not now. If he of­fend­ed them this sec­ond time, they would crush him. But—”

				He was con­scious that his line of progress seemed con­fused. He won­dered what he would do with his fu­ture. He was still young; was he through with all ad­ven­tur­ing? He felt that he had been trapped in­to the very net from which he had with such fury es­caped and, supremest jest of all, been made to re­joice in the trap­ping.

				“They’ve licked me; licked me to a fin­ish!” he whim­pered.

				The house was peace­ful, that evening, and he en­joyed a game of pinochle with his wife. He in­dig­nant­ly told the Tempter that he was con­tent to do things in the good old fash­ioned way. The day af­ter, he went to see the pur­chas­ing-agent of the Street Trac­tion Com­pa­ny and they made plans for the se­cret pur­chase of lots along the Evan­ston Road. But as he drove to his of­fice he strug­gled, “I’m go­ing to run things and fig­ure out things to suit my­self—when I re­tire.”

			




				VI

				Ted had come down from the Uni­ver­si­ty for the week­end. Though he no longer spoke of me­chan­i­cal en­gi­neer­ing and though he was ret­i­cent about his opin­ion of his in­struc­tors, he seemed no more rec­on­ciled to col­lege, and his chief in­ter­est was his wire­less tele­phone set.

				On Sat­ur­day evening he took Eu­nice Lit­tle­field to a dance at De­von Woods. Bab­bitt had a glimpse of her, bounc­ing in the seat of the car, bril­liant in a scar­let cloak over a frock of thinnest creamy silk. They two had not re­turned when the Bab­bitts went to bed, at half-past eleven. At a blurred in­def­i­nite time of late night Bab­bitt was awak­ened by the ring of the tele­phone and gloomi­ly crawled down­stairs. Howard Lit­tle­field was speak­ing:

				“George, Eu­ny isn’t back yet. Is Ted?”

				“No—at least his door is open—”

				“They ought to be home. Eu­nice said the dance would be over at mid­night. What’s the name of those peo­ple where they’re go­ing?”

				“Why, gosh, tell the truth, I don’t know, Howard. It’s some class­mate of Ted’s, out in De­von Woods. Don’t see what we can do. Wait, I’ll skip up and ask Myra if she knows their name.”

				Bab­bitt turned on the light in Ted’s room. It was a brown boy­ish room; dis­or­dered dress­er, worn books, a high-school pen­nant, pho­to­graphs of bas­ket­ball teams and base­ball teams. Ted was de­cid­ed­ly not there.

				Mrs. Bab­bitt, awak­ened, ir­ri­ta­bly ob­served that she cer­tain­ly did not know the name of Ted’s host, that it was late, that Howard Lit­tle­field was but lit­tle bet­ter than a born fool, and that she was sleepy. But she re­mained awake and wor­ry­ing while Bab­bitt, on the sleep­ing-porch, strug­gled back in­to sleep through the in­ces­sant soft rain of her re­marks. It was af­ter dawn when he was aroused by her shak­ing him and call­ing “George! George!” in some­thing like hor­ror.

				“Wha—wha—what is it?”

				“Come here quick and see. Be qui­et!”

				She led him down the hall to the door of Ted’s room and pushed it gen­tly open. On the worn brown rug he saw a froth of rose-col­ored chif­fon lin­gerie; on the se­date Mor­ris chair a girl’s sil­ver slip­per. And on the pil­lows were two sleepy heads—Ted’s and Eu­nice’s.

				Ted woke to grin, and to mut­ter with un­con­vinc­ing de­fi­ance, “Good morn­ing! Let me in­tro­duce my wife—Mrs. Theodore Roo­sevelt Eu­nice Lit­tle­field Bab­bitt, Es­quiress.”

				“Good God!” from Bab­bitt, and from his wife a long wail­ing, “You’ve gone and—”

				“We got mar­ried last evening. Wife! Sit up and say a pret­ty good morn­ing to moth­er-in-law.”

				But Eu­nice hid her shoul­ders and her charm­ing wild hair un­der the pil­low.

				By nine o’clock the as­sem­bly which was gath­ered about Ted and Eu­nice in the liv­ing-room in­clud­ed Mr. and Mrs. George Bab­bitt, Dr. and Mrs. Howard Lit­tle­field, Mr. and Mrs. Ken­neth Es­cott, Mr. and Mrs. Hen­ry T. Thomp­son, and Tin­ka Bab­bitt, who was the on­ly pleased mem­ber of the in­qui­si­tion.

				A crack­ling show­er of phras­es filled the room:

				“At their age—” “Ought to be an­nulled—” “Nev­er heard of such a thing in—” “Fault of both of them and—” “Keep it out of the pa­pers—” “Ought to be packed off to school—” “Do some­thing about it at once, and what I say is—” “Damn good old-fash­ioned spank­ing—”

				Worst of them all was Verona. “Ted! Some way must be found to make you un­der­stand how dread­ful­ly se­ri­ous this is, in­stead of stand­ing around with that sil­ly fool­ish smileon your face!”

				He be­gan to re­volt. “Gee whit­tak­ers, Rone, you got mar­ried your­self, didn’t you?”

				“That’s en­tire­ly dif­fer­ent.”

				“You bet it is! They didn’t have to work on Eu and me with a chain and tack­le to get us to hold hands!”

				“Now, young man, we’ll have no more flip­pan­cy,” old Hen­ry Thomp­son or­dered. “You lis­ten to me.”

				“You lis­ten to Grand­fa­ther!” said Verona.

				“Yes, lis­ten to your Grand­fa­ther!” said Mrs. Bab­bitt.

				“Ted, you lis­ten to Mr. Thomp­son!” said Howard Lit­tle­field.

				“Oh, for the love o’ Mike, I am lis­ten­ing!” Ted shout­ed. “But you look here, all of you! I’m get­ting sick and tired of be­ing the corpse in this post mortem! If you want to kill some­body, go kill the preach­er that mar­ried us! Why, he stung me five dol­lars, and all the mon­ey I had in the world was six dol­lars and two bits. I’m get­ting just about enough of be­ing hollered at!”

				A new voice, boom­ing, au­thor­i­ta­tive, dom­i­nat­ed the room. It was Bab­bitt. “Yuh, there’s too darn many putting in their oar! Rone, you dry up. Howard and I are still pret­ty strong, and able to do our own cussing. Ted, come in­to the din­ing-room and we’ll talk this over.”

				In the din­ing-room, the door firm­ly closed, Bab­bitt walked to his son, put both hands on his shoul­ders. “You’re more or less right. They all talk too much. Now what do you plan to do, old man?”

				“Gosh, dad, are you re­al­ly go­ing to be hu­man?”

				“Well, I—Re­mem­ber one time you called us ‘the Bab­bitt men’ and said we ought to stick to­geth­er? I want to. I don’t pre­tend to think this isn’t se­ri­ous. The way the cards are stacked against a young fel­low to­day, I can’t say I ap­prove of ear­ly mar­riages. But you couldn’t have mar­ried a bet­ter girl than Eu­nice; and way I fig­ure it, Lit­tle­field is darn lucky to get a Bab­bitt for a son-in-law! But what do you plan to do? Course you could go right ahead with the U., and when you’d fin­ished—”

				“Dad, I can’t stand it any more. Maybe it’s all right for some fel­lows. Maybe I’ll want to go back some day. But me, I want to get in­to me­chan­ics. I think I’d get to be a good in­ven­tor. There’s a fel­low that would give me twen­ty dol­lars a week in a fac­to­ry right now.”

				“Well—” Bab­bitt crossed the floor, slow­ly, pon­der­ous­ly, seem­ing a lit­tle old. “I’ve al­ways want­ed you to have a col­lege de­gree.” He med­i­ta­tive­ly stamped across the floor again. “But I’ve nev­er—Now, for heav­en’s sake, don’t re­peat this to your moth­er, or she’d re­move what lit­tle hair I’ve got left, but prac­ti­cal­ly, I’ve nev­er done a sin­gle thing I’ve want­ed to in my whole life! I don’t know ’s I’ve ac­com­plished any­thing ex­cept just get along. I fig­ure out I’ve made about a quar­ter of an inch out of a pos­si­ble hun­dred rods. Well, maybe you’ll car­ry things on fur­ther. I don’t know. But I do get a kind of sneak­ing plea­sure out of the fact that you knew what you want­ed to do and did it. Well, those folks in there will try to bul­ly you, and tame you down. Tell ’em to go to the dev­il! I’ll back you. Take your fac­to­ry job, if you want to. Don’t be scared of the fam­i­ly. No, nor all of Zenith. Nor of your­self, the way I’ve been. Go ahead, old man! The world is yours!”

				Arms about each oth­er’s shoul­ders, the Bab­bitt men marched in­to the liv­ing-room and faced the swoop­ing fam­i­ly.
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